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PART 1 – INTRODUCTION

The electric twin prop military transport plane took off from Romulus airport on the south coast of North Vena, one of the two main islands on the ocean planet, Vena 3. It was bound for the colony of Green Bay on the southeastern corner of South Vena, nearly 700 miles away.

It is Vena year 91, or Earth year 2234 – 91 years since the first colony, Romulus, was established. The first colonisation ship had left Earth in 2123 and travelled at 50% light speed with the occupants in cryogenic suspension. That first ship contained the equipment needed to get the colonies up and running and to get food production going.

A year later, another ship left Earth with heavy equipment, travelling at 20% light speed. When it arrived in 42, it allowed the Venans to set up factories to build high tech medical equipment and computers, as well as electrically powered aircraft, ships and road vehicles. But aircraft production was limited by the amount of Xirconium they had received. Only ultra-lightweight Xirconium batteries were practical for aircraft if you wanted a usable range, and this material had so far not been found anywhere on Vena.

A second supply ship was on its way and due to arrive in 97.

Three additional fast ships arrived carrying colonists in 10, 15 and 23. By 10, there were 3 independent colonies, and by 30, there were 17. The colonies were a mixed bag; there were patriarchies, matriarchies, democracies, a communist colony and many religious colonies and the planet quickly became the go-to place for groups that believed themselves to be oppressed or ostracised on Earth.

Not all of the colonies enjoyed success. The religious colonies tended to devote too much time on ceremonies and not enough on practical improvements. Stakarov, the communist colony, was ruled by a central committee, but bureaucracy made decision making sluggish and blunted development.

King George, on the coast north of Stakarov, was an outright patriarchy, with restrictions on the type of work women could do. Unless they were teachers or nurses, the women were expected to stay at home, look after the kids and make the tea.

The most successful colony in the early years was Victoria, on the central west coast of South Vena. This colony was run as a gynarchy, where only females were citizens, and males were slaves. It was run by a small committee that had been chosen before the colonists had left Earth. This colony developed rapidly due to the fast decision making and the negligible cost of labour.

In the year 35, while Victoria was going from strength to strength, St Agnes, a religious matriarchy run by an order of nuns, was struggling badly. To save the colony, the Abbess of St Agnes initiated talks with Victoria which resulted in the Treaty of St Agnes. Under the terms of this treaty, St Agnes would be ruled by a committee approved by Victoria and would implement gynarchy laws. The Abbess would henceforth rule only St Agnes Abbey and its grounds.

The treaty took effect and within a few years, with the reorganization and much needed investment, St Agnes blossomed. Two more religious matriarchies – Aurora and Diana - followed St Agnes’s lead in 45.

By the year 50, the gynarchy was expanding rapidly. Over the next 20 years, highways were built, two running along on the east and west coasts, and two crossing from west to east, and in 68 a railway line was opened from St Agnes to Victoria. It was extended to Aurora 2 years later.

With this expansion, came political changes. The gynarchy was reorganized as a democratic Queendom. Ladies over 17 would be citizens with voting and slave ownership rights. The 4 colonies, Victoria, St Agnes, Aurora and Diana, would be duchies, with an elected duchess and 8 councillors, and at national level, there would be an elected queen, with 8 senatresses. The first Queen was crowned, and the Queendom of Vena was officially inaugurated, in 52.

With success came severe labour shortages, both in ladies and slaves. To combat this, a Population Centre was opened in Victoria and began operating in 51. This centre, popularly known as the baby factory, allowed reproduction by means of artificial wombs and incubators. Natural births were still allowed but declined in popularity as artificial births were both safer and more convenient.

The PC allowed female births on demand. The mother would visit the PC and a simple procedure would extract her eggs, one of which would be used to create a daughter, the mother choosing the sperm donor herself by browsing through an on-line catalogue. The PC retained spare eggs to be used for male production.

At first, males were produced continuously, with production levels varying based on predicted future requirements. But later, the Department of Male Education and the Department of Slave Training both lobbied for batch production as they believed it would be more efficient for them to process males in large batches rather than as a continuous trickle.

Victoria PC expanded its premises and switched to batch production in 57, and initially, they produced 500 males in a batch every 3 years, but production increased later, and a second smaller PC was opened in St Agnes in 88.

Female production continued to be on-demand, although women were strongly advised to avoid the triennial male production period, popularly known as harvest time.

Victoria Population Centre was a long-term solution. The short-term solution was the Queendom’s new Migration Contract. Launched in 51, this encouraged immigration by allowing ladies from other colonies to migrate to the Queendom on a trial basis. On arrival, they were granted provisional citizenship, with the same rights as full citizens, excluding only voting rights. After one year, the lady could either swear an oath and become a full citizen of the Queendom, or she could return.

This policy turned out to be very successful, as many ladies who were curious about the Queendom were able to try it out. About two thirds of those who came stayed on as full citizens.

Successful as it was for the Queendom, the policy was damaging for other colonies, many of whom were run on patriarchal lines in practice even if not in theory, which further encouraged female migration to the Queendom, and many colony populations declined. This caused relations between the Queendom and some other colonies to become strained.

This state of affairs was not helped when the Queendom began pressuring Stakarov, the communist colony on South Vena, to join the Queendom, in 61. Stakarov was bordered on the south by Aurora and on the east by Diana, and by 47, both were part of the gynarchy. Due to the underdeveloped transport network in the north, Stakarov’s trade was mostly routed through Aurora, which had good port facilities. This dependency on Aurora allowed Victoria to apply pressure.

But Stakarov was no matriarchy, and its central committee refused point blank to join the Queendom and began mobilizing its militia and recruiting mercenaries. Just three months later, the Queendom army marched in, and in just 5 days, the conquest was complete.

In response to this aggression, three of the four remaining independent colonies in South Vena, feeling exposed and vulnerable, sought to make alliances with other colonies, especially those on North Vena, but negotiations dragged on and on and eventually came to nothing.

The one South Vena colony that had not sought alliances, was the religious patriarchy of St Peter, on the east coast beyond Diana. This colony consisted of the Abbey of St Peter, and the small town that had grown up to support it. It was ruled by the Abbot of St Peter, but he had no army or militia, trusting instead in the power of prayer.

This did little to stop the Queendom Army, who marched in in 65.

The last independent colony on South Vena that had overland connections to the Queendom was the patriarchy of King George. There was no love lost between the Queendom and King George, and border skirmishes were common, with accusations flying first one way then the other. The Queendom complained that King George oppressed women, while King George retorted that at least they didn’t enslave them.

In 71, there was another border skirmish, when patriarchy troops allegedly opened fire on Queendom troops, allegedly on the Queendom side of the disputed border. Some say this was a false flag operation. But regardless, the Queendom used this incident to launch a full-scale invasion of King George in what became known as the Gender War, because all Queendom troops were female, and all King George troops were male. The Queendom, with its much larger army, conquered King George in just three weeks.

Naturally, the Queendom claimed that they had liberated the women of King George. In fact, nearly all females in King George remained loyal to their colony until the end, any claims to the contrary being Queendom propaganda.

Nevertheless, King George became the seventh duchy of the Queendom of Vena.

Worried by Queendom aggression, the 8 colonies of North Vena formed the Union of North Vena in 85. A Union council was formed, with each colony appointing a representative, and the council then selected one of themselves as president. Most powers were still retained by the individual colonies, but the colony militias began joint exercises, and a joint command structure was set up to be implemented in time of conflict. A year later, the small Union Army was formed as a professional standing force, and many militia members volunteered.

The two remaining independent colonies on South Vena, Green Bay and Mount Vernon, both in the southeast, merged in 85. As Green Bay was the larger of the two, the combined colony retained that name. There was no road connection from Green Bay to the Queendom.

Mount Vernon was an inland town, one of only two non-coastal towns on the planet, the other being Diana. It was a mining town, extracting minerals vital for the industries of all the colonies on Vena. These minerals were trucked to Green Bay from where they were despatched by ship.

The new enlarged Green Bay colony did not join the Union for fear of antagonizing the Queendom. Their security was based on the idea that with their minerals being vital to both the Union and the Queendom, neither side would make aggressive moves for fear of intervention by the other side. However, it was apparent that the Queendom regarded Green Bay as being in their sphere of influence. They were pushing for the east coast highway to be extended south to Green Bay. Although this made economic sense, Green Bay felt it was unwise politically. So far, the Queendom had not made any aggressive moves, but the leaders of Green Bay were still worried.

Although not part of the Union, in 90 they had accepted the Unions offer to secretly send military advisors to review Green Bay’s defences and confer with them regarding strategy in the event of an invasion by the Queendom. Unfortunately for the Union, Queendom spies discovered this arrangement, and the Queendom regarded it as unwarranted interference in their sphere of influence. They retaliated by revoking the Emergency Landings Agreement of 52.

Before the Emergency Landings Agreement, any male arriving in the Queendom without authorization was automatically enslaved. Authorization came in the form of diplomatic passes or visitor visas. Although theoretically still available, by 71, visitor visas were almost never granted to males. It was found that the sight of free males had an unsettling effect on the Queendom’s own males. Diplomatic passes were still available to embassy staff but in very limited numbers.

The Emergency Landings Agreement of 52 exempted from enslavement any males who arrived due to shipwreck or due to the emergency landing of an aircraft. But this agreement was now revoked.

At the same time, the Queendom also denied recharging facilities to Union aircraft flying between the Union and Green Bay. This meant passengers flying between the Union and Green Bay would have to change flights in Victoria, which effectively stopped males travelling, as they would risk arrest and enslavement when they arrived at Victoria airport. The Union airline deemed non-stop flights between the Union and Green Bay too risky as it was close to the maximum range of the aircraft available. Civilian males would henceforth have to travel by ship. However, the Union Army still made occasional non-stop flights.


PART 2 - DANNY’S STORY

Tuesday 15 March 91

The plane that had just taken off from Romulus airport was one such military flight. The prop plane banked round to the left after take-off and headed south and gained height. Below left could be seen the city and port facilities of Romulus, and further away was the Romulus Space Port complex. This was the only space port on the planet, and the complex was a planetary joint property, administered by a joint committee formed of representatives of all the colonies on Vena.

The plane was carrying staff for the military delegation to Green Bay. On board were Ray, Steve and Mike, all in their late 20’s and members of the Union Army, reinforcements for the delegation’s security detail; Rose, 25, an army nurse, and Martha a civilian secretary and book keeper, 38, and her son Danny, 16. Up front was Bill, 58, an army pilot, and Tom 42, the co-pilot.

They settled back for the 4-hour flight. Martha was a widow; her husband Colin had passed away the previous year after suffering a heart attack. Colin had joined the Romulus militia back in 61 and made a career in the semi-professional Romulus militia and, for a short time, in the new Union Army.

He taught evasion and survival, and his son Danny had picked up a lot of tips while on hiking trips with his dad.

Danny looked out of the window, it had been a clear day when they left, but it was looking overcast now. There were no navigation aids on Vena yet, except the occasional light beacon. They had to fly visually, that meant staying on their current compass course for 375 miles to intercept the coast of South Vena at St Peter. They would then follow the coastline all the way to Green Bay.

They dropped down below cloud level to maintain visibility. Just as they spotted St Peter over to their right, Tom, the co-pilot came back: “Listen up everyone. We’ve got a serious problem. We’ve lost the left wing-battery. It looks like a wiring fault. The remaining charge isn’t sufficient for us to make Green Bay. We’ve contacted Romulus and we’re waiting for instructions.”

They all looked worried. The males on board did not want to land at a Queendom aerodrome. With the Landing Agreement revoked, it meant that they would be enslaved. They would prefer to make a forced landing, then have a go at getting through to Green Bay on foot. Most of the east coast was sparsely populated.

Ray asked: “Can we make any Green Bay territory at all, maybe make a field landing?”

“We don’t think so. We’ve got about 50 minutes flying time left, but we’d need about 2 hours to reach Green Bay.”

The long, tedious sea voyage from Romulus to Green Bay was beginning to look a lot more attractive now.

Bill called out from the cockpit and Tom went forward. After a few minutes, he returned.

“We’ve got our instructions. Because we have 2 women and an under 18 on board, we are not to risk a forced landing. We’ve been ordered to turn back and land at St Peter and surrender to the authorities there.”

The guys looked depressed. Rose and Martha began talking to each other and then called Danny over. Martha called out: “Tom, tell Romulus that we’re all in favour of a forced landing. We want the boys to have a chance.”

Tom replied: “Are you sure? What about the lad?”

“Danny is an experience hiker. His Dad, Colin, was an instructor in the Union Army.”

“Fine. I’ll contact Romulus and see what they think.”

Martha turned back to Rose. “I think the Queendom is evil. Slavery disgusts me. I can’t bear the thought of my Danny falling into their hands. Or any of these guys, for that matter.”

“I’m with you, Martha. Let’s hope they let us force land. The boys deserve to have a chance. Anyway, they’ll be no worse off if they do get caught.” said Rose.

A few minutes later, Tom returned: “Romulus say ok as long as everyone on board is in agreement.”

Everyone said they were.

“Right then, here’s what’s happening. We’ll keep going south until we’re down to 10 mins of charge, then we’ll make a field landing. We’ll try to figure out our position as exactly as possible, so we know where to go and how far it is once we’re down. But for the moment, we need to destroy all secret documents and then review what equipment and stores we have and decide what’s worth taking with us.”

About 40 mins later, Bill started their descent. Tom shouted back: “Seat belts on, we’re going down now. It’s mostly flat, scrub, not too many trees.”

Their plane had a stall speed of 70mph, so landing wasn’t too much of a problem if they could only find a decent stretch of flat ground. Most airfields on Vena were just grass strips anyway.

Bill shouted: “This area looks ok; we’ll circle round to make sure. It looks flat but it’s probably very bumpy, we’re not going to risk a turnover, so we’ll go in wheels up and belly land.”

A few minutes later they touched down, and Bill immediately cut the engines. They experienced a series of sudden jolts which threatened to tear them out of their seats, but these rapidly reduced in intensity until they were nearly stopped, but at the last moment the plane entered a shallow depression which caused it to tilt. The plane’s right wing scraped along the ground, then dug in and began to tear off at the root. The plane lurched violently around to the right and then stopped.

When the dust had settled, some of them had bruised ribs, and mild concussion from heads banging into the seats in front, and some had cuts that were bleeding, but everyone was in one piece.

Rose was unhurt and immediately got the first aid kit out and began tending to wounds. Martha helped. They soon got everyone patched up.

Bill said: “Tom, you know where everything is on this plane, can you get everything out that might be useful.”

“Ray, come with me. We’ll take a look around outside. Everyone else, help Tom get the gear out. Let’s gather everything over there.” Bill said pointing to a clump of trees.

“What can I do?” asked Danny.

“How old are you, son?”

“16, sir.”

“Ok, you can come with us. What’s your name?”

“Danny, sir.”

Bill, Ray and Danny went to look around. The ground was mostly flat with occasional depressions, probably caused by run off when it rained. It was mostly moorland, with no trees except the few they had already spotted, which surrounded a shallow depression containing a pond. About a mile away there was a rocky outcrop standing up out of the ground, surrounded by large bushes that were taking full advantage of the shelter that the outcrop provided.

“Danny, head over to that outcrop, see if you can get up on top, see what you can see from up there. Come back here straight after.”

“Ray, over that way, see that low ridge line? Half an hour tops then come back. I’ll check this way.”

Just over an hour later, they had gathered under the patch of trees next to the pond, along with all the gear they had recovered from the plane, most of it stuffed into army issue rucksacks, which all the guys except the pilots had. They had their personal gear, 2 first aid kits, water bottles, a basic tool kit, a flare gun and even 2 parachutes. They had a map but no compass. They also had lots of very compact military survival ration packs, these contained food, water sterilization pills, and Queendom currency.

“Where’s Danny?” asked Bill.

Ray was on slightly higher ground just outside the clump of trees. He looked back towards the rocky outcrop. “I see him, he’s on his way back.”

“Did you find anything?” Bill asked Ray. “No, just more of the same, flat moorland. You?”

“Same, but I could see the ocean. We’re not far from the coast.”

Bill unfolded the map. “We’re about here. We’re in the Duchy of St Agnes, about 150 miles from the border with Green Bay, and 230 from Green Bay city itself. St Agnes town is about 60 miles.”

“Hmmm. The map’s not very detailed except for the shape of the coastline.” said Mike.

“I know, it’s meant for air navigation not hiking over land, but it’s all there is.”

Danny came running up out of breath.

“What’s up Danny! Did you see anything?”

“I got up top, and I’m sure I could see buildings over there on the horizon, I think it might be a town.”

Bill thought for a moment. “On the horizon in this landscape. What do think, Tom, maybe 10 miles?”

“Sounds about right. I wonder if they saw us come down.”

“Just what I was thinking.”

Danny again. “The outcrop over there has got caves in it. One of them is quite big.”

“Big enough for all of us?”

“I think so.”

“Ok then. We need shelter for the night. Let’s all head over to the rocks and have a look at the cave, then we’ll get some chow and discuss our options.”

An hour later, they were at the rocky outcrop which seemed to have been sculpted by centuries of wind and rain, leaving many alcoves and several caves. Most were very small but one with a narrow entrance opened out inside, it was not especially big, but big enough that they could all get inside, out of the elements. It was getting dark, so they decided to spend the night there. Hiking across rough terrain at night without good maps was too risky.

They opened some ration packs. The sachets of food paste were self-heating, rip the strip off the bottom of the sachet and a chemical reaction heated the food, then rip the strip off the top and squeeze the food out. You just had to be careful not to damage the sachet, or you could allow the chemical to leak into the food and spoil it.

They discussed options.

Martha came up with a suggestion. She wondered whether she and Rose might pass as mistresses with Bill and Tom as their slaves. If so, maybe they could make it to the Union embassy in Victoria.

That would leave just the 3 army guys and Danny to try to hike to Green Bay. The chance of 4 fit guys making it were better without the ladies and the 2 older guys holding them back. Danny was fit and he was an experienced hiker, so Martha thought he should go with the group making for Green Bay.

After discussing the likelihood of success of both options, it was decided. They would split up and set off at dawn.

Wednesday 16 March 91

The next morning after breakfast, Martha and Rose, and Bill and Tom were ready to go. Martha and Rose had to be careful not to get dirty walking across the fields. The ladies would need to look clean and elegant. The guys would just need to look like slaves. All their gear was crammed into the 2 rucksacks that the guys were wearing, they had to trust that the local civilians wouldn’t recognise them as Union Army issue. They took just a few of the ration packs with them. All the ration packs had been opened and all the Queendom currency collected. The embassy party took all of it, they hoped to use it to buy tickets for public transport, and they would also use it for hotels and cafes along the way. They needed to look like travellers.

They said their goodbyes, and there were hugs all round, especially between Martha and Danny, then off they went.

Ray addressed the remaining members of the group, Steve, Mike and Danny.

“Ok, so we’ll sort through the remaining gear, we’ll take all the ration packs and water bottles, but not much else, we need to travel light.”

Ten minutes later, while still preparing, they heard shouting coming from outside.

“Shit! They’ve run into trouble. Everyone, take cover. Hide.” yelled Ray, as he grabbed the flare gun and ran to the cave entrance and looked out.

He couldn’t see anything, so ducked down behind the bushes that partly obscured the entrance.

Suddenly Ray saw two young women armed with rifles, they were wearing the green camouflage of the Queendom Army. “Shit” muttered Ray, he was hoping it was just some locals, maybe just a farmer. They would probably have a decent chance even if it was the local police. But against the Queendom Army, they were done for.

The women had spotted the cave. Ray suspected they knew all about the cave and had come over to check it out. One of the women approached the entrance. When she got too close, Ray revealed himself and pointed his weapon, hoping the woman would not realise it was only a flare gun. “Get back or I’ll fire!” he shouted.

The woman immediately dived for cover and shouted: “Armed male! Armed male!”

The shouting attracted more women and soon there appeared to be at least a dozen. One of them shouted at Ray: “Male, drop your weapon and come out with your hands up.”

Ray ducked back out of sight.

“Do it now!”

Ray didn’t move.

A female voice shouted out: “All right, suppressive fire, keep firing at the entrance.”

All the women immediately started firing at the cave entrance, forcing Ray to keep his head down. Meanwhile, two women began working their way forward, heading just to the side of the cave entrance.

Ray started to back up into the cave but he was hit. He cried out and then lay there, motionless.

Meanwhile, Danny had crawled towards the back of the cave, where the roof was lower. He was looking for somewhere to hide and could just make out someone crouching behind a boulder. The further he went back the darker it got. He felt more than he saw a hole in the ground, almost like a manhole, it was just big enough to squeeze into. He carefully lowered himself in feet first, not knowing how deep it was, only to find himself standing on the bottom with his head and shoulders still sticking out. He started to climb back up, shoving his feet against the sides to gain traction, when he realised there was a horizontal tunnel off to one side. It was barely 8 inches high, but he managed to wriggle his way in feet first until he felt an obstruction. His head was now about 2 feet in from the hole. Danny stopped and kept quiet, listening to the sounds coming from the cave entrance.

Someone shouted: “Get some grenades in there.”

There were more shots and the clunks of something metal landing on the stone, followed by crumps and hissing, and then two flashes and two loud bangs. The women had lobbed gas grenades and flash bangs into the cave. There was then a lull for a couple of minutes. Danny could hear voices but no shooting or explosions. Danny listened carefully, then he heard the slow, crunching footsteps of someone walking carefully into the cave, then 2 more crumps followed by hissing and the louder footsteps of someone running away.

Danny wondered what was going on but then he noticed what looked like smoke sinking down into his hole. After his next breath, he passed out.

“Mary to base.”

“Go ahead Mary.”

“Yeah, we caught four in the open, about a mile north of the plane, two females and two males, they were heading towards the highway. We challenged them and they surrendered. We cornered the rest in a cave, they were armed so we opened fire on the cave entrance and hit one, then we gassed the cave. When the gas has cleared, we’ll move in and see what we’ve got. Have we got transport coming?”

“Yeah, it’s on its way. Everyone ok?”

“Yeah, no casualties on our side. They’ve got one stunned and we don’t know how many gassed.”

“Good job Mary, well done.”

About four hours later, Danny gradually came around. He became aware of his surroundings and listened. He could not hear anything, but he could smell the residue of the gas. Maybe they were still there, waiting to see if anyone popped their head out. He decided to wait for another hour, still nothing, so he crawled out. He made his way through the cave but saw no one. Arriving at the cave entrance, he looked out but could not see anyone. He was alone. He was feeling hungry, so he went back inside and grabbed a water bottle and ration pack from the stockpile, then went back to the entrance. But this time he heard vehicles. He rushed back in and wriggled his way back into his old hiding place.

A few moments later he heard female voices in the cave and became aware of occasional flashes of light.

“Right, get all this stuff here. And there’s more over there. I want it all picked up and loaded onto the truck. You’ve got an hour. Get on with it.”

“Yes Mistress.” A male voice this time. Danny did not dare to move or make a sound. He just listened. He didn’t hear the female voice any more, but he heard several males going about their task.

Two hours later, and Danny hadn’t heard anything for ages, so he crawled out of his hide. The stockpile of gear had been removed. All Danny now had was one water bottle, now half empty, and one ration pack. He made his way to the cave entrance and looked out. He couldn’t see or hear anything to worry him, so he walked out.

He cautiously started walking down hill to the pond by the trees, ready to dive flat onto the ground at the first hint of trouble. He made it to the pond without a problem. Danny took a good long swig of water from his bottle, then refilled it from the pond, picking the area where the water looked cleanest. It looked decent enough, so he didn’t waste a purification tablet on it.

He decided to go back to the plane. He thought they had already taken everything worth having, but for the sake of 100 yards, he might as well double check, but as soon as he started to walk, he saw that the plane had gone. He walked up to where it had been. Just tyre marks, some uprooted bushes and small pieces of twisted metal. The Queendom had wasted no time in collecting the valuable material of the plane – Especially valued were the Xirconium batteries.

Danny wasn’t sure where his mum and the others had been taken, or what he should do. But he knew he would soon run out of food. The ration pack was good for maybe 2 days. He decided to head for the town he had seen from the outcrop.

He started walking. Danny had done a lot of hiking with his dad, so he knew what he was doing. In moorland like this, with no trail to follow, he reckoned on 2 miles per hour average. The ground was mostly flat with various grasses, but with lots of heather and bracken growing in random clumps, meaning he couldn’t just walk in a straight line, he had to twist and turn between the clumps. Plenty of cover if he laid flat. He then walked for 2 hours, navigating by checking the position of the rocky outcrop. He had a half hour break and a drink of water, then walked for another 2 hours. He could now see the town clearly, but it was now apparent that it was actually just a village, and a small one at that. It looked to be about 2 miles away now.

There were now about 4 hours of daylight left, so Danny decided he would have something to eat and take a nap. Danny spotted a large growth of heather and pushed his way into it. There was a small clearing part way in, and Danny settled down there and had something to eat out of his ration pack.

He then got his head down for a couple of hours. Waking up, he had a swig of water and then pressed on. He wanted to get an idea of the layout of the village while it was still light, but he wouldn’t go in until it got dark.

He pressed on nearer to the village, trying to stay on the blind side of clumps of heather or bracken whenever possible.

As he got nearer, he could see that the village comprised a small number of buildings on both sides of a tarmac road. The village had just one streetlight near the centre, but it was enough that Danny didn’t dare risk walking through the village. Instead, he made his way up to the road to the left of the village. He turned right onto it and began walking towards the village and soon arrived at a sign that proclaimed “Edith”. The name of the village. He noticed a farm gate on his left that gave access to a field. It wasn’t locked but looked rickety. Danny thought opening it might make too much noise, so he climbed over it instead. He was now on the opposite side of the road. The fields were cultivated on this side. He began to circle the village by walking along the edge of the fields that surrounded it, behind what looked like private houses in their gardens, ducking down when the houses he passed had lights on in rooms at the back. He observed the village from all angles. After a few minutes, he crossed the road again at the other end of the village and looked along it. The streetlight revealed an inn and a village shop. The door of the inn opened, and 2 women came out, he hurried to finish crossing the road. He began walking back to his starting point but now on the moorland side of the village. When he got behind the shop, he carefully climbed a fence and was then in the small yard behind it. After sneaking along the side of the building he came to the door at the front. It had a sign on it which said “closed”. Danny heard 2 women talking, probably the 2 that had come out of the inn. He went back behind the shop and checked the other side and found another door, but it was locked. Going to the rear again, he examined a window he had seen earlier. A small upper section opened outwards and upwards, and had been left open, probably to let some air in, but it was too high up. The larger lower section couldn’t be opened. A barrel was standing against the building nearby. Danny tried to move it under the window, but quickly realised it was full of water, being fed by a drainpipe. It might be near enough though. He climbed up on to it and leaned across to the window. He could just reach it. He grabbed the window opening and stepped off the barrel, and his body swung back to the vertical as he hung on. He climbed up and in.

He was in a stock room, and he could feel and just about see various items on shelves, but it was too dark to make out what they were, and he dare not switch the light on. Opening a door, he saw that it led to the shop. The streetlamp was right outside, meaning he could clearly see items that he would love to grab, but it was too risky. He went back to the stock room and grabbed items at random, then went nearer to the door so he could see what they were, pocketing the items he decided to take. Half an hour later, fortune smiled on him as his hands grasped what he recognized as a torch. He briefly tried it, and it worked. He closed the door to the shop, then did a proper survey of the stockroom. He put a hand over the end of the torch and splayed his fingers to reduce the amount of light shining out. He quickly found a carrier bag and filled it with water bottles and food and spare batteries for the torch. As he was heading back to the window, he passed a shelf of books which he had originally ignored, but he then spotted a road atlas and added it to his bag. Ready to leave, he went back to the window and held the bag out and lowered it as far down as he could before letting go. It hit the ground with a thump. Danny then wriggled his way out, collected his bag, and climbed over the fence and headed out into the moors. He found a spot where he was mostly surrounded by clumps of heather and lay down to get some sleep.

Thursday 17 March 91

Danny woke up early the next morning, drank some water, and had some breakfast. Corned beef from a tin. He ate half of it; the other half would do for tonight.

He studied his road atlas and quickly found Edith. The next place south on this road was the duchy capital, St Agnes. It was 60 miles. About 4 days on foot. Or 3 if he really upped the pace and risked getting blisters. He figured his food was good for 5 days.

Danny considered his options. Trying to sneak onto some kind of commercial vehicle seemed risky. Besides, he hadn’t seen any.

That left hiking. By day or night? By day would mean going cross country, it would be too risky to use the road. By night, you would have to use the road, but there would be fewer vehicles, and their lights should give warning of their approach.

Danny didn’t want to waste the day, so he decided he would go cross country today, hiking parallel to the road and keeping well to the left of it. He set off, walking for 2 hours then resting for half an hour. After 3 stints, Danny reckoned he had covered about 12 miles. He found a spot amongst the heather and finished off his tin of corned beef, then dozed off for about 4 hours.

Feeling refreshed, Danny had a drink then made his way closer to the road and sat down waiting for darkness.

As soon as it got dark, he set off again. Walking was easier on the road, by striding out Danny reckoned on between 3 and 4 mph. This time he walked for 3 hours, stopped for half an hour, then 3 more hours. No traffic passed him. On his third stint, he turned off the road after 2 hours as it was getting light. Just as he left the road, he heard the humming of a vehicle and took cover. After it had passed, he went further from the road and found a spot to rest. He reckoned he had covered as much as 25 miles over night.

Friday 18 March 91

Danny dozed most of the day. When he woke up, it was still light, so he had something to eat and studied the road atlas while he waited for the light to fade.

Off he went again. 3 hours walking, half an hour resting. There was more traffic tonight, and Danny had to take cover at the side of the road on several occasions. There were several side turns with unmade roads going away from the coast, signs at the junctions indicated the names of the farms they led to. There was also a group of houses, probably for farm workers, on the road itself. Danny cautiously walked by, being careful not to make any noise.

Saturday 19 March 91

Just as the first hint of dawn appeared, the road crossed a stream then rose up a slight incline. When it crested the hill, Danny could see a large town ahead and knew it must be St Agnes. He carried on and soon came to an unmade side road off to the left. He looked down it, and saw a wooden hut, and cautiously approached. It was like a large garden shed. Danny looked inside. It was empty except for a shovel, a broom and a pickaxe. Danny walked further and his nose caught an obnoxious smell. He realised it was a landfill site set inside what was probably once a quarry.

There were big piles of rotting rubbish and food waste. Further on was discarded furniture, bits of wood, etc., and beyond that a pile of worn-out tyres and 6 or 7 rusting cars and vans.

Danny needed somewhere to lay low, preferably under cover. He looked back at the wooden hut but remembered his dad telling him the first rule of evasion. Avoid obvious cover! The hut would not do. He went to have a closer look at the rusty cars, one still had glass in its windows, and a comfy looking rear bench seat. He got inside it. The smell was hardly noticeable from this end of the tip. He had found his base. He could clearly see the hut from the car, and even though the hut would be a dumb place to hide, he figured that if anyone came to the tip to search for him, it was bound to be one of the first places they would look, so he would keep his eye on it. He lay down in the car and dozed off. He had about 10 hours to wait.

Danny woke up and had something to eat and prepared to head into St Agnes. He left his bag of gear in the boot of the car and made his way back to the road. The road had a hedge along its left side, and Danny opted to walk on the field side of the hedge rather than along the road. He could just make out the ocean over to his left, and further on he could make out dockside cranes. He reached a point where there were buildings on his side of the road blocking his path. Like he had done in Edith, he decided to circle around the built-up area. He turned left and walked for about an hour, on the edge of the fields bordering the town, and behind the gardens of private houses. Not finding anything useful, and not daring to walk into town, he u-turned and walked back. Reaching his starting point on the road from the tip, he crossed the road and checked out the edge of town on the other side. More private houses. Danny figured that shops, inns, and anything useful, were going to be in the town centre, not at the edge of town. But to get there he would have to walk along the streets. It seemed too risky, even at night.

Danny started to take more interest in the private houses. After passing several he saw one that had an open window, but no lights on. He climbed the fence into the garden, then quietly climbed into what turned out to be the lounge. Danny was as quiet as a mouse. It was likely that someone was asleep in the house, he assumed the bedrooms would be upstairs. He saw a door and opened it and saw a corridor leading to what looked like the front door. There were other doors along the corridor. Danny opened the first one. It was a dining room with a table, 6 chairs and a large wall cabinet. Danny went back out and opened the second door. Danny didn’t know what to make of it at first. The room had no windows, but there was a bed, a big wooden X on the wall, 2 cages, a sort of vaulting horse, and metal rings attached to the floor, ceiling and walls in various places. On another wall, there was a wooden bar with what looked like coat hooks, but instead of coats, there were various types of whips hanging there. And in the corner on the floor, there was a basket with an assortment of wooden and canes in it.

Danny realised it was a slave punishment room. He had heard about such things but to actually see one was something else. He backed out of the room. There were 2 more rooms to check. He wanted to find a kitchen or a pantry. He quietly opened the next door and quickly realised it was a small bedroom with someone in the bed. Before he could close the door, a man suddenly sat up in bed and said: “Who the hell are you?”.

Before he could reply, the man started shouting: “Mistress Alice! Mistress Alice! There’s a burglar in the house!”

Danny ran back to the lounge and climbed out of the window, and literally vaulted over the garden fence, and then ran back in the direction of the tip. After a few minutes, he slowed to a walk, then crossed the road and walked back behind the hedge to the tip. He reached his car and sat down on the bench seat with a sigh. He ate the last of his food and had a drink, then lay down and dozed off.

Sunday 20 March 91

Danny woke up as it got light. He had nothing to do and nothing to eat for the rest of the day. He had a swig of water and then studied his road atlas. It was all he had to read. He heard a humming noise and saw a vehicle pull into the tip. A woman got out, took something out of her car and dumped it, then got back in and drove away.

Danny tilted the bench seat forward and slid behind it into the boot, then tilted the seat back. The boot lid was locked, and this was the only way in. Laying on the floor of the boot was uncomfortable, but Danny felt safe.

When it got dark, Danny ventured out and headed towards town alongside the hedge. He got to where he had crossed the road the previous day. He peered out to look along it towards town before crossing but quickly stepped back behind the hedge. He had seen the headlights of an approaching car. As it passed, he saw it was mostly white but with green doors. On the green doors in white lettering were the words: “St Agnes Police”. He watched as the car headed out of town, but then it slowed and turned into the landfill site. Were they searching for him?

But the car stopped as soon as it finished its turn, then backed out the other way. Then it was on its way back again. It passed Danny again and headed back into town.

Danny decided not to cross the road, instead he turned left, the way he had gone the previous day, before he u-turned. He walked along behind the houses as he had the previous day. After half an hour, he spotted a house with an open ground floor window and no lights on. He quietly climbed over the fence. As he approached the house, he could see along the driveway at the side of the house and onto the road at the front. He froze as the road lit up. A car was coming. Danny waited to see if the car was going to pull into the driveway, but it didn’t. As it went passed the end of the driveway, Danny saw the green and white of a police car. He got cold feet and climbed back out of the garden. He made his way back to the tip and lay down in his car, thinking.

He didn’t think his failed burglary yesterday was a big deal. It was hardly crime of the century. Maybe the police patrols were just a co-incidence. But then he remembered reading a magazine article back in Romulus. About the low crime rates in the Queendom. About how in some areas, people could go out and leave doors unlocked and windows open.

If it was really like the article said, then an attempted burglary was a big deal. And he had been spotted, so they knew the burglar was male. A rogue male on the loose! Maybe it was a big deal after all. Suddenly there was a growling sound. Danny realised that it was his belly. He was so hungry. Danny didn’t know what to do. He decided to get some sleep and think about it in the morning.

Monday 21 March 91

The next morning Danny woke up. He was starving. He drank the last of his water, then looked out. There was nobody around. He got out of the car and went out of the landfill to the road. He then began walking along the road away from town. He reached the stream he had crossed 2 days earlier and refilled all his water bottles. Then he headed back the same way he came in. When he arrived at the landfill entranced, he saw that a car was inside, so he took cover behind the wooden hut. The driver dumped something then drove away. Danny went over to take a look and began poking through the newly arrived garbage. It was mostly empty tins and cartons, some potato peelings, and offcuts of vegetables, but Danny also came across some foil trays containing rice and some kind of meat. They looked like takeaway meals that someone hadn’t been able to finish. Danny took them and some pieces of carrots.

Danny went back to his car and looked at the food. It was all cold of course. He tried a bit, it tasted a bit off, but he was starving so he finished it all and munched on some of the raw carrots. The carrots were just tops and tails that someone had cut off and discarded. He ate them.

After washing the meal down with some water, he lay down in the car, studied his road atlas again and had a think. He was still nearly 100 miles from the border. The road ended at St Mary, about 40 miles away. After that there was nearly 60 miles of moorland. And after crossing the border, he would still need to find a village or a settlement. He reckoned on 2 days to get to St Mary, a few days to recover and build up supplies, then maybe 5 more days across the moors to the border and freedom.

Alternatively, he could make for the embassy in Victoria. A road ran west from St Agnes to Victoria, but it was 200 miles away, and he figured the road would be a lot busier than the coast road he had walked on up to now.

There was also a railway line from St Agnes to Victoria. He wondered if it would be possible to sneak onto a train. He remembered those movies where the hero runs along the side of a moving goods train, trying all the doors, but only finding one that would slide open at the last minute. In reality, he knew that the chances of finding a goods wagon where the staff had forgotten to lock the door and be able to open it and board while the train was moving, were miniscule.

He decided Green Bay was still the best bet. He needed to collect 2 or 3 days of rations, then get to St Mary, and take stock there. He resolved to push into the town centre and try his luck with a shop or a warehouse. He lay down and had a sleep.

He woke up as the light was fading and checked outside. It was all quiet, so he made his way down the side of the hedge to his usual road crossing. He peeked out and studied the road into town. A few of the houses had lights on but most were dark. He would have to chance it. If he saw any vehicles or pedestrians, he would duck into a garden and wait for them to go by. He set off, but just 2 minutes later, he became aware of a car coming up behind him and heading into town, so he dodged into the front garden of a house and crouched down behind the wall that separated the garden from the road. The car went by, but before he got up, he saw the lights of another car, this time heading out of town, so he stayed down. The car went by, and he noticed the green and white colours of a police vehicle. He was about to come out when he heard voices. Two women were walking his way on the footpath on his side of the street. He lay down prone behind the wall, and they walked past without seeing him. When he judged that they were sufficiently far away, he got up. As he got up, he felt a pain in his stomach and felt a bit sick, so he bent down, and the pain went away. After a few seconds, he gingerly got up again and felt ok. He resumed his cautious journey into town. Just 10 seconds later, he felt a stabbing pain in his stomach and cried out, and the next moment he was doubled up on his hands and knees on the pavement and vomiting. He cried out in agony and retched and retched. After a couple of minutes, the retching had stopped but he was still in great pain. He remained on his hands and knees with his mouth open, the last remnants of vomit dripping from his gaping mouth. At that moment he heard a car door slam behind him and then another. He looked around. He saw a police car. Two uniformed female police officers had got out and were approaching him. They each wore black trousers, a white shirt with black tie, a black jacket and had a peaked cap. The jacket had POLICE in bold white letters on the front.

The first police officer stood in front of him and looked down: “You, boy, what are you doing here? Where is your owner?”

Danny was still in pain. He didn’t reply, just moaned.

The same police officer again: “All right boy. Serial number.”

Danny didn’t reply.

“Your Serial number! Failure to identify is a serious offence, and we’ll find out soon enough anyway.”

Danny just groaned.

“All right, boy, you’re under arrest. Let’s get him up.”

The police officers grabbed his arms and pulled him to his feet. They dragged him to their car and forced him face first against it.

“Cuff him, Diane.”

The first police officer held Danny up against the car while the second police officer pulled his hands behind his back and cuffed them. Then she frisked him but found nothing. She then opened the rear door of the police car. They got him inside.

Diane, in the front seat, turned round to get a good look at him.

“He looks very young. Maybe 17 or 18.”

“Base, this is Susan.”

“Go ahead Susan.”

“Hi Megan, we’ve picked a lone male off the streets, he’s in a bit of a state, so we’re taking him to the med centre. He won’t identify; can you send someone over with the scanner?”

“Ok Susan. Will do. We’ll call ahead and tell them to expect you.”

“Thanks, Megan.”

Ten minutes later they arrived at St Agnes medical centre. They pulled him out of the car and through double doors marked “Male Reception”. A nurse and a male orderly were waiting. While the orderly helped Diane get Danny uncuffed and onto the trolley, the nurse spoke to Susan.

“Hi Susan, what happened?”

“Hi Linda. No idea, we found him like this on the street, alone, so brought him here.”

“I see. He looks very young. Do you have his serial number?”

“No, he’s not been very co-operative.”

“No worries. Orderly, take him to the examination room.”

“Yes, Nurse Linda.”

The nurse followed the orderly into the examination room, which was through a door from the reception area. The 2 police officers took seats outside and waited. 10 minutes later, the nurse returned, and the orderly wheeled Danny out and into another room marked “Male Ward”.

“Food poisoning.” said the nurse.

“Oh right. What’s the treatment?” Susan asked.

“We’ll give him plenty of fluids and keep him with us for a couple of days. His owner should be able to collect him the day after tomorrow.”

“Fine. We’ll hang on here for a moment; the scanner should be here shortly.”

“Fine, let me know his serial number and owner, I need it for my forms.”

“Ok, Linda.”

A moment later, another police officer arrived.

“Hi Susan, you wanted the scanner?”

“Thanks Debbie, this way, he’s in the ward.”

All three police officers went into the ward which contained 6 beds, 3 were occupied. Danny was laying on his back in one of them. He was naked under the covers. His clothes and shoes had been bagged up and stored somewhere.

Debbie went up to him. “Could you lift him for me please?”

Susan and Diane pulled Danny up into a sitting position, and Debbie held the scanner behind Danny’s neck and pressed a button. After a short time, she began slowly moving the scanner from side to side and up and down.

“Hmmm. I can’t seem to get a reading.”

She looked up and called over to the orderly who was checking one of the other males.

“Orderly, here a moment.”

“Yes, officer.”

The orderly came over. Diane scanned the back of his neck and pressed a button; the scanner display immediately lit up with a serial number, 69-1-2119, and a green light came on.

“Carry on, orderly.”

“Yes, officer.”

The orderly went over to help one of the other patients but kept looking back out of curiosity.

Debbie scanned Danny’s neck again and pressed the button. Nothing.

“Hmmm. His chip isn’t working.”

The bed had built in wrist tethers in the corners at the head end. Each tether consisted of a metal ring that could be locked around the wrist, and a chain connecting the ring to the corner of the bed. Diane locked Danny’s wrists into the metal rings at the ends of each tether. Then pointing at the tether on Danny’s right wrist:

“The chain on this tether is broken. Should we move him to another bed?”

“No leave him, regulations only require 1 tether anyway.” Susan gave the left tether a tug. “This one is fine.”

Diane put the broken tether on the side table on the right of the bed.

Susan then spoke to the nurse: “Hi Linda, either he doesn’t have a chip, or it’s not working. Either way, he’s an unidentified male, so as per regulations he must be restrained until we sort it out, so we’ve tethered him to the bed. A detective will be back tomorrow morning to question him.”

“Ok, Susan. Good night officers.”

Tuesday 22 March 91

The next morning, Danny was feeling a lot better. He had been given plenty of fluids. Last night the orderly gave him some broth, and for breakfast this morning he had scrambled eggs.

The orderly came in and pointed at Danny. “That’s him, officer.”

The police officer came up to Danny. “I am Detective Samantha. You will answer my questions.”

“What’s your serial number?”

“I’m sorry officer, I don’t know.”

“What do you mean you don’t know? The first thing all males learn is their serial number. How can you possibly not know it?”

“I’m sorry officer, it must be because of my condition. I’m sure it will come back to me.”

“Who’s your owner? You must know that at least.”

“I’m sorry officer, I just can’t get my head straight at the moment.”

“How old are you? Have you absconded from school?”

Danny wasn’t sure what to say. After a long pause he finally said: “I’m sorry officer, I just can’t seem to remember much at the moment.”

“Hmmm.”

Danny noticed that the detective hadn’t asked for his name. Boy’s names have no legal standing in the Queendom. Owners can call their slaves whatever they like and change them on a whim.

Sam walked to the other end of the room and got on her radio. Danny listened intently.

“Hi Jane . . . Yes, I’ve questioned him . . . No. He claims he can’t remember anything . . . I doubt it, he seems to be too young . . . No, he seems to be the only one . . . yes, they should be able to . . . very well, I’ll make the arrangements.”

At that moment, the nurse came into the ward to do her rounds. Sam saw her and spoke, pointing to Danny: “Any idea when he will be good to go?”

“We’d prefer to keep him under observation today, then his owner can collect him tomorrow morning.”

“We’ve still not been able to identify him or his owner, so it will be us collecting him tomorrow.”

“Very good. Have a good day, officer.”

Danny wasn’t sure where they were planning on taking him or what they intended to do, but he would prefer not to find out.

He lay back thinking about how he could escape. “It shouldn’t be that hard.” thought Danny. “This isn’t a prison.”

The next time the orderly came into the ward, Danny called him over and asked to take a leak.

“Of course, but you’re an unidentified male, which means you need to have an escort when not restrained. I’m busy just at the moment but I’ll see to you in a little while.”

About 20 minutes later, the orderly unlocked the tether on Danny’s left wrist and helped him up. The toilets were through the door at the opposite end of the ward from the reception. The orderly opened the door and held it open while Danny went in, naked, and took a leak. While there he had a good look around. The window looked promising, he should be able to get out quite easily. He washed his hands and came out again. The nurse was now in the ward, talking to one of the patients, who was apparently about to be released. She looked up as Danny came by, and he thought he saw her smile as she glimpsed his cock. Danny got back into bed. The orderly spoke:

“Left hand. Got to put this back on. Regulations.”

Danny held his left arm out and the orderly reattached the tether.

This gave Danny an idea. He glanced over to his right. The broken tether was still on the side table. As soon as both the nurse and the orderly had left, Danny reached over and grabbed the tether. He examined it carefully. The last link on the piece of chain connected to the tether had split and formed a gap, and the link that mated with it had been pulled out.

Danny felt for the end of the chain connected to the corner and then tried to pop it back through the gap, but it wouldn’t go in; the gap was too small. The bed frame was formed of thin steel angle girders, so Danny held the gap in the split link against one of the edges of the girder and worked it hard. The gap spread to accommodate the edge of the girder. Now when Danny tried to mate the two ends of the chain again, they popped together. Then Danny pressed the split link against the top surface of the girder to close it up again. He gave the tether a light tug. It held. It would have to do.

Danny thought the orderly knew about the broken tether, but he wasn’t sure about the nurse, He decided to risk it. He waited for her to come in and do her rounds. When she checked on Danny, he quietly asked if he could be tethered on the other side so he could lay on his right side instead of his left. The nurse looked round to the orderly. Danny thought she was going to tell the orderly to do it, but he was helping the patient who was being discharged, who it seemed was unable to walk unaided. She turned back to Danny.

“Sure, not a problem.”

She first tethered Danny’s right wrist then went back and untethered his left. Danny turned onto his right side and said: “Thank you nurse, that feels much better.”

Danny watched the wall clock tick. It seemed to be going so slowly. He waited until the early hours of the morning, then pulled hard on his right wrist. The chain parted, and Danny quietly got out of bed. At the last moment, he thought to stuff one of the pillows under the sheets.

“Probably won’t fool any one for long but you never know.” thought Danny. He went into the toilet, opened the window, climbed out, and closed the window again. He was outside – naked except for the broken tether attached to his right wrist.

He followed the medical centre’s entrance road but saw that it led to was the High Street and was well lit with streetlights, so he did a u-turn and followed the entrance road down the side of the medical centre to the back and through the car park. He then climbed a 6-foot chain link fence. The other side, he realised, was the playing field of a school. He quickly ran across the width of the field and scaled the fence on the other side. He was now on a residential road with private houses on both sides, it had streetlights, but they were all off. He sprinted the length of the street. He then came to a crossroads. The crossing road was a main thoroughfare. This road had its streetlights on. He saw a car coming along it, so nipped over the low brick wall that enclosed the front garden of the nearest house and ducked down. The car went by, and he went straight across onto another residential road. He sprinted down it. But then a woman stepped out of a gate and turned towards Danny when he was less than 20 yards away.

“Sod it!” thought Danny. He said: “Excuse me, Mistress.” and just sprinted passed her as she stood still with her mouth wide open. The road ended abruptly at a farm gate. Danny climbed it and realised he had reached the edge of town. He turned left and walked around the perimeter. After 10 minutes, he recognized where he was, it was where he had u-turned on his first scouting mission. He walked the familiar path back to the tip and went to his car.

He fished out his torch and went searching for clothes. There were plenty to choose from, but they were all torn and dirty and most stank. He found some torn shorts and a T shirt. He couldn’t find any shoes, but he did find 2 pairs of socks with holes in them. He got dressed in the stinking rags and immediately set off for the stream with his bag. When he got there, he refilled all his water bottles then stripped off and thoroughly washed everything. Then he sat down and took out his road atlas.

He needed to head south, so he would have to get through or around St Agnes. It was then 40 miles to St Mary, a small town and the last settlement before the border. Beyond St Mary, there were no roads, it would be cross country over rough terrain. The normal way people got to Green Bay from the Queendom was by ferry from St Agnes.

He had no food, but he had been well fed while he was in the medical centre and decided he would survive until he reached St Mary. Probably 2 days.

Danny wondered what to do about his clothes. He could stay where he was and wait for them to dry out. Or he could wear them as they were, soaking wet. Or he could set out naked.

He didn’t want to waste the remaining 3 hours of darkness, so he started to get dressed. As soon as he put the soaking wet T shirt on, he began to shiver, so he quickly stripped off again. He decided to walk naked apart from socks. After 3 hours he would look for somewhere to hide out, then he would sleep during the day and dry his clothes at the same time.

Danny set off along the road back to town. His plan was to by-pass it to the west, passing by the house he had tried to burgle on the way.

He passed the entrance to the landfill site and had almost reach the first houses, where he would turn off the road to the right, when he saw car headlights approaching. He dashed to the side of the road and crouched down in the ditch. He watched the car go past, he saw white but wasn’t sure if he had also seen green. Was it a police patrol? He stepped out into the road and watched to see if it was going to turn around in the landfill entrance. After a few seconds, he was convinced it had passed that point; it was safe to continue.

Screeeech!

Danny was startled and turned round to find himself staring into the headlights of another car. The lights dazzled him, but he was sure he could make out the light clusters on the roof, indicating a police car.

Danny was rooted to the spot, totally naked in the full glare of the lights. The passenger side door opened, and a police officer stepped out. Danny could hear the driver talking on the car radio. The officer who had emerged addressed him.

“Well, here’s something you don’t see every day. Come here boy.”

Danny snapped out of his trance and sprinted forward, passing the driver’s side. The driver’s door began to open as he passed it but then he heard it close again. He glanced behind to see if the other officer was chasing him. She wasn’t. She had got back into the car, which was now racing up to the landfill. Danny kept running, and a few moments later, he glanced around again. The car had completed its U-turn and was about to come after him.

He turned off the road to the right and ran along the edge of the field behind the houses. He had been this way before so knew where he was going. He glanced round again and saw the light of a torch. He was being followed.

Soon, he was running over unfamiliar ground, but he just kept running along the edges of the fields, keeping the town on his left. He had to be careful; they knew their own town and would surely try to intercept him at some point up ahead. Danny slowed to a walk. Not being seen was more important than speed at this point.

A few minutes later he came upon a railway line. He climbed the lineside fence and crossed the track, carefully stepping over the three rails – he couldn’t remember which rail carried the current - then scaled the fence on the other side. On the other side of the lineside fence was a footpath and then a high stone wall. He looked left and right along the footpath. Left would take him into town, so he turned right. Just a moment later, he stubbed his toe on a stone and cried out. He knelt down to hold his toe in his hand. A torch suddenly switched on ahead of him and pointed at him.

“Hey you! Police! Stop where you are!”

“Shit!” thought Danny and turned round and began running back towards town. The officer was chasing him, but when he glanced round, he could see that he was opening the distance, but she was still close enough that he could hear her talk loudly on her radio as she ran.

“He’s on the railway path, heading back into town.”

Danny sped up. He passed the point where he had crossed the line and there were now houses on his left. A few minutes later the path emerged onto a street. It was well lit by streetlights. He glanced both ways and seeing a police car approaching from the left, he turned right and began running along the pavement, with the high stone wall on his right and the street on his left.

Another glance behind and he saw the officer who was chasing him emerge from the footpath and turn his way.

“You! Stop!”

The police car meanwhile sped past him and stopped about 100 yards ahead. Two officers immediately jumped out and turned towards him. He was surrounded. Except, there was a gate in the stone wall at this point. It was latched but not padlocked. He fumbled the latch for a moment but just managed to get it open and rush in before they reached him. He ran along the tarmac path, leaving the gate wide open behind him. He again glanced behind and was surprised to see all three officers standing at the gate just watching him. Why were they not following him?

Danny slowed to a walk. He appeared to be in a park of some kind. He followed the path and soon saw a large building looming up ahead. It was getting lighter, so Danny gave the building a wide berth and headed for a wooded area he had seen. He needed to find somewhere to lay up during the day. Ideally, he would have liked to make a few more miles, but he didn’t feel safe moving in daylight. He didn’t know why the police hadn’t pursued him, but he wasn’t going to argue. It seemed he would be safe here for the time being.

His progress was stopped when he came upon an ornamental lake. He had to turn to make his way around it, which forced him to come uncomfortably closed to the building. He thought he heard a noise and looked around but couldn’t see anyone. He looked up as he walked along; it appeared to be a religious building. Maybe a cathedral. Danny yelled out. He had just stubbed his toe again. He really needed to get some shoes. He sat down to nurse his toe, and the pain gradually subsided.

“Hey, you!”

Danny looked round at what sounded like a male voice. Someone had spotted him and was rapidly approaching.

Wednesday 23 March 91

“Who are you? This is private property. And where are your clothes?” demanded the man.

“I’m very sorry, I was just taking a short cut.” said Danny.

“You’re taking a risk. They don’t like trespassers.” said the man.

“Who? Where am I?” asked Danny.

“The nuns. You’re in the grounds of St Agnes Abbey.”

“Are you one of their slaves?”

“There are no slaves here. The Abbess doesn’t support slavery.”

“You there! Who’s there? What’s going on?”

“Shit, it’s Sister Mary. You’ll have to come with me.”

They walked towards a woman dressed in a nun’s habit. She was standing in a doorway in the abbey.

“It’s Eric, Sister Mary. I found this trespasser crossing the park. I was just bringing him to you.”

“He’s naked!” exclaimed Sister Mary.

“Yes, Sister Mary.”

After a moment, Sister Mary regained her composure.

“Bring him to my office, Eric.”

“Yes, Sister Mary.”

Sister Mary went into the abbey and Eric escorted Danny behind her. They all entered Sister Mary’s office. She sat down behind her desk.

“What’s your name, boy?”

For some reason, perhaps because she was a nun, Danny felt compelled to tell the truth.

“Danny, Mistress.”

“Sister Mary. You’re not in the Queendom now.”

“Not in the Queendom? But I thought . . .”

“You are in the Abbey of St Agnes. Queendom law doesn’t apply here. We have our own laws. Why the tether?”

“I escaped, Sister Mary.”

“From the police?”

“From the medical centre, Sister Mary. They tethered me to a bed, naked.”

“I see. What’s in that bag?”

“I found some clothes and washed them but they’re still wet, Sister Mary.”

“Show me.”

Danny took his soaking clothes out and showed them to Sister Mary.

“Rags!”

“How old are you, boy?”

“16, Sister Mary.”

Sister Mary looked at him for about a minute, deep in thought: “Hmmm. Wait here. Come, Eric”

She left the room with Eric. Danny waited as instructed. 30 minutes later, Sister Mary and Eric returned.

“Put these on.”

She put a bag on the floor. Danny looked in and saw a set of workman’s clothes, including boots and socks and underwear. He got dressed.

“How’s the fit?” Sister Mary asked.

“Good, but the shoes are a bit too large.”

“We’ll change them later. Hold out your arm. Eric?”

Danny held out his arm and Eric approached with a large pair of bolt croppers and began working on Danny’s tether. 10 minutes later there was a loud crack and the cuff split open and fell to the floor with the short length of chain attached to it.

“Thank you, Eric. You may go.”

Eric picked up the broken tether and left the room.

“Follow me.” said Sister Mary, and they also left. They soon came to another door and Sister Mary knocked.

“Enter.”

They both Entered.

“Sister Margaret, this is the boy I told you about.”

“Thank you, Sister Mary.”

“I am Sister Margaret, Abbess of the Abbey of St Agnes. What were you doing on our land?”

“I am sorry, Sister Margaret, I was just taking a shortcut.”

“How old are you, boy?”

“16, Sister.”

“So, you’ve absconded from school, have you?”

“School, Sister?”

“Yes, the male school here in St Agnes. In the Queendom, boys don’t start their slave training until age 18.”

“I’m not from the Queendom, Sister Margaret.”

“You are a foreigner? A boy on the loose? What the Queendom calls a ‘wild boy’?”

“Yes, Sister, I’m from the Union. I want to get to Green Bay. Please don’t hand me over to the police. I don’t want to be a slave.”

“The police have no jurisdiction here, boy. And there is no slavery here either. If you are from the Union, then you have a name. What is it?”

“Danny, Sister Margaret.”

She thought for a few moments.

“Well, Danny, you may stay here if you like. But we are not a charity. You will have to work.”

“Yes, Sister Margaret. Thank you, Sister Margaret.”

“There are 12 other boys working here. You will work Mondays to Fridays, from 08:00 until 18:00. The rest of the time is your own.”

“But you will work hard. And you will obey our rules, which are different to Queendom laws. And our rules are strictly enforced. All violations are punished. Repeated slacking or rule breaking will get you expelled, and you will be back in the Queendom before your feet can touch the ground. Understand?”

“Yes, Sister Margaret.”

“The most important rules are: 1. You must attend morning service every day. And 2. No sex.”

“No sex, Sister Margaret?”

“Don’t interrupt. Yes, no sex. Sex is a sin, Danny. All the sisters here are virgins and have sworn an oath of chastity. Everyone who isn’t a virgin, male or female, is a sinner in the eyes of the Goddess Athena.”

“But what about . . . how would, you know . . .”

“Stupid boy! Of course we support ladies having children. St Agnes colony had artificial insemination long before the Queendom opened their baby factories. But since the Queendom took over this colony, morality has declined and sins have multiplied, carnal knowledge is now widespread. Except for the little island of sanity that is St Agnes Abbey.”

“It’s all the fault of you males, especially you youngsters, sex, sex, sex, it’s all you think about. Every time you have had sex, Danny, you have sinned against the Goddess Athena. You should think about that. I advise you to visit the confessional after morning service today. Ask for your sins to be forgiven, Danny.”

“But Sister Margaret, I haven’t . . . I mean I never . . . I’m still a virgin, Sister Margaret.”

“Really? You’re not lying to me are you, Danny?”

“No, Sister Margaret, I swear.”

“Would you be prepared to place your hand on a bible and swear to the Goddess Athena, Danny?”

“Well, I guess so, Sister Margaret. But is it really so important, Sister Margaret?”

“Yes, Danny, it is. By the Goddess! It’s a miracle. The Goddess has blessed us. It is fate that you have joined us, Danny.”

Sister Margaret pressed a button on her desk. Danny, didn’t understand all the excitement.

There was a knock on the door.

“Enter.”

It was Sister Mary again.

“You called, Sister Margaret.”

“Yes, Sister Mary. The Goddess Athena has blessed us. Danny here is a virgin.”

Sister Mary’s eyes opened wide.

“Goddess be praised, Sister Margaret.”

“Indeed. He can take part in the ceremony on Sunday. Prepare him in good time. In the meantime, show him around and instruct him.”

“Yes, Sister Margaret. Come with me, Danny.”

Sister Margaret took him to the male annex.

“Eric! Are you here?”

Eric appeared from another room.

“Eric, this is Danny. He will be joining you boys. Show him around, he will start work tomorrow.”

“Yes, Sister Mary.”

Sister Mary left them to it.

“So, you’re staying with us then?”

“Yes, for a little while.”

“Ok, let me show you around. Right, first off, this is your room. You can dump your stuff in here.”

Danny was given a room about 10 feet square with a bed, a wardrobe, a chest of drawers and a small table with a chair.

“Right, all these doors down here are more rooms like yours. There are 18 rooms, and 13 boys here now, including you. This is our lounge.”

The lounge had several sofas and armchairs, plus a table and chairs and a TV.

“Nice.” said Danny.

“And this is our bar; we’ve got beer and soft drinks and a coffee machine. And there’s a TV and a pool table. Everything’s free but there’s a daily limit on how much beer you can have. The beer’s quite good.”

“Nice, but I’m underage for drinking.”

“Not here. There is no drinking age in St Agnes Abbey.”

“So do we get paid?” asked Danny.

“No, but there’s no point. Everything in St Agnes Abbey is free, and you can’t go into town, and even if you did you wouldn’t be allowed to buy anything.”

“You can’t go into town?”

“Not unattended. As far as the Queendom is concerned, we’re all slaves owned by the Abbess. It’s only when you’re on abbey grounds that you’re technically free.”

“I see.” said Danny.

“What sort of work do we do?”

“It’s general cleaning, laundry, cooking, maintaining the park, sometimes going into town with one of the sisters to carry stuff. That kind of thing. Make sure you do every job perfectly. They’re very strict and very quick to punish.”

“What’s this about morning service?”

“Yes, every morning at 10:00 I’m afraid, after the sisters have had their own service. Two hours listening to boring sermons and chanting prayers. Speaking of which, we’d better get going. Believe me, you don’t want to be late. And for goddess’s sake, don’t fall asleep.”

Danny and the other boys sat through two hours of tedious preaching and praying. Afterwards, Danny went back to his room. He was exhausted and drifted off to sleep.

He was woken up mid-afternoon by Sister Mary.

“Come with me, Danny.”

“Where are we going, Sister Mary.”

“Silence, Danny. Just follow me.”

They walked down some spiral stairs into a basement. They passed some cells off to one side, but nobody was in them. Danny looked surprised.

“What are these cells used for, Sister Mary?” asked Danny.

“Nothing. These cells were used for wrong doers when the Abbess ruled the entire colony, before the Queendom took over. Sister Margaret isn’t a believer in incarceration as a form of punishment. She prefers physical punishment.”

They arrived in another room. Another sister was waiting for them. There were no windows. It had a piece of furniture that looked like a vaulting horse, manacles on the walls in several places, and a large cupboard.

“This is Sister Catherine, Danny.”

“Good afternoon, Sister Catherine.”

“Good afternoon, Danny.”

“What is this place, Sister Mary?” asked Danny nervously.

“This is the punishment room, Danny.”

“Am I being punished, Sister Mary?”

“Yes, Danny. You trespassed on abbey grounds. Sister Margaret has sentenced you to 10 strokes of the cane. Now, strip and get on the horse young man.”

“No please, sisters.”

Sister Catherine and Sister Mary grabbed Danny and pulled his trousers and pants down, then pulled him onto the horse and locked his hands and feet to manacles fixed to the sides. They then fastened a wide strap around his waist, completely immobilizing him.

Sister Catherine went to the cupboard and chose a wicked looking bamboo cane, 3 feet long.

Danny noticed an image of the Goddess Athena carved into the floor directly below him.

Sister Mary called to him: “Look at the image of the Goddess, Danny, and pray for forgiveness.”

Sister Catherine stood behind and to the side of Danny and readied herself. She held the cane behind her, then swished down on Danny’s arse with full force.

Swish. Thwack!

Danny gasped but didn’t cry out.

10 seconds later, the second strike came, again full force.

Swish. Thwack!

Danny gave a muted cry.

Sister Mary spoke to him: “Don’t hold back, Danny. Pain absolves your sins.”

The third stroke came.

Swish. Thwack! Argh!

Sister Catherine caned Danny at a steady pace, one stroke every 10 seconds, every stroke full force.

Swish. Thwack! Argh!

By the fourth stroke, Danny was screaming with every whack. By the eighth, tears were streaming from his eyes.

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

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

Sister Mary called out: “Ten. It’s all over, Danny. Your sins are forgiven.”

The Sisters unfastened Danny.

“Stay there, Danny.” said Sister Mary as she went to the cupboard and grabbed a bottle of lotion. Sister Catherine put the cane away and left. Sister Mary came back and rubbed the lotion into Danny’s arse.

“Ok get dressed and I’ll take you back to your room.”

Thursday 24 March 91

The next day, Danny was assigned to help Eric repair a length of stone wall. But first they had to sit through another two hours of tedious sermons and prayers.

While they worked on the wall, Danny asked Eric about the ceremony on Sunday.

“Sister Margaret said I’ll be involved in it.”

“I don’t know what that’s about. The sisters have their regular morning service every day, including Sundays, but on Sundays they also have a long afternoon session. It must be something to do with that. But I’ve never heard of a boy being involved before.”

“I guess I’ll find out.”

“I guess.”

Later on, Sister Mary came to inspect the wall.

“Good job, boys. Ok, you’re done for the day.”

Friday 25 March 91

On Friday, after morning service, Danny and two other boys were given the job of weeding several flower beds. Sister Susan was directing them.

“Make sure you pull up all the weeds. Bag them up, then when you’ve finished, take the bags away and dump everything onto the compost heap behind the tool shed. Then one of you report to me. Clear?”

“Yes, Sister Susan.”

They finished late in the afternoon. Danny and another boy took the weeds away to dump them, while Tommy, the oldest, went to report to Sister Mary. Sister Mary was already inspecting the flower beds when they got back. It took her about half an hour. She was very thorough.

“What’s this!” she suddenly demanded, pointing out a weed that had been missed.

“Who was responsible for this flower bed?”

“It was me, Sister Susan.” said Danny.

“Pull that weed. Report to me in my office at 19:00. Dismissed, boys.”

Later, Danny asked Eric where Sister Susan’s office was.

“It’s next door to Sister Mary’s.” said Eric. “Punishment?”

“I think so. I missed a weed.”

Danny knocked on Sister Susan’s door.

“Enter.”

“Danny reporting as instructed, Sister Susan.”

“Very good. Danny, when I give you a task, I expect it to be done. And done well. You failed. You must learn so that you will do better in the future. Drop your trousers and pants and bend over the desk.”

Danny did as he was told.

“Where’s that cane, I thought I had one. Never mind.”

Sister Susan moved her chair out from behind her desk.

“I can’t find the cane, Danny. Bend over me instead.”

Danny got up then bent over Sister Susan’s lap. She then proceeded to give him a bare arse spanking.

Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap.

“This is for your own good, Danny.”

Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap.

“You need to learn, and the best way for boys to learn is through pain.”

Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap.

“So let this be a lesson for you.”

Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap.

Danny didn’t cry out but it made his eyes water.

“Right, that will do. You may go now. Just make sure you do a better job in future.”

Danny glanced round at his arse as he got up. He couldn’t see much but what he could see was glowing bright pink. And it smarted like hell.

He pulled up his pants and trousers.

“Off you go then, Danny.”

“Yes, Sister Susan.”

Saturday 26 March 91

On Saturday, after morning service, Danny was told to report to Sister Mary.

He knocked on the door of her office.

“Enter.”

Danny went in.

“Sit down Danny. We’re just going to go through your role in tomorrow afternoons ceremony.”

She gave Danny an overview of the ceremony and his part in it but didn’t go into detail. Apparently, they performed a modified version of the ceremony every Sunday, but tomorrow, they would perform the full version, which was only possible if they had a virgin male available.

It was an offering to the Goddess Athena, she explained.

Sunday 26 March 91

Danny still had to sit through the boring morning service, but as soon as it was over, Sisters Mary and Susan came to collect him.

They took him to the sisters’ communal bath, it was about 10 feet square and 2 feet deep and could be entered on any of the four sides, as all the sides were in the form of steps. It had already been filled with warm water.

They stripped Danny, and then they stripped down to their underwear themselves and led him to the bath. They then thoroughly washed him with soapy sponges, paying particular attention to his cock and balls and his arse.

They dried Danny and gave him white slippers and a white cloth belt to wear. He was also given a dressing gown to put on. Sisters Mary and Susan got dressed again, and they all waited for about an hour and a half. Danny was given a cup of tea. The sisters kept glancing at a clock. Eventually, they got up and Sister Mary said:

“It’s time, Danny. Lose the dressing gown and let’s go.”

They entered the nave which Danny was familiar with from morning service. Before the alter was a caning horse. It was intricately carved with religious icons and inscriptions.

All the sisters were in the pews and were still repeating ritual chants.

Danny was led down the centre aisle between the pews, naked except for the white belt and the slippers, and up to the caning horse. He was made to bend over it, and Sisters Mary and Susan attached the wrist and ankle shackles then reached down and grabbed the waist belt and secured it tightly.

Sister Margaret was at the pulpit.

“Sisters, we now come to the offering. By the grace of the goddess, we have a male virgin available for today’s ceremony. Today we will be making an offering of male seed to the Goddess Athena.”

Danny understood that they usually used milk as a representation of male seed, but today they would have the real thing.

“As you know, sex is a sin and therefore only a virgin’s seed may be offered. But even a virgin is a sinner, and therefore, before we make the offering, his sins must be expelled. The best way to expel sins is through pain. The more the pain, the more sins are expelled, and the more innocent the boy is when making the offering.”

“Sister Mary. Sister Susan. Expel his sins.”

The sisters picked up their three-foot dragon rattan canes. They had exquisitely carved oak handles. The two sisters had been chosen because one was left-handed and the other right-handed. They took up their positions behind and to the sides of Danny. They had been practicing for the last two days on a dummy. Accuracy was very important as they had to be sure to only whack the arse cheek that was closest to them. They had to avoid overreaching and possibly clashing with each other’s canes, which could cause accidents which would detract from the dignity of the occasion.

They had been told to apply 100 rapid medium strokes each. They began:

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

Each sister delivered about three strokes per second, but they weren’t perfectly synchronised, so sometimes Danny’s arse cheeks got punished alternately and sometimes at the same time.

The rapid fire was agonising for Danny, and he screamed out continuously after the first few hits with what sounded like a drum roll as background noise. The continuous pummelling made Danny’s arse cheeks bounce about violently, up and down and side to side, and at times it felt as though his arse was about to tear itself apart. His arse rapidly turned bright pink, then deep red, and then finally purple. Sister Margaret was at his head, talking to him:

“That’s right, Danny, scream. Your screams are your sins leaving your body. Let those sins flow out. Scream. Louder. Scream. Let the goddess know your sins are being expelled.”

Suddenly, the caning stopped. It had taken little more than 30 seconds. Danny lay there quietly moaning, tears flowing from his eyes, and his arse smarting like never before.

Sister Margaret returned to her pulpit and said another prayer, which the other Sisters repeated, line by line.

Meanwhile Sisters Mary and Susan unshackled Danny from the caning horse. Danny was then led to one side to what had been described to him as a milking board. It was actually a thin wooden screen fixed between two of the pillars that supported the roof of the abbey. It was about 6 feet wide and 8 feet high. Danny was taken round behind it. There was a St Andrews cross painted on it, and he was made to stand against it facing it. He was therefore facing the pews from the side, but could not be seen and could not see, as he had the screen directly in front of him. His wrists and ankles were shackled to fixtures on the screen and there were also three belts fixed on the screen that were fastened around his waist and each of his upper thighs. They pulled him tightly into the screen. The screen had a 2-inch diameter hole just in front of his cock. It had a rubber ring insert, Danny assumed it was to avoid him scratching his cock. As the waist and thigh belts were being tightened, Danny shoved his cock through the hole. He had to, to avoid it getting crushed, but it didn’t stop his balls getting squashed, and he gave a little cry of pain.

“Shove everything through, Danny.” whispered Sister Mary.

Meanwhile, Sister Susan was supervising from the nave side of the screen. This side was pure white. When Danny’s cock appeared through the hole she gave it a little pull of encouragement, then when Sister Mary tightened the waist and thigh belts, she was able to reach in and pinch areas of his ball bag and pull them through. She worked on him until the whole of the ball bag was on her side of the rubber ring. The ring then acted like a scrotum ring and within a couple of minutes, Danny’s cock was at full mast, and his ball bag had swelled up like a tangerine. From the nave side, Danny’s cock and balls looked like a wall mounted hunter’s trophy.

Sister Margaret then announced:

“Sisters, it is now time. You will each in turn take the part of the Goddess Athena and contribute towards the encouragement of the offering.”

The sisters formed an orderly line to take their turn. Sister Margaret was the mistress of ceremonies and ordered “next” at two-minute intervals.

The ring around the base of Danny’s ball bag made him desperate to cum but at the same time unable to. His cock responded by extending even more, to a full nine inches, while his ball bag expanded to the size and hardness of an orange.

All the sisters were virgins and had sworn an oath of celibacy, but they were still women, and they were more than eager to get their lips around nine inches of firm man meat and their fingers on a heavy ball bag. Each sister enjoyed the feeling of her lips travelling up and down Danny’s pork sword, and the taste of his purple helmet as her tongue danced over its sensitive surface. Finally, after the last sister had made her contribution, it was time for the actual release.

This was to be performed by Sister Margaret herself, aided by Sisters Mary and Susan.

Sister Margaret took Danny’s helmet into her mouth, while Sister Susan lightly grasped his swollen ball bag and began delicately playing with it. Meanwhile Sister Mary touched each side of his shaft near the base with her fingertips and began touching and releasing it as if playing a flute.

Sister Margaret began moving her lips up and down over the helmet and at the same time stroking it with her tongue. Danny’s cock grew another half inch and was so stiff it felt it was about to burst. Meanwhile his balls had begun rhythmically swelling and contracting; they were desperate to get empty themselves of their sticky load. Finally, it was all too much for Danny. He screamed out loud as his balls had finally had enough and began pumping. Jet after jet of hot creamy spunk spurted out of Danny’s cock and into Sister Margaret’s mouth. Eight spurts in all followed by half a dozen follow up drips. As the worldly representative of the Goddess Athena, Sister Margaret accepted the offering on her behalf by swallowing the creamy treat in one gulp.

She then returned to the pulpit and offered a final prayer. The sisters all said “amen” and the ceremony was over, and they began to file out and return to their rooms.

Sisters Mary and Susan released Danny from the milking cross, then with help from Sisters Margaret and Catherine, got him onto a stretcher and carried him back to his room and laid him on his bed.

They all left except Sister Mary.

“Thank you so much for your performance today, Danny. It’s amazing how the morale of all the sisters has been raised now that we’ll be able to do the offering properly each Sunday.”

“I think it’s time for me to go.” thought Danny.

Monday 28 March 91

By Monday, Danny had recovered from the offering. After morning service, he told Sister Mary he wanted to leave, then went to thank Sister Margaret for letting him stay.

Although they were disappointed, they did not try to stop him. This was not the Queendom. All the males working for them did so by choice and could leave at any time. Danny went to his bunk and rested until late afternoon. As he was about to get up, Eric came in:

“Hi Danny. I hear you are leaving us. So, I brought you a few things.”

Eric gave him a rucksack, a ground sheet and a small towel. He had previously been given some decent quality boots, workman’s clothes and a thin jacket, plus a spare shirt and socks.

They then went to the rest room and Eric gave him some tinned food and some water bottles. Then they both went out and through the park to the south gate.

Eric shook Danny’s hand and said:” Best of luck, Danny.”

The south exit led straight onto the main road from St Agnes to St Mary. Danny looked out; to the left the town limits were just a few yards away, to the right, the open road. It was still a bit too light for Danny’s liking, so he remained in the park and found a spot where he could lean with his back against the perimeter wall.

It was 40 miles of good road to St Mary. He reckoned he could make it in 2 days.

When it was dark enough, Danny set off along the road, dodging off to the side whenever headlights revealed an approaching vehicle. He made 20 miles then turned off the road and into the heather and made his way into a clump. By draping his groundsheet over some of the branches and weighting it with stones, he was able to create a makeshift tent. He had something to eat and went to sleep for the day.

Tuesday 29 March 91

The next night he again made good time. The landscape was changing. It was hillier now, and the ground that hadn’t been cultivated, instead of being moorland with heather and bracken, had tall grasses, bushes and patches of woodland.

Just before dawn, when he estimated he must be no more than 3 miles from St Mary, the road went through some woods. Danny turned off into the woods and found a spot to lie low during the day.

In the early evening, while it was still light, he set off again and cautiously moved forward through the woods. He heard voices several times and had to take cover. In each case it was 2 or 3 women, sometimes with a male in tow. Danny didn’t understand why he was coming across so many people.

He moved forward again and soon came to the edge of the woods. A cultivated field lay in front of him, and beyond that the town of St Mary. To his right he saw a car park and a café, and a signpost with hands pointing in various directions. Danny realised that the woods were criss-crossed with marked woodland walks. It was a local leisure resource.

Danny found a spot to relax for a while and waited for the daylight to fade and reviewed his options. It was 60 miles from here to the border. But he didn’t know anything about Green Bay. Where were the roads? Apart from Green Bay city, what other settlements existed, and where were they? Would he need to hike all the way to Green Bay city? His road atlas only covered the Queendom.

Danny was getting depressed. He needed more information. He would ideally like to get hold of a map of Green Bay colony, but he didn’t think that was very likely.

Maybe he should have attempted to stow away on a ship in St Agnes. He would play it by ear, though, and see what he could come by here in St Mary, and if he couldn’t collect enough information or rations, it was only a day or two back to St Agnes. Perhaps things would have calmed down by the time he got back there.

When it was dark enough, he started to scout out the town. St Mary was much smaller than St Agnes, but he had the same problems. It was too risky to use any roads that had street lighting, which meant he had to scout round the edge of town, which was mostly housing. He needed to find a shop or warehouse he could get into. That first night, he scouted the perimeter to get a general idea of the layout of the town. The eastern side, nearest to the coast, looked the best bet, he had seen a group of buildings that appeared to be industrial units, rather than residential. He decided to investigate more the following night and went back to the woods empty handed. He found a spot in the woods well away from any of the colour coded woodland trails and used his groundsheet again to make a makeshift tent. Then he had a drink. He was out of food. He lay down and tried to sleep.

Wednesday 30 March 91

Danny woke up late in the afternoon. He was starving. He had no food, so made do with a drink of water.

Danny lay down and waited for the daylight to fade. It seemed to take ages. Eventually, he was good to go and carefully skirted the town until he reached the industrial park. As he approached, he realised it was fenced off. The fence was 6 feet high vertically, and then on top, there was another foot of fence that came outwards at an angle. It wasn’t barbed. Danny wondered if he would be able to scale it, especially with the rucksack he was wearing to carry away any loot.

He decided to find out. He scouted along some distance away from the fence until he found a spot that was less illuminated than most, then he approached it. He gripped the fence and began to climb, but his motions made a lot of noise, so he got down again and pondered. If he climbed fast, he would make a lot of noise, but if he moved slowly, he would be exposed high above the ground for much longer. He decided on the middle way. He started climbing again, the noises still sounded loud to Danny, but he hoped the sound wouldn’t carry too far. Just as he reached the top, he heard a door open and saw a light. It was a night watchman with a torch, and he was aiming it in Danny’s direction. Danny quickly got back down and retreated from the fence.

He scouted further round looking for a more favourable spot and saw an entrance road. But when he got nearer, he saw that there was a barrier across the road and a hut. He assumed there would be someone in it.

Disappointed, he retraced his steps back to the woods and his encampment. It was still dark when he got back, and he took the opportunity to go and refill his water bottles from a nearby stream. He decided to investigate the café further. He gathered up all his gear and moved to a new spot in the woods where he felt safe, but which was not far from a spot where he could observe the café.

Thursday 1 April 91

He got some sleep, then got up during daylight to go and observe the café. Not much happened in the morning, it looked like the café was closed. It appeared that the café was also a house, and he assumed the owner lived there. There were two adjacent paved areas each enclosed by low brick walls, one of them being common to the 2 areas, with gaps to walk through. The larger area had about 6 small wooden tables each surrounded by 4 wooden chairs. The other area was empty.

In the afternoon, the café got quite busy. Women began stopping for coffee and cake. Danny assumed many of them had just completed one of the woodland walks. Some of the women had men with them, but Danny noticed the men didn’t sit at the tables, instead they were led over to the area without tables and knelt there.

Danny watched the coming and going for most of the afternoon. He quickly noticed two women coming in and out of the café at regular intervals, sometimes talking to the customers, often collecting empty cups and plates. One looked to be about 45 to 50, the other about 20. They obviously worked there, and he wondered if the older woman was the owner. Towards late afternoon, there were only 4 customers left, all at the same table, and 4 guys kneeling in the male enclosure. The woman who Danny thought was the owner came out and briefly spoke to the women then went back in. A moment later she came back with a tray containing lots of very small pieces of cake and a pile of crumbs. She placed the tray down in the male enclosure. The guys briefly bowed their heads and then they all tucked in. Danny guessed that the owner had given them remnants and stale off cuts. Danny’s stomach growled. By now he was ravenous.

The remaining 4 customers finally collected their boys and left, and then a male came out and collected the tray and remaining plates and cups and went back in. A short time later he came out again with a broom and swept both enclosures and then went back inside.

Danny wondered about knocking on the door and begging for food. The owner appeared to be kind. He had almost decided it was too risky, when his stomach growled again and reminded him how hungry he was. He had to have food.

He quietly made his way down to the café and up to the door. Then paused. He waited for a full 2 minutes, trying to decide whether to knock or to go back to the woods.

At last, he lowered himself to his knees and knocked on the door.

After a short time, the door opened, and the man who had swept up was there. He turned and called inside:

“Please Mistress Mandy, there is a boy at the door.”

A moment later, both the older and younger women appeared, and looked at him. The older woman spoke:

“Who are you? What do you want?”

“Please Mistress. I am starving. May I please have something to eat?”

“How old are you, boy?”

Danny didn’t reply. The older woman pondered for a while, then went back inside saying to the male: “Bring him into the kitchen, Robert.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Robert looked at Danny and said: “This way, boy.”

Danny entered. The younger woman closed the door and followed them.

When they were all in the kitchen, the older woman said: “Sit down there, boy.”

Danny sat down.

“What is your name, boy.”

“Danny, Mistress.”

“I am Mistress Mandy, owner of this café, this is my daughter Sally. That is Robert, our slave.

“Have you run away from school, Danny?” asked Mandy.

Danny didn’t know what to say, but eventually mumbled:

“Please Mistress, I’m so hungry.”

“He’s not very talkative.” Mandy said to Sally.

“I think he’s cute.” replied Sally.

“Robert, give him some soup and some crusty bread.” said Mandy as she went over to the door and quietly locked it. Danny didn’t notice, he was too busy thinking about the bowl of soup. Mandy then went into another room.

Robert poured a tin of soup into a saucepan and set it on the stove, then got some bread and sliced some off. 5 minutes later, Danny was tucking in.

There was then a knock at the door and Mandy went to open it.

“He’s in here.” said Mandy.

Two police officers stepped into the room. One spoke to Mandy, while the other approached Danny. Danny looked worried and started to rise. “Stay seated boy. Finish your soup.”

The other police officer spoke to Mandy: “What’s the story?”

“He just knocked on the door and begged for food. Never seen him before. Say’s his name is Danny.”

“Very well, Mandy, we’ll take it from here. Thanks for calling us.”

“You’re welcome, Lucy.”

“Let’s go, boy, you’re under arrest.”

The police officers stood Danny up and cuffed his hands behind his back. Then they took him outside and placed him in the back seat of their car. After 10 minutes, he was in St Mary police station. It was tiny, comprising a reception room, an office which was also used as both an interview room and a tearoom, 2 cells fronted by vertical iron bars, and a toilet. The 2 police officers who brought Danny in were usually the only staff.

He was taken into the office and told to sit down.

“I am officer Lucy, and this is officer Tracy. Sit still while officer Tracy scans you.”

Meanwhile, Tracy had retrieved the scanner from a cupboard and held it behind Danny’s neck and pressed the button. She moved it around to try and scan the chip.

Lucy looked up: “What’s up?”

“His chip isn’t working. Either that or he hasn’t got one. I used the scanner yesterday; it worked fine then.”

Lucy looked at Danny: “What’s your serial number?”

Danny didn’t know what to say, so he said nothing.

“Answer me! What’s your serial number?”

“I can’t remember.”

“What do you mean? All boys know their serial number.”

“I’ve been very poorly. I think I’ve got amnesia. I can’t remember where I’ve been or what I’ve been doing.”

Lucy scowled at him for a moment.

“We’ll put him in cell 1.”

“Ok Lucy.”

Tracy first took Danny to the toilet, opened the door and gestured for him to enter and waited for him to finish. Then she led him into his cell. It was about 7ft square. On one side was a low wooden platform that served as a bed. There was a mattress on it, and several folded blankets on the mattress. A bucket stood in the corner. Danny sat on the bed.

Tracy left the cell door open but stood in the entrance, leaning against an iron upright that formed the door frame. She studied Danny in silence. 5 minutes later she looked round as Lucy approached. Lucy carried a tray containing a mug of tea and a couple of biscuits, which she placed on the end of Danny’s bed, then she turned and left. Tracy closed the cell door and locked it, and Danny took a sip of tea.

Lucy was now in the office, and he could hear her Speaking to someone on a radiophone.

“Yes, about 5’8, blue eyes, and no chip.”

“No, he’s got workman’s clothes on.”

“Yes, I think it must be.”

“Ok, Sam, we’ll expect them tomorrow then.”

Danny finished his tea and biscuits and put the tray on the floor, then made his bed and lay down to get some sleep.

Friday 2 April 91

Danny woke up early the next morning and was startled to see cell 2 occupied. Someone was asleep on the bed. Danny took a rather noisy leak into the bucket.

This must have disturbed the person in cell 2. Danny was surprised to see a girl of around 18 rise, then walk out of the cell, which wasn’t locked.

Taken aback, Danny called out: “Good morning, officer.”

“Good morning, Danny. I am Mistress Jane!” said the stranger. “I’m not a police officer. At least not yet. I start my training next month. I’m Lucy’s daughter.”

Danny looked confused.

“Lucy and Tracy went home last night but they’ll be back shortly. This office isn’t usually staffed overnight, but it can’t be unstaffed if the cells are occupied, so mum asked me to babysit. Would you like a cup of tea?”

Danny said: “Yes please, Mistress Jane.” and Jane went off to put the kettle on. A few minutes later she came back.

“Pass the tray.”

Danny looked confused.

“Slide it under here.”

Jane indicated an area where the bars didn’t reach all the way down to the ground. Danny slid the tray through, and Jane removed the empty tea mug and replaced it with a full one. Then she slid the tray back again.

“Why have you absconded from school?” asked Jane.

“Is that what they say I’ve done?”

“Well, haven’t you?”

Danny didn’t want to confirm or deny it, so he simply replied, truthfully: “I didn’t want to become a slave.”

“Why not? It’s perfectly natural for boys to be slaves.”

Danny changed the subject: “What’s going to happen to me, Mistress.”

“I gather you are to be taken to St Agnes. Other than that, I don’t know.”

Jane looked round at the sound of the front door being opened and went to see who it was.

“Morning mum. Morning Tracy.”

“Morning Jane.” they both replied.

“Any problems?” added Lucy.

“None at all.”

“Good.”

Just as they all went into the office, the door opened again, and 2 more police officers entered.

“Morning all.” said the newcomers.

“Morning Susan. Morning Diane.” replied Lucy, Tracy and Jane in unison. Then all 5 came round and stood in front of Danny’s cell.

“Yes, it’s the same boy all right. I understand he calls himself Danny.” said Susan.

“That’s right.” replied Lucy.

Danny recognized the 2 police officers who had apprehended him in St Agnes.

“Neat escape, Danny. But you’re coming with us now.”

Tracy unlocked the cell door, and Diane entered and cuffed Danny’s left wrist to her own right wrist.

“Let’s go.”

Susan, Diane and Danny then left the police station and approached a parked patrol car, Susan got into the driver’s seat. Diane and Danny got into the back. Susan switched the car on, waved to Lucy, Tracy and Jane standing in the doorway, and set off for St Agnes.

In less than an hour they arrived at St Agnes police station. Susan drove the car into a car park at the rear. They got out and Danny was led into a rear entrance and placed in a cell, then the police officers went away. Danny lay down on the bed with his hands behind his head.

It was over 2 hours before anyone came to see him. Danny looked up as 2 police officers appeared, one was Susan and the other Danny recognised as the detective who had questioned him in the medical centre. Danny remembered that her name was Samantha. With them was another woman and a young man, neither of whom he recognised.

“Is that him, David?” asked the woman.

“Yes, Mistress Alice.”

“Are you sure?”

“I am certain, Mistress Alice.”

Danny realised it was the boy who had cried out during his botched burglary attempt.

“Our hunch was right.” said Samantha. “Thank you for bringing your boy, Alice.”

And then they all turned and left, but 10 mins later, Susan and Samantha returned.

Samantha spoke: “Danny, you are being charged with attempted burglary, failing to identify when challenged, being out unescorted without a waiver and evading police custody. However, you are being transferred to Victoria, and the charges will be dealt with there. Do you understand?”

“Yes, officer.” replied Danny with his head lowered.

“Are they sending a van for him?” asked Susan.

“No, not for a boy. He’s low priority. They said we’re to freight him, so we’re booking him on the midday.”

Danny didn’t understand what they were saying but gathered he would be leaving later that day.

Two hours later, after Danny had been fed and watered and allowed to use the toilet, Susan and Diane arrived. With them were two young men in their mid-20s pulling a wheeled man-cage. It had a solid floor and roof, the front was also solid, but the sides and rear were formed of vertical bars. It had a hinged T-bar attached to the front. This allowed 2 boys to pull the cage along by pushing on the handle of the T-bar with the cage behind them.

“Up you get Danny. You’re leaving.” said Susan as she unlocked his cell.

The boys swung the cage round and reversed it to the cell. It had a door in the back. Diane held it open:” In you get, Danny.”

Danny got into the cage and turned to face the door and leaned against the front. Diane shut the door, and it automatically latched. This type of cage didn’t have a lock. To open it you pulled a lever on the top, but it was impossible to reach the lever from inside the cage.

The cage was a decent size, big enough to sit comfortably or even crouch. In a corner at the front was a waste bucket. It fitted into a circular recess in the cage. In the corner opposite the bucket was a water bottle clipped to one of the bars.

“Got the documents?” asked Susan. Diane handed them over. On the front was written “Deliver to Central Police Station, Victoria.”

Susan opened a document holder that was fixed to the top of the cage. It was like a metal envelope with a glass window through which the documents could be seen. She pushed the documents in and closed the holder.

Ok boys, let’s go. The 2 police officers departed, and the boys followed with the cage. They exited onto the car park, then went round to the front and crossed the road and went along the main road. Danny saw lots of shops and realised they were going along the High Street. After only 10 minutes they passed a building with a sign that read: “St Agnes Station”. They went passed then turned right where a sign indicated “Freight Entrance”. Danny realised he was at a railway station and guessed he was going on a train journey.

The boys pulled the cage up a ramp onto the station platform, where a long train already waited formed of passenger coaches. Susan went into an office while the others waited. Half an hour later she returned holding some papers and they began to make their way towards the back of the train.

Just then a woman in railway uniform stepped out of the office and called out: “Sorry Susan, I forgot to mention, it’s at the front today.”

“Oh, it’s normally at the back.”

They turned round and headed for the front of the train. When they arrived, Danny saw that the first coach, just behind the locomotive, had just a few narrow windows with bars. Wording on the side said: “Goods and Parcels”. The coach had a double door in the middle with a ramp lowered. Susan went on board and came back a few moments later with a railway guardess. “This way boys.” said the guardess. Danny’s cage was pulled up the ramp and into the coach. “Park him there and put the brakes on.” The boys raised the T-handle to a vertical position, went round behind the cage, and pushed it into position and applied the brakes. They then returned to the platform. The guardess signed the papers Susan had brought, then Susan called out “Goodbye, Danny.” and turned and left.

Danny took stock of his surroundings. Unlike the passenger coaches, this coach had solid ends; you could not walk through to an adjoining coach. It was open plan but at one end there were two doors leading to 2 small rooms. One was two thirds the width of the coach with “Guardess” on the door, and the other smaller room had “Toilet” on the door. The freight consisted of 2 empty man-cages, several crates, and several stacks of parcels and mailbags.

The guardess noticed Danny’s worried look and spoke to him: “I am Railway Guardess Hillary. Relax boy, you will be on this train for 4 hours.”

Danny didn’t like the sound of Victoria Police Station and racked his brains to think of a way out, but he drew a blank. If he could only get out of the cage, maybe he could overpower the guardess and jump off the train when it slowed down.

After about an hour, the train slowed down and then stopped. The guardess came out of her office, opened the side doors and dropped the ramp. Two male porters were waiting outside, and she pointed to 2 mailbags and several crates, and the boys began moving them out onto the platform. The guardess went off somewhere. The boys then carried 2 mailbags back in and dropped them next to the others. A minute later the guardess returned with some papers in her hand. She nodded to someone outside, then glanced at Danny and went into her office. One of the boys lifted the ramp and shut the doors, and shortly afterwards the train moved off.

About 40 mins later, the office door opened, and the guardess came out. She looked at Danny and said: “Everything ok, boy?”

“Yes, Mistress.” replied Danny.

“We’ll be stopping again in about 15 minutes. After that I’ll make us a nice cup of tea.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

The guardess went into the door marked “Toilet”, then a minute later, Danny heard the toilet flush and then she returned to her office.

Danny had an idea. He called out: “Mistress Hillary! Mistress Hillary!”

The office door opened. Danny doubled up as if in agony.

“What’s up boy?”

“Please Mistress, may I use the toilet?”

“I’m sorry boy, I’m not allowed to let you out, you’ll have to use the bucket.”

“Owwwwwww.”

“What’s up with you?”

“I’m really sorry Mistress Hillary, but I’ve had food poisoning recently and I think I’ve got diarrhoea.”

The guardess frowned. The idea of sharing the coach with a bucket of diarrhoea for the next 3 hours was not at all appealing.

“Well, ok then, but you’ll have to be quick, and back in your cage before we stop.”

She unlatched the cage then held the toilet door open and Danny went in. 5 minutes later, she called out:

“Boy, have you finished? We’re coming to a station; you need to go back into your cage.”

Danny put his palm to his lips and blew a loud, realistic raspberry.

“Oh, my goddess.” muttered the guardess. “Boy, stay in there until I get back.”

The train came to a halt, and the guardess opened the door and dropped the ramp. She stepped onto the platform. She was expecting to find porters and mailbags, but no one was there. She looked down the platform but couldn’t see very far as the platform was curved. She started to walk, then came back, raised the ramp, and closed and locked the door.

She then walked off along the platform.

Not hearing anything, Danny carefully opened toe toilet door, and realising the coach was empty, he rushed out and tried the door. It wouldn’t open. “Damn it!” he thought. He looked around for anything that he could use to force it open, but nothing was apparent. He went over to the stack of parcels and looked at them, thinking, but got no inspiration. Then he went over to the two empty man-cages. They both had delivery instructions posted on top. The first one read: “Deliver to Central Police Station, Victoria.”. He checked the second one. It read: “Deliver to Arkwright Furniture, High Street, Victoria.”

He heard a thump on the platform outside and rushed back to the toilet. Then he heard footsteps going away, so he returned. He had an idea: He opened the document holder on his cage and swapped the document with the one addressed to Arkwright Furniture. Then he went back into the toilet.

A short time later, another thump from outside. Then the sound of the door being unlocked. The guardess appeared and dropped the ramp. Two boys came in to remove 2 mailbags and a crate that the guardess pointed to.

“About time.” said the guardess.

“I’m sorry, Mistress, but we thought the mail coach would be at the back.”

“Just hurry up and get those mailbags on board. We’re late.”

The boys left, raised the ramp and shut the doors from outside.

“You Ok, boy?” called out Hillary.

“Yes, I’ve finished, Mistress Hillary.”

“Ok, come out and get back in your cage.”

Danny got back into the cage and prayed that Hillary didn’t notice that the delivery address had been changed. She didn’t.

A few minutes later, Hillary gave Danny a cup of tea. He thanked her, drank it, then settled down to doze off.

Saturday 3 April 91

The train continued on its journey, stopping several more times but Danny didn’t pay much attention and continued to sleep on and off. Then he became aware of voices and lots of activity. They had stopped again.

Hillary had opened the doors and was waited for the rush of passengers to die down. She then dropped the ramp and 6 male porters approached along with a female overseer in railway uniform. They had a couple of 4 wheeled trolleys with them.

“Hi, Hillary.” anything special?

“Hi, Jo. Yes, there’s a boy going to central.”

Jo turned to her boys: “You two, get the boy off first. Bay 1.”

Two porters released the brakes on Danny’s cage and pulled it off the coach and along the platform then turned off to the freight handling area. They parked him in an area under a sign that read “Bay 1.” Others read 2,3 and 4.

The porters went back; meanwhile other porters arrived with crates and parcels on the wheeled trolleys and unloaded them into the marked areas depending on their destinations.

Within 10 mins, large vans had arrived and backed up to the loading bays. The top of the platform was level with the floors of the vans. Porters began moving the freight into them. Danny and the 2 empty cages, which were now both addressed to the police station, were moved into the van along with various crates and parcels.

When the female driver saw Danny, she came round and read the delivery note on his cage. Danny thought he was done for. The driver would now see that his destination was not the police station. But she didn’t seem perturbed, and Danny realised that Arkwright’s and the police station must be on the same round.

The van set off. Every few minutes it would stop and either the driver would off load something, or if it was heavy, the driver would point to it and a boy or two would off load it.

On what Danny thought was the fourth stop, the van reversed. The doors opened, and Danny saw they had backed up to a loading bay, a smaller version of the bay where the van had been loaded. He saw a police officer with a couple of boys.

The boys approached; one pulled one of the empty man-cages out of the van and took it to the far end of the loading bay, then returned. Danny then realised that he was at the police station. Meanwhile the second boy grabbed Danny’s cage and pulled it out. Danny’s heart sank. Had he been found out?

But the boy then stopped next to the police officer, who briefly glanced down at him and then at his delivery note.

The first boy pulled out the other empty cage, and the next thing he knew, Danny was being pushed back into the van. Danny was relieved. He had just been in the way of the other cage.

The doors closed and the van set off again. Just a few minutes later, it stopped again, and the doors opened. Another loading bay.

The driver pointed to Danny’s cage and at 2 crates and a parcel.

Two boys looked at Danny and each other in surprise but pulled his cage out and parked it. They then manhandled the crates out and were about to walk away when the driver called to them and picked up the parcel.

“And this parcel.” She looked at it. “For Mistress Suzanne.”

“Sorry Mistress.” said one of the boys as he took it from her. The driver closed the doors and drove away.

The boys went through a door at the end of the loading bay. One of them returned less than a minute later with a woman. She came over to Danny’s cage and removed the delivery note.

“Hello boy, I am Mistress Anne.”

“Hello Mistress Anne.”

She opened the delivery note and read the document inside, then looked at Danny.

“Something’s wrong here. There’s no mention of you at all. This should just be an empty cage. Who are you? What are you doing here?”

Danny replied: “My previous owner told me that I had been sold to Mistress Suzanne at Arkwright Furniture. That’s all I know. Sorry, Mistress.”

“Suzanne? She didn’t mention anything to me. And the paperwork is incomplete.”

Then turning to the boy: “Take him to the rest room while I try and sort this out.”

“Yes, Mistress Anne.”

Anne then disappeared. The boy then unlatched Danny’s cage, and he crawled out.

“Follow me.”

He led Danny into the rest room. It was a small room with a table and chairs, and equipped with a sink with taps, and a kettle and a microwave.

“Tea?” asked the boy.

“No thanks.” said Danny, looking around to make sure there were no women in sight.

“My name is Ryan, and this is Felix.” He said, gesturing to the other boy he had seen earlier.

“Brian.” said Danny.

“Good to see you, we’ve long needed an extra hand here, but whenever we’ve hinted at it, Suzanne has always said we can’t afford one. Glad she’s seen sense at last. You’ll like it here . . .”

“I’m not staying. Which way is out?”

“You’re running? Why? You won’t get far - we’re in the centre of Victoria. A male alone without a waiver will get picked up in no time.”

“I’m not staying here. Goodbye boys.”

Unable to think of a subtle escape plan, Danny went back into the loading bay, then down onto the access road and bolted for the entrance. Looking left and right he saw a busy main road, with a lot of traffic and many pedestrians, women on their own or in pairs, some with boys in tow.

Looking round he saw a sack barrow leaning against a wall and rushed over and grabbed it. He then went out onto the main road and started out along the pavement at a medium pace, trying to look as if he had every right to be there and a job to do.

He passed several women who all glanced at him curiously. Each time, he moved to one side and stopped with his head bowed, then carried on when they had passed by. He wasn’t really sure where he was going. After only 10 minutes, he heard a shout. It came from the other side of the road, over to his left and slightly further ahead. He looked over. It was a police officer on her beat.

“Come here boy.” she called out.

Danny stopped. He couldn’t immediately cross because of the traffic. He saw a large truck approaching, it slowed down indicating to turn right. Danny took the opportunity. He dropped the barrow and bolted back the way he had come, shielded from the sight of the police officer for a few seconds.

“Hey you. Stop.” He looked round, the police officer was running across the road, raising her hand to stop the traffic.

Women looked at Danny in surprise but didn’t try to stop him. He took the first left turn he came across which was a narrow road between 2 shops. He glanced behind, he was about 200 yards ahead and gaining. The police officer was speaking into a radio as she ran. Danny came to another main road and turned right. There were a lot of pedestrians on both pavements, so he half crossed the road and simply sprinted down the centre line. Traffic honked at him. After a while he crossed over to the left and continued sprinting along the pavement. He glanced round when he heard the siren of a police car, but it was slowed by the traffic ahead of it. A woman tried to block Danny’s path, but he easily swerved around her. He was beginning to tire but was in a residential area now. He could see the edge of town up ahead, probably half a mile away. Glancing left, he noticed that the houses he was now passing had open fields behind, so he turned left to go up the driveway of a house. As he turned, he looked back to see the police car now only 100 yards away. He ran across the garden and reached a fence. He looked back and saw that the police car had stopped, and 2 police officers were getting out.

With a renewed burst of energy, he climbed the fence then ran to the right, behind the houses, aiming for a wood up ahead. As he reached the wood, he looked back to see the nearest police officer was halfway across the field and the other was not far behind.

Danny rushed into the wood then slowed down to avoid making too much noise. He crept silently forward until he reached the other side of the wood. There was a field ahead, and the road he had just left ran down the right side of it, and on it a police car had just arrived, and 2 police officers were getting out. One stood by the police car, while the other came into the field in front of Danny, her eyes constantly scanning the edge of the wood.

Danny realised he wouldn’t be able to cross the field without being seen. On the other hand, it would be difficult for them to find him in the dense vegetation.

He thought about crawling back towards the interior of the wood, but he was totally worn out so decided to stay in his present position, plus he wanted to see what was going on. Once it got dark, he should be able to get away. He adjusted his position so that he was underneath a dense bush, then watched and waited.

After a short time, he heard someone pushing through the vegetation, but it was well off to his left. She would need to be almost on top of him to see him. The police officer in the field ahead of him waved, and he realised that whoever he had heard had emerged from the wood.

Suddenly, the police officer that was still by the car shouted and pointed down the road, away from town. Danny couldn’t hear what was said, but the police officer in the field went hurrying back.

She joined her colleague. They seemed to be standing in the road looking along it. Then they started waving their arms. Danny was puzzled.

Then he heard vehicles and saw 3 trucks coming along the road. They came to a stop, and someone leaned out of the window and began talking to the police officers. The truck door opened, and a woman climbed out. She wore a green camouflage uniform and a peaked cap, and Danny realised she was a Queendom Army officer. Danny watched as they chatted, the police officers pointing in his direction several times.

Then he heard shouts, and young soldiers in green uniforms began to pour out of the trucks. Danny thought there must be at least 60 of them. Most of them came into the field in front of him. They weren’t armed. Danny was about to retreat further into the wood when he noticed that they weren’t coming towards him, instead, they were passing from right to left in front of him, about 200 yards out into the field. Their officer was directing them. She was watching the line make its way across the field. Then, looking towards the head of the line, she blew a whistle and raised her arm. The first soldier stopped.

“Keep it tight. No more than 10 yards between each girl. That’s it. Nice even spread. Try to keep a straight line.”

She looked left and right along the line as the women came to a stop and adjusted their positions. Danny wasn’t sure what was going on, but he had a bad feeling.

“Ok, face the woods. Remember your training. Slow and steady and keep in line.”

She blew her whistle again and the troops began to slowly walk forward in line abreast.

“Shit!” thought Danny. He crawled away from his position back the way he had come. When he judged it safe, he rose into a crouch and made his way through the woods as quietly as possible. He looked back. They were just entering the wood. Their footsteps made a lot of noise as their army boots snapped twigs and crushed vegetation. Danny realised that even with his careful pace, he was still leaving them behind, but they kept coming.

Danny reached the other side of the wood, not far from where he had first entered it, and peered out.

There were two police officers and six soldiers about 100 yards into the field, all looking left and right, scanning the edge of the woods. Danny lay low. He was not sure what to do. He looked back. He could see and hear the skirmish line approaching.

He had outrun the first police officer, and Danny wondered if he would be able to outrun the 8 women in front of him. He looked behind him again. The line was just 50 yards away.

Danny got up and bolted out of the woods, aiming for a gap between 2 of the soldiers.

Immediately, shouts rang out:

“There he is!”

“Get him!”

Danny ran as fast as he could. Two of the soldiers ahead were nearly on him, the others now closing in from the sides. He ran directly at one of the soldiers, then ducked and swerved just as he reached her, successfully evading, but another caught his foot, tripping him up, and he fell flat on his face in the dirt. Within seconds he felt 4 women pile on top of him and hold him down.

“Pull his hands behind his back.”

Two of the soldiers did so, and one of the police officers cuffed him, and then frisked him. Someone then pulled him up into a sitting position.

Danny looked around. He was surrounded by soldiers, all curious to get a look at him.

The army officer then shouted out: “All right girls, back to the trucks.”

A police officer then spoke: “Thanks very much for your help, Lieutenant. It was much appreciated.”

“No problem. Glad we could help. Good training for my girls.”

Danny was marched back to the road by the two police officers and bundled into the back of their car.

10 mins later, he was marched into the Central Police Station and taken to the reception desk.

The desk sergeant looked up: “Scan him.”

A police officer scanned his neck: “No signal.”

“Mavis. Rebecca. Take him for a radio.”

The two police officers grabbed him and marched him along a corridor. They turned and entered a small room.

A woman sat on a chair behind a desk. Also in the room was a small cubicle the size of a telephone box. Next to it was a chair and a small table.

One of his escorts spoke: “Evening, Linda. Need a radio-scan please.” The other escort removed Danny’s cuffs.

Linda looked at Danny. “Sure thing, Mavis.” She got up and went to the cubicle and pressed some buttons on the outside and some lights came on and there was a beep.

“Ready.” she called out.

Mavis turned to Danny: “Ok, boy. Strip.”

Danny sat on the chair and removed his shoes and socks, then stood up and stripped off, placing all his clothes on the small table, while the 3 women watched.

Linda spoke and gestured: “Get in. Reach up and grab the handles.”

Danny went inside and looked up. There were two handles mounted in the roof. Danny reached up and grabbed them.

“Keep perfectly still. It takes about a minute.”

She closed a door on the cubicle and pressed a button. The cubicle started to make a humming noise. It lasted for about a minute, then stopped, and there was a beep.

Linda opened the door: “Out.”

Danny got out.

“Get dressed, boy.” added Rebecca.

“The results will be ready tomorrow morning.” said Linda.

When he was dressed, Mavis and Rebecca marched Danny out, and a few minutes later, he was locked in a cell.

Sunday 4 April 91

Detective Hannah reviewed her assignment. She had to figure out who the unidentified boy was and get his chip sorted. She was to take Cadet Megan along with her to learn the ropes.

“Let’s go and take a look at him first.” Hannah said to Megan. They arrived at his cell door and looked in.

“Stand up, boy.”

Danny stood up.

“Turn around slowly.”

Danny turned around slowly. Hannah read from the radio scan read-out:

“Serial number: Not known, Owner: Not known. Origin: Queendom. Age, 17 years 3 months. That’s accurate to within 2 months. Eyes: blue. Blood group: O. Height: 5 feet 8. Weight: 182 pounds. The age, blood group and eye colour are the important bits.”

Danny was puzzled by their estimation of his age. He knew for certain that he was now 16 years 5 months.

“So how does that help us?”

“You’ll see. Let’s go.”

They went out into the car park and got into a patrol car. 15 minutes later they parked up.

“This is the Victoria Baby Factory.” said Hannah.

The sign read: “Victoria Population Centre.”

They went in and walked up to the reception desk.

“Hi Melissa. This is Cadet Megan.”

“Hi Hannah. Hi Megan. What can I do for you today?”

“Records search, please Melissa.”

Melissa pressed a button on her intercom.

“Hi Zoe. I’ve got Detective Hannah and Cadet Megan here to do a records check. Are you free?”

“Sure, Melissa. I’ll be right there.”

A few minutes later, Zoe arrived at reception, greeted the ladies, and invited them to follow her to her office.

Zoe went up to a computer and sat down in front of it. Hannah and Megan stood where they could see the screen. Hannah spoke:

“Zoe, Cadet Megan is under training. Would you mind explaining what you’re doing?”

“Sure, Hannah. So basically, Megan, we have your boy’s fingerprints and all we do is visually compare them to the males we’ve produced here in VPC. Yes, I know what you’re thinking. VPC has made tens of thousands of boys over the years. But we won’t need to check them all. We can narrow the search by comparing aspects of your boy against information we record after each boy is made. First off, the boy’s age tells us which batch he was from. We make batches every 3 years, originally batches were around 500, but that soon increased to 1000. Let’s say that your boy was in a batch of 1000. Next, we compare eye colour. We log eye colour as amber, blue, brown, grey, green, hazel or other. We’re now down to maybe 150 or so possible matches. Next, we compare blood group. That’s logged as A, B, AB, O or R for rare. Now we’re down to maybe 40. Then we dig out those files and get to work. We hope to automate it in the future, maybe when the technology upgrade arrives.”

Zoe was referring to a supply ship that was on its way from Earth and due to arrive in 6 years.

“We’re not there yet, though, so it’s visual. Anyway, let’s have a look at your boy.”

Zoe looked at the read-out that Hannah gave her.

“Age 17 years 3 months.”

Zoe looked surprised.

“Oh. Well, that was quick. Sorry, Hannah, but he’s not one of ours.”

“What do you mean?” asked Hannah.

“Well, your boy’s age means he would have been made in February 74. As I said, we make the boys in batches every 3 years, but there wasn’t a batch made in 74, there was a batch in May 72 then the next one was May 75. The radio scan is accurate to a month or two, so he wasn’t made in either of those batches.”

“So where does that leave us? Could the scan be wrong?” asked Megan.

“Unlikely.” replied Hannah. “We test it regularly on some of our own boys, we compare the scan readout with their known ages.”

Hannah was referring to the slaves who worked in the police station.

Hannah pondered.

“He could be from a natural birth that the mother didn’t register, but that’s very unlikely. Natural births are legal but rare these days, and with the birthing drugs, natural male births are virtually unheard of. But even if there was one, there’s still no reason not to register.”

“He can’t be an unregistered male from one of the former independent colonies, he’s too young.”

“So, I think by far the most likely explanation is that he’s a foreigner, either from Green Bay or the Union. Probably Green Bay. Maybe he ran away from home and somehow slipped across the border.”

“Why not the Union?” asked Megan.

“Because there’s no land border and security at the ports is very tight. I just don’t see a child slipping in unnoticed from a flight or a ferry.” replied Hannah.

“So, what happens now?” asked Megan.

“Well, whether he’s from the Union or Green Bay, he’s not here legally, so with the strict rules we’ve been told to enforce, we declare him an illegal entrant. He’s got some charges against him, but after those have been dealt with, because of his age, we’ll pass him over to DME.”

“So, he’s a wild male?” says Megan, excitedly.

“I guess so.” laughed Hannah.

“Thanks for your help, Zoe.”

“You’re welcome.”

Hannah and Megan went back to reception.

“Back to the office?” asked Megan.

“No, Registration. He’s an unregistered male, so he’ll need to be added to the database and allocated a serial number, then he needs to be chipped.”

Hannah knocked on a door marked “Registration”.

“Come in.”

Hannah hadn’t been in this office before and didn’t recognize the young girl sitting behind a desk.

“Hi, I’m Detective Hannah, this is Cadet Megan, we’re from Central Police.”

“Hi, I’m Mandy. How can I help you?”

“Hi Mandy, we need to register a boy.”

“You mean a wild boy?”

“Yes.”

“Oh. I’ve never done one of those before. Wait here please.”

A few minutes later she returned with an older lady.

“Hi, I’m Sarah. I understand you want to register a wild male?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Can I see the documentation please?”

Hannah handed over the radio scan read-out.

“Yes, this looks in order. And this male was born outside of the Queendom, and to your knowledge, he has not been registered already?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Ok. Just a moment.”

Sarah tapped away on the computer. She created a new database entry for Danny and added all the known information from the read-out.

She wrote the serial number on the read-out and handed it back to Hannah. Then she went to a machine and typed the serial number in using a keyboard. The machine made a beep, and Sarah took out a tiny microchip and placed it on a felt pad in a small box and gave it to Hannah.

“Here you go, don’t lose it.”

“Thank you so much, Sarah.”

“Not at all.”

Hannah and Megan then went back to their car and returned to the Central Police Station.

Monday 5 April 91

Danny was woken up and escorted out of his cell and allowed to use a shower. When he returned, he was given breakfast in his cell. Scrambled eggs with toast, and a mug of coffee.

Shortly after, Hannah and Megan turned up. Hannah had what looked like a hypodermic needle, about 6 inches long. Megan had a scanner.

“Morning, Danny.” said Hannah.

“Morning, officer.”

“Up against the wall, facing it.”

Danny stood up and complied. Morgan unlocked the cell door, and she and Hannah entered the cell.

“Megan, grab the back of his neck between your thumb and forefinger.”

Megan did so.

“Squeeze it, so that his skin bulges up.”

Megan squeezed.

“That’s it. Hold it like that.”

Hannah injected the microchip into Danny’s neck.

“Argh!” yelled Danny.

“Don’t be such a baby.” said Hannah. “Give it a try, Megan.”

Megan let go of Danny’s neck and then scanned him. A green light came on, and some numbers came up on the screen: “It works. 74-9-2190.”

“What do then numbers mean?” asked Megan.

“Well, the 74, that’s normally the batch number – the year of production if you like - same thing – but in this case it’s his birth year. The 9 is the PC. 1 is Victoria, 2 is St Agnes. 0 means a natural birth – 9 means a foreigner – A wild male. Then the 2190 is just a unique number within the batch.”

“Why such a high number? Have that many wild males been registered?”

“No, but they don’t issue the numbers sequentially anymore, wild or not. They did for the first few batches. It was just 1 to 500. But it was found that certain numbers gave boys an underserved sense of importance. Can you imagine how smug a boy would feel if he got number 1? So now all the numbers are 3 or 4 digits, and numbers that have significance of any kind are never issued. For example, they never issue 666.”

“Makes sense. So, what happens now?” asked Megan.

“I’ll complete my report and hand it in, job done, and we move on to something else. As for him, he’s got some charges hanging over him that need to be dealt with. Then after that he’ll get passed over to the DME girls for assessment.”

Tuesday 6 April 91

After breakfast, Danny had a visitor. It was a woman of about 30, dressed in civilian clothes. A police officer showed her in.

“That’s Danny, over there.” she said pointing.

“Hello Danny, I am Mistress Elizabeth from the Department of Male Education.”

“Hello, Mistress Elizabeth.”

“So how are you, Danny. Are they treating you well?”

“The food is very good. How long will I be kept here, Mistress Elizabeth?”

“Just until everything is sorted out, Danny. You’re up before the magistrate tomorrow morning. After that, I expect you will be released to us in the DME, either later that day or the following morning. I just popped in to say hello and see what we’re dealing with. Cheer up Danny, I’ll see you soon.”

Wednesday 7 April 91

Danny was up, showered and breakfasted by 10:00. He was due before the magistrate any time after 12:00. It depended on how long the previous cases took. Danny had nothing to do but sit on the bed in his cell and wait. All the waiting made Danny nervous but there was nothing he could do. Just before 12:00 a police officer arrived and introduced herself as officer Cindy. She told Danny to put ankle shackles on and then cuffed Danny’s hands behind his back. She left the cell door open but told Danny to sit down. Cindy stood in the cell door, leaning against the frame. Finally, at 12:20, she got a message on her radio, and called out: “Ok Danny, up you get.”

She took him by the arm and walked him up some stairs and along some corridors until she arrived at a reception area, with a desk. There was a door labelled “Courtroom 1”. The woman behind the desk looked up: “Danny?”

“Yes, Michelle.” replied Cindy.

“He’s up next. Another boy has just gone in so it will probably be about 15 minutes.”

After 20 minutes, the doors to Courtroom 1 opened, and a male in his early 40s came out escorted by a police officer.

“This way, Danny.”

Cindy led him into the courtroom and told him where to stand.

“Begin.” called the magistrate.

The prosecutrix spoke: “The Queen versus male 74-9-2190.”

“A wild male?” exclaimed the magistrate, surprised.

“Yes, your honour.”

“Boy, where are you from.”

Danny decided to come clean: “From Romulus, your honour.”

“So how did you end up in the Queendom?”

Danny wasn’t sure what the implications would be if he told them. So, he just looked at the ground without saying anything.

“Cat got your tongue? No matter. Read the charges, prosecutrix.”

“Yes, your honour. He is charged with:

1. Attempted burglary of a private dwelling in St Agnes.

2. Being out unescorted without a waiver.

3. Evading Police custody, namely escaping from the St Agnes medical centre.

4. Evading Police custody, namely escaping from a St Agnes to Victoria train.

A charge of failing to identify has been dropped on the grounds that he did not have an identification number at the time. Written witness statements are before you, your honour.”

There was silence as the magistrate carefully read through the written testimony.

“Anything to say in your defence?” asked the magistrate.

“No, your honour.” Said Danny, trying to look as pitiable as possible.

After a moment, the magistrate spoke: “I find the defendant guilty of all charges. Sentence:

For charge 1, attempted burglary: 10 strokes of the cane by the hand of the Queen.

For charge 2, out unescorted without a waiver, 5 strokes of the cane by the hand of the Queen.

For charges 3 and 4, evading police custody, for each count 5 strokes of the cane by the hand of the Queen.

Making a total of 25 strokes of the cane. Dismissed.”

Cindy waited for the clerk to complete some court documents, collected them, and then led Danny back out. As they passed reception, Michelle whispered to Cindy: “How did he do?”

“25 of the cane.” Cindy whispered back.

“Mistress Cindy, what does by the hand of the Queen mean? Is the Queen going to cane me?””

“No, Danny. You will be punished on the Queen’s authority, but other than special occasions such as Queendom Day, she always delegates the punishments.”

Cindy led Danny along the same corridors and stairs they had arrived by, and Danny assumed he was going back to his cell. But just before arriving at the cell block, they turned a different way. Danny looked worried:

“Where are we going, officer Cindy?”

“Get it over with straight away, Danny. It’s better that way.”

They arrived at another reception, with a desk and a woman sitting behind it. There were also 2 males there, standing silently with their hands behind their backs. The males wore black shorts and white T-shirts. Their T-shirts had Central Police Station in bold letters on the front and the back. The door here was marked “Punishment Room”. Cindy handed a document to the uniformed woman behind the desk, and she read it, and wrote something in a book.

Danny could hear the sounds of a male being whipped coming from the room, followed by screams, and a female voice counting.

Swish. Crack. Argh. 96.

Swish. Crack. Argh. 97.

Swish. Crack. Argh. 98.

Swish. Crack. Argh. 99

Swish. Crack. Argh. 100.

Finally, after the 100th lash, there was silence for about 10 mins. Then the door opened, and a police officer appeared and called out: “Stretcher!”. The two boys picked up a stretcher that Danny hadn’t noticed and went into the room. A minute later they came out again, with the stretcher now loaded with a male, and accompanied by the police officer. Danny saw that it was the male who had been in court before him.

Then another police officer came out. She was a very big woman, probably three times Danny’s weight. She wasn’t wearing the usual police uniform. Instead, she just wore black shorts and a sports bra. She was sweating profusely and held a small towel, which she used to wipe her brow. She looked up as she came out.

“Busy day, Bertha?” asked Cindy.

“Indeed. Give me 10 minutes.” replied Bertha.

10 minutes later Bertha returned looking refreshed and took the document that the receptionist held out to her and gestured to Cindy.

She entered the punishment room, and Cindy and Danny followed. While Bertha read the document, Cindy uncuffed and unshackled Danny, and at the same time offered some words of advice: “Don’t hold your breath, and don’t close your mouth and try to breathe through your nose. Try to keep your mouth open all the time.”

Bertha addressed Danny.

“I am Chief Castigatrix Bertha. 2190, you have been sentenced to 25 strokes of the cane by the hand of the Queen. As a duly appointed representative of the Queen, I will now execute the sentence. Strip.”

Danny stripped off completely naked.

“Lay over the caning horse.” Danny lay down on it, and Bertha shackled his wrists and ankles to the corners of the horse. She then buckled his waist to the horse with a wide belt.

Bertha went over to a rack and came back with a strong looking birch cane. Then she stood behind and to the left of Danny and raised her cane. After a practice swish through the air, she began.

Swish. Thwack! 1

Bertha brought the cane down with full force on Danny’s arse. Cindy did the counting.

Swish. Thwack! 2

Danny bore the pain silently at first, but after the third stroke he began to whimper.

Swish. Thwack! Eeeek. 3. Swish. Thwack! Eeeek. 4.

The strokes came at regular intervals with 10 seconds between each. Waiting for the next stroke to arrive was almost as bad as the pain.

Swish. Thwack! Eeeek. 5. Swish. Thwack! Eeeek. 6.

Each whack caused a red line to appear on Danny’s arse, and those lines gradually darkened until they became purple welts.

Swish. Thwack! Eeeek. 8. Swish. Thwack! Eeeek. 9.

By the tenth stroke, Danny was screaming after each hit. But Bertha was a professional with the cane, and she tried her best avoid the welts and hit fresh arse each time.

Swish. Thwack! Argh. 10. Swish. Thwack! Argh. 11. Swish. Thwack! Argh. 12.

After the 12th stroke, Danny was in real agony. By now, Bertha had run out of pink arse to aim at, and every stroke was hitting an existing purple welt resulting in agony for Danny. He was now screaming and crying tears at the same time.

Swish. Thwack! Argh. 13. Swish. Thwack! Argh. 14. Swish. Thwack! Argh. 15.

Swish. Thwack! Argh. 16. Swish. Thwack! Argh. 17. Swish. Thwack! Argh. 18.

Swish. Thwack! Argh. 19. Swish. Thwack! Argh. 20

By the 20th stroke, Danny’s arse was a mass of purple welts and some of those welts were bleeding.

Swish. Thwack! Argh. 21. Swish. Thwack! Argh. 22. Swish. Thwack! Argh. 23. Swish. Thwack! Argh. 24. Swish. Thwack! Argh. 25.

Suddenly it was over. Danny just lay there trying to regain his composure.

Cindy spent the next 5 minutes rubbing lotion over his arse, then she released him from the horse.

He stood up. Unlike the previous male, Danny was able to walk albeit very slowly. He glanced at his clothes.

“Don’t worry, I’ll get them.” said Cindy and she collected his clothes herself. She also picked up the cuffs and shackles that Danny had worn but didn’t put them back on him. They left the room and returned to Danny’s cell with Danny naked and holding onto Cindy’s arm.

Back in his cell, Danny lay on his belly on his bed in silence.

Thursday 8 April 91

Danny was up early again on Saturday. His arse still smarted, and he preferred to either lay on his belly or stand up.

Cindy came to his cell: “Up you get Danny. You’re being released.”

“Released? Am I free to go?”

“No, silly. You’re being released to the DME – that’s the Department of Male Education. They will assess you and decide what to do with you.”

Cindy led Danny by the arm but didn’t cuff him. He couldn’t move very swiftly anyway. They went to the reception desk. Elizabeth was waiting for him with a younger woman.

“Hello Danny. This is Mistress Anne.”

“Hello Mistress Anne.”

“Hello Danny.”

Elizabeth signed some papers, then they went out and got in a car, Elizabeth driving, and Anne and Danny in the back. Danny found it difficult to sit still in the car but luckily it was only a short drive. They parked and went in the main entrance and stopped at reception. When Elizabeth had finished speaking to the receptionist, they set off again, up some stairs and along a corridor.

He was taken to a small room about 8 feet square. There were no windows. There was no bed but there was a mattress on the floor, and some blankets had been placed on it. In the corner was a bucket. There were two water bottles near the bed. There was no wardrobe, but the end of the room opposite the door was fully fitted with shelves.

Elizabeth spoke: “Sorry about this Danny, but we need to keep you separated from the other boys while we decide what to do with you. We only have large dormitories here, so this storage room is the best we can do. Hopefully you won’t be in here very long. While you’re in this room, someone will look in every couple of hours, so just say if you need the toilet. The bucket is only for overnight. So, just relax here and we’ll come and get you later.”

Danny sat down on the mattress. The door closed and he heard a key turning in the lock.

About an hour later, Anne brought him some lunch, he was getting hungry, so he tucked in eagerly.

After another hour, Anne came back once again.

“Come with me, Danny.”

She took him to her own office. She had a desk with a computer on it and an office chair behind it. At the side was another smaller desk, also with a computer on it, and an office chair in front of it.

“Sit there, Danny.” She said, indicating the chair by the small desk.

“We want you to take some tests. She pressed some buttons, and a list of questions came up.”

All the questions were multiple choice with four possible answers. She showed him how to select an answer.

“Read each question carefully and pick one of the answers. There are 50 questions on each subject. You get 20 minutes for each test. If you finish before the time is up, you can click this button. Then click this button to start the next test. When you’ve finished them all, give me a shout. I’ll be over there.”

Danny pressed “Start” and got on with the tests. He had to do tests on English, Arithmetic, Queendom History, Male Etiquette, Female Pleasure, Cooking, Household Tasks and Gardening. It took Danny just under 2 hours.

“I’ve finished, Mistress Anne.”

“Very good Danny. Let’s see how you did.”

She did something on her own computer and read out the results.

“English 100% and in only 8 minutes, Arithmetic 100% in 5 minutes. That’s excellent Danny. Queendom History 32%. Male Etiquette 54%. Female Pleasure 30%. Cooking 68%. Household Tasks 62%. Gardening 58%. Hmmmmm.”

Just then Elizabeth came into the room.

“Finished? How did he do?” Elizabeth went over to look at Anne’s computer screen.

“Hmmm. About what we expected. Ok, Danny. Back to your room.”

Later, Anne brought Danny some supper, and after that, Danny arranged his blankets and settled down to get some sleep.

Friday 9 April 91

Anne brought Danny some breakfast.

“Mistress Anne?”

“Yes, Danny?”

“Mistress Elizabeth said there are boys here. Is this a school?”

“This is the Department of Male Education, Danny, all males from Victoria PC come here at age 6 to be educated, and they stay here until they graduate at age 18. So yes, it is a school, but I expect it’s a lot different to the schools you have in Romulus.”

“In what way, Mistress?”

“Well for a start, there are only 4 classes, but we have about 1000 boys in each class.”

“Only one teacher for 1000 boys?”

“There’s a teacher and usually about 20 roving assistants.”

“So are boys of all ages mixed together?”

“No, Danny. We have a separate class for each age. This year we have classes for ages 8, 11, 14, and 17. This is a graduation year, which happens once every 3 years, so the oldest boys will leave us at the end of this year – at the end of the school year, I should say - and next year we’ll have new boys arriving, so next year we will have classes for 6, 9, 12 and 15. See?”

Danny didn’t understand.

“What about the boys who are, say, 16 this year?”

“There aren’t any, Danny. Boys are produced artificially in the Queendom once every three years. So, there aren’t any boys aged 16 at the moment.”

Danny didn’t fully understand but didn’t question Anne further.

“I have to go now, Danny. But we’re expecting a decision about your future tomorrow.”

Saturday 10 April 91

Early in the afternoon, Anne came to collect Danny. She took him to Elizabeth’s office. Elizabeth was seated behind her desk. Anne and Danny stood before her.

“Danny, a panel has reviewed your test scores. In some subjects, you are educated way beyond what is deemed necessary for boys in the Queendom, but in other subjects, you are sadly lacking, and we need to get you up to speed on those. The standard DME classes aren’t a good fit for what you need. Not only that, but you’ll need slave training, the DST run slave training courses every 3 years, starting when boys graduate from DME. This is a graduation year, so the DST will be running a course starting on the tenth of May, and we want you on that.

So, it’s been decided to give you a 4-week crash course with a private tutor. You’ll start on Monday. When you finish that, you’ll go straight onto the DST course. Any questions.”

“Yes Mistress, what’s the DST?”

“Oh, sorry Danny, the DST is the Department of Slave Training. As I said, they only run the standard 20-week slave training course every 3 years, so if you miss this one, we will have to go to all the hassle of running a special course just for you, or wait 3 years for the next one.”

“What happens after the slave course?”

“After that Danny, you will be auctioned off. So, tomorrow, Grace, your tutor will come and collect you, and you’ll start on Monday.”

“Will I still live here, Mistress?”

“No, you’ll live with Grace. She lives here in Victoria. You’ll be fine, Danny. She’s nice. A retired teacher. I think she was a bit bored and wanted a new project, so she volunteered. Anything else? Ok then, dismissed.”

Sunday 11 April 91

Danny was asked if he wanted to attend a service, but he declined, remembering the tedium he had to sit through in St Agnes. In the afternoon, Grace arrived. She was a plump lady and looked to be in her mid-50s.

“Danny, this is Grace, your new tutor.” said Anne.

“Hello, Mistress Grace.”

“Hello, Danny. Stand up. Turn around. Let me get a good look at you.”

Danny did as he was told.

“My, my. What a fine-looking specimen. Are you ready to learn, Danny?

Danny gave the expected answer: “Yes, Mistress Grace.”

Anne unlocked Danny’s cell then cuffed Danny’s hands behind his back and gave the key to Grace. Then they all headed to reception, where Grace signed some forms. They then went out into the car park, where Anne placed Danny into the back of Grace’s car and closed the door. Grace got into the driver’s seat, waved at Anne, and set off.

They arrived at Grace’s house. It was a large, detached bungalow. Anne pulled up the driveway, switched off and got out. She was met at the front door by Peter, her slave.

“Peter, help Danny out, take him to the room next to yours and show him around.” said Grace.

“Yes, Mistress Grace.”

A few minutes later, Danny entered a short corridor with 2 rooms on each side.

“This is the slave quarters.” said Peter. “This is your room.”

Danny looked in. It was a small room about 7 ft square, and had a bed, a chest of drawers and a chair. There was a small, barred window, 2 feet wide and 6 inches high, high up on the back wall.

“The room next to yours is my room, same as yours and opposite mine is the slave kitchen.”

It had a table and four chairs, a sink with taps, and a small cupboard and a microwave.

“And lastly, that door is the shower and toilet.”

Danny arranged his meagre belongings and lay down on his bed.

Monday 12 April 91

Danny was up at 07:00 and got showered and dressed and had breakfast in the slave kitchen. Just before 08:00, Grace came through:

“This way Danny.”

She led him through to an office. There were 2 desks and a chair behind each. A small blackboard was mounted on the wall and there was a computer on Grace’s desk. In one corner was a caning horse.

“From now on Danny, I expect you to make your own way to this room and be ready and seated by 08:00. Every day except Sundays. Clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Grace.”

“There’s no school on Sundays. I expect you to attend church services. Are you religious, Danny?”

“Not really, Mistress.”

“Nevertheless, you will attend. Right, I have only got you for 4 weeks so we will be concentrating on your 3 weakest subjects: Queendom History, Male Etiquette and Female Pleasure. We will spend a week on each. You will study from 08:00 to 13:00 and 15:00 to 20:00.”

These were pretty much standard office hours on the planet Vena with its 28-hour day.

“At 19:30 each day, you will be tested. Each test will be 25 multiple choice questions with 4 possible answers. Male subjects are easy, Danny, you don’t need to think, you just need to memorise the list of facts presented to you. That means I expect you to get 100% on every test. To motivate your learning, after each test you will get one stroke of the cane for each wrong answer. On the Monday of the last week, you will be tested on all 3 subjects again. 50 questions this time, all selected from questions you have already answered. Then the remainder of the last week we will simply discuss the Queendom and the world and anything you want really. And I will try to give you good advice on how to best get on in the Queendom. Understood, Danny?”

“Yes, Mistress Grace.”

“Very well, let’s begin.”

Grace began reading. “Question 1. The Treaty of St Agnes was signed in what year? (a) 30 (b) 35 (c) 40 (d) 45.”

“Was it 40, Mistress Grace?”

“No, Danny, it was 35. This treaty resulted in the first expansion of the original colony of Victoria, and led to . . . “

After they had gone through all 25 questions, Grace handed the separate question and answer sheets to Danny and told him to learn all the answers.

Danny’s learning technique was to go through the questions and write what he thought the answer was on a scrap of paper or draw a line if he didn’t know. Then he would look at the answer sheet and work out his score. He would start off getting low scores, maybe 5 out of 25. Then he would simply repeat the exercise over and over until he was consistently getting 25 out of 25.

At 19:30, Danny sat down for his first test. He was nervous, as his arse was still smarting from the caning he got at Central. So, he was delighted when Grace looked up at him shortly after he handed his answers in. “Well done, Danny. 25 out of 25.”

Saturday 17 April 91

Danny completed the last test for Queendom History with an unblemished record. He found the rote learning simple and boring. Each day, he was given a sheet of paper with 25 questions on it and another sheet with the answers. Grace would go through the questions with him, giving additional information that wasn’t strictly needed to answer the question. After that, he was left to his own devices.

Monday 19 April 91

On his second week, Danny started on Male Etiquette.

Grace began the lesson: “Question 1. You are out with your mistress one morning when a lady you don’t know approaches from the other direction. She makes eye contact but doesn’t speak. What should you do? (a) Say ‘Good morning, Mistress.’ (b) Just keep walking. (c) Stare her down. (d) Avert your gaze.”

Danny thought about it: “Is it (a) Say ‘Good morning, Mistress.’?” asked Danny.

“No Danny, you should never speak unless spoken to first. The correct answer is (d).”

Friday 23 April 91

Danny found the lessons so easy. On Friday he had memorised all that day’s questions and answers by lunch time, so after lunch he just spent the afternoon daydreaming. This happened quite often but usually he had one more run through at about 19:00 just to make sure. But on this day, he was getting blasé and didn’t bother. He handed his answer sheet in fully expecting 25 out of 25.

“Danny: You are out with your mistress when your mistress stops to talk to a friend. What do you do?”

“Kneel in silence. Mistress Grace.” replied Danny with a worried look on his face.

“Correct, so why did you answer: (b) Stand in silence?” said Grace.

“I don’t know, Mistress Grace.”

“Danny, you knew the answer, but you weren’t concentrating. You need to take these lessons seriously.”

“Yes, Mistress Grace.”

“On the horse, Danny. Trousers and pants down.”

Danny went over to the horse, dropped his trousers and pants, and lay over the horse. Grace didn’t bother to secure him. She went to a cupboard and selected a cane, then came back and stood behind Danny. She brought the cane down full force on Danny’s already welted behind.

Swish. Thwack! Argh.

“Ok, Danny, that’s all for today.”

Monday 26 April 91

Grace began the lesson.

“This week’s subject is Female Pleasure. Are you a virgin, Danny?”

“Yes, Mistress Grace.”

Danny looked a bit embarrassed.

“As it should be, Danny. We will go over various techniques detailed in the DME training literature. It has some nice illustrations. You will have the chance to try some of them on a training dummy later in the week. The tests though, will still consist of multiple-choice questions.”

“So, I won’t have to . . .”

“No, Danny. The lessons and the test are strictly theory.”

“Let’s begin. Look at this illustration, Danny. This is the vulva, and these parts here are labia majora and the labia minora, and up here is the clitoris. Now to give the maximum pleasure to a woman, you usually want to start off with . . . “

Monday 3 May 91

Danny was up early. It was exam day. He showered and had breakfast then made his way to the office. He was there in good time. He was ready. He had spent all Sunday afternoon going through all the daily tests he had done – All 18 of them.

A total of 450 questions that he memorized the answers to. It paid off.

“Well done, Danny. 100% on all 3 tests. Good boy.”

The rest of the week, they just chatted about the world in general and the Queendom in particular.

Danny asked Grace about her career as a teacher.

“Well, Danny, my whole career has been in the DME here in Victoria. I started off as a helper, then later I became a teacher, then eventually I ended up as the headmistress. I retired 3 years ago.”

“How do the classes work exactly?” asked Danny. “Mistress Anne at the DME said there are only 4 classes, and they have 1000 boys in each one.”

“That’s right, Danny. In the Queendom, boys are made in a batch every 3 years, it’s 1000 per batch at the moment. At least it is in Victoria. I don’t know about St Agnes. Well, when those boys reach age 6, they all start at the DME in one big class. The year 6 class, obviously. With one teacher and about 20 helpers. The next year the same boys with the same teacher and helpers are now year 7, and there isn’t a year 6. The next year, they’re year 8. All this time, they’re the youngest boys in the school. It’s only when they start year 9, that a new year 6 is started. Do you see?”

“Yes, I see now. But how do you manage with 1000 boys in one class.” asked Danny.

“Well, the teaching is done pretty much the same way I’ve been teaching you these last weeks, Danny, only much less hectic. And only 3 days per week. The other 3 days are sports and physical. The Queendom needs strong, healthy males.”

“That was hectic?” thought Danny. “These Queendom boys are really dumbed down!”

“So, the teacher introduces the lesson and goes through all the facts to be covered, then the helpers give the learning materials out, and the boys get on with studying. If they have a question, they raise a hand, and one of the helpers will come and see them.”

“Do they do the daily tests?” asked Danny.

“Yes, they do.”

“What happens if they get an answer wrong. Do they get caned?”

“Yes, but not immediately, it’s just not practical. Instead, the strokes are accumulated and dealt with at the end of every fourth Saturday, on caning day. In Victoria, we used the huge gymnasium for the canings. On the Friday evening before, we got the caning horses set up, 25 of them, cheap models, plus the entry and exit desks. Some of the boys get assigned to do this. Then on Saturday morning, all the boys who were due to be caned would form a queue at the entry desks, get booked in and get given a card with their serial number and number of strokes written on it. It’s then up to them to find a free caning horse. The mistresses doing the caning hold their canes up in the air to indicate they’re ready for the next boy. The boy gets on the horse, takes his caning, and the mistress signs his card, which he then presents at the exit desk, and he then leaves.”

“Who does the canings, Mistress Grace?”

“Well, we had 4 teachers and about 80 helpers, but most of them would have the weekend off, so there would only be the duty teacher and maybe 6 helpers. But that wasn’t a problem as we always asked for volunteers, and lots of ladies from the front offices, such as accountants, administrators and secretaries were always willing to give us a hand.”

“Was it very noisy?” asked Danny.

“Very.” laughed Grace. “Absolute bedlam!”

Tuesday 4 May 91

Danny and Grace were discussing life in the Queendom.

“Mistress Grace, I got charged with being out unescorted without a waiver. How does a boy get a waiver?”

Danny was very interested in this subject. If he could get one, surely it would be easy to get out of the Queendom.

“They’re only given out when a boy needs it to do his job. And there’s tight restrictions on where and when they can be used.”

“What sort of jobs, Mistress Grace?”

“Well, truck drivers for example.”

“Boys can be truck drivers? I thought boys weren’t allowed to drive.”

“Yes, boys can drive commercial vehicles. Also, private cars if it’s part of their job, for example if they work in a garage, some of them might be issued driving permits to enable them to test drive. Going back to truck drivers. They have to have a route permit that details where and when they’re supposed to go. But they would never be allowed to drive cross-border routes. There aren’t any now of course. But before 71, they weren’t allowed to drive to King George or St Peter. And they won’t be allowed to drive to Green Bay, if the road they keep talking about is ever built. Anyway, about the waivers. If their route requires an overnight stay, they would be given a waiver that allows them to be out unescorted for a reasonable purpose. Such as walking between their truck and their accommodation. They can’t just wander around. If the police stop them outside of their truck, they will have to produce their route permit and waiver.”

“I see.” said Danny, thinking that a waiver wouldn’t be very useful after all.

Friday 7 May 91

Danny was getting anxious about his future: “Mistress Grace, what’s going to happen to me now?”

“You’ll join your slave training class on Monday. So, I guess they’ll come for you either tomorrow or Sunday.”

“How long is the slave training, Mistress?”

“It’s 20 weeks, in two phases, Danny. There’s 10 weeks of intense obedience training, then 10 weeks of work experience under close supervision at one of the DST’s own work camps. After that, you’ll get auctioned off. Behave yourself and work hard, Danny. Your performance goes on your record which buyers can see. If you do well in training, you’re more likely to get a private buyer. Boys who are companion-domestics get a much easier time than boys bought for factory or field work.”

“Will I be trained on my own, Mistress Grace?”

“No, Danny. You’ll be in a regular class with Queendom boys.”

“Will they be the same age as me, Mistress.?”

“They will all be 18, Danny.”

“Why am I being trained with boys so much older than me, Mistress?”

“They only run classes every 3 years, so I guess they wanted to squeeze you into this one. These days, Queendom boys always start their slave training at age 18, but legally it can start from age 17.”

Danny was puzzled: “But I’m only 16, Mistress Grace.”

Now Grace was the one looking puzzled. She reached out and picked up the documentation that the DME had given her.

“It says here they estimate you to be 17 years and 4 months. That was done using a radio scan which is accurate to a month or two.”

“But I’m 16, Mistress.”

“What’s your age exactly?”

Danny thought for a moment.

“16 years and 6 months now, Mistress Grace.”

It then dawned on Grace.

“Ah, I see the confusion. Here in the Queendom, we measure age from the creation date, not the birth date like they do in Green Bay. And the Union. So, you need to add 8 months, Danny.”

“Oh. Why don’t they use birth dates in the Queendom, Mistress Grace?”

“Well, it’s because almost everyone now is created in the baby factories, so they figured the initial creation date is the more important date, rather than eight months later when they disconnect the machine and begin mouth feeding. I know the Union still measures from birth, but the baby is already eight months old by then. So, I think the Queendom method makes more sense.”

Sunday 9 May 91

Danny and Peter were in the slave kitchen playing cards. Grace was a religious woman and took them to Sunday service each week, after which they had an easy day with only essential chores being undertaken. They had been back for an hour when Grace appeared in the doorway.

“Pack your things, Danny. You’re on the move again. Your ride will be here shortly.”

Danny collected his meagre belongings and went with Grace to the entrance hall of the bungalow. Grace opened the front door. A car had just arrived, Danny recognized the DME logo on its door. A woman got out and approached. Danny didn’t recognize her. She looked at Danny, so he averted his eyes.

As she approached, she spoke to Grace. Danny dropped to his knees. His training was kicking in!

“Is this 2190?” she asked.

“That’s right.” replied Grace.

“Stand, boy, and turn around.”

Danny did so and the woman cuffed his hands behind his back.

“Come.” she commanded and walked back towards the car and opened the back door.

“Good luck, Danny.” whispered Grace.

Danny followed the woman and got in, and she closed the door. About 15 minutes later, the car stopped, and Danny recognized the DME building where he had had his assessment with Elizabeth. As Danny was escorted towards the entrance, he noticed a long line of trucks waiting at the side of the road. They were drop-side trucks with a tarpaulin cover fitted over a frame. Danny wondered why they were there.

They entered the building, and Danny was taken to a huge room which he realised was a gymnasium. The room was packed with boys, and there were women standing all around the edge of the room. Danny asked the nearest boy: “What’s going on?”

Whack!

Danny felt a crop smack him on his back.

“Silence!”

After waiting another half an hour, he heard a woman issuing commands.

“This way boys. No pushing. File out in an orderly line.”

It took Danny over an hour to exit the gymnasium, as the line didn’t move very quickly. Danny followed the line as it snaked back through the building and out the main door by reception. Women were stationed at intervals along the route to ensure order and silence. Outside, Danny got to a point where a woman was counting the boys out loud. When the boy ahead of Danny reached her, she called out: “50”.

Then she put her hand up to Danny and said: “Wait.”

Danny watched the tail end of the line that had carried on. They were boarding one of the trucks.

Another woman then appeared and looked at Danny: “Ok, let’s go.”

The first woman briefly touched Danny on the shoulder and said: “1”

The woman led Danny and the line of boys behind him to another truck, which had a white card in the front window with “14” written on it. The woman who was leading him stopped him when he reached the lowered tailgate at the back of the truck, then turned him round and scanned him.

“2190” she called out, and a woman leaning against the tailgate wrote something in a notebook.

“Climb up.” she commanded. The boys following Danny also got scanned and climbed on, and soon the truck was full. About half the boys were able to sit on the benches on each side, the rest had to sit on the floor in the middle. After a while the truck convoy set off. The last truck was followed by a car. They drove for about 2 hours then stopped.

They were ordered to jump out. Before he jumped down, Danny noticed a large group of young women off to the side. There must have been about 50 of them. They were all wearing short black skirts, black thigh high boots and white blouses. Danny noticed they all had whips mounted in holsters on one of their boots.

The women divided the boys into groups of 40, and two women took charge of each group. In Danny’s group, one woman was about 25 and had long red hair tied in a ponytail. The other was younger, maybe 18 or 19, and had short black hair. She was beautiful, thought Danny. The groups then began moving one at a time into a large grey building. After 15 minutes, Danny’s group got moving. They entered the building and went down a long corridor with doors on each side at intervals until eventually they stopped, and the younger woman opened a door with a key and held it open. A sign on the door said: “Training Room 27”. The older woman then counted off 20 boys and told them to enter the room.

“Strip. Leave everything on the floor. Then get in the cells. No talking.”

The younger woman let go of the door which closed and locked automatically, then opened the door on the opposite side of the corridor. The sign here said: “Training Room 28.”.

“Inside.” she commanded the remaining boys.

“Strip. Leave everything on the floor. Then get in the cells. No talking.”

She left the room and the door closed.

Danny stripped off and got in one of the cells, then looked around.

The open area was about 10 yards square with 10 cells along each side. Danny’s cell, like all the others, was 1 yard wide and 2 yards deep. The sides and end were masonry. The entrance was a door of vertical bars, which had raised straight up to allow entry. There was a mattress on the floor with blankets stacked on it, and there was a waste bucket at the far end. A water bottle stood near the entrance. Danny waited in silence.

After an hour, the door was unlocked and 2 males entered. They both wore white slippers and white shorts. The shorts had black numbers on each side. They collected the pile of clothes from the floor in bags, then left, and the door closed.

After another hour, the older of the two women who had escorted them here returned along with one of the males that had collected their clothes. The guardess was holding her whip casually in her hand.

“I am Guardess Jasmine. I am your training officer. Your training will start tomorrow.”

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

“Yes, Guardess Jasmine.”

Jasmine then turned and left the room.

The male, trustee 7192, spoke:

“Ok boys. Welcome to Victoria Slave Training Centre. Your new home, boys. Come out and I’ll show you around.”

He showed them through the two doors in the end of the room. One led to the showers and toilets, and it also had cupboards containing mops and cleaning materials. The other led to a kitchen with a large table and 20 chairs.

“You get up at 07:00 and get showered then get dressed and tidy your cells. You make your own breakfast in the kitchen. Then all the rooms need to be cleaned. They have got to be absolutely spotless, ready for inspection at 11:00. At 12:00 you get morning discipline, with extra punishments if any issues were found during the inspection. 13:00 is mid-day rest. You make your own lunch. At 15:00 you will be taken to the gymnasium for a workout. Then back here to shower at 19:00, then you prepare for evening inspection at 21:00 followed by evening discipline. Then some free time until lock up at 24:00. Any question so far?”

One boy asked: “Our clothes have gone, what do we wear?”

“Your new clothes are still being prepared. They will arrive shortly.”

7192 then showed them where things were stored and how to make breakfast and lunch. Breakfast would be scrambled eggs and orange juice. Lunch would be broth and crusty bread. Supper, fruit. The same every day, except the fruit varied.

The door opened and the other trustee that they had seen earlier entered.

“Here’s your clothes, boys. Get dressed. Make sure you get the right belt.”

The clothing comprised stretchy slippers for the feet and a 2-inch-wide black cloth belt with white numbers on it. That was it. Danny grabbed a pair of slippers and found the belt with 2190 on it and put both on.

“Right, it’s getting late, get some supper then tidy up and get in your cells. It’s lights out and cells closed at 24:00.”

Sure enough, at 24:00, 7192 returned, made sure everyone was in their cells, then went over to a control panel on the wall, just inside the door and unlocked it with a key.

“Stand clear!”

He pressed a button, a loud buzzer went off, and all the cell doors descended.

“See you in the morning, boys.”

Monday 10 May 91

The next day, 7192 unlocked the door, entered, and buzzed open all the cells. They got showered and had breakfast, then got to work, tidying and cleaning everything in sight.

Shortly before 11:00 they were ready for their first inspection. 7192 showed them how to present for inspection. On their knees, just outside their cells, with hands clasped behind their backs.

At 11:00 precisely, Guardess Jasmine turned up along with the beautiful younger woman from yesterday. Danny hadn’t noticed before, but her white blouse had a black diagonal line on it. She carried a scanner and a small cardboard box.

“Morning, boys. This is Assistant Myla. Before we start, there are some formalities to attend to. All stand.”

Everyone stood up.

“All turn and face the wall.”

Jasmine took the scanner from Myla and went down the row, scanning each boy’s neck and calling out the last part of the serial number, then she checked that it tallied with the number on the boy’s belt. Myla meanwhile wrote the number on a piece of white card using a black felt tip, then dropped it into the card holder fitted to the left of each cell. The card holder had a glass front. When they had checked all 20 boys, Jasmine called out:

“All turn. Inspection position.”

The boys turned and the two guardesses began the inspection. They frowned at certain things and conferred and made notes but didn’t say anything to the boys. When they had finished, they gave the notes to 7192:

“Not good enough, boys. But as this is your first time, you won’t be punished. But from now on, we expect perfection. 7192 will explain where you went wrong and how to put it right. Now, discipline. You will all receive discipline twice a day during the first phase of your training, which lasts 10 weeks. Discipline isn’t punishment. Discipline is to remind you of your subservience to females and to condition you to obey instantly and without question. Discipline is always with the cane on the ass. If and when you receive punishment, you will know the difference. Punishment may be with the cane or the whip. Right, first boy, 9117, on the horse.”

9117, in the first cell on Danny’s side, stood up and went over to the horse and laid on it. Jasmine shackled him to the horse, but Danny noticed she didn’t bother with the waist strap, although there was one fitted to the horse.

Myla started on the other side: “819, on the horse.”

Danny watched as the two boys got caned. They took it well, thought Danny, probably they had all been caned many times before. The guardesses got through each boy in little more than a minute. After 5 minutes, it was Danny’s turn.

“2190.” called Jasmine, and Danny got up and got on the horse.

She had him shackled in seconds and immediately started caning him.

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

Jasmine caned his now mostly healed arse with rapid full-strength strokes, which started to welt up almost immediately. Danny used all his will power to avoid crying out.

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

Jasmine was an expert, and her accuracy was such that she was able to group her strokes close together but without causing any overlays. Overlay strokes would be much more painful. This was discipline after all, not punishment. By tightly grouping her strokes, she was able to leave a nice big area of arse untouched, which would come in handy for the evening discipline.

Danny got six strokes, which seemed to be the norm, and was then unshackled and went back to inspection position.

Jasmine finished her last boy just as Myla was finishing her ninth and went over to watch Myla’s technique.

“1901” called Myla.

The boy lay down on the horse, and Myla shackled him and went to work. Six rapid strokes later, and he was being unshackled.

“Excellent work, Myla.”

“Ok, boys. We will see you later. Carry on, 7192.”

The two guardesses left the room.

7192 then spent the next hour showing them where they had fallen short with this morning’s clean, and what they needed to do differently in future. Then they all went into the kitchen to have lunch. After lunch and washing up, there was still an hour left before they would go to the gymnasium for a workout. Danny sat down on a kitchen chair. The boy from the cell next to him sat down.

“Hi 2190. I’m 4127.”

“Hi, I’m Danny.”

The boy looked puzzled.

“You have a name?”

“Of course, don’t you?”

“No. Your owner gives you your name, so we won’t get one until we finish slave training and get sold off. How did you get yours?”

“My mum and dad chose it.”

“You have a mum and dad?”

“Yes.”

“How come?”

“I’m not from the Queendom. I’m from the Union.”

“A wild boy?”

The news soon spread. Pretty soon, Danny found himself telling all the boys how he had been on the run for nearly 3 weeks before finally being captured. But he was vague about how he arrived in the Queendom in the first place – he just said he had arrived by accident. Danny became a bit of a minor celebrity.

At 15:00, 7192 came and took them to the well-equipped gymnasium where they spent the next 2 hours working out. Clearly, the Queendom wanted strong, healthy slaves.

Later that evening, after Danny’s arse had acquired six more welts, Danny lay on his bed thinking. He wanted to escape and get back to the Union. But he just couldn’t think of any way of getting out.

Monday 1 June 91

Three weeks later, they were informed that there would be no workout that afternoon.

Jasmine made the announcement: “Boys, this afternoon, instead of workout, you will have the first of four sessions with Guardess Merrill. She will teach you basic marching drill.”

Danny had met Guardess Merrill. She had stood in for Guardess Jasmine on evening inspection and discipline on one occasion. He can still remember the way his arse smarted all night. She caned much harder than Jasmine did.

She was about 50 but still quite good looking and fit. She was a veteran of the Queendom Army. Apparently, she had seen action in the invasion of Stakarov in 61. Rumour had it that she had personally shot 3 Stakarov militia boys and killed one of them. Rumour also had it that her best friend and lesbian lover had been killed in that conflict, and that’s why she hated boys.

At 15:00, Jasmine and Myla escorted the boys of Room 28 out to the parade ground.

“Ok, over to you Guardess Merrill.”

“Thank you, Guardess Jasmine. Form up in 3 ranks of 7.”

Merrill walked over to the right-hand rank.

“You – Move there – And you, come in here. That’s it.”

There were only 20 of them, so she adjusted them so that the second from right file had only 2 boys in it, one at the front and one at the back and no one in the middle rank. She then walked slowly along in front of the boys, staring at each one.

“By the goddess, what a sorry looking bunch of male shit.”

She walked back and stood at the front centre.

“Right, you horrible shower, listen up. I will teach you basic marching drill. How to start. How to stop. How to march along in step. How to turn left, right or about while stationary. How to wheel left and right while marching. You will need these skills if you need to be moved as a group, especially through a town. We need you to look smart, not like the disorganized male rabble that you are. To help me teach you, I have with me my trusted assistant, Ms Bullwhip. It’s entirely up to you. You can either pay attention and learn from me, or you can take your lessons from Ms Bullwhip.”

“Now, Dress! This command means you hold your right arm out to your side. It should just touch the left shoulder of the boy next to you. If you’re too close, you shuffle to the left. Those of you on the far right, just stand still with your arms down. Next . . .”

Before long, Merrill had them marching up and down the square. Then:

“Halt! You.” She was pointing at one boy. “What the hell do you think you’re doing? You were tick-tocking.”

“I’m sorry, Guardess Merrill.”

“Fall out!”

The unfortunate boy took a couple of paces away from the others.

Swish. Crack! Argh.

Swish. Crack! Argh.

Swish. Crack! Argh.

Swish. Crack! Argh.

“Get back in line and sort your ideas out. Idiot!”

Danny found out later that tick-tocking is where you march with your arms swinging the same way as your legs, instead of the opposite way. Some people just can’t march. It can look hilarious, but Merrill didn’t see the funny side.

Another boy got a lashing when he turned right at Merril’s command of: “Left – Turn!”

The drill session lasted 2 hours, then they were dismissed and Jasmine and Myla escorted them back to their room.

Each day was more of the same: Up at 07:00, then shower, breakfast, cleaning, inspection, discipline, lunch, workout, shower, inspection, discipline, bed. The only variation was three more occasions when they had march drill instead of workout.

One day rolled into another. Danny mostly avoided punishments, but Jasmine whipped him on one occasion: He had been caught idly talking to another boy while they were supposed to be cleaning and he hadn’t noticed that Jasmine had entered the room and come up behind him. She drew her whip and lashed him twice where he stood and two more times after he fell to the floor.

“Get on with your work, 2190!”

And on 2 more occasions, they had all got a collective punishment of 6 medium strength lashes across the back for their cleaning not being up to standard. These lashes being in addition to their regular 6 strokes of the cane.

Saturday 18 July 91

Ten weeks later, after evening inspection, Guardess Jasmine addressed them all.

“Well done, boys. You have completed phase 1 of your slave training. Phase 2 starts on Monday. Tomorrow you are all leaving this place. So, heads down and get an early night.”

“Yes, Guardess Jasmine.” they all replied.

Sunday 19 July 91

After breakfast, the 40 boys from rooms 27 and 28 were escorted out of the building, the way they had entered 10 weeks earlier. Four trucks were waiting.

“All of you into this truck.” called Jasmine.

As they were boarding, another group emerged and headed for a different truck. It was only at this point that Danny realised that Jasmine and Myla were in charge of 40 boys and had been splitting their time between 2 rooms.

The boys from 8 training rooms – 160 boys – boarded the 4 trucks and their guardesses got into the cabs. Danny was right up near the cab and could hear the guardesses talking. Apparently, some trucks had left earlier, and some were leaving later, and they were not all going to the same place. Danny’s truck was going to a brick factory, owned and operated by the DST, with trainee slaves providing the labour.

On arrival, Jasmine and Myla then led them to a supply store where they were issued sturdy boots, black socks, white shorts and pants. They then had to give their serial numbers to the storekeeper, who then searched through a pile and found them their T-shirts. They got 2 each, bright orange with “DST” on the front and the back with their own number underneath.

Carrying their gear, they were then shown to their quarters. It was a wooden barracks. On the door was a sign: “Block 11”. They entered the building and found a corridor with a door on each side and at the end. The side doors led to the showers on one side and the toilets and storage rooms on the other.

They went through the door at the end. It opened out into a room with 40 beds and 40 wardrobes, one for each boy. The beds were arranged in groups of 4, and the wardrobes were not against the wall, but instead they were sideways on between each group of 4 beds, one facing one way and one the other. This effectively formed 10 semi-private bays with 4 occupants in each, but with a common walkway through the centre of them all.

They all chose a bed and got dressed and stowed their spare gear. They were told to discard their cloth belts.

Guardess Jasmine addressed them.

“Welcome to South Side brickworks. This works is owned and operated by the DST and the profits go towards our running costs. In this last phase of your slave training, which will last 10 weeks, you will perform hard labour under close supervision. You 40 have been assigned to work in one of the clay pits that supply the factory.”

“You start tomorrow. You will be woken at 07:00, you will shower, have breakfast in the canteen which I will show you, and then you will assemble outside this barracks by 08:00. You will be back here at 18:00, when you will shower and go for tea in the canteen. Then the time is your own. There’s no lights-out here, that’s up to you, but make sure you get enough sleep. The work here is physically demanding.”

“Saturday mornings you will be assigned tasks at this site, cleaning, simple maintenance jobs, whatever. Saturday afternoons you clean this building and get it and yourselves immaculate and ready for evening inspection at 21:00, followed by weekly discipline at 21:30. Sundays, you will attend service in the chapel here. You will be allocated a time slot. Other than that, Sundays are free time.”

“You cannot leave this site. It is enclosed by a fence and guarded. Any such attempts will be punished. Besides, there’s nothing around here for miles.”

“Any questions? Good. One more thing. The attitude you show here, how well you behave and how well you work, will go on your record, as will any incidents that result in punishments. This record will be made available to potential buyers. So, it’s in your own interest to perform well. Be a good boy and you’ve a better chance of getting a good owner. That’s all. Carry on Myla.”

“Yes, Jasmine.”

“Follow me, boys.”

Myla showed them the canteen, gymnasium and chapel, and pointed out various other buildings. Six other barracks besides their own, storeroom, guardess accommodation, guardess mess hall and the guardroom and main entrance.

Monday 20 July 91

It was 08:00 and Danny and 39 other boys were assembled outside their barracks.

Jasmine and Myla arrived.

“Ok, form up in threes. Right - Keep in step. Forward – march.” said Jasmine.

They set off. Jasmine and Myla walked together off to one side.

Jasmine shouted: “Halt!” and they paused at the gate while she had a quick word with the gate guard, who then opened the gate.

“Forward – March. Right wheel.” called Jasmine, and they set off again and turned right and marched down the tarmac road that ran past the site. After 10 minutes they turned right into the brickworks.

“Left wheel. Aim to the right of that red roofed building.”

They turned as directed.

“Halt!”

The red roofed building turned out to be an engine shed. The brickworks and two of the pits that supplied it were connected by an 18-inch gauge railway.

Jasmine briefly spoke to 3 other guardesses who were already there, then called out: “Ok boys, fall out. Get over there and board the train. Into the wagons.”

They walked over to a train formed of a diminutive battery-electric locomotive, a box van, and 25 side tipping wagons. It was quite a climb to get in, but there was no shortage of space, you could easily get 8 in a wagon.

Jasmine and Myla and two other guardesses got into the box van, while the other, who was the driver, got into the locomotive.

They set off, 20 minutes over rough track with frequent bumps and jolts. The train stopped alongside a loading platform with sloped ends. The top of the platform was level with the tops of the trucks. They all climbed out and gathered around the box van.

Jasmine spoke: “Ok boys, listen up. This is Guardess Molly and this is Guardess Bella. Right, we need 10 diggers.”

She paused as Myla went round touching 10 boys on the shoulder: “You, you, you . . .”

Danny was one of those picked to be a digger.

“And the rest of you are on the barrows.”

She pointed to large shed: “Right, everyone grab a wheelbarrow. Diggers, grab a shovel as well.”

She waited while they all collected their equipment. Danny didn’t understand why he needed a wheelbarrow as well as a shovel.

“Right follow me.”

They made their way about a quarter of a mile to the work face.

“Right diggers, this is where you dig. First 10 barrows, forward. Diggers, you dig the clay out from here and shovel it into the barrow. When the barrow is about two thirds full, you shout ‘Away’. No more than two thirds mind, otherwise it’s too heavy to push over this rough ground. Barrow boys, when you hear ‘away’, the next in line takes that barrow to the train and tips the clay then comes back, meanwhile the next boy moves an empty barrow up.”

Danny understood. The barrow boys looked disappointed. They thought they would get a rest while their barrow was getting filled, but that’s not the way it would work.

“All clear? Right, the norm is 4 train loads. If you don’t manage it by 17:00, there better be a good reason. If you finish before 17:00, that’s it, you get to go home early. Right, get on with it.”

The diggers started digging and loading the barrows. At first, the barrows had it easy. The last of the barrows had nothing to do for about half an hour. But once things got going, everything worked quite efficiently.

The 4 guardesses alternated between wandering around making sure no one was slacking and standing together and chatting. Meanwhile, the train driver used a parallel track to move the locomotive to the other end of the train.

Around 09:45, when the train was three quarters full, another train arrived and parked in the parallel track, then just after 10:00, the first train set off with a full load.

Jasmine blew a whistle and yelled out: “Tea up!”

An urn of hot tea was brought out from the box van of the second train and up onto the loading platform, and Myla brought out a cardboard box full of plastic mugs. They all gathered round to enjoy a brew, including the 4 guardesses.

Jasmine spoke: “We always have a tea break when a train leaves.”

Danny could see why. There was no train at the loading platform. Once the loaded train was clear, the empty train backed out, the driver switched the points, and the train came back in on the loading track.

They resumed work. It was hard going, but Danny was able to keep up. The guardesses used their whips now and again, but Danny wasn’t on the receiving end. Danny shouted: “Away!” and paused while the barrow was taken away and an empty one brought up. He wiped his hand over his sweaty brough.

When he looked up, Myla was looking at him. He looked down.

She spoke: “2190! I hear you were a wild boy.”

“Yes, Assistant Myla.”

“I also heard you gave the police quite the runaround.”

Danny laughed. “They got me in the end, Assistant Myla.”

“You’re not going to give us any trouble, are you?”

Danny smirked: “I’ll be a good boy, Assistant Myla.”

Myla smiled. “You’re cute.” and went away.

They completed their fourth trainload at 16:50.

Jasmine blew her whistle a few minutes before the train was full, when she judged that the barrows in transit were sufficient. After they had unloaded, she called out: “Ok boys, equipment back in the shed. Then back on board.”

They had to sit on top of the clay for the return journey.

Then Jasmine and Myla marched them back to the camp, and they entered the barracks and got showered.

After tea, Danny played cards with some of the other boys for a while, then went to bed.

Monday 11 August 91

Danny settled into the routine. Nothing out of the ordinary happened until about 3 weeks later. After work, Danny stayed up very late playing cards with some other boys. They didn’t go to bed until about 27:30.

In bed, Danny didn’t feel tired. He couldn’t get to sleep, so he just lay there thinking about things. His mind turned to the subject of escape and getting back to the Union. Security didn’t seem to be particularly tight. He figured getting away from either the camp or the clay pit wouldn’t be too difficult. But after that? He didn’t even know where he was. He wondered whether he should question one of the boys or even bring in an escape partner. Could they be trusted? Or were they so brain washed that they would just dob him in?

He didn’t know what to do but he couldn’t stop thinking about it. He lay awake most of the night before finally, he drifted off to sleep.

Tuesday 12 August 91

It was 09:40 and Danny had been digging at the work face for nearly 2 hours. He was exhausted, having got hardly any sleep the previous night. Just then, Jasmine blew her whistle.

“Tea up!”

Just what Danny needed. He went over to the loading platform and got a mug of tea. He felt refreshed.

Back at the work face, he had only been working for 10 minutes when there was a loud crack as he dug into the clay. Danny fell onto the ground.

“What’s the matter, 2190?”

Danny got up. “My shovel broke, Assistant Myla.”

“Ok, go down to the shed and get another. Take the broken bits with you and leave them there.” said Myla, then wandered off to have a chat with Jasmine.

Danny went down to the shed and got another shovel. He was unbelievably tired.

“I need to sit down for just a moment.” he thought and sat down and leaned against a large crate. Moments later, he was fast asleep.

Half an hour later, Guardess Bella approached Jasmine and Myla. Bella was a pretty blonde: “Hey, there’s only 9 diggers at the face, we’re missing a boy.”

They all looked up to confirm it. Myla said: “It’s 2190, his shovel broke, so I sent him to the shed to get another. He should have been back ages ago.”

She looked worried: “You know he was a wild boy? Do you think he’s run off again?”

“Let’s go check the shed.” said Jasmine.

Jasmine, Myla and Bella all walked down to the shed and went in. Danny was still fast asleep on the floor.

Jasmine prodded Danny with her foot.

Danny woke up instantly, jumped up into a standing position, and began apologising:

“I’m so sorry Guardess Jasmine, I must have dozed off for a moment.”

“This is not good enough, 2190. I am very disappointed.”

“I’m very sorry, Guardess Jasmine. It won’t happen again, I promise.”

“Get back to work 2190. I will have to report this, and there will be consequences.”

Danny just looked down.

“Off you go, 2190.”

Danny picked up the shovel he had found and went back to the work face. The fourth trainload did not leave until 17:15.

Saturday 16 August 91

It was 21:20. Weekly inspection had just been completed, and Jasmine and Myla had not found anything amiss. Danny sat on his bed, worried. Weekly discipline was due at 21:30, but Danny suspected he would also be getting punishment for sleeping on the job on Tuesday. He’d been worried about it all week. Nobody had mentioned the incident since Tuesday, but he was convinced that Jasmine would have discussed it with Warden Olivia, and that his punishment would be coming right after discipline.

At 21:30, Guardess Jasmine and Assistant Myla arrived. Danny noticed Myla give him an odd look as if she knew what was coming.

Myla picked 4 boys and took them to the storeroom. They were back a minute later with 2 caning horses and positioned one in the middle of the third bay and the other in the eighth.

“Ok, boys, discipline. Line up.”

20 boys lined up at each horse, and a boy got on each one. Danny was third in line at Myla’s horse. When it was his turn, he got on the horse and Myla shackled him and grabbed her cane.

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

Myla gave Danny’s arse six rapid full-strength strokes. It was painful but bearable and Danny didn’t cry out.

Myla unshackled him and the next boy came up.

When all the boys had been caned, Jasmine spoke:

“9120. Come here.”

Danny approached and stood before Jasmine with his head bowed.

“9120 was caught sleeping at work on Tuesday. Warden Olivia has sentenced him to 20 lashes. Sentence will now be carried out.”

Myla nodded to the 4 boys who had brought the caning horses, and they picked them up and took them back to the storeroom.

“Up against the wall, 9120. Face first.”

Danny moved up to the end wall and faced it. The end wall only had 2 wardrobes against it, they were to the sides, leaving a large bare space in between. There were u-rings fitted to the walls that Danny hadn’t noticed before.

Myla came back from the storeroom with 4 pairs of handcuffs and a ball gag. She gagged Danny’s mouth, then cuffed Danny’s wrists and ankles to the U-rings, which forced his arms and legs apart into an X shape. Meanwhile, Jasmine had taken her whip out of her boot holster and was psyching herself up. She hated whipping boys. But it had to be done. It was for their own good. She stood behind Danny and off to his left.

Swish. Crack! 1

Myla called the count.

Swish. Crack! 2

Jasmine cracked her whip at 10 second intervals.

Swish. Crack! 3

Danny held out for the first 3 strokes. But as per official guidelines, Jasmine started out light and increased the strength each time.

Swish. Crack! 4

Swish. Crack! 5

Danny’s muffled screams could now be heard, and tears flowed from his eyes.

Swish. Crack! 6

Jasmine tried her best to strike different places each time.

Swish. Crack! 7

Swish. Crack! 8

On the eight stroke, Danny’s legs gave way, and he was now hanging off the cuffs on his wrists.

Swish. Crack! 9

Swish. Crack! 10

After the tenth stroke, Jasmine paused, as per regulations. She looked at Myla:

“Take over please, Assistant Myla.”

Myla looked shocked. She had never whipped a live target before. She stepped forward into the position Jasmine had vacated and drew her whip.

Swish. Crack! 11

Like Jasmine, Myla left about 10 seconds between each stroke.

Swish. Crack! 12

Danny’s muffled cries were now continuous, even between strokes.

Swish. Crack! 13

Swish. Crack! 14

“Increase the strength please, Assistant Myla.” said Jasmine.

“Yes, Guardess Jasmine.”

Swish. Crack! 15

Swish. Crack! 16

Blood was now oozing from a couple of welts on Danny’s back. Jasmine looked over at Myla and thought she could see a tear in her eye. Jasmine made a winding motion with her hand. Myla understood and finished off with 4 rapid strokes.

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack!

“20.” called Jasmine.

Myla rushed out of the room. Jasmine turned to the 2 nearest boys.

“Give me a hand, boys.”

“Yes, Guardess Jasmine.”

The boys held onto Danny below his shoulders while Jasmine unshackled him.

“Get him to his bed.”

They dragged him over.

“Face down. That’s it. Ok boys, away.”

Myla returned with a wet sponge and a towel, and a bottle of lotion. She dabbed away the blood with the sponge then dried him and then applied lotion to the lacerations on Danny’s back. While she was at it, she smeared some over his arse as well.

“Are you ok, 2190?” asked Myla. Danny just groaned.

“2190, you are excused Sunday Service tomorrow.” added Jasmine.

They then both left. When they got outside, Jasmine turned and gave Myla a hug: “Let’s go to the mess and get a drink.”

Sunday 17 August 91

Danny stayed in bed until 11:30 the next day. Then got up. In the afternoon, his old friend 4127 sat with him.

“How are you, Danny?”

“It’s still very painful.”

“Been whipped before?”

“Twice. But yesterday was the worst.”

They both remained silent for a short time.

“4127, have you ever thought about getting out of here?”

“Sometimes. A couple of times after I’d been caned at school, I thought about running away. But I didn’t have a plan, and no idea where I would go. But I’m older now and know that it isn’t possible.”

“What do you mean? Of course it’s possible.”

“The Union is across the ocean. Are you saying you could sneak onto a plane or a ship?”

“No. But you don’t go to the Union. You go to Green Bay.”

“Where’s that? I’ve never heard of it.”

“It’s a colony here on South Vena. They don’t have slavery there. If you can get there, you’re free.”

“So, what are you suggesting? Steal a car and just drive there?”

“No, you can’t, there’s no roads from the Queendom to Green Bay.

“So?”

“Walk.”

“How far is it?”

“From Victoria to Mount Vernon, which is in Green Bay, it’s only about 120 miles, ok it’s uncharted hill country but it’s doable.”

“120 miles over the moors! That’s impossible.”

“My dad was a survival expert and taught me a thing or two, so I know what I’m doing. You’re looking at 15 miles a day. That’s just 8 days!”

“What about food?”

“You take it with you. All you need is 8 days rations each, a good map and a compass.”

Danny was getting enthused.

“And have you got all that?”

“No.”

Now Danny sounded a bit depressed.

“But that’s from Victoria. Have you any idea where we are now?”

“No.”

“How about in relation to Victoria, you’re a local, when we left, which direction did we go?”

“I’m sorry, I have no idea.”

Just then some other boys came in, and they decided to talk about something else.

Monday 18 August 91

Danny put all thoughts of escape to the back of his mind, at least for the time being. He had no idea where he was and no way to get the equipment he needed. He would only be at this work camp for 10 weeks, anyway. So, he should be moving on towards the end of this month. Maybe the prospects of escape would be better from wherever they sent him next.

So, Danny settled down and got on with his work and did everything they asked of him. He still got his weekly discipline, but that was nothing compared to the punishment he had endured.

He had noticed a change in Myla since his punishment. Several times he had caught her looking at him, and before he could avert his eyes as per the regulations, it was she who had looked away. She made Danny’s heart skip a beat. He wondered if she had a crush on him. If they were both in the Union now, he would have been trying to pluck up the courage to ask her out.

Saturday 14 September 91

On Saturday mornings, the boys worked in their own camp, doing cleaning, tidying or minor maintenance jobs; whatever the guardesses needed doing. This particular morning, Jasmine had told Danny to go and give the chapel a quick clean. He knew what that meant, so he fetched a mop and bucket and some cloths, and after 2 hours he had wiped down all the pews and mopped the floor. So, he picked up the mop and bucket and cloths and made to leave through the main door in the entrance hall. As he was passing through the hall, he glanced over and saw the calendar with the Sunday Service schedule marked on it. He stopped, put down the bucket, and walked over to the calendar. He already knew that his barrack’s service was at 10:00 tomorrow. That wasn’t why he was looking. It was something else. He stared at the calendar. Today’s date: 14 September 91. He was now 17. He had been since Monday. His birthday had come and gone, and he hadn’t even realised. He thought back to his previous birthdays, when his mum and dad would give him gifts, and his mum would bake a cake. He suddenly felt very emotional and weak in the knees. He wandered back into the chapel and sat in a pew. He especially thought of his mum and wondered where she was now. Suddenly, his emotions overwhelmed him, and he kneeled down in the pew and began quietly sobbing. Two minutes later, and he had regained control of himself, but his eyes were red, and he had tear stains on his cheeks.

Suddenly, he heard a voice: “Hello 2190, I didn’t think you were into religion.”

He glanced in the direction of the voice. It was Assistant Myla. Jasmine had sent her to see if Danny had finished and if he had done a good enough job.

Danny quickly looked down again, embarrassed that he had been caught in an emotional state.

Seeing that he had been crying, Myla rushed over, putting an arm round his shoulder to comfort him, and looking at him closely: “What’s the matter 2190? Why are you so upset?”

But instead of helping him, her concern for him merely caused him to lose control once again, resulting in another bout of sobbing. She reached out and grabbed both his shoulder and pulled him towards her, forcing him to turn towards her in the pew. She held him close to her as he fought to regain control. She gave him a long kiss on his forehead.

After two more minutes, he had gathered himself sufficiently to say: “I’m so sorry, Assistant Myla. I was thinking of my mother and just got a bit emotional.”

Myla was puzzled for just a moment before she realized that as a wild boy, of course he has a mother. She asked him to tell her about his mother. He hadn’t intended to, but somehow her kindness induced him to tell the truth, and he told her about the forced landing, and how they had decided to split up to improve their chances of getting home, and how he had hugged his mother and said goodbye and had never seen her again.

Myla sympathised, then mentioned that she also missed her mother, but she would be visiting her next month. She explained that her position as Assistant Guardess would soon be over. It was just a work experience position.

Myla decided they must be getting back, so they made their way to the exit. Danny was about to collect his mop and bucket when Myla called out: “Wait.”

He stopped and turned. Myla grabbed him and pulled him towards her and kissed him full on the lips: “Take care of yourself, 2190. You’ll be moving on soon.”

Then she quickly left the building. The very next morning, the boys in Blocks 1 to 4 boarded trucks for Victoria, and a week later, blocks 5 to 8 followed them.

Saturday 28 September 91

It was Saturday evening, and Danny and all the boys of Block 11 had just had their weekly discipline. Danny’s arse smarted a bit, but it wasn’t too bad.

Guardess Jasmine spoke: “Well boys, you have now completed your slave training. We have taught you discipline and work ethic. Tomorrow you will be returning to Victoria to prepare for auction. By this time next week, most of you will have owners. That’s all. Good night, boys.”

Sunday 29 September 91

Danny and all the boys from Blocks 9 to 12 – 160 in total – had arrived at Victoria Slave Barracks and had been shown to their dormitories.

Danny and 79 other boys were in Room 31. It had a similar layout to their barracks room at the brick works, except each bed was a double bunk instead of a single. They had just picked a bed for themselves when two guardesses entered the room:

“Silence! On your feet! Stand at attention in your bays!”

The boys all stood still in their bays, 4 on each side.

“I am Guardess Amelia, and this is Guardess Sarah. Welcome to Victoria Slave Barracks. Listen carefully. You will be here while we prepare you for auction. Each day while you are here, you will get up at 07:00 and get showered and dressed and make your bed. You will be escorted to the canteen for breakfast. You will then return here and wait. At some point during the day, you will go to the gym for a 2-hour workout. You will be told when to go. At all other times, you will wait here. Any questions? No? Good.”

Monday 30 September 91

After breakfast, Danny returned to the room and lay down on his bed. He had been there for about half an hour when Guardess Sarah entered the room:

“5171,1721,4120,819,413,2190,4127 and 9117. To me.”

Danny was one of those called. He got down from his bed and made his way to stand in front of Guardess Sarah.

“Come with me!”

The 8 boys followed Sarah down some stairs and entered a room. It contained 2 barber’s chairs at one end and a long bench at the other.

“Sit!” ordered Sarah as she pointed to the bench. Then 2 trustees entered.

“First 2 boys. You and you.” said one of the trustees.

All the boys had crew cuts already, so the barber didn’t take too long to tidy them up, and in half an hour, Sarah was leading them to another room. It was empty except for benches to sit on. Clearly just a waiting room.

“Sit!”

Sarah went into an adjoining room, then came back after 5 minutes.

“First boy. You!”

Danny got up and went through. It was equipped as a photography studio. The photographer was a trustee, a male who looked to be in his early thirties.

“Strip! Put your clothes on that seat. Slippers as well.” commanded the guardess.

Danny stripped off.

“Stand here. Face front.” said the trustee, indicating a space in front of a white screen.

Click.

“Now face left.”

Click.

“Now right.”

Click.

“Face the wall.”

Click.

“Get dressed!” commanded Sarah.

“Out.”

Danny went back to the waiting room followed by Sarah: “Next. You!”

Tuesday 1 October 91

Danny had just returned from a 2-hour workout in the afternoon with 7 of his roommates. He was walking through the bays when his friend, 4127, looked up.

“Oh, hi Danny!”

“Hi 4127. What’s new?”

“Actually, there is something. I got talking to one of the trustees in the canteen. I asked him what’s going to happen at the auction.”

“What did he say?”

“He said that the auction is mostly done on-line because of the numbers. They’ve got nearly a thousand boys to sell. They’re taking on-line bids today and tomorrow. But the 100 boys with the highest on-line bids go on display in the showroom on Friday and then go to the auction house on Saturday.”

“What about everyone else?”

“The highest bidder gets him subject to a visual inspection. He said if you get sold on-line, it’s likely to be a commercial buyer and you’ll end up in a factory or on a farm. But if you go to the actual auction, it’s more likely to be a private buyer who wants you as a companion-domestic.”

“What’s a companion-domestic?” asked Danny.

“It means you’ll live and work in your owner’s home, usually as her only slave. You’ll be doing cooking, cleaning, laundry, gardening. Everything, and that usually includes servicing the lady herself.”

“You mean sex?”

“Yes.”

Thursday 3 October 91

After breakfast, Danny was laying on his bed.

“915 and 8195. To me.”

It was Guardess Amelia. Two boys got up and left with Amelia. Danny wondered what was going on.

“1721,4120,2190 and 9117. To me.”

It was Guardess Sarah. Danny and three other boys went to Sarah and followed her as she left the room. She took them to the gymnasium changing rooms.

“Strip! Leave your clothes in a locker.” she commanded.

“Right, this way.”

They all went into the gym and up to a table.

“Take the card with your number.” She said, pointing to a pile of white cards, about 6 inches by 4 with black numbers on them. Danny took the one with 2190 on it.

“This way.”

They followed Sarah and she directed them to a group of 8 boys who were already standing in one corner of the gym. They were now 12.

“Right, form a line. Hold your card in front of you close to your body. That’s right. Stand still and silence.”

Sarah went away. They stood there waiting for about 20 minutes. Danny was on the end at the left. Then Sarah returned with a woman in a smart business suit. Danny thought she looked to be in her mid-40s.

“These are your bids, Ms Florence.”

“Ah, yes.”

Florence approached Danny: “Open.”

Danny opened his mouth and the woman peered in, apparently checking his teeth.

“Close.”

Florence looked him up and down.

“Turn.”

Danny turned to his left.

“Keep turning slowly. All the way around until you’re facing the front again.”

Danny completed his turn.

Florence moved to the next boy and repeated the performance until she had checked out all 12.

“Yes, they’re fine. I’ll take them.”

“That’s excellent, Ms Florence. If you’ll follow me, we can complete the formalities.”

Forty-five minutes later, Guardess Sarah returned and addressed them.

“Well boys, you’ve all been sold to Consort Farms. They are based in Diana. You leave tomorrow. Right let’s get you dressed and back to your room.”

Friday 4 October 91

Danny and the 11 other boys had just arrived at Consort Farms, just east of Diana. They got out of the truck, and a male addressed them:

“Hello boys. My name is Paul; I am a slave here at Consort Farms. Mistress Florence has ordered me to show you around and get you settled in.”

Paul gave them a tour of those parts of the farm that slaves might need to visit, then took them to a store and issued them with new clothes. Sturdy boots and socks and a bright orange jump suit with their number on it.

“Going to stand out a mile wearing this.” thought Danny.

Paul then led them to their bunk house. It was quite small and had 3 double bunks down each side, storage cupboards at the far end, and a low table in the centre, but no chairs. There were no showers or toilets or running water. That was all in a separate building. But they did have water in plastic bottles.

This is where you live when not on duty. You 12 will form the new Field Team 4. There are three other field teams here each with 12 slaves. Apart from the field teams, there are 25 other slaves here, including 12 working in the farmhouse and outbuildings.

You start work tomorrow. You’ll mainly provide labour. In time, if you do well, you may get the chance to learn a skill, which means you won’t be doing hard labour all the time, and you get better accommodation and less discipline. Two overseers will get you up at 07:00 tomorrow and take you to breakfast. Any questions?

One of the boys asked: “Who are the overseers? Are they the same guardesses as before?”

“No, there are no guardesses here, you’re slaves now, not trainees in the DST. Mistress Florence and the other farm managers are in overall charge. They decide what work you will be doing each day. But they don’t supervise you themselves. They have a contract with a company called ‘Goodboys’. That’s a slave management company. They provide the overseers. Anything else?”

“How often do we get discipline?”

“It’s weekly. Goodboys will give you your weekly discipline every Monday evening. Any more questions? Ok, sleep well, boys”.

Saturday 5 October 91

The boys were woken up at 07:00.

“Up you get boys. Rise and shine. I am Mistress Kayla, and this is Mistress Eve.”

They both wore uniforms of sturdy black boots, long black trousers and light green long sleeved shirts. The shirts were printed with: “Goodboys”.

“Everyone up. Then get over to the shower block, then back here and get dressed, and then we’ll take you to the cookhouse for breakfast.”

Danny noticed both overseers had whips in the holsters on their boots.

All the boys got up and walked out naked to the shower block. Half an hour later, they were all escorted to the cookhouse. As they walked, Danny noticed 2 minibuses in the yard, on the side was written: “Goodboys Slave Management”. Then underneath in smaller type: “Complete slave management solutions. Call Diana 2933.”

Danny joined the queue for breakfast. The slave cook gave him a bowl of porridge and a glass of orange juice. Danny went and sat down at a table with others from his team.

“Well, the brekky is ok. I wonder what we’ll be doing today.”

Swish. Crack!

“Silence!”

A whip smacked him across the back. Although it was moderate force, it wasn’t too painful because he was wearing his jump suit. Danny glanced round to see who had whipped him.

“Sorry, Mistress.”

It was one of the overseers.

“It’s Mistress Tiffany. And don’t you forget it.”

“Sorry, Mistress Tiffany.”

After breakfast Danny left the cookhouse then paused for a moment to wait for 4127.

Swish. Crack!

“You! Why are you loitering here! Get back to your bunkhouse. Now!”

“Yes Mistress.”

Swish. Whack.

Danny hurried back and 10 minutes later, Kayla and Eve and Team 4 set off, and after 20 minutes brisk walk they arrived at their destination.

Kayla addressed them: “Right, this is Plot 31, your job today is to plough it so that it’s ready for seeding.”

Danny looked around and noticed a strange looking contraption. He realised it must be a man-plough.

“With that, Mistress Kayla?”

“Yes. That’s right.”

“Wouldn’t it be quicker with a tractor?”

“No doubt. But it’s much cheaper with slaves. Gather round.”

They all looked at it.

“See this pull bar?”

The pull bar had a T-bar on the end, but also 2 side bars further down.

“This is the front. Six of you get behind these bars and pull the plough by pushing against these bars. The actual plough blade is here at the back between the wheels. The ploughman sits on this seat and steers the blade with this lever, and a sidekick sits on the other seat to add weight to the plough. The remaining four wait at this end of the field and rest.”

“We’ve got a day to do this field. On this farm, each plot is laid out to be a one-day plough. That’s 20 furrows, so 10 times up and 10 times back, half an hour each way. After each return trip, the 6 who were sitting or resting swap with the 6 who were pulling. You get a one-hour tea break when you’re halfway.”

While she was explaining this, Eve went round checking each slave’s number and making a note of it.

“Right, you six up front. You and you on the seats. You four sit here and take it easy.”

They all took up their positions. Danny was one of the pullers.

“Right, off you go.” said Kayla. Eve made a note of the start time. 08:15.

Kayla started a stopwatch and kept pace with the plough, off to one side. The inexperienced boys made a hash of pulling the plough which ended up moving in a series of jerks instead of a consistent motion. After 40 minutes they were approaching the end of the furrow.

“Right, u-turns can be tricky, because as you go round, you’re not pulling the plough in the direction it needs to go. Try to keep moving at all costs. If you do stop, two pullers will need to come round to the back and push.”

They made it round the turn, just.

“The turn wasn’t bad. But you took 40 minutes down, you need to get that down to 30. Don’t worry, you’ll get the hang of it.”

They made the return in 38 minutes and changed crews. Danny wasn’t chosen to go on the seats, so he flopped down at the edge of the field, sweat dripping off his face.

They reached the halfway point – five times up and five times back – at 14:30.

“One hour break boys. You’re 90 minutes behind schedule. Don’t worry too much, your last two furrows were nearly down to half an hour, so you’re getting there. Tea up.”

Two slaves had arrived about 14:00 carrying a tea urn on a wooden frame not unlike a stretcher. They also brought a box containing plastic mugs. Danny went over and got a mug of the lukewarm brew.

They completed the field at 20:45. Eve made a note of the finish time. They then all made their way back to the farm.

Sunday 6 October 91

The next day they had to plough plot 32. The boys didn’t need instruction on the plough this time, but the plot was further away, and they had to move the plough up to it, so by the time they started ploughing, it was 08:30. Their overseers today were Irene and Tiffany.

As they started the first furrow, Irene told them: “Tiffany and I have something on this evening, so we need you to pull out all the stops and finish early. So, get on with it.”

Irene and Tiffany waited at the near side of the field with the four boys who were resting, one of whom was Danny. But they could see when the plough u-turned. Irene checked her stopwatch.

“They’re 2 minutes behind.” she muttered.

“Leave it to me, Irene.” said Tiffany, and she walked out to meet them on their way back.

“Come on boys, put some effort into it. This isn’t good enough.”

Swish. Crack!

Swish. Crack!

Swish. Crack!

The three boys on Tiffany’s side of the plough got a lash each, and they all did their best to increase speed.

They made the halfway point at 13:45. All the boys went to get a brew, which was hot this time. They then laid back to get some much-needed rest. Farm guidelines recommended a one-hour break, but Irene and Tiffany got them going again after just 20 minutes.

They then chased them up and down the furrows making frequent use of their whips.

“Come on you idle male shits, faster. Get on with it. We haven’t got all day.”

On the last furrow, Danny and 4127 were the leaders. Both were exhausted. 4127 collapsed and the boys behind nearly trampled him before the plough slid to a stop.

“4127! Get up, you idle sod! Get back in position! Now!” screamed Irene.

Swish. Crack!

“Up!”

The field was completed at 19:15. The boys went back to their bunkhouse exhausted and with aching limbs.

Monday 7 October 91

The next day, they had an easier time. They provided labour for a skilled slave doing wall repairs on the boundary of the farm. Kayla and Eve were their overseers.

But in the evening, they were due their first weekly discipline. They were all gutted to see Irene and Tiffany turn up at the appointed time.

Discipline at Consort Farms was done outside in the punishment yard. The overseers escorted them up to it.

There was a long bar about 50 feet long mounted on uprights on a concrete base. It looked like an oversize goal. The bar could be raised and lowered by means of a pulley system. It had 12 hooks on it. The hooks could attach to handcuffs to allow slaves to be lifted off the ground.

Irene saw several boys looking at it with fear in their eyes.

“That’s the whipping bar. Behave yourselves or you might end up on it.”

The boys were led to a waist high caning bar, mounted on short uprights, also set in a concrete base. They were all told to walk up to it, bend over it and reach down. Their wrists were then shackled to rings mounted in the concrete.

Danny looked rounds and saw 6 more women approaching. They wore similar uniforms to Irene and Tiffany, except their shirts, instead of being light green, were pink. Like Irene and Tiffany, their shirts bore the legend “Goodboys”, but underneath was also written “Response Squad”. They walked up behind Irene and Tiffany and waited.

Irene spoke: “Right boys, this is your first weekly discipline. Six strokes of the cane is usual for boys who work hard and behave themselves. But Tiffany and I have not been impressed with your performance so far. You’re not at the DST now. You have to put the effort in and work for a living. So, we’ve decided you need a little extra motivation. You will each get 20 strokes. To help us with this, Mistress Glenda and her Response Squad have kindly agreed to help out.”

“Thank you so much, Ms Glenda.”

“Not at all, Ms Irene. Thank you for giving my girls the opportunity to keep their hands in.”

The girls all picked up a cane from the box that Irene had brought with her. Irene and Tiffany positioned themselves behind the first two boys, and Glenda and her squad got the next six. Danny was fourth from the left and had a Response Squad girl behind him.

Swish. Whack!

Danny heard eight simultaneous swishing and whacking noises.

Swish. Whack! Swish. Whack! Swish. Whack! Swish. Whack!

With 20 strokes to deliver, the girls went ahead rapidly, with only about 2 seconds between each stroke.

Swish. Whack! Swish. Whack! Swish. Whack! Swish. Whack! Swish. Whack!

The girls were all delivering full strength strokes.

Swish. Whack! Swish. Whack! Swish. Whack! Swish. Whack! Swish. Whack!

Towards the end, most of the boys, including Danny, were screaming with each whack.

Swish. Whack! Argh!

Swish. Whack! Argh!

Swish. Whack! Argh!

Swish. Whack! Argh!

Then it was all over for the first eight. Irene and Tiffany and two members of the Response Squad moved behind the remaining four boys and repeated the process.

The boys were then all unshackled and dismissed. They then shuffled penguin-like back to their bunkhouses with their arses burning.

Back in the bunkhouse, there was much grumbling, and comments about what bitches Irene and Tiffany were.

Danny lay down on his bunk. His mind turned to escape. The problem was, Diana was 500 miles from Green Bay, via St Peter and St Agnes. He wondered if it would be possible to stow away on a ship. He knew that cargo ships plied between St Peter and Romulus. St Peter was only 100 miles. But the main problem was food. They were fed in the canteen here, so there was no opportunity to hoard food.

Danny resigned himself to being a slave. Day followed day, and the weeks and months flew by. The work was usually hard, and often painful if Irene and Tiffany were their overseers, but less so if it was Kayla and Eve.

Sunday 5 May 92

Then one Sunday evening in May, they had finished working in the fields and Kayla and Eve had escorted them back to their bunkhouse.

Kayla spoke: “Listen up. An announcement. Tomorrow is birthday, so it’s half-day working only. You’ll get the afternoon off and there will be no discipline. Also, I believe cook has something special for you.”

“Hooray!” The boys cheered and Kayla and Eve went away.

Danny sought out his old friend, 4127: “What does she mean, it’s birthday?”

4127 looked puzzled: “You know, birthday. When you become a year older.”

Danny was still puzzled: “Yes, I know that; what I mean is, who’s birthday is it?”

“All of us! Because of the batch system, every boy in the Queendom has the same birthday. Well, within a few days, anyway. We celebrate it on the first Monday in May. All the boys in this bunkhouse are turning 19. Team 3, who are all from the batch before us, are all turning 22. Understand?”

Monday 6 May 92

Monday morning, and the boys had several fields to weed, supervised by Kayla and Eve. They would form up in line abreast and walk slowly forward, pulling up any weeds they came across. With 12 abreast, 4 passes of the field were needed. They had 2 fields to do that morning, which they managed with time to spare.

The boys arrived back at their bunkhouse around 15:00, and got showered, then headed for the cookhouse.

Florence made an announcement.

“Happy birthday, boys. It’s been a great year for Consort Farms, and you can all be proud of the part you’ve played. Let’s all look forward to more success in the future. Thank you, boys, and enjoy your dinner.”

They were all served a meal of fish and chips with mushy peas. Quite a treat compared to the broth they were usually served.

After the meal they went back to their bunkhouse and found a birthday cake on their table. Each team had been given one. There were also two large boxes. They opened them to find cans of soft drinks.

Danny helped himself to a piece of cake and a drink.

One of the boys spoke up:” Hey, teams 1, 2 and 3 have beer! Why haven’t we got beer?”

Someone else replied: “Because the drinking age in the Queendom is 21.”

“But it’s not fair!”

Danny propped himself up on his bunk and enjoyed his cake.

Tuesday 7 May 92

Today, the boys had six more fields to weed, supervised by Irene and Tiffany, but when they arrived at the first field at 08:15, there was no sign of the overseers. The overseers were supposed to take the register and make a note of the start time. Also, there were 4 boys missing. They all looked at Danny, as he was widely regarded as the smartest boy in field team 4.

“What do we do?”

“Anybody know where the missing boys are?”

Nobody had seen them since yesterday evening.

“I guess we just start anyway. But with 8 abreast instead of 12, it will take us 6 passes instead of 4.”

The boys looked at Danny in awe, as if he had just solved the world’s most difficult equation. Danny didn’t say it out loud, but he calculated that instead of the job taking 12 hours, it would need 18, meaning they wouldn’t be able to finish it today.

At 11:15, the overseers finally turned up just as they were finishing the first field.

“What’s going on? You should be halfway through the second field by now.”

The boys again looked to Danny to be the spokesman.

“I’m sorry, Mistress Irene. But we’re missing four boys this morning.”

Irene and Tiffany had just realised that themselves.

“Where are they? Has anyone seen them?”

Nobody had. Irene and Eve looked worried. It wasn’t their fault that 4 boys were missing, but they should have been their earlier and reported it. Now, if the team didn’t complete the job, questions would be asked, and Irene and Tiffany would need to explain their late arrival.

“Keep at it.” said Irene.

Tiffany filled in the register: “What time should I log in the register?”

Irene thought about it: “Leave it blank for now.”

If they could find the missing boys and make up time, they could backdate the time, and nobody would be any the wiser.

45 minutes later, Irene and Tiffany were back with the 4 missing boys.

“Wait here you drunken shits. Join the line when they start their next pass.”

Apparently, the boys had spent the evening in Team 3’s bunkhouse and drunk too much beer, which they weren’t used to.

Irene and Tiffany used their whips to spur the boys on. But with 4 boys missing most of the morning, and not much use when they did turn up, they finished very late.

They all started back to the bunkhouse. But just before they arrived, Irene called out: “Halt!”

They all stopped.

“Left turn. Everyone to the punishment yard.”

All the boys looked frightened. They feared what the mistresses were going to do to the 4 late comers and would prefer not to have to witness it.

To their surprise, Irene ordered them all to strip and then line up under the whipping bar.

Danny stood up for the boys: “But Mistress Irene, most of us have done nothing wrong!”

“Silence! You are a team. You work as a team; you succeed or fail as a team. Now you will be punished as a team. Strip and get under the bar. All of you. Now!”

Tiffany arrived with a box of handcuffs and two members of the Response Squad she had come across, and the four of them worked their way along the line handcuffing each boy’s hands above his head and then looping it over a hook.

She then went to the upright and began winding the handle that operated the pulleys. The bar gradually lifted. She kept winding until all the boy’s feet were clear of the ground.

Then all four ladies drew their whips. They had three targets each.

Swish. Crack! Argh. Swish. Crack! Argh.

Swish. Crack! Argh. Swish. Crack! Argh.

They whipped rapidly and with full force. The hooks had rotating joints, so as the boys got hit, their bodies rotated one way or another depending on the hit.

Swish. Crack! Argh. Swish. Crack! Argh.

Swish. Crack! Argh. Swish. Crack! Argh.

The ladies kept at it. Fortunately, with three targets for each lady, the boys weren’t hit every time. But wondering whether the next lash would hit them or someone else was almost as bad as the pain.

Swish. Crack! Argh. Swish. Crack! Argh.

Swish. Crack! Argh. Swish. Crack! Argh.

The ladies kept it up for half an hour. Then Tiffany lowered the bar, and the ladies released the boys.

“Return to the bunkhouse. And let this be a lesson to you.”

The boys limped back to their beds. Unfortunately, most boys had been whipped all over their body, so there was no way to lay down comfortably. Danny had been lashed on the back, arse, thighs and belly, and one particularly agonizing lash had hit his cock.

Wednesday 8 May 92

The next evening, when Danny returned to the bunkhouse after visiting the canteen, he found six of the team 4 boys in a heated discussion. He listened in. To his surprise, they were talking about escape. After listening some more, he realised they were mostly concerned about which was the best day to leave.

Danny asked how they planned to get away.

“It’s easy.” said 9117. “I’ve been talking to one of the guys in team 2. He’s been out twice before and is thinking of going again. You just sneak out the front gate.”

“You’re wearing bright orange jump suits. They’ll spot you from miles away.”

“No, because you leave at night.”

“What about food? How are you going to survive?”

“You don’t need food. Diana’s only 3 miles away. You can be there in an hour.”

“And then?”

The boys all looked a bit embarrassed.

“There are girls there.”

“And?”

“Most girls can’t afford their first boy until they’re into their mid-20s. And the brothels cosy money. There’s plenty of girls that will jump at the chance of some free late-night cock.”

Danny understood.

“So, you plan to escape, go to Diana, hope to have a night of fun, then no doubt be rounded up the next morning and brought back for a whipping?”

Nobody said anything.

Later, Danny had a word alone with 9117. Who’s this guy in team 2 you spoke about?”

“It’s 119. Do you want to meet him? I can have a word if you like.”

“Yes, please.”

Friday 10 May 92

Two days later, in the evening, while Danny was laying on his bed, a boy approached him.

“Hi, are you 2190?”

“Yes.”

“I’m 119. I hear you wanted a word.”

“That’s right.” Danny looked around to make sure they wouldn’t be overheard.

“I hear you’ve escaped a couple of times.”

“That’s right. Before I came here, I was owned by a woman in Diana, and we got on really well. But she fell on hard times and had to sell me. So, I ended up here. But I’ve been back a couple of times to visit.”

“How did you manage that?” asked Danny.

“This farm isn’t well guarded. If you’re not a complete idiot, you can just walk out the gate at night. So, I just walk out and an hour later, I’m at my girl’s house in Diana.”

“What happens after that?”

“I leave before dawn after a nice breakfast and hang around the town centre until the local police pick me up. I don’t want to get caught with my girl and get her into trouble. Then I’m taken back to the farm for a whipping.”

“Is it worth it?”

A big smile appears on 119’s face. “I’ll say!”

“You know a lot of the boys here, on team 4, are thinking of trying the same thing?”

“Really? Well, it’s a rare chance for a bit of fun, so I’m not going to criticise.”

“What do you mean?”

“This is the Queendom. There are 3 guys to every girl. 60% of Queendom boys will be virgins until the day they die. And for farm boys, is more like 90%. Unless you’re a personal slave or work in a pleasure house, or you get raped, you’ll never have the chance to be with a girl. What about you? Fancy some fun?”

“I want to get back to the Union. That’s a bit further than Diana.”

“What’s stopping you?”

“Food. To be on the safe side, I need 20 days rations. But we’re fed in the canteen here, so there’s no way to build up a hoard.”

“Actually, there is. Last weekend, me and 5 other boys were escorted to the big storehouse to collect crates of beer and soft drinks for birthday. While we were there, I noticed they still had boxes of slave rations.”

“Slave rations?”

“It’s what we were fed on when I first arrived here, before the canteen was built. They’re foil sachets of food paste. They taste disgusting but apparently are very nutritious. They say it’s liquidized offal.”

“Do you pull a tab to heat them up?”

Danny was thinking of Union Army emergency rations.

“No, you eat them cold.”

“Could I get some without them noticing some were missing?”

“Yes, the sachets are in cardboard boxes which are stacked in a corner. You’ll need to open a box but when you’ve done just switch the boxes around so that the box you opened isn’t on top and they’ll never notice.”

“And I would need somewhere to hide them, safe from the shakedowns.”

“You know, your best bet would be to simply force the lock and take what you need on the day you escape. They probably won’t notice a broken padlock until day light. By then, they’ll know you’ve gone anyway.”

“Good idea.”

“We should have a meeting to decide the day of the escape. If we all leave on the same day, they’ll probably assume you’re in Diana as well and waste a day looking for you there.”

“Good idea.”

Saturday 11 May 92

The next day, Danny and team 4 returned from weeding several fields. Danny was carrying a 4-foot garden fork. As they approached the farm, Danny dropped it into a drainage ditch. He reckoned he could use it to force the storehouse lock.

In a meeting that evening, it was decided the escape would be the following night. Monday was discipline night. Walking any distance was always difficult right after discipline, although the effect gradually wore off, and after a few days they were back to normal. Besides, skipping discipline seemed like a bonus.

By now, all the boys had got enthusiastic about a night out in Diana. All 12 in team 4 were up for it.  Plus 119 from team 2. Danny thought they were a bit unrealistic, and maybe there was a bit of fear of missing out.

Sunday 12 May 92

The escape was planned to start at 27:00. An hour before, Danny left and retrieved his fork, then sneaked up behind the storehouse. The door faced the canteen, and was brightly lit, so he crawled up along the side. There was no one about. He quickly nipped round to the front and shoved a blade of the fork through the loop of the padlock. But then he heard voices, so he had to quickly retreat to the side of the storehouse and lay down.

Two overseers walked by, chatting.

Danny went back to the door and tried again. He was able to get a lot of leverage on the padlock, and soon there was a loud crack and the broken padlock fell to the ground. He picked it up and went inside and closed the door. He left the fork and broken padlock just inside and felt his way to the far-right corner, where 119 had told him the slave food was located. He grabbed a cardboard box and brought it up to the door. He opened the box. Then he opened the door slightly to let a bit of light in. Sure enough, the box contained slave food sachets. He took 40 of them. You needed 2 per day. He stuffed them into the deep pockets of his jump suit. Then he peered outside. All clear. He sneaked out the way he had come and went back to the bunkhouse.

Back in the bunkhouse, he collected 4 water bottles and reorganized his gear. His pockets were bulging.

Soon 119 appeared in the doorway.

“Everyone ready? Ok, let’s go.”

They didn’t walk out the main gate. Instead, they headed straight for the main road. They had to cross a drainage ditch and a 4-foot fence but made it without making too much noise.

Danny made sure he was last. Only 119 knew Danny was heading cross country, everyone else assumed he was going to Diana, and he wanted it to stay that way.

When they reached the road, they turned right towards Diana. 119 said: “Shhh. Make your way along the ditch. Absolute silence.”

Danny watched as they all crept along the ditch by the side of the road opposite the main gate of the farm.

Once they were out of sight, Danny climbed out of the ditch and into the moors away from the road and the farm.

His plan was to simply walk south over the moors until he reached Mount Vernon. It was about 220 miles. Danny reckoned on maybe 12 miles per day, so that made it an 18-day trek.

Danny knew the main road past the farm was roughly east-west, so he looked directly away from it and searched for a star formation in that direction that he could use as a guide. He spotted 5 stars that almost formed a circle. They would do nicely. He trusted they would take him roughly south.

He set off. All the cultivated fields of the farm were north of the road, so he was straight into moorland. He strode out. He wanted to get as far away as possible before dawn.

When it started to get light, he spotted a large growth of heather by the side of a stream. It would make a good hideout. But first he went down to the stream and topped up the water bottle he had been drinking from.

Then he had a go at rubbing mud onto the front of his shiny orange jumpsuit. But it just wouldn’t stick to the smooth shiny surface. 

A dollop of wet mud slid down his sleeve. He shook it out and wiped it off. It was then that he noticed that it stuck quite well to the inside surface.

So, he stripped out of his jumpsuit and spent the next ten minutes turning it inside out. Then he put it back on. It was awkward because the zip and the pockets were now on the inside, but the orange was now dull instead of bright and shiny, and he found that mud and dirt adhered to it quite well.

He made his way to the heather. It was quite dense, but he eventually found a way to crawl in so that he was surrounded on all sides.

Monday 13 May 92

The next morning, Overseers Kayla and Eve were assigned to Team 4. They entered the bunkhouse to wake the boys only to find it completely empty. They both stared open mouthed for a moment, then looked at each other and rushed back to raise the alarm.

The Response Squad immediately set off for Diana in one of the minibuses. Meanwhile, Florence had called an emergency meeting.

“So how many are missing?” she asked.

“All 12 from Team 4.” said Kayla.

“My goddess!” exclaimed Florence.

“And there’s one missing from Team 2.” added Tiffany.

“So, 13. Ok, Eve, can you collect the numbers and mugshots of all the boys who are missing, and be on the minibus to Diana, which will be leaving in half an hour. Give your list to the Diana police.”

“Kayla, can you call all the off-duty staff in Diana and ask them to join in the search there.”

“Brenda, Lucy. Off to Diana and join the search teams there. Wait for Kayla and Eve.”

“Irene and Tiffany, you’re in charge here. We’ll only have a skeleton staff on site, so no work today, keep the other teams confined to barracks.”

“This is Irene and Tiffany’s fault.” said Kayla.

“What do you mean?” asked Florence.

“They’re much too handy with the whip. They had all of team 4 strung up for a whipping last week.”

“They deserved it. They were a drunken rabble. You have to nip that sort of attitude in the bud.” retorted Irene.

“Four boys got a bit tipsy. Sure, they deserved punishment, but you went far beyond what was necessary. You caused this insurrection.”

“Rubbish!” shouted both Irene and Tiffany.

“Enough!” said Florence.

“I won’t have this bickering. There will be a full review later. But the important thing now is we’re missing 13 boys, and we need to get them back.”

Just at that moment, Maddy, Florence’s secretary, popped her head in: “Ms Florence, Rachel from the Response Squad just called, they’ve picked up two of the boys in Diana.”

Arrests continued through the morning.

Mid-morning, Florence called another meeting. Most of the staff had returned to the farm, leaving only the response squad and the local police to continue the search in Diana.

Florence opened the meeting: “So, what’s the score now?”

“We’ve recovered 10 now, Ms Florence. We’re still searching for the other 3 boys.” replied Kayla.

The door opened. It was Maddy again: “Ms Florence, Diana police have just arrested two more, 4127 and 9117.”

Kayla checked her notes to make sure she wasn’t already aware of those two. She wasn’t, and ticked two more off: “Ok, so that’s 12 recovered now, and just one still at large.”

“Who is it?” asked Florence.

“2190.” said Kayla after checking her notes.

“Full number?”

“74-9-2190”

“A wild boy? What do we know about him?”

Eve checked the files in front of her.

“Believed to be from Green Bay, must have crossed the border for some reason. First picked up in St Agnes, but escaped, then picked up again in St Mary, presumably trying to get back to Green Bay. Sent off to Victoria, but escaped from the train on the way, picked up again in Victoria. Then had a crash education course and standard slave training before arriving here.”

“Sounds like a bit of a rebel. He might not be in Diana. He might be trying to get back to Green Bay. The obvious route is the road to St Peter then down the coast to St Mary. He presumably knows the way over the hills from St Mary to Green Bay. What’s being done?”

Kayla answered: “The police have stepped up patrols on the roads to both St Peter and Aurora. And the police in St Peter and Aurora have both been alerted.”

“What if he’s gone cross country?” asked Lucy.

Kayla answered: “Diana police said they don’t have the manpower to do a large-scale moorland search for just one boy, but the police in Stakarov and King George have been alerted, in case he heads north, but they’re both 100 miles across the moors, so they don’t think it’s very likely he’ll try that.”

“What if he heads south?” asked Lucy.

“And go where?” asked Kayla.

“There’s nothing for over 200 miles.”

Clearly, they did not know Danny!

Wednesday 22 May 92

It was now nine days since his escape, and Danny had not seen anyone since he left the farm, so he had taken to travelling in daylight, now navigating roughly south by the position of Vena’s star.

Around mid-day, he saw a vehicle travelling from left to right ahead of him and realised he must be approaching the Victoria to St Agnes highway. He carefully approached the highway, then dashed across and found a spot out of sight to take a break.

He considered his options. He could follow the highway to St Agnes, skirt the town, and then follow the coast road to St Mary. Then it was cross country to Green Bay. Sure, he hadn’t had much success on the route before, but that was because he didn’t have his own rations with him and had needed to enter the towns to search for food.

Alternatively, he could continue cross country to Mount Vernon.

The first option would mean between 100 and 150 miles of highway – he didn’t know whereabouts he had intercepted the Victoria to St Agnes road - then about 125 miles of cross country.

The second option meant just 100 miles of cross country. But he didn’t know in which direction. Sure, it was roughly south. But he could easily miss it. If he went too far east, he would be ok; he would hit the Mount Vernon to Green Bay road. But go too far west and he wouldn’t find anything.

He glanced up when he heard a vehicle on the highway. He recognized a police patrol car. Looking for him, or was it just a co-incidence?

The police car tipped him into choosing the Mount Vernon route. He got to his feet and set off downhill to cross a shallow valley. At the bottom, he carefully crossed the St Agnes to Victoria railway line, successfully avoided touching any of the rails, and then strode out into the moors. There were foothills on the horizon. The going would be tougher before long.

Saturday 25 May 92

Three days later, and Danny was making good progress. He was trying to head slightly east of due south, although his exact direction was dictated by the hills and valleys. He was hoping that if he didn’t come directly on Mount Vernon, he would at least intersect the road. He was following a small stream up into the hills. The valley he was walking along steepened and after a while he passed a bubbling spring that was its origin. He then had a steep climb ahead of him, but an hour later he came up to a more or less flat plateau that stretched for a couple of miles before reaching the base of more hills. After walking for another hour, he was surprised to come across a road. Although it was unmade, it looked well used. Danny wondered who was using it. He had thought this whole area was uninhabited.

Just as he set off again, he heard a shout:

“You! Stop! Stop in the name of the Queen!”

Danny looked round and saw two women in Queendom Army uniform running towards him. The nearest one was only about two hundred yards away. Danny broke into a run.

“Stop or we shoot!”

Danny kept running. He then heard a loud crack and then out of the corner of his eye he saw dirt kick up. He was being shot at. He ran like hell, the ground rose up and then dropped away again about 100 yards ahead, he would be out of line of sight for a short time once he had crested it. More dirt fountains to his left and right. They seemed to be very poor shots, but Danny started zigzagging anyway. He zoomed over the crest then saw there was a six-foot sheer drop ahead of him. Too late, he couldn’t stop himself so went for it. He bent his legs as he landed but it wasn’t enough. He crumpled to the ground, bashing his knees and painfully scraping the palms of his hands along the ground. He was dazed but nothing was broken. Just then the first soldier appeared above the drop. She was also taken by surprise but just managed to stop in time.

She then glanced down and spotted Danny in a heap below her. She quickly pointed her rifle down at him and had her finger on the trigger.

“No, please, no. Don’t shoot me. Please.”

“Don’t fucking move.” she shouted. “You’re under arrest.”

Another soldier appeared, then quickly moved off to the side where the sheer drop changed into a slope and soon, she was standing a few feet from Danny with her rifle pointed at him.

The first soldier now spoke on her radio: “Bravo one to base. Over”

“Go ahead, Bravo one. Over.”

“We’ve caught a spy. We’ll be bringing him in. Over.”

“Roger that, bravo one. Out.”

“Get up, boy.” she commanded.

“Danny got up, but he was bleeding from the deep gash in his hand.”

“Patch him up, Becky.” said the first soldier.

Becky got a first aid kit out and looked at Danny’s hand.

She squirted some water on it to wash the grit out, then dried it and slapped a large plaster over it. The blood started to soak through, so she slapped another plaster over the first one.

“He’ll live. For a while anyway.”

Danny didn’t like the sound of that.

“Get going, boy.”

They walked for about half an hour along the dirt road until they came to a large concrete bunker. There were two scout vehicles parked outside.

Danny was marched in and told to stand. A short time later, another soldier appeared. The stripes on her uniform indicated she was an officer.

“I am Captain Ashley.”

“Who are you?”

“My name is Danny.”

“Well, Danny. I advise you to answer all my questions. If you co-operate, we’ll let you live. If not, you’ll be shot.”

“What? You can’t shoot me.”

“It’s well understood that spies can be shot. You know that as well as I do, Danny.”

“But I’m not a spy.”

“Really? Don’t tell me, you just fancied a nice weekend stroll. Admit it, you’ve come out from Mount Vernon to spy on us.”

“No, I haven’t come from Mount Vernon. I’ve come from the Queendom. Please believe me.”

“Really? You’re over 100 miles from Victoria. And if you’re from the Queendom, why are you out alone?”

Danny decided to come clean. He didn’t want to be a slave, but it was better than being shot.

“I . . . I’m an escaped slave.”

“Where from?”

“From Diana.”

“So how did you get here then?”

“I walked.”

“Really? Diana must be nearly 200 miles. Are you claiming to have walked all that way?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The officer turned to one of the soldiers who had marched him in.

“Anna, get onto Diana police and find out if they’ve lost a boy. Becky, lock him up in the storeroom.”

“Yes Maam.”

Becky took Danny away and locked him in the storeroom. She came back a few minutes later and gave him a bottle of water and a plastic bucket.

“Here. Don’t touch any of the stores here or we’ll whip you so hard you’ll wish you’d never been made.”

Sunday 26 May 92

Early Sunday morning, the storeroom door opened.

“Get up, boy.”

Danny got up.

“Turn around. Face the wall.”

Danny did as he was told. His hands were zip tied behind his back.

“Follow me.”

He followed the soldier outside. There were now two army trucks parked, and she went up to the first one to speak to the driver.

“Is this the truck for Victoria?”

“No, St Agnes. Try the other one.”

She led Danny to the other truck.

“Victoria?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“This boy is to be delivered to Central Police in Victoria.”

She handed over the written orders.

“Fine. Chuck him in the back.”

Danny couldn’t climb up because his hands were tied, so the soldier shouted, and two young women leaned out and pulled him in.

“Who’s this?” one of them asked.

“An escaped slave. He’s to be delivered to Victoria police.”

Danny was made to sit near the front, far from the rear exit. There were 10 soldiers in the truck, with their kit. From their conversations, Danny figured some of them were going home on leave, and others were just going about regular army business. Danny wondered just how many girls were stationed in the border area. He had no idea it was a fortified frontier.

For the first hour, they talked amongst themselves and ignored him. But then one of them addressed him.

“So boy, where did you escape from?”

“From near Diana, Mistress.”

“So how did you get down to the border?”

“I walked, Mistress.”

“What, 200 odd miles cross country?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I’m impressed.”

“So, you were trying to get to Green Bay, I assume?”

“Yes, Mistress. And then to Romulus.”

“Why Romulus?”

“I want to go home, Mistress.”

“You’re a Union boy?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Hey, girls. We got us a wild boy.”

There were lots of laughs.

Late on Sunday, the truck arrived in Victoria, and soon, Danny was locked up in a cell in the Central Police Station. They scanned him to confirm his identity.

Monday 27 May 92

It was late Monday afternoon when Maddy knocked on Florence’s door at Consort Farm.

“Excuse me, Mistress Florence, but Diana police have just called, they say 2190 has now arrived and can be picked up any time.”

“Excellent. Send the Response Squad down to pick him up.”

“Yes, Mistress Florence.”

One hour later, Danny was marched into Florence’s office, flanked by Eliana and Ivy, two members of the Response Squad.

“Well, 2190, you’re back again. You’re a very stupid, disobedient, ungrateful boy. Not only do you run away, but you inspire others to do the same.”

“But Mistress . . .”

“Silence! I’ve read your history. You’re nothing but trouble, and you were clearly the ringleader behind this stupid breakout. Well? Anything to say for yourself.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I just wanted to go home.”

Florence stared at him for a while.

“50 lashes. Tomorrow morning. Then hold him in isolation. I don’t want him mixing with the others and contaminating them with stupid ideas. Take him away.”

Danny was led away to an isolation cell. He was stripped, then given some broth and water and locked in.

Tuesday 28 May 92

The cell door opened. It was Eliana and Ivy again.

“Get up. Turn around. Up against the wall.” commanded Eliana.

They cuffed his hands behind his back.

“Out.”

Danny was led out to the punishment yard. The other four members of the Response Squad were already there; all armed with whips, and they had a stretcher with them. It was then that Danny noticed that the response squad uniforms were different from what he remembered. Their shirts were of a different design and were a darker shade of red. They still had “Response Squad” on them but above that, instead of “Goodboys” was “Slaveguard”. It seemed he wasn’t the only one being blamed for the mass escape.

Eliana uncuffed him, then re-cuffed him with his hands over his head, then he was hooked up to the bar and raised off the ground.

Eliana spoke: “2190, you’ve been sentenced to 50 lashes for inciting a slave rebellion. Sentence to be carried out now. Ready, Ivy?”

“Ready.”

“Begin”.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 1. Swish. Crack! Argh. 2.

Eliana kept the count.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 3. Swish. Crack! Argh. 4.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 5. Swish. Crack! Argh. 6.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 7. Swish. Crack! Argh. 8.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 9. Swish. Crack! Argh. 10.

Ivy applied full strength lashes with intervals of less than 5 seconds. She had tried to apply her absolute maximum force on her last lash, but it had affected her aim, and she had only just caught him on one side. It left Danny rotating quite fast.

“Over to you, Isla.”

Swish. Crack! Argh. 11.

Isla was amused by Danny’s rotation.

“Keep still, you little bugger.” she laughed.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 12.

She aimed for the other side to counter his rotation and largely succeeded. Danny then just slowly rotated one way or the other after each hit.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 13. Swish. Crack! Argh. 14.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 15. Swish. Crack! Argh. 16.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 17. Swish. Crack! Argh. 18.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 19. Swish. Crack! Argh. 20.

“Brenda, you’re up next.” said Eliana. Brenda was a big girl. Not as agile as Ivy or Isla but she had more power.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 21.

Her powerful lash hit Danny’s arse and forced him away from her, but he quickly swung back.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 22.

By chance, her next lash hit him as he was swinging away again which only increased his swing.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 23.

Brenda subconsciously adjusted her rhythm to match Danny’s swing.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 24. Swish. Crack! Argh. 25. Swish. Crack! Argh. 26.

Pretty soon Danny was swinging back and forth like the pendulum on a grandfather clock. Brenda paused for a breath, then resumed. This disrupted her rhythm, and her lashes now connected as Danny was swinging towards her, increasing the impact. Danny screamed out in agony.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 27. Swish. Crack! Argh. 28.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 29. Swish. Crack! Argh. 30.

Brenda finished off with four rapid lashes.

“Take over, Chloe.”

Swish. Crack! Argh. 31. Swish. Crack! Argh. 32.

Chloe’s style was fast and furious. She left no more than 3 second between each lash. Danny slowly rotated one way or the other after each lash.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 33. Swish. Crack! Argh. 34.

One of Chloe’s lashes struck Danny’s cock. She paused for a moment to allow Danny to rotate his cock out of danger, then the next lash was across his arse.

Swish. Crack! Argh. 35. Swish. Crack! 36.

Swish. Crack! 37. Swish. Crack! 38.

“I think he’s passed out.” commented Chloe.

“Keep going.” replied Eliana.

Swish. Crack! 39. Swish. Crack! 40.

“Who’s next? Eliza, take over.”

Swish. Crack! 41. Swish. Crack! 42.

Eliza went for rapid alternating forehand and backhand strokes with only about a second between each lash. She couldn’t apply a lot of force with that technique, but it didn’t really matter, as Danny wasn’t feeling anything anymore.

Swish. Crack! 43. Swish. Crack! 44.

Swish. Crack! 45. Swish. Crack! 46.

Suddenly Eliza dropped her whip and put a hand to one of her eyes.

“What’s up, Eliza? Are you ok?” asked Eliana.

“Something hit me in the eye. She dabbed her eye with a hanky. It’s ok, just a bit of blood and skin.”

She picked up her whip again and resumed.

Swish. Crack! 47. Swish. Crack! 48.

Swish. Crack! 49. Swish. Crack! 50.

“Right, let’s get him down and on the stretcher.”

“I need a shower.” said Eliza. She was spattered with droplets of blood.

Danny was taken back to his cell and laid on his mattress. Shortly after, two women entered the cell and applied lotion to his welts while he was still unconscious.

Saturday 2 June 92

For the next 5 days, Danny was left in his cell. He was visited twice a day by a slave who brought broth and a new water bottle and changed his bucket. Then, on Saturday morning:

“Up you get, 2190. Turn round and face the wall.”

It was Eliana. Ivy was with her.

She cuffed Danny’s hands behind his back.

“Right, come with us.”

They went outside to a van. It had “VSA” in large letters on the side.

Another woman was holding the rear doors open. Her shirt also had the VSA logo on it.

“In you get, boy. The first cell.”

The van interior comprised a walkway on the left giving access to four cells on the right. Danny went into the first one.

The VSA woman locked the cell door.

Danny looked out and could see papers being signed. Then the rear doors of the van were closed. Shortly afterwards, the van was in motion.

Danny checked out his cell. In front and behind, in relation to the van, was sheet metal, so he couldn’t see into the other cells. To his right was the side of the van. To his left, vertical bars and beyond that the narrow access way to the cells. There was a small, barred window in his cell on the right, and another on the left beyond the bars.

The van travelled for about 2 hours, then stopped briefly to pick up another boy, then travelled for another 3 hours. Shortly after the stop, Danny heard a voice: “Hey. You, there.”

“Yes?”

“I’m Tom. What’s your name?”

“Danny.”

“Hi Danny. Where have you come from?”

“Diana. What was that place where we picked you up?”

“Aurora.”

“Any idea where we’re going?”

“Victoria, obviously.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“It’s a VSA van. Didn’t you see the logo?”

“What’s VSA?”

“Victoria Slave Auctions. It’s a private auction house based in Victoria. We’ll both get new owners there. And no doubt new names as well.”

“I see. How come you got sold?”

“My mistress downsized. Her daughters left and she wanted a smaller house. Didn’t need as many domestics. How about you?”

“I worked at a farm, but I guess they’ve sold me. They accused me of leading a slave rebellion.”

“Bloody hell! So, you’re the leader of the Diana breakout!”

“What do you mean?”

“It was big news 3 weeks ago. My mistress told me all about it. The biggest slave breakout for 15 years!”

“I wasn’t really the leader. Everyone else went to Diana. I was on my own most of the time.”

They heard a sliding noise, then a voice.

“Hey you two. No talking back there, or I’ll park up and you’ll both feel my crop!”

Danny took a sip of water and sat back.

Sunday 3 June 92

Danny was woken up early. He was in a cell, but it was a decent size and quite comfortable with a proper bed and toilet.

“Up you get, 2190. My name is Mistress Hadley. Get dressed, I’ll be back shortly.”

Five minutes later, she was back: “Come with me.”

She escorted him to a room where another woman was waiting for him. The new woman wore civilian clothes with a white gown.

“My name is Doctor Elsie. Strip please. Everything off.”

Danny stripped off.

“Open wide.”

She checked his teeth. Then she took his pulse. Then she used a stethoscope to listen to his body sounds.

“Ok, turn around slowly.”

Danny did so. She saw his welts from the whipping.

“Hmmmm. Who’s been a naughty boy then?”

He was also weighed, and his height was measured.

Then, Elsie spoke to Hadley: “He’s got some nasty welts, but they’ll heal. Overall, he’s fit and healthy.”

“Get dressed.” ordered Hadley.

Next, he was taken to a studio and had his pictures taken. The usual four angles, nude. Then, finally, back to his cell.

Monday 4 June 92

On Monday morning, he was again woken up by Hadley.

“Come with me, 2190.”

He got up and started to get dressed.

“You won’t need clothes. Come as you are.”

He was shown to a shower room and told to wash himself including his hair, then he was given a haircut. His hair had grown quite long, but the barber quickly renewed his crew cut.

Then, still naked, he was taken to a large rectangular room with 10 cells down each side. About 8 cells were already occupied. Danny was ushered into an empty one. The cell was brightly lit. The only furniture was a seat. There was the usual water bottle. But the most unusual aspect of it was that there were no bars. Instead, three sides of the cell were glass. The front had a row of about 6-inch diameter holes in it around head height, plus a sign board that faced outwards. The non-glass side was the wall of the rectangular room. There was a door in this wall. Danny had a quick peek inside. A toilet with a sink and a towel.

“What is this place, Mistress Hadley?” asked Danny.

“You are in what we call a ‘display case’.” replied Hadley.

“You’ll be here for the next 3 days. Women interested in bidding for you can come here for a viewing. Whenever a woman is nearby, you must stand at attention in this circle and face front.”

She pointed at the floor, and Danny glanced down.

“Do that now.”

Danny moved onto the circle and stood at attention. Hadley took a small packet out of her pocket, opened it, then knelt down in front of him. You have to wear these while you’re in here. I’ll fit new ones on you each day. She reached out and fitted a thin flesh-coloured ring around the base of his scrotum and a smaller ring around the base of his cock. Pretty soon, his ball bag was bulging, and his cock was standing to attention, although the rings were barely visible.

“We need to advertise the wares.” said Hadley, laughing.

“Now, while you’re being viewed, only move if a woman tells you to. And answer any questions she asks you. But when there is no one nearby, you may sit.”

“Do I sleep here, Mistress Hadley?”

“No, you’re only here during gallery opening times. At other times and at night, you’ll be back in your cell. We open in half an hour, so if you need the toilet, now’s the time.”

While talking, Hadley was writing on the sign board on the front of his cell. “Probably my number.” thought Danny, as he watched a boy being taken into the cell opposite.

After about 40 minutes, the first women appeared and began browsing. Most held brochures and would look at a boy and then find and read his details in it.

Two women, Danny thought one was maybe late 30s and the other probably 18 or 19, came up and looked at Danny.

“What about this one, mum? 2190. Oh, look, he was a wild male!”

The daughter seemed quite excited by this fact.

“He’s certainly got some nice equipment. But I’m not sure.”

“Turn!” commanded the mother. Danny made a full turn.

“Look at those welts. I don’t really think he would suit you, Emma dear. He’s clearly very disobedient.”

The daughter looked disappointed, but they moved on to the next boy.

Danny didn’t know it, but his estimate was lowered because of his reputation as a troublemaker. Despite the likely lower price, this meant large commercial buyers steered clear of him. They had to think of how he would affect their other slaves. And private buyers, looking for a companion-domestic, most of whom would only own one, didn’t like to take any risks.

At gallery closing time, Hadley came to take Danny back to his cell.

“Well, 2190, talk to anyone interesting today?”

“A few, Mistress Hadley.”

Then after a few moments.

“Mistress Hadley?”

“Yes, 2190?”

“Do women think I’m a troublemaker? Does it mean no one will want me?”

“Don’t worry about it, 2190. Someone will want you, for sure.”

Tuesday 5 June 92

In the afternoon of the next day, two women in their mid-30’s came up to have a look.

“Hmmm. By the goddess, look at this Mandy! Fuck me, what a nice big cock. It looks so firm and meaty.”

“Face left, boy.”

“Ok, now face the wall.”

“Now touch your toes.”

Danny bent down to touch his toes.

“Look at that ass, Mandy. Nice and firm. I can just imagine it thrusting away.”

“Yes, and I like the way his balls hang down. Delicious!”

“Face front, boy. Open your mouth and stick your tongue out.”

Danny did so.

“Oooh look, Tina. Nice and long and moist. Lovely. Just made for licking.”

“Hey, it says here he was a wild boy. That gives him a certain aura, some customers are going to really like that.”

“Boy, are you a virgin?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“A clean slate to work with, then.”

“Boy, how would you like to work in a pleasure house?”

“Mistress?”

“You know, a brothel. Pleasing the ladies. You’ve certainly got the equipment for it. Would you like that?”

Danny was a bit embarrassed and didn’t know what to say.

“He seems a bit shy. Let’s check out the others before we decide.”

They moved on.

At gallery closing time, Hadley came to take Danny back to his cell again.

“Ok, 2190?”

“Yes, Mistress Hadley.”

“I saw some Pleasure Madams having a chat with you. How did you get on?”

“Mistress?”

“Did they like you?”

“I think so, Mistress Hadley.”

“Not surprising, really. You are quite a handsome boy.”

Wednesday 6 June 92

Wednesday, being the last viewing day, was busy. There was a constant stream of women moving through, browsing the boys.

Two women stopped in front of Danny and looked at him.

“What about this one, Paula?”.

“About turn, boy.” replied Paula.

Danny did a half turn.

“Look at all those welts, Paula. He can certainly take a beating; there’s no doubt about that.”

“That’s good. Bend over boy. Touch your toes.”

“Nice.” said Maria, studying Danny’s arse. “It’s got a nice round shape, without being fat. Our customers will love that.”

“Yes, I think you’re right, Maria. Face left, boy. Keep bending.”

“Hey, Paula, it says here he’s a wild boy from Green Bay.”

“Really? Boy, how’s your schooling? Did you get your Q grade in Green Bay?” asked Maria.

The education systems in the Union and Green Bay were the same, but Danny was surprised that a Queendom woman would know anything about them.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Hmmm. An educated male. That’s highly unusual. Mark him down as a possible, Maria.” said Paula, and they moved on.

Just 10 minutes later, two more ladies came over to have a look at him.”

“Ah, this is the wild boy, Layla.”

“Three escapes, apparently. Quite a rebel.”

“Boy, turn around slowly. All the way.”

“What do you think, Susan?”

“Look at all those welts! He can certainly take it. I like him.”

“And he’s got an ass to die for. And that exquisite cock.”

“Boy. On the floor. 20 squat thrusts as fast as you can.”

Danny was surprised by the request but complied.

“Seems fit. Put him on the shortlist. Definitely.”

At gallery closing time, when Hadley came to take him back to his cell, she again quizzed him about who had shown an interest in him.

“Well, Mistress, two ladies seemed very interested in my education for some reason.”

“You are very well educated for a Queendom male, 2190. I suppose some might see that as an advantage. What about the circus ladies?”

“Circus ladies, Mistress?”

“The ladies that made you do squat thrusts.”

“Oh, those two! They were different, they didn’t seem bothered by my reputation, in fact they spoke as if it was an advantage.”

Then, thinking a bit more, Danny added: “Would they want me to work in a circus, Mistress?”

“I understand they’re on the lookout for a new boy for their man-taming act.”

“What’s that, Mistress?”

“It’s just entertainment, Danny.”

Thursday 7 June 92

Thursday was auction day. Danny was up, showered and breakfasted by 09:00. Then he was taken to his display case once again, which today was merely being used as a waiting room. He was made to stand while Hadley fitted his rings.

Then the barber who had cut his hair earlier in the week popped in and did a quick 5-minute tidy up of his hair and checked his shave, before moving on to the next cell.

He even had a quick visit from a make-up lady, who as far as Danny could make out, puffed some kind of powder onto his face then brushed it all off again.

“Right.” said Hadley. “Take a seat, the auction starts in 25 minutes, but it will probably be an hour or so before you get called. So, sit down and relax and I’ll come and fetch you when it’s time.”

An hour later, and nervous Danny was still waiting. He had watched as, one by one, boys had been taken out of a door at the far end of the room.

Then he saw Hadley approaching.

“You’re on next, Danny. Up you get. Just relax, you’ll be fine.”

She led him through the door and up to but not into the auction hall.

“When you get on, I’ll tell you where to stand. Just stand at attention looking forward. Bright lights will be shining at you but try not to squint. Don’t think about all the ladies looking at you. You won’t be able to see them anyway, through the glare, so just imagine you’re in an empty room. When it’s over, don’t move, wait for me to come and lead you off the stage. Ok? Good boy.”

Two minutes later, and the usher beckoned them forward.

“Come, Danny.”

Danny followed Hadley into the brightly lit room. A lady in a smart blue dress was standing behind a lectern with some sheets of paper on it. She glanced up and asked:

“2190?”

Hadley nodded in confirmation.

“Stop.” she whispered, then she briefly held both his shoulders and turned him slightly, then stepped back.

The auctioneer lady began:

“Ladies, next up is male 74-9-2190, you can find him on page 6 of your brochures. At only 17 years and 6 months, he’s our youngest offering today. This is a lively former wild boy originally from Green Bay, very well educated, strong and healthy and with really nice equipment.”

“Shall we start the bidding at 50,000 credits? Thank you, at the back there.”

“Do I hear 60? Over there, the lady in red.”

“70? Looking for 70. Yes – At the back again.”

“80? No? You’re looking doubtful. Do you want to go 75? Yes – I have 75 – The lady in red.”

“Do I hear 80? Lady at the back? No? Anyone else? It’s at 75 with the lady in red. Any more? Once. Twice.”

Bang!

“Sold. Yours madam, 75,000 credits.”

“This way, Danny.” whispered Hadley as she touched his shoulder to guide him. He was still dazzled and could hardly see a thing.

She led him off stage on the opposite side, into a small room.

She carefully removed his rings.

“Right, get dressed.”

Socks, shoes, underpants, shorts and a T-shirt were provided. Danny got dressed.

“Sit.”

Hadley fitted some shoes on him and did his laces up. All he could see were coloured dots floating about.

After a few minutes he regained his sight. He noticed his T-shirt was emblazoned with “Sold by VSA”.

“Right, come through here, Danny. Wait in here until I come and get you.”

Hadley disappeared. She had more boys to sell. He was in a waiting room. Other boys who had been sold before Danny were already there. There were chairs to sit on, and a slave made him a cup of tea. Every few minutes, another boy would be brought in, either by Hadley or another woman he had not met. Eventually there were 18 boys in there.

Hadley looked in: “Everyone ok? Won’t be long now.”

Ten minutes later, Hadley came in again:

“Right, listen up! 1537, 2190, 7554 and 3109. This way.”

Danny and the three other boys followed Hadley out of the building to a VSA van, identical to the one that had brought him here.

The driver was waiting next to the open rear doors. She had a clipboard in her hands. She looked up as they arrived and nodded to Hadley.

“Right. 1537? Inside, last cell.”

“3109? In you go, third cell.”

“7554, second cell, and you must be 2190, first cell.”

They all got into a cell and sat down, and the VSA driver climbed in and locked each cell, then got out.

Hadley shouted: “Good luck boys!”

The driver closed the rear door, got into the driver’s seat and set off.

Danny wondered who had bought him and how long the journey would be to get there. The van kept stopping and starting. Danny could see out of the small windows that they were driving through Victoria in heavy traffic.

Then the van stopped again, and Danny heard the driver’s door open. Five minutes later, the rear doors opened, then the driver unlocked Danny’s cell.

“Out you come, 2190.”

In addition to the driver, three other women were standing at the back of the van. Danny recognized two of them as women who had spoken to him in his display case.

“Sign here.” said the driver.

One of the women signed, while the other two looked intently at Danny.

“Ok, he’s all yours.”

“Thank you, driver.”

“Come this way, boy.”

Danny looked around. He was in Victoria High Street.

I am Mistress Paula, and this is Mistress Maria. Welcome to Paula’s Punishments.

Danny looked up and realised he was standing in front of a shop. The sign said: “Paula’s Punishments”. And in smaller type underneath: “For all your punitive purchases”.

“Come inside, 2190.” said Maria.

They all went inside. The shop was quite busy, with customers browsing and others waiting at the counter to pay for purchases. They walked through the shop and passed a staff member:

“Good afternoon, Ms Paula.”

“Good afternoon, Anthea. This is Danny, our new boy who’s just arrived.”

“Hello Danny.”

“Hello, Mistress Anthea.”

They went through a door marked “Staff only” and up some stairs and into a meeting room.

“You are from Green Bay?” asked Paula.

Danny wasn’t but he decided to go with it.

“Yes, Mistress Paula.”

“So, you already have a name. What is it?”

“Danny, Mistress Paula.”

“I like it.” said Maria. “Suits him”

“So do I. Very well, Danny it is.” said Paula.

“Danny, you are now owned by ‘Paula’s Punishments’ and will live and work in this shop, here in Victoria. We also have branches in King George, Aurora and St Agnes, but this is our oldest and largest branch. Our first shop, on a different site, was opened by my mother, also named Paula, back in 63. We are the best-known and most respected seller of punishment equipment on the planet. We expect all our staff and boys to uphold our fine reputation. Anyone bringing the name into disrepute will be severely punished. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Paula.”

“Very well. Maria will show you around and explain your duties. Carry on, Maria.”

“Yes, Mistress Paula.”

Paula left them together.

“Ok, Danny. As Paula mentioned, you are now owned by Paula’s Punishments. Paula is the CEO, and I am the manager of the Victoria branch. We sell punishment equipment and slave supplies. Everything from St Andrew’s crosses, caning horses and stocks through to whips, canes, crops, handcuffs, shackles and tethers. Also, clothing, dominatrix suits for ladies, uniforms for overseers, working clothes for slaves. With your company logo if required. Welt creams and lotions. Slave compo rations. Just about anything.”

“Do you make all the stuff here, Mistress Maria?”

“No, the company offices are on the edge of town, and there are large workshops there. Quite a lot of our stuff is made there. They supply all four shops. But we buy in the outfits and the slave clothes.  Oh, and slave food comes from Premium Pal.”

“The pet food factory, Mistress?”

“Yes, that’s right. It’s pretty much the same stuff.”

“So, will I be working on the shop floor, Mistress Maria?”

“Most of the time, but we also offer total punishment room fitments. That’s where we send a team out and transform an empty room into a fully equipped punishment room. So, if you’re good, you may get to go on one of those jobs from time to time. They can be fun, it’s more relaxed away from the shop.”

“Is Mistress Paula in the shop all the time, Mistress Maria?”

“No, she has four shops and head office to look after. She spends most of her time at head office. Come, I’ll show you where you will work later, but since we are already upstairs, let me show you around up here first.”

They left the meeting room and slowly walked along the corridor, Maria talking while they walked.

“This floor used to be three flats, but Paula had some work done when she moved to this location 5 years ago. This end has been converted into the meeting room you were just in, also used as the staff lounge, and some offices. The middle flat, this door up here, is still a flat and this is where I live. I look after you boys when the shop is closed. Mistress Paula originally lived here but she now has a big house in town. Now down here – follow me – this flat has been converted into on-site accommodation for our boys. There are four of you now.”

They went through a door which had a barred glass window in it.

“These four rooms on the left are the boys’ rooms. This one is yours.”

She opened the door and Danny looked in. Danny couldn’t believe his luck. He had his own room! It was big enough for a single bed, a wardrobe and a small table and a chair. It was bright due to the large window. There was a stack of clothes on the bed.

“Get changed, Danny. Everything. And chuck that VSA T-shirt away.”

A few minutes later, and Danny was wearing white sneakers, socks and shorts and a sky-blue T-Shirt with Paula’s Punishments written on it.

“That’s much better. Now on this side, this room contains showers and toilets, this is a storeroom, and this is the boys’ lounge.”

Danny looked into the lounge. There was a table with four chairs in the middle, some cupboards, a sink with taps, and a work area with a kettle and a microwave. At the side of the room was a rather battered looking sofa and armchair.

“Nice.” thought Danny.

“Right, let’s go back down.”

She led him through the shop to a large adjoining room that she referred to as the demo room. There was a counter, and a woman came out from behind it to meet them.

“This is Mistress Dorothy. She is in charge of the demo rooms and will be your boss.”

“Dorothy, this is Danny.”

“Hello, Danny.”

“Hello, Mistress Dorothy.”

“I shall leave you in Dorothy’s capable hands.”

Maria left them and went back into the shop.

Dorothy spoke: “Alex! To me!”

Soon, another boy appeared.

“Alex, this is Danny who has just joined us. Danny, this is Alex who has been with us, what, just over 7 months now. You boys will both work mainly for me, but you may be assigned other duties from time to time.”

Danny and Alex greeted each other.

“Carry on, Alex.”

Alex scurried away.

“Your main job is to make yourself useful and keep this room, and the private demo room, which is through that door, stocked and clean.”

Danny looked around. This room had two St Andrew’s crosses, fixed to opposite walls, two caning horses, and two sets of stocks, the type where you put your head and wrists through.

They all had boys in them, and a woman was busy whipping one of the boys on a cross. But something wasn’t quite right.

Dorothy noticed him studying the nearest boy on a caning horse, and grinned.

“I think you’ve figured it out! You’re quite right, they’re all dummies! Come and have a feel.”

They went over and Danny ran his hand over the dummy’s back.

“What do you think, Danny?”

“I think it’s close but not quite right, Mistress Dorothy.”

“Yes, Paula’s team have done an amazing job, but they’re not quite there yet. These dummies must be washed and dried every morning before we open. That’s your and Alex’s first job each day. And when completely dry, you have to apply a special cream and rub it in, especially those areas that are likely to get struck. Alex will show you how to do it. Without the cream the material hardens and then it’s easily damaged.”

“You also have to wipe down all the equipment here and in the private room and give the floors a good sweep. And make sure the baskets of canes are kept stocked. Canes break frequently. All this has to be done before we open at 09:00. Both rooms.”

“So do we do a room each, Mistress Dorothy?”

“No, because the private room is smaller and there are no dummies to clean.”

Danny was puzzled.

“Come through and I’ll show you.”

They went through to the private room. Dorothy had to unlock the door.

It had one St Andrew’s cross, one caning horse and one set of stocks.

“This room is only available to important customers or customers buying expensive items. We also use it for our training courses and for weekly discipline.”

Danny was disappointed to hear he would be getting weekly discipline here.

“Do you fit the dummies as needed, Mistress Dorothy?”

“No, Danny. You and Alex have to man the equipment in here.”

Danny flinched.

“Don’t worry, we don’t let them go overboard. Real live try-outs are an important selling point, discerning customers insist on it.”

“Any more questions, Danny?”

“No, Mistress Dorothy.”

That evening, Danny had dinner in the boys’ lounge with Alex and the other two boys, Bobby and Thomas. Bobby was 21 and Thomas 24. Alex assured him that the private demo beatings weren’t too painful and they didn’t happen too frequently, maybe one day in three. And the customer usually only made three of four test strikes. In fact, Alex said it was better if you did get used in the private room, because if you did, it got you excused weekly discipline, even if the customer only gave you one strike. And Maria, who took weekly discipline, tended to hit harder than the average customer, and she generally gave you 10 strokes.

Friday 8 June 92

Danny and the other boys were up at 06:00 on Friday morning. They got showered and then had breakfast together. Danny and Alex got to work cleaning the demo rooms at 07:00, and everything was in order by opening time at 09:00. Bobby and Thomas cleaned the shop.

The demo rooms weren’t very busy that day. Just a handful of customers came through to get the feel of whips they were thinking of buying. Danny had to rush over and do a quick wipe down after each whipping. The private room didn’t get used that day. Alex and Danny were borrowed for a couple of hours that afternoon to help unload a van at the rear and carry the stock into the storeroom.

Sunday 10 June 92

Sunday was weekly discipline day. After breakfast, Maria gathered the boys from their lounge.

“Ready, boys? It’s time for weekly discipline. Let’s go.”

Ten minutes later they were all gathered in the private demo room near one of the caning horses.

“Thomas, you’re up first, get on the horse.”

“Yes, Mistress Maria.”

Thomas dropped his shorts and pants round his ankles and leaned over the horse. Maria didn’t bother with the shackles or the waist belt.

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack!

Danny was taken aback by Maria’s style. Ten rapid strikes on Thomas’s bare arse in no more than five seconds. And she still seemed to get a lot of power behind the strokes. Thomas climbed off, his arse glowing bright red. He hadn’t made a sound, but Danny noticed his eyes had teared up.

“Bobby.”

Bobby dropped his shorts and pants and leaned over the horse.

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack!

Bobby held on as long as he could, but Danny heard him yelp at the last two strokes. Bobby got off, his arse also glowing brightly.

“Alex. You’re excused because of last Wednesday.”

Alex wasn’t surprised. He had known he would be excused, but he still had to turn up. The theory was that even just witnessing the discipline would have some beneficial effect.

Danny waited nervously for his turn.

“Danny, Paula said to excuse you this week because of the state of your welts. Ok, boys. Dismissed.”

Danny let out a sigh of relief.

“Thank you, Mistress Maria.” they all said.

The boys had the rest of the day off, and they spent most of it playing cards in their lounge. But it was late now, and Danny had just gone back to his room.

He lay on his bed. Thinking about things, he supposed he should count himself lucky. Really, his situation was not too bad. Certainly, it was a lot better than working at Consort Farms. But he was still a slave, and he missed his friends and family. Especially his mother. He wondered where she was now, what she was doing.

His thoughts turned to escape. But he was in the middle of Victoria. He knew from experience that a lone male walking through a busy city would get picked up in no time. And if he did somehow get out of the city, where would he go? He had spent hours studying that road atlas and knew from memory that Mount Vernon was the closest non-Queendom town of any size. There were three possible routes.

He could go east along the St Agnes highway for about 100 miles, to roughly where he crossed it on his escape route from Consort Farms. Then south, another 100 miles, this time cross country, along the same route he had attempted before. But don’t get caught this time!

He could go south along the coast road to the point where it currently ends. Again about 100 miles. Then it’s cross country. Either 100 miles east to Mount Vernon or stick to the coast, and it’s 200 miles all the way round to Green Bay itself.

Or instead of walking, how about trying to stow away on a ship in Victoria docks?

Danny drifted off to sleep.

Monday 11 June 92

Over the next few days, Danny settled into his work and soon got used to the routine. So far, he had not been called on to man the private demo room. Most customers didn’t bother testing canes, unless they were expensive models with ornate handles, but whips were a more costly purchase, and they usually liked to try the feel of them before buying. When the private demo room was used, it was Alex who had manned it. Danny guessed that Maria was sparing him until his welts had healed.

Monday 18 June 92

A week later, Danny finally got his first session in the private demo room. Anthea had been helping a rich lady buy a cane for her daughter as a gift. The daughter had just acquired her first boy and needed some accessories. They wanted some rattan canes but couldn’t decide exactly which ones to go for.

Anthea glanced at Dorothy and nodded towards the private demo room.

“Danny! Come.” said Dorothy.

Danny followed Dorothy inside.

“On the horse, Danny.”

Danny stripped naked and got on and Dorothy shackled and strapped him on.

A few moments later, the three ladies entered. Danny saw them. The mother looked to be about mid-30s, but the daughter looked really young, possibly only 15, maybe 16 tops. Danny felt embarrassed about the idea of being caned by a mere child.

“Dorothy, this is Ms Elsie and her daughter Ms Erin. They’d like to try out some of our rattan canes.” said Anthea. “I’ve brought these three for them to try.”

“Good afternoon, ladies. Let’s see what you’ve got there. Ah yes, these two are regular rattan, a two foot one and a three foot one. This is basically a balance of effectiveness over compactness. Have a go and see what you think.”

Ms Elsie took the shorter one and gave Danny’s arse a whack.

Swish. Thwack!

It stung but Danny was able to control himself.

“Hmmm. Let me try the longer one.”

“Here you go, maam.”

Swish. Thwack! Aargh!

“Yes, the smaller one is lighter and easier to handle, but it’s obvious the longer one is more effective.”

“Can I have a go, mum?”

“Of course, darling. Try the small one first.”

Danny braced himself. He was damned if he was going to let some 15-year-old make him scream.

Swish. Thwack!

“And now the longer one.”

Swish. Thwack!

“It didn’t work.” said Ms Erin.

“Perhaps you didn’t hit hard enough, Erin.” said her mother.

Swish. Thwack!

Erin whacked Danny at full strength. It really hurt but he managed to bottle his scream in.

Swiiiiiiish. Thwack! Snap!

Erin whacked Danny again putting everything into it, but the cane snapped on impact and the tip went flying across the room. Because the cane broke, it didn’t hurt Danny too much and he was able to stifle his scream.

“It broke.” said Ms Erin.

“Yes, that’s the downside with regular rattan, they are prone to breaking if you hit too hard. Which brings us to the third cane, and that’s this 3-foot dragon rattan. These are stronger and more flexible than regular rattan, so they are less prone to breaking. They also sting more for the same force, and therefore they’re easier to deliver pain with.”

“Let me try.” said Ms Erin.

“Of course.” replied Dorothy.

Swiiiiiiish. Thwack! Aaargh!

Ms Erin repeated her last stroke, putting absolutely everything into it. It smacked right across the middle of Danny’s arse and he screamed out loudly in his agony.

“Ah, that’s more like it.” said Ms Elsie.” Here, let me have a try, Erin darling.”

Swish. Thwack! Aaargh!

The mother didn’t put as much effort into it as her daughter, but it overlaid a previous welt and again Danny screamed loudly in agony.

“Yes, I think it’s worth the extra. Well thank you for your help, Dorothy. We’ll take the 3-foot dragon rattans, please, Anthea. A pack of ten should do it.”

“Excellent, if you’ll follow me back to the counter, please ladies.”

Dorothy released Danny from the horse,

“Well done, Danny. Back to work.”

Tuesday 19 June 92

A week later, Danny got a break from routine. He was to help Thomas with a punishment room fitment at a customer’s house. Thomas often did these jobs and knew what he was doing. Danny was there to provide labour under Thomas’s direction. They couldn’t go alone, of course, so Anthea would escort them and drive the van.

They waited for the van to arrive at the rear of the shop. Soon it arrived from the factory on the edge of town where it had been loaded with the larger items in kit form. Danny and Thomas added the smaller items from their own storeroom, including a standard box of accessories which included canes, cleaning materials and welt creams. They loaded the tools they would need and finally climbed in themselves, carrying lunch boxes that Maria had given them. They then set off for the customer’s house.

When they arrived, Anthea backed the van up the driveway and went to greet Daisy and Rosie, the customers, who were waiting for them.

Anthea waved, and Alex and Danny got out and started getting the parts and tools in. Danny glanced at the customers. Danny thought Daisy looked to be in her late thirties, Rosie looked around his own age, maybe a little older.

Anthea didn’t have anything to do, so she let the boys get on with it and stayed with Daisy and Rosie in the lounge. But all three of them came for a look now and again and admired what had been done so far.

The boys were locked in at lunch time, as the three women went out together for lunch. Thomas and Danny ate their sandwiches and drank tea that Rosie’s slave, Sam, brought them.

The room had been painted the previous week. Black tiles covered the floor. The walls were also black, up as far as a dado rail. The wall above that, and also the ceiling, was a deep red colour. The boys had fitted a St Andrew’s cross and a caning horse. They still had to assemble and fit some stocks and various rings and shackles, plus racks to hang whips etc from.

Later that afternoon, Anthea appeared and asked how they were getting on. Danny was tightening bolts to secure the stocks to the floor. Thomas had already put most of the tools back in the van.

“We’re done when Danny’s finished with those stocks, Mistress Anthea.” said Thomas.

“Great, I’ll give you another ten and then I’ll bring the customers through.” replied Anthea.

Danny was done two minutes later. He lifted the hinged top of the stocks and put his head and hands through and let the top drop back down.

“Yeah, seems to work fine, Thomas” he said, laughing.

Just then, out of sight of Danny, Anthea reappeared in the doorway. She looked at Thomas and nodded towards Danny. Thomas reached over and clicked the latch on the stocks.

“Hey, what’s going on?”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack!

Anthea had grabbed a cane and given him four medium strength whacks.

Thomas released Danny, who got up and turned round,

“You’re right, Danny, it seems to be in working order.” laughed Anthea.

Daisy and Rosie turned up.

“What’s going on?” asked Rosie.

“Just making sure everything works.” laughed Anthea.

“Well, what do you think, Rosie?” asked Daisy.

“It’s just perfect! I can’t wait to try it out. Thank you, Anthea, and thank you, boys. And thank you, mum, you’re the best.”

Daisy looked up at Anthea: “It’s a gift for her birthday.”

Monday 25 June 92

Then one Monday morning, Maria looked into the boys’ lounge just as they were finishing their breakfast and about to go downstairs to the store.

“Stay here boys. You’re not working in the store today. You’ll be going off site. Have another coffee, I’ll come fetch you in about half an hour.”

“Yes, Mistress Maria.”

About 10 minutes later, a boy looked peeked into their lounge.

“Are you Alex and Danny?”

“Yes.”

“I’m Johnny, from Paula’s Punishments store in Aurora. Mistress Maria told me to wait in here.”

“Hi Johny. I’m Alex and this is Danny. Any idea what this is about?”

“All I know is that there will be four of us and we’ll be working at the factory. It’s here in Victoria apparently.”

“Yes, that’s right.” said Alex.

Just then, Maria appeared.

“Ok, boys, let’s go.”

They followed Maria downstairs and out the back entrance to a Paula’s Punishments van.

“Inside, boys.”

They got in the back. Another boy was already there.

“Hi, I’m Steve from Paula’s Punishments in St Agnes.”

“Hi, I’m Alex, and this is Danny, we’re from this shop, and this is Johnny from Aurora.”

After a short drive they arrived at Paula’s Punishments factory on the edge of Victoria. The head office and stock warehouses were also here. Danny had been looking out of the back windows and had noticed the coastline from time to time over on the left. He therefore realised that they were heading south.

They got out of the van. Danny looked round. They were on the southern edge of the city. North of them were other industrial units, south was open moorland. Danny banked the knowledge for possible future use.

They were led inside one of the buildings. The sign on the entrance read “Research Dept”. Inside, they went along a corridor and turned into a large room. A woman in a white lab coat looked up as they entered.

“Maria. So good to see you again. And thanks for bringing me some test subjects.”

“Hi, Beatrice.”

“Boys, this is Professor Beatrice. She is a Professor of Punitology and is in charge of our research labs.”

“Good morning, Professor Beatrice.”

Beatrice sat down at a computer. So, Maria, who’ve we got?”

“Alex, Danny, Johnny and Steve.”

Beatrice entered the names into a computer.

“First things first, we need to get them all photographed. Over here please boys.”

They went over to a corner of the room that had been set up as a photo studio.

“Ok, boys, everything off.”

They all stripped off.

“First one. What’s your name?”

“Danny, Mistress Beatrice.”

“Ok, Danny, bend over the chair.”

Danny looked, there was a wood frame chair in front of a white screen, but it was pointing toward the screen and away from the camera.

Danny wasn’t sure how he was meant to pose so he initially stood in front of the chair facing the camera.

“No, not like that. Turn and face the other way. That’s it. Now bend over with your waist on the chair back. That’s it. Bend right over.”

Apparently, they wanted to photograph his arse. Danny noticed 3 quick flashes. Then he realised Beatrice was moving in closer. He peered under his body. It appeared Beatrice wanted a close up of his arse hole.

“You’re done. Get dressed. Next.”

When they had all been photographed, they were ushered over to a row of seats like the one they had bent over.

“Relax here. We’ll be a little while setting up. There’s a water dispenser over there if you’re thirsty.”

Danny stood up and got a cup of water. He glanced over. Maria and Beatrice were typing stuff into a computer. The lab was full of weird stuff. Experimental devices, new styles of caning horses, etc.

Half an hour later.

“Ok, boys, we’re ready for the first test run. Follow me please.” said Beatrice.

They stood in front of a machine. It appeared to have what looked like four caning horses built into it, side by side, with various arms and levers sticking out. Danny noticed a control panel with knobs and dials. It was inset into the machine behind a lockable flap that was currently open.

“Ok, boys, this is the new Spankomatic 400. It’s our latest automatic discipline machine. So, what I want you to do, is all get onto one of the horses – any one – and put your wrists and ankles into the semi-circular half-shackles.”

Danny got onto the left most horse. He placed his wrists and ankles into the half-shackle. The other boys also got on, and he heard some clicks as shackles closed.

“Danny, press down a bit onto the shackle halves. It detects pressure.”

Danny pressed down slightly with his wrists. The other half of the shackles then spun round thus trapping his wrists. He did the same with his ankles. As soon as all four had closed, two padded clamps rotated and pressed down onto his waist.

“Hello boy. Please drop your trousers and pants and try again.” There were clicks as the shackles opened and the waist clamps rotated away.

Danny looked up to see who had spoken. He saw a woman’s face on a small TV screen that was part of the machine. All the boys received the same message.

“Do as the machine told you.” said Beatrice.

“You see, the machine can tell whether a boy has presented a bare arse or not.”

Danny and the other boys dropped their trousers and pants and got on again.

“Boys, can you keep count of the number of whacks you receive please.”

When the machine had shackled and clamped Danny a second time, he looked up as the TV woman spoke to him again.

“Thank you, Danny. You’ve been a good boy this week so just 6 discipline strokes for you.”

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

The machine whacked Danny with an electrically operated cane. Danny could hear the other boys getting caned at the same time.

“Thank you, Danny. Have a nice day.”

Danny’s shackles opened and the waist clamps rotated away.

“Ok, everyone stand up.”

“Danny, how many strokes?”

“Six, Mistress Beatrice.”

“Alex?”

“Seven, Mistress Beatrice.”

“Johnny?”

“Eight, Mistress Beatrice.”

“Steve?”

“Five, Mistress Beatrice.”

“Yes, those numbers are correct.”

“So, how does the machine know who’s in which position, Beatrice? Does it read their neck chips?” asked Maria.

“Actually, no. The early versions did do that, but we found it was open to fraud. Some boys would get others to take their punishments for them. They would stick their necks under the reader, meanwhile some other boy would get on the machine. We toyed with Facial Recognition, but you’re still open to the same fraud. Eventually we went with Arsal Recognition. That’s why we took the photos. Those cameras down there zoom in on the boy’s arse and compare it with a database, and it’s able to determine who it is. Arse holes are virtually unique just like a fingerprint. Having identified the boy, the system can then see if he’s due any discipline or indeed additional punishments.”

“All the staff have to do is check if any boy hasn’t been through the system. When we get the machine finalised, we’ll start work on 10 position machines. They will be ideal for firms with large slave holdings such as factories and farms. They’ll be able to control more boys with less staff.”

“Who’s that on the TV screens?” asked Maria.

“It’s Lydia, one of the secretaries here. We chose her because of her commanding voice. We’ll ship with three different voices and various pre-determined speeches, including a selection of well dones, mild admonishments and severe tellings off. The customer can choose from them, or they can record their own using staff the boys will recognize.”

“Ok, boys, take 10 minutes while we type in some random disciplines, and this time one of you will get a three-stroke punishment on top. We’ll do a lucky dip to see who.”

While they were taking their break, Danny was looking out of the window. This would be a good place to escape from. All you would need to do is sneak onto one of the company vans after they had delivered stock from the factory to the shop. And their own storeroom contained all the escape gear he would need, including compo rations.

Friday 29 June 92

Three days later, Danny was working in the demo room. He was standing on a chair and wiping down the back of the dummy on one of the St Andrew’s crosses. A customer had just given it a severe thrashing.

“You! Stop what you’re doing and get down.”

Danny looked down and was surprised to see two police officers.

“And you! Get over here!”

“Yes, officer.”

Alex came hurrying over.

“Face away, while we scan you.”

They faced away. One of the police officers scanned Alex. A green light came on and some numbers appeared.

“74-1-7950”

The police officer then scanned Danny. A yellow light came on and numbers appeared.

“74-9-2190. But this one’s got a TWS.”

“Really? Let’s have a word with the manager.”

About 15 minutes later, Maria appeared. “Ok, boys?”

“Yes, Mistress Maria.” said Danny and Alex.

“What was that all about, Ms Maria?” asked Dorothy.

“They said they were just passing by and decided to do a routine check. They wanted the names of all the girls who work here. They scanned Thomas and Bobby. Did they scan the boys here as well?”

“Yes, Ms Maria.” replied Dorothy.

“Mistress Maria, what’s a TWS?” asked Danny.

“Oh, they told you, did they?”

“I overheard them say it, Mistress Maria.”

“It apparently means ‘treat with suspicion’. Because of your past record, I guess. On the way out, they asked how long you had been with us and whether you had given us any trouble. Don’t worry, it looks like everything’s fine. Back to work, boys.”

Later, in the evening, the boys discussed that day’s events in their lounge.

“It wasn’t a routine check.” said Danny. “Something’s going on. Those scanners are expensive pieces of kit. Police don’t routinely walk around carrying them.”

“How do you know that, Danny?” asked Thomas.

“Well, let’s just say I’ve had a few run-ins with the police.” replied Danny.

“Anthea told me she talked to the mistresses who run the shops on either side of us, and the police didn’t visit them.” added Bobby.

Monday 2 July 92

The puzzle was solved three days later when the police visited them yet again. Four police officers entered the store this time, together with Paula, just as a customer was leaving. Paula and one of the police officers approached the counter while one remained at the front door.

“Good morning, ladies. I am Inspector Riley. You’re Maria and Anthea, correct?”

“That’s right, Inspector. What’s all . . .”

“It’s nothing to worry about, girls.” interrupted Paula.

“Who else is in the store?” asked the inspector.

“Just those two customers over there, those two boys are ours, and Dorothy and two more of our boys are working in the back. There’s no one upstairs.” replied Maria, but as she spoke, the two customers were already being ushered out of the store by a police officer and another was talking to Bobby and Thomas, who were listening with wide eyes.

“June, check upstairs, Maud, check the back.”

A minute later, Maud was back, accompanied by Dorothy: “All ok at the back, inspector.”

“Ok, secure the rear.”

Dorothy went and stood beside Paula. Another minute later, and June was back: “All clear upstairs, inspector.”

“Ok, join Maud at the rear.”

Paula spoke to Maria and Anthea: “Come round to the front and join us please, ladies.”

They did so, all bar Paula still bewildered by what was happening. The inspector then gestured to the police officer standing at the front door, and she in turn, gestured to someone outside.

A moment later, the police officer standing by the door opened it. Two further police officers now entered followed by three splendidly dressed ladies. The ladies approached the counter.

Bobby and Thomas, standing together on the opposite side of the shop, immediately dropped to their knees and placed their noses to the ground and their hands together under their chests.

The inspector then spoke: “Ms Paula, Maria, Anthea and Dorothy, may I present Her Majesty Queen Matilda I of Vena, Princess Sophia, and Lady Zara. Your Majesty, this is Ms Paula the proprietor of this establishment, and Ms Maria, Anthea and Dorothy, employees.”

The four girls immediately dropped impeccable curtsies. All girls practiced curtsies at school but most never imagined that they would ever need to do one.

“This is such a great honour for us, Your Majesty.” said Paula.

“Thank you, Ms Paula. I am so sorry if I have put you to any inconvenience, but I have heard so much about your amazing store that I simply had to come and visit.”

“It would be an honour to show you around, your Majesty. May I?”

“That would be wonderful.”

“And may I offer you some refreshments, Your Majesty?”

“Thank you, but that will not be necessary.”

Paula and Maria and the royal party spent half an hour browsing the store, while the rest of the girls resumed their posts and tried to look busy. The boys had moved to the side of the counter and stood there at attention and in complete silence.

The royal party then moved into the demo room. Dorothy came round to the front of the counter and curtsied once more. As she glanced at the boys, she saw with relief that they were already on their knees with their heads down.

“Arise please. Carry on.” said Her Majesty. Dorothy went back behind the counter, and Danny and Alex moved to its side.

A few minutes later.

“Congratulations, Ms Paula. You have a most magnificent establishment here. We are very impressed. However, the main reason we are here today is that this year is the fortieth anniversary of the Queendom of Vena. To commemorate this special occasion, we intend to establish the ‘Princess Sophia Award’, to be launched on Queendom Day. This award will be given to individuals deserving recognition for outstanding service to the Queendom. It will consist of a framed citation and a gift set; the gift set will consist of a ceremonial whip and cane in a presentation case. The whip and cane to be made of the best quality materials, and the handles to be embossed with the royal motif and an inscription with the lady’s name. We would like you to accept the commission for the manufacture of the gift set.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty. We accept. We are greatly honoured.” replied Paula.

“Very well. We will leave you now. Lady Zara will return tomorrow to discuss the details.”

A few moments later, and the royal party and their protection squad had departed, and they all let out sighs of relief.

Paula gathered everybody together.

“Thank you everyone. You were all magnificent. I’m sorry I couldn’t warn you, but I only found out myself on Tuesday evening, and I was sworn to secrecy. This is certainly a great honour for us all.”

She quickly checked the time. “It’s gone six. We won’t reopen. Everyone relax and get your breath back. Danny, Alex. Get the kettle on.”

“Yes, Mistress Paula.”

Tuesday 3 July 92

The next day, Paula arrived in the shop at 14:00.

“Good afternoon, Ms Paula.” said Maria and Anthea in unison.

“Good afternoon, ladies. Lady Zara will be here at 15:00. Maria, would you join me in the meeting room, please.”

“Yes, Ms Paula.” said Maria.

“Anthea, would you ask Dorothy to join us please.”

“Yes, Ms Paula.” said Anthea.

A short time later, Paula, Maria and Dorothy were gathered in the meeting room.

Paula spoke: “Lady Zara will arrive at 15:00 and meet with myself and Maria to discuss the general arrangements, timescales and contractual issues. Then we’ll regroup in the private demo room, you’ll join us there, Dorothy. We need to have various types of whips available and a few canes of each material. Zara needs to decide the basic types. We’ll need to use one of your boys, Dorothy.”

“We can use Danny. Alex is very sore from yesterday, while Danny is still fresh this week.”

“Excellent. In case you didn’t know, Lady Zara is an expert with whips and canes. She’s been in charge of the Queen’s slaves for the last fifteen years. I believe their stable has over 80 boys now.”

“Does she do all the discipline herself?” asked Dorothy.

“She has assistants, but there’s no doubt she gets a lot of practice.” laughed Paula.

At 15:00, Lady Zara arrived and two hours later, Paula, Maria and Lady Zara left the meeting room and headed downstairs to join Dorothy in the private demo room.

Dorothy had summoned Danny ten minutes earlier. He was now naked and shackled and strapped onto the caning horse.

The party walked in.

“Good afternoon, Lady Zara.” said Dorothy.

“Good afternoon, Dorothy.” replied Lady Zara. “So nice to meet you again.”

“Thank you, Lady Zara.”

“Well, let’s start with the canes, shall we. Show me what you’ve got. It’s the materials that we’re interested in at this point.”

“Well, as you know, the materials we have available on Vena are Oak, Walnut, Birch and Rattan and we supply and sell canes made from all of these.”

“Our oak and walnut canes are available in lengths from 2 to 3 feet. The longer canes can deliver more pain. Here’s a two-foot model made from oak. It’s quite thick as you can see.”

“Yes, I’ve seen this type before, but we don’t use them in the palace. It has a stylish look.”

“It delivers a dull thud more than a sting. Here, have a feel.”

Lady Zara took it from Dorothy and weighed it in her hand.

“Feels good. Nice quality.”

Swish. Thud!

Danny winced but didn’t make a sound.

“Here’s a three-foot walnut model.”

Swish. Thud!

Danny clenched his fists and tensed but managed to keep silent.

“Hmmm. I’m not sure about these thick canes. What’s next?”

“Well, we have our birches. Two models. Here’s our standard model, which we call ‘The Chastiser’. It’s three feet long and made from four birch rods bound together and to a handle. And this is our up-market model, ‘The Punisher’, it’s a similar design, but it’s four feet long and made from five hazel rods instead of birch. Hazel rods dish out more pain than the birch rods. This brute can seriously damage an arse.”

“Let’s have a feel. It’s quite heavy.”

Swish. Smack. Argh!

That one really hurt, and Danny couldn’t help crying out.

“Yes, very effective, but the look isn’t there. We need something more stylish. Let’s have a look at your thin canes.”

“Well, our thin canes are all made of rattan. Here’s one. As you can see, these canes are a lot more flexible, whippy if you like, than the oak and walnut canes, and they deliver a sting more than a thud. Also, because the cane is narrower, so is the welt. That’s a great benefit when you need to give your boys regular discipline as opposed to punishment, so you want to avoid overlays. The thinness of the welts cause by these canes means that a skilled lady can fit a lot more onto an arse than she can with the thicker canes.”

“Yes, a like this one, it sits nicely in the hand. A like its weight. Let’s see how it feels in action.”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack! Argh!

Lady Zara hit Danny’s arse with four rapid strokes. He almost held out but couldn’t help letting out a little yelp on the last one.

“Yes, very good. Of course, the main problem with these thin canes is they have a tendency to split or even break after a certain amount of use. Not a problem normally, we keep baskets of canes strategically placed all over the palace, wherever our boys might be working.”

“Yes, that’s true with the basic canes. But our premium canes are made with dragon rattan, which is a lot stronger and also more flexible. So, much less likely to split and break. Have a look at this one.”

“Oh, yes, I like this one. This is really nice. I like the carved handle especially. We have our own design for the handle, of course, with the royal crest on it. But this is more like what we had in mind. It’s got a nice weight as well. Does it come in different lengths?”

“Yes, we can make them in lengths from 1 foot 6 inches up to 3 feet. Here’s a 3 foot one.”

“Ah yes, I think this is it. You can feel the power. Let’s give it a go.”

Swish. Whack! Argh! Swish. Whack! Argh! Swish. Whack! Argh! Swish. Whack! Argh!

Lady Zara gave Danny’s arse four full strength but carefully aimed whacks. Danny screamed with each stroke and had tears in his eyes.

“Lovely grouping, Lady Zara.” said Dorothy, as she looked at Danny’s arse. “That’s amazing.”

The earlier whacks had only been moderate force, so the welts from the latest strikes stood out clearly.

Paula, Maria and Dorothy were amazed that Lady Zara had managed to create four welts so close together and perfectly parallel.

“Thank you. But look here.” said Lady Zara, closely examining Danny’s arse. “No broken skin at all, but judging by his screams, plenty of pain.”

The ladies all moved in to get a closer look.

“You’re right, Lady Zara. The holy grail of discipline and punishment: Maximum pain but minimum damage!” said Paula.

They all laughed.

“Ok, it’s decided. We’ll go with a 3-foot rattan cane.”

“Now, onto the whips.” said Lady Zara.

“What have you got for us, Dorothy?” asked Paula.

Meanwhile, Maria was seeing to Danny. She unshackled him from the caning horse and got him over to the St Andrew’s cross.

She whispered in his ear: “You’re doing really well, Danny. Keep it up.”

She shackled his wrists and ankles to the fittings on the cross then went back to the ladies.

“Well, our four main types are the quirt, the crop, the snake whip and the bullwhip. This is our standard quirt.”

Lady Zara took it.

“No, I don’t think so, I’m sure it’s very effective, but it’s not appealing to look at.”

“Ok, this is our snake whip. It’s a single tale whip as you can see. Although it’s about 4 feet long, it will coil up tightly so you can keep it in a large pocket.

“Hmm. Nice feel and weight. Let’s have a try.”

Swish. Crack! Argh! Swish. Crack! Argh! Swish. Crack! Argh!

Lady Zara gave Danny three lashes on his back. Danny screamed out in pain.

“It seems to be good at delivering pain. But there’s no real handle as such. We need somewhere to put the royal crest, so I think this one’s a no.”

“Ok, up next is the crop. This is our standard model, it’s basically a cane inside a leather sheath, with a long handle at this end, and this leather tongue as the war head.”

“Let me see. Hmm. A nice grip. But I’m not sure.”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack!

Danny felt the strokes on his back, but it was nothing to the snake whip, and although he yelped at the first hit, it was more from surprise than pain.

“It doesn’t really say ‘power’.”

“Ok, if you want power, I give you our premium bullwhip.”

“My, oh, my. We have bull whips in the palace, of course, but my, is this ever a big one. What size is it, Dorothy?”

“Well, with this model, the handle is 12 inches, fitted with a wrist loop, then the thong is . . . let me see . . . on this model it’s 8 feet, although we can make them up to 16 feet. The fall is 2 feet and the cracker is about 3 inches. So overall it’s over 11 feet long.”

“It’s really impressive. It’s got a nice big handle, so plenty of scope for adornments. And it simply exudes power. Stand back please.”

Swish. Crack! Argh! Swish. Crack! Argh! Swish. Crack! Argh!

Lady Zara swung the whip and made it crack three times just behind Danny’s back.

“Be quiet, you big baby. I didn’t touch you.” laughed Lady Zara.

“Sorry, Lady Zara.”

“That’s the beauty of the bull whip. You can instil fear with the crack without actually making contact. Yes, I think we’ve found the whip we want.”

Then she looked at Danny.

“I’ve got to. Just one.”

Swish. Smack! Argh!

Lady Zara made contact and Danny let out a horrified scream. Tears flowed from his eyes.

“Ok, then, I think we’re all done here today. We just need to finalise the inscriptions on the handles. We’ll discuss that tomorrow, Paula.”

“Yes, Lady Zara. That will be in our offices on the other side of town.”

“Yes, my driver knows where they are. I shall arrive about 10:00”

“But for now, thank you very much, Maria and Dorothy. It was such a pleasure working with you both on this project today.” said Paula.

“Thank you very much, Lady Zara. It was a great honour.” replied Maria and Dorothy.

Lady Zara shook hands with the three ladies, but then:

“Oh, before I go, release your boy, I want a quick word.”

Maria got Danny down and whispered to him: “Lady Zara wants a word with you. You get down on your knees, but you keep your head up. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Maria.”

Maria led Danny to where the other ladies were waiting. Danny dropped to his knees.

“Hello, boy. I am Lady Zara.”

“Hello, Lady Zara.”

“What’s your name boy?”

“Danny, Lady Zara. 74-9-2190.”

“Ok, Danny, I just wanted to thank you for your help this afternoon. It was much appreciated. You’ve been a very good boy.”

“Thank you, Lady Zara.”

Lady Zara then left, collecting her protection officer on the way out.

“Well done, Danny. You’re excused. No need to go back to work, you’ve got the rest of the day off.”

“Thank you, Mistress Paula.”

Tuesday 23 July 92

It took just under three weeks for Paula’s team to complete the design and make the first prototype of each. Lady Zara would be coming in that afternoon to have a look.

Paula addressed Maria and Dorothy.

“She’ll want to try the cane and the whip a few times. She’s specifically asked for Danny for the testing. Then she’ll want to go over the design in detail. There might be a few adjustments here and there, but there shouldn’t be any major changes at this stage.”

“The award will be officially launched as part of the Queendom Day celebrations, when the first set will be handed over to the Queen. Maria, Dorothy, you will accompany me to the handover ceremony at the palace.”

The ladies both gasped. This was a major honour.

“The Queen will be the first to use the Princess Sophia cane and whip when she uses them for her traditional Queendom Day personal punishment of a lucky offender.”

“Right then, so Maria, can you make sure that Danny’s scrubbed up and ready. You can excuse him from all other duties today. And Dorothy, make sure the private room is prepared.”

“Yes, Paula.” said Maria and Dorothy.

Maria and Paula went to perform their allotted tasks. Paula went to have a natter with June and Maud at the shop counter.

But ten minutes later, Maria returned: “Paula, we can’t find Danny.”

“Maria, you and Dorothy search downstairs. June, come and help me take a look upstairs.”

“Yes, Paula.”

Paula and June went upstairs and searched every room.

“Look” said Paula. The window in Danny’s room was open. She leaned out to have a look. They were on the first floor, but it was not a particularly long drop. And anyway, a drainpipe ran past close by.

“I think he got out here. Silly boy.”

“What do we do, Paula. We’ve never had an escape before.”

“Call the police. It’s all we can do. He won’t get far in the city. Silly boy, does he really think he can just walk away? He’ll get picked up in no time. Whatever motivated him?”

“Tell Maria we’ll have to use Alex instead. Tell her to get him scrubbed up and ready. I’m going to call Victoria police.”

“Yes, Paula.”

Meanwhile, Danny’s mother despaired of ever finding Danny.


PART 3 - MARTHA’S STORY

Wednesday 16 March 91

Martha and Rose and Bill and Tom had been arrested just minutes after setting off from the cave in their attempt to reach the Union embassy in Victoria. They had been surprised by a Queendom Army detachment that had by chance been exercising in the area and had seen their plane come down. They were searched and bundled into the back of a truck where they waited for what seemed like hours. Then, Ray, Steve and Mike had been bundled in with them, all still woozy from stun gun hits or sleeping gas. But Danny was not with them.

They had then been driven for several hours to St Peter, where they were handed over to the police. On the way, two young soldiers had sat in the back of the truck with them, near the back, presumably to stop them from jumping out and running off. But they didn’t make any attempt to stop them chatting amongst themselves.

Martha later learned that the police were furious with the army. Apparently, they should all have been held in isolation, or at the very least prevented from talking to each other. Now, as far as the police were concerned, it was too late. They would all have got their stories straight by now.

Martha could see that there was some truth in this. If she had been kept isolated but at the same time had known that the other group had been captured, she was sure she would have demanded to know if her Danny was ok.

Of course, on the road journey, she had quietly asked Ray, Steve and Mike what they knew of Danny. All they could tell her was that he had been in the cave when it was gassed, but for whatever reason, the troops had not found him.

Thursday 17 March 91

They stayed overnight in St Peter, before being transported the next day to Victoria’s Central Police Station, where they were questioned over the next few days.

The boys expected to be enslaved but they weren’t. Queendom officials didn’t think it worth the effort for males already into their mid-20’s. They were much more difficult to train than younger boys. It was expected that eventually the Queendom and the Union would come to some sort of agreement, which would include reinstating the Emergency Landings Agreement, at which point the boys would be repatriated. Even if that was five years away, it just wasn’t worth the time and effort trying to train older males as slaves.

Instead, they were all sent off to an internment camp, somewhere near Stakarov.

Monday 21 March 91

Martha and Rose were expelled from the Queendom, and boarded a plane for Green Bay, arriving there on a Monday. They immediately reported to the Union Military Delegation’s offices. Martha explained to her boss that she believed Danny to be heading south for the border. They checked the maps. Roughly 100 miles of road then 50 more cross country. They calculated 10 days would be the earliest he could arrive at the border. Border lookouts were warned to keep an eye out for him.

Martha stayed in Green Bay for nearly a month, with no sign of Danny. Distraught, she asked for leave, and her boss granted it, promising to let her know immediately if he got any news of Danny. Martha flew back to Romulus, changing flights in Victoria.

Monday 19 April 91

Back in Romulus, after taking her luggage home, she immediately left home again and headed for the Queendom Embassy in downtown Romulus. She entered and went up to the reception desk where a young lady was sitting.

“Yes, can I help you, maam?” asked the official.

“Yes, I would like a Queendom Visitor’s Visa application form please.”

“Certainly. Here you are. Just fill in the details and bring it back to me, or if we’re closed, you can put it in an envelope and just pop it through the letter box.”

“Thank you so much.”

“You’re welcome, maam.”

The completed form was back with the receptionist later that day.

Monday 26 April 91

The following Monday, a letter plopped on the floor inside Martha’s front door. Martha opened it:

“Dear Maam. Thank you for your application for a Queendom Visitor’s Visa. Unfortunately  . . .”

Rejected! The letter didn’t give a reason, but Martha guessed it was because she had recently been expelled from the Queendom.

Willing to try anything, Martha once again visited the Queendom embassy. This time she came away with the form for applying for Provisional Citizenship. This was the scheme whereby a lady could live as a citizen in the Queendom for up to a year, then either become a full citizen or return. Later that day, the completed form was at the embassy.

Friday 30 April 91

Later that same week, another letter. Martha picked it up. She expected another rejection.

“Dear Maam. Thank you for your application for Queendom Provisional Citizenship. We are pleased to inform you . . .”

Martha was overjoyed. It seemed the Queendom were still desperate for new citizens, so much so that they were willing to overlook her recent expulsion. She had to fill in another form stating when she would like to arrive and give a list of the males (if any) that she would like to bring with her. She filled in the new form and hand delivered it to the embassy.

Friday 7 May 91

Another week and another letter. The next letter confirmed her application and provided yet another form, this one to be presented to immigration on arrival in Victoria.

Monday 10 May 91

Three days later, Martha landed at Victoria airport and got a taxi to the Gardenia Hotel in the city centre. She approached the check-in desk and addressed the clerk:

“Hello. I would like a room please, just for tonight. I don’t have a reservation.”

“Certainly maam. Let me see . . . Yes, we have a room available. Just sign here.”

“There you go.”

“That’s room 404. On the fourth floor. Boy! Take Mistress Martha’s bags to room 404!”

Martha didn’t approve of slavery and didn’t want to let a slave carry her bags.

“That will NOT be necessary. I will carry my own bags, thank you.”

The clerk looked surprised and mildly offended.

“As you wish maam.”

Martha made her way to the elevator and went up to find her room.

Tuesday 11 May 91

The following day at 08:00, Martha was standing on a platform at Victoria railway station, waiting for the train from Aurora to arrive. When it did, she boarded, found a seat, and was soon on her way to St Agnes. She arrived around mid-day, found a hotel, and booked a room. She again refused the service of a slave, but when she found that the hotel did not have an elevator, and her room was on the third floor, she sheepishly relented and asked the clerk if he would order the boy to carry her bags up after all.

She began making enquiries. But there had been no reports of a Union or a Green Bay boy wandering about or being captured. In fact, the locals were incredulous, and when questioned as to how she could even ask such a thing, she claimed that before she left Romulus, the local rag had run a story about how young lads from Green Bay would cross the border to St Mary, pick up a souvenir as proof, and return, all out of youthful bravado. Ridiculous, they claimed. Anyway no one had heard of any such thing.

Martha had picked up on the story of a Queendom boy who had absconded from school and had apparently broken into a house but didn’t think anything of it.

After three days in St Agnes, including a day trip to St Mary in a hired car, and with no leads, Martha was on the train back to Victoria. Martha booked into the same hotel as before. This time she got a room on the third floor. Despite there being an elevator, she did not object when the clerk ordered a boy to carry her bags.

Friday 14 May 91

The next morning, Martha went for a stroll along the High Street. After an hour wandering around almost aimlessly, she found a café, bought herself a cup of coffee and sat down at a table.

She wondered what she should do. Should she stay in the Queendom or return to Romulus? Returning felt like giving up. If she stayed here and Danny was found, would it make the news? Probably, the plane crash and the arrest of 7 people – including herself - had apparently made the news. So probably if they found another, previously unknown, survivor from the same plane, that should make the news too. Martha had bought a newspaper every day since her arrival, but her in depth scrutiny of all the articles had not found any clue about Danny.

But she didn’t have bottomless pockets and would soon need to get a job. She drunk up and went back to her hotel, made herself a cup of tea, and picked up her copy of the Victoria Daily News. She then turned to the job ads.

She soon found a situation that looked interesting.

“Darcie Transport require a despatcher/bookkeeper to work at their depot in Aurora. Call Aurora 1298.”

Martha gave them a call.

“Hello, Darcie Transport. Violet speaking. How may I help you?”

“Good morning, my name is Martha, I’m calling about the vacancy you advertised for a despatcher/bookkeeper. Is the job still available.?”

“Hold the line a moment, please.”

“Hello Martha, this is Darcie. I’m the owner of Darcie Transport. Violet tells me you are interested in our job vacancy.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Do you have bookkeeping experience?”

“Yes, I was a secretary and bookkeeper for the army for 5 years.”

“Excellent. Could you come in for an interview?”

“Of course, but I’m in Victoria at the moment, will tomorrow be ok?”

“Tomorrow will be fine. If you get a pen and paper, I’ll give you directions from the town centre.”

“Oh, I’ll be arriving on the train.”

“Oh, ok. That’s fine. I’ll get Violet to pick you up at the station.”

“That’s very kind, thank you.”

“Hang on just a moment  - - what’s that Violet? - -  Got it. Right, if you get the 10:30 train from Victoria, you’ll arrive in Aurora at 11:50, and Violet will be waiting for you.”

“Thank you so much. See you tomorrow then. Goodbye.”

Martha was feeling a lot happier. They seemed very keen, and they hadn’t even met her yet.

Saturday 15 May 91

The next day, Martha arrived at Aurora railway station at 11:55, and after a few moments, a woman looked at her and began walking towards her. She looked to be in her late 30s. About the same age as Martha.

“Excuse me maam. Are you Martha?”

“Yes, that’s right, you must be Violet.”

“That’s right. Welcome to Aurora, Martha. This way, the car’s just around the corner.”

Twenty minutes later, they had arrived at Darcie Transport.

“Ms Darcie. Martha is here for her interview.”

“Excellent. Bring her in, Violet.”

Soon all three were sitting in Darcie’s office. Martha thought Darcie was probably about 50.

Darcie started: “Thank you for coming in so quickly, Martha. Let me start by telling you a bit about our company. We’re a small trucking firm based here in Aurora. There’s just three of us at the moment, that’s myself, owner and occasional driver, Violet, my secretary and receptionist, and Mary, also a driver. We own three trucks, and we deliver throughout the Queendom. We also own four boys, two we use as drivers, and two as mechanics. But now we’re looking for someone to take over the bookkeeping and despatching. And that’s why you’re here. Any questions so far?”

“Yes, I’ve lots of experience of bookkeeping and general secretary work. But what exactly does despatching involve?”

“Oh, the despatcher has to look at the list of jobs we’ve taken on, and allocate the trucks to the jobs, and the drivers to the trucks, allowing for how long the job will likely take, and also taking into account any holiday time that I or Mary have booked, or any downtime the maintenance boys have requested for a particular truck. And whenever you allocate one of the boys to drive, you have to make sure you get him a route permit. And if the truck needs to overnight, you need to book accommodation for the driver, and if it’s a boy he’ll need a waiver for that area. Oh, and you need to be able to respond quickly if I or Violet ask you about any remaining capacity on a given day. That’s all there is to it.”

“It sounds quite complicated.”

“Don’t worry. It’s easier than it sounds. And you’ll get training.”

“Excellent.”

“Oh, and we work Mondays to Fridays 08:00 to 18:00 and occasional Saturday mornings. So, do you think you would be interested?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Well, in that case, let’s discuss remuneration.”

Ten minutes later, there were handshakes all round. Martha had got the job!

“Oh, one last thing Martha. Just a formality. But I do need to contact your previous employer for a reference. You said five years working for the army, that was at Army Headquarters in Victoria, I assume?”

“Er, no, actually. It was at Union Army Central Command in Romulus. I’m from the Union, you see, I’m here on the provisional citizenship scheme. Will that be a problem?”

“Oh, no problem, Martha, but in that case, I think we’ll dispense with the reference, but we will need to . . . or will we? Violet, do we need to get clearance? Just to clarify, Martha, you were a civilian working for the army, and not in the army itself?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Well, I’m not sure whether we need to get clearance, but we’ll check. But don’t worry, I’m sure it will be fine. So when can you start?”

“Will Monday be ok?”

“Yes, that would be great.”

“Oh, and I’ll need your address for the records.”

“I don’t have a permanent address yet. I’m living in a hotel in Victoria at the moment, but I will of course be relocating to Aurora.”

“No problem. Let me know when you know. Well. We’ll see you on Monday then at 08:00.”

“Thanks Martha, thanks Violet.”

Martha and Violet left Darcie’s office.

“So, do you need a lift back to the station, Martha?”

“I’d like to find a local hotel before I head back. Can you recommend a good one that’s not too far away? Preferably within walking distance.”

Violet looked at Martha for a few moments.

“I’ve got a spare room. Why don’t you come and stay with me?”

“That’s very kind of you, are you sure that’s ok? I don’t want to impose.”

“It’s a rented house, it’s too big for me now that my daughter’s moved away. If you don’t mind paying half the rent, it will benefit both of us. I would love some company.”

“Thank you, Violet. I accept.”

Violet knocked on Darcie’s office door.

“Enter.”

“Ms Darcie, you can fill in Martha’s address now. She’s staying with me.”

“That’s great.”

“Right so let’s get you back to the station, then get the same train tomorrow and I’ll meet you same place same time.”

Sunday 16 May 91

The following day, Martha again arrived at Aurora railway station, this time with her luggage.

“Hey Martha, how are you. Here, let me take one of those bags.”

“Hello Violet, I’m very well thank you. How are you?”

Soon they were in Violet’s car and on their way to her house.

Half an hour later, they had arrived. Violet’s rental was a bungalow with a driveway and a garage. They got Martha’s luggage into her room. Martha would sort it all out later.

“Let me show you around. Let’s go to the front and start from there. Right, this is the lounge, and through that door is a hallway and then the front door, but I don’t often use it. Now, this is the kitchen, obviously with the side door we just came through, outside there is the driveway and the garage. Now as we walk back down this corridor, the two doors on the left are my bedroom, and then my daughter’s which will now be yours, and then on the right, the main bathroom, dining room, punishment room, and slave’s room. Then if we go out here at the back, there’s a conservatory on the left, this nice patio area with a table and chairs, the garden behind it, and on the right is the garage again.”

“It’s lovely.”

“Yes, I like it. It’s much nicer than the house I had in Victoria.”

“Violet, do you own a slave?”

“No. I was thinking of renting one as a companion-domestic, but I can’t afford to buy one. But now you’re here, I probably won’t. But don’t worry, we’ll have to cook and wash up but we won’t have to do housework or laundry. I use Betty’s Boys.”

“Betty’s Boys?”

“Yes, it’s a home help service. Betty comes round every Tuesday with her boys, and they do all the housework, laundry, gardening, everything really. And for quite a reasonable rate.”

“Brill.”

“The kettle’s boiled, let’s have a brew.”

They both sat down in the lounge enjoying a cup of tea and some biscuits.

“Martha, thank you so much for agreeing to house share with me. Even though it’s only been three weeks, I’ve just been so lonely on my own since my daughter left. I guess I’m just not cut out to be a loner.”

“Will your daughter be coming home? Where will she sleep now that you’ve given me her bedroom?”

“She knows I’ve been looking for a house sharer. In fact, it was her idea. If she comes visiting, I’ve got a camp bed she can put up in the slave’s room. She’s young and fit. She’ll manage.”

She picked up a photograph of the two of them together.

“Look, this is me and Myla when she was just 8. Isn’t she cute?”

“Ahhh. She’s lovely, Violet.”

“This is her last month. Just before she left.”

“She’s beautiful. Where is she now?”

“She’s in Victoria. She’s going to join the police. Her training starts in October, but until then she’s doing work experience with the DST.”

“That’s wonderful.”

“She’s always wanted to be a police officer. She loved playing with her police dolly when she was little . . . You know, when they’re little and growing up, you always know that someday they’ll leave. But when it happens, it’s different. It just feels so sudden. It feels like you’ve lost a part of yourself. I remember . . .”

An unexpected noise made Violet stop and look round. She looked at Martha, who had her head facing down into her cupped hands. Then she realised. Martha was crying.

“Martha, what is it? What’s the matter? Martha dear, you’re worrying me.”

Martha lost it completely and the tears flowed. Violet leaned in and pulled Martha close and held her. It took a couple of minutes for Martha to compose herself.

“I’m so sorry Violet. Your talk of your daughter just reminded me so much of my son. I miss him so much.”

Martha lost it again. Violet rocked her in her arms and kissed her on her forehead.

“There, there, Martha. Don’t worry, you’ll see him again. I know they don’t issue Visitor Visa’s to Union males anymore. And I think it’s mean of the Union to not allow Provisional Citizens to return for a visit. But don’t worry, in less than a year you’ll be able to take the oath and become a full citizen, and then you will be able to visit him.”

“You don’t understand, Violet.”

“What? What is it, Martha?”

“It’s my son . . . He isn’t in the Union . . . He’s in the Queendom.”

“In the Queendom! What happened? Has he been enslaved?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know where he is. I’ve been searching for him, I’ve looked all over, but I can’t find him. There’s no trace. There’s just no trace anywhere. I’m beginning to think he must have perished.”

Martha lost it again and Violet held her tightly. That evening, between bouts of sobbing, Martha told Violet all she knew, which wasn’t a lot. Just that they had made a forced landing in a plane and had taken refuge in a cave on the coast somewhere between St Agnes and St Peter. But Danny had not been seen or heard of since. Martha wondered if the Queendom soldiers had killed Danny, either deliberately or accidentally, and had covered it up. Or maybe he had perished in the wilds somewhere on the way to Green Bay.

Monday 17 May 91

Martha and Violet arrived at Darcie’s Transport at 07:50.

Darcie was already there but came out of her office when she heard the girls arrive.

“Morning Violet, morning Martha.”

“Morning, Ms Darcie.”

“It’s great to have you with us, Martha. We’ve got you set up here, next to Violet.”

She pointed to a desk next to Violet’s, with a computer and a telephone on it.

“Violet will show you the ropes. Don’t hesitate to ask if there are any problems. Oh, and Army HQ said you’re fine to work for us, you didn’t need clearance.”

“Great.”

Darcie went back into her office.

“We’ll get a coffee later, but first job of the week, I have to do the boys. You’d best come and watch, you’ll have to do it if I’m off work for any reason.”

“What do you mean?”

“Monday is discipline day. Darcie or Mary sometimes do it, but more often than not it’s me. And now you. Come on, I’ll show you.”

“No, Violet, I can’t. I can’t do that. There’s no way I could beat a boy for no reason. Please don’t ask me to, Violet. Not on my first day.”

“Well, as it’s your first day. But you’ll have to get over your squeamishness sometime. What if I’m not available?”

“I don’t think I would be able to do it, Violet. I have a boy of my own. I just don’t think I could.”

“Well, we won’t worry about it now. I’ll go and do it on my own today. But we’ll have to toughen you up, Martha.”

Violet went off to give the boys their discipline. But she was back in under half an hour and made some coffee for the two of them and for Darcie. Then Violet took Martha through the ins and outs of her new job.

“So, you mainly work from this spreadsheet. See, there’s a row for each hour of the day, and a column for each truck, these green cells are when the truck is allocated to a job. That’s the driver’s name. You can see a lot of green for months in advance. That’s because most of the jobs are regular, on a contract.”

“Why is this truck red for the whole day?”

“That’s because the boys want it in the garage for a service that day. So, if we get a call asking for an ad-hoc job, you look at this and if there’s a truck and a driver available, you give me the nod and colour it in yellow while I work out a quote for the customer. Then later when the customer says yes or no, you change it to green or remove it. Got it?”

“Yes.”

“And you also have to do the invoices and the payroll, but you know all about that. I’ll just need to show you where the files are.”

Martha soon got the hang of her new job. She really enjoyed living and working with Violet.

Monday 24 May 91

The following Monday, and it was discipline day again. Martha had been dreading it, but she had agreed to accompany Violet and get instructed provided she did not have to do anything. At least not this time. So, Martha followed Violet, a bit hesitantly, to the truck garage. All four boys were there waiting. They were all quite young, none of them above 25.

“Good morning, Mistress Violet.” they all said in unison.

“Morning boys. This is Mistress Martha. She started last week.”

“Good morning, Mistress Martha.”

“Good morning, boys.”

Martha felt a bit embarrassed. She still wasn’t used to being addressed as Mistress.

“Ok Martha, this is Harry and this is David, they’re drivers, and this is Edward and this is Travis, they’re both mechanics. Right, who’s first. Harry, you go first.”

“Yes, Mistress Violet.”

Harry dropped his trousers and pants and bent over what Martha thought was some kind of storage box, but it was actually their caning horse.

Martha looked away, now totally embarrassed.

“Why, whatever’s the matter, Martha?”

“I’m sorry, Violet, but we don’t do this in the Union, I’m just not used to looking at a young man’s backside.”

“You’ll get used to it. Besides, it’s a lovely backside, don’t you think?”

“I guess so.” Said Martha, having a quick peek.

“Ok, Martha, once the boy has leaned over, you’re supposed to shackle his wrists and ankles like this. See?”

Violet shackled him.

“Yes, I see.”

“Then you reach down and grab both ends of this waist belt, pull them up behind his back like this, and buckle the ends together tight, like this.”

“Got it.”

“But we don’t bother with these boys. They won’t wriggle. But if Darcie buys a new boy straight out of training, we’d need to do it for a few months, until he gets used to it. Oh, and the canes are stored here, in this bin.”

“Yes, I see.”

“Right, here we go. Darcie likes us to give them 10 medium strength whacks.”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

Violet gave Harry 10 rapid medium strength strokes. Harry didn’t make a sound, then she began releasing him.

“Does it hurt?”

“Yes, but only a little, they can take it. But it’s not about pain, it’s about reminding them that the girls are in charge. Remember, it’s discipline, not punishment.”

“What’s the difference?”

“Punishment is when they’ve done something wrong, so you inflict pain to deter them from doing it again.”

“And how often do you do that?”

“I’ve never done it. I don’t think Darcie has either. These are good boys, aren’t you boys?”

“Yes, Mistress Violet.”

“Right, David.”

David bared his arse and leaned over the horse.

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

“Edward.”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

“Travis.”

Travis bared his arse and leaned over.

“Martha, why don’t you have a go?

“I’m not sure, Violet.”

“Come on, you’ve got to learn. And you’ve seen that it doesn’t really hurt them. And it can be fun!”

“Well, ok then. What do I do?”

“Just stand here.”

“Ok, like this?”

“A bit further over, and back a bit. That’s it. Now strike. Aim for the middle of the arse, about an inch above the hole.”

Swish. Tick.

“Bloody hell, Martha, you can hit harder than that.” laughed Violet.

“One!” said Travis, even though he hadn’t been ordered to count, and the other boys burst out laughing.

“Shut it, Travis, we’re not counting that one! Try again Martha.”

Swish. Whack.

“Not bad. A bit harder though.”

Swish. Whack.

“That’s better. Now eight more, in quick succession.”

“Seven, Mistress Violet.”

“Last warning, Travis.”

“Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

“That’s it! You’re a natural. Dismissed boys. Let’s get a coffee, Martha.”

Saturday 20 June 91

One Saturday, after they had got home and had dinner, Violet and Martha were at home in their lounge. Violet had been browsing something on her laptop but now she kept glancing at Martha as if she was about to say something but had then changed her mind. Martha could tell that something was off.

“Is everything ok, Violet? Is there something bothering you?”

“Well, yes, I was just, well . . . It’s a bit embarrassing.”

“Come on, Violet, you can trust me. We’re besties now, after all.”

“Well, it’s just that . . . you know . . . I’m a woman and I have needs . . . And it’s been a while . . . “

Martha wasn’t sure exactly where this was going. Was Violet making a pass at her? And would she mind if she was?

“What is it, Violet?”

“Well, I was wondering, you wouldn’t object to me having a boy over, would you?”

Martha was relieved. And at the same time a little disappointed.

“No, of course not, Violet. I’m delighted that you’ve met someone. Of course he can come over. The house is in both our names, after all.”

“No, you don’t understand. It’s not someone I’ve met. He’ll be a rental, for just one night, for, you know, a bit of fun.”

Martha was shocked.

“What? You mean a . . .  I’ve no objection, Violet. You do you.”

“Would you like one as well?”

Now Martha was really embarrassed.

“I don’t think I could, Violet. I’ve never done anything like that. I wouldn’t even know how to go about it. I wouldn’t know where to go.”

“You don’t have to go anywhere. Scoot over and have a look at this.”

“Martha shuffled across and peered at Violets laptop screen.

“Hire-a-Hunk! What’s that?”

“It’s their website. You can hire a boy for a night. It’s pricey but worth it. I’ve used them before, when Myla’s been away.”

Martha looked at the screen, and her face started to redden. The screen showed 20 pictures of naked young males with their equipment at defcon 1. And at the bottom it said: “Page 1 of 43.”

“They’re certainly all well hung. Commented Martha.”

“Of course. Most of them will have had CATs.”

“What’s a CAT?” asked Martha.

“You don’t know? No, of course, I don’t think it’s allowed in the Union.”

“So, what is it?”

“Body modification. CAT stands for ‘cock and tongue’. I forget the official term, but everyone calls them CATs.”

“So, what modifications do they do?”

“Well, generally they add two or three inches to the cock, so that . . . well, you know.”

“And the tongue?”

“It gets made narrower and longer, so it can . . . you know . . . reach in a bit further.”

“Oh my god!” laughed Martha. “And there’s so many to choose from!”

“Well, not so many actually. This is their entire stable. I need to set a few filters . . . So first I set location to Aurora . . . then I select the date . . . today . . . and the time range . . . let’s see . . . you have to choose a six-hour time slot . . .  here we go 22:00 to 27:59 . . . and ‘Apply’.”

The screen refreshed and now showed only 15 males.

“So, why is it only showing 15 now?” asked Martha.

“These are the one’s based in their Aurora stable that are available for the timeslot I picked. So, now I just have to choose one.”

Violet liked the look of a 22-year-old named Ben, so clicked on him. The screen refreshed to show his details, multiple pictures from different angles, and close ups of his equipment. Then underneath, there were some customer reviews.

“He’s got good reviews. Listen to this:” said Violet,

“Best fuck I’ve had in years – Jane2190”

“Oh my goddess, that tongue, I exploded with pleasure – SaraXXX”

“Wow, he’s got a cock to die for and knows how to use it – Jessica819”

“It seems he doesn’t disappoint.” commented Martha.

“Yes, he’ll do nicely. I’m going for it.” said Violet as she clicked on “Add to basket.”.

“So, what do you think, Martha? Would you like one too?”

“No, I can’t, Violet. I’ve never been with any man other than Colin.”

“So how long ago was your last time?”

“About 2 years.”

“All the more reason, then. Come on Martha, have some fun. They’re all trained in the art of pleasuring women. And they’re sterilised, and they’re tested regularly.”

“I can’t, Violet. I’m just not ready. Maybe another time.”

“Ok, Martha, I won’t push you.”

Violet clicked ‘Checkout’ and paid, and a short time later received an order confirmation.

“Let’s have a brew.” said Violet and she headed for the kitchen.

Just before 22:00, a van arrived and backed up their drive, and a woman got out and knocked on their door. Violet answered it.

“Hello.”

“Hi, Ms Violet? I’ve got Ben for you.”

She opened the rear doors of the van. It contained three long narrow cages side by side, two of them occupied. She opened one and leaned in and seemed to fiddle with something.

Then she came back holding a lead attached to the collar around a boy’s neck. The boy was naked apart from the collar, but he carried a small holdall.

Martha peered out of the window. She noticed “Hire-a-Hunk” emblazoned on the side of the van, on the woman’s shirt and on the boy’s holdall. “There’s no hiding this from the neighbours.” she thought.

“Here you are, Ms Violet. Someone will come and collect him after 27:59 or you can give us a call if you finish with him earlier.”

“Thank you.”

“Enjoy.”

Violet closed the door and went into the lounge pulling Ben after her by his lead.

“Here he is Martha. Isn’t he cute?”

“Yes, very nice.” replied Martha,

“You can leave your bag there, Ben.”

“Yes, Mistress Violet.”

“What’s in the bag?” asked Martha.

“I believe it’s a dressing gown, a towel and an assortment of sex toys. That’s right, isn’t it Ben?”

“Yes, Mistress Violet.”

“Well, can’t stand here nattering. We’ve got things to do! See you later, Martha.”

“Sure thing, Violet. Have fun!”

Martha washed up the coffee cups and then went back to the lounge. Then she yawned and decided to have an early night. In bed, she could hear muffled sounds from Violet’s room, but they didn’t bother her, and she drifted off to sleep.

Something woke her up later. She glanced at the clock: 25:40. No sounds coming from Violet’s room, she must have finished.

Knock Knock.

She sat up: “Who’s there? Is that you, Violet?”

“Please Mistress Martha, Mistress Violet said I was to come to you.”

Martha was horrified. She sat there in silence for a good 30 seconds. Then she made a decision. She switched the room light on and said: “Come in, Ben.”

The door opened and Ben came in.

“Mistress Violet said you have been having a stressful time lately. She said I should offer to help you relax.”

Martha didn’t deny it.

“I guess that’s true.”

“May I, Mistress?”

“You may.”

Ben came forward and pulled the sheets and blankets to the side, revealing Martha in all her naked splendour. Martha’s pussy was mostly shaved, but with a line of hair up top. Ben came right up to Martha.

“Head up please, Mistress.”

She raised her head, and Ben adjusted her pillows so she could get in a more comfortable position.

Then he went back and got onto the bed. He pushed her legs apart and moved in, then put his hands behind her legs below her knees and pushed them up towards her head. She helped him by grabbing her own ankles.

He then shuffled in closer with his mouth slightly parted and his tongue protruding. She could see that his tongue was indeed elongated; it was about two inches longer than a normal tongue, and the last inch and a half was only half an inch wide. He got into position and just looked at her from between her legs, making eye contact. The fact that his tongue was so close to her pussy without touching it drove her wild with anticipation, and soon she could feel herself getting wet.

He then looked down.

The tip of his pointy tongue touched her perineum, stayed motionless for a second, and then slowly moved up her body in a shallow semi-circle, passing a good inch to the left of her pussy, until it ended up an inch above her clit, the journey taking all of five seconds. The tongue then reversed course and slowly made its way back down to its starting position, but on arrival, it kept going and started on a similar journey around the right side of her pussy, before once again reversing direction above the clit, and once again heading back to the perineum.

Having arrived back at its starting point, it seemed to take a rest for a couple of seconds, before setting off once more. The second journey was similar to the first one, except this time the tongue decided on a short cut and by-passed the pussy by only half an inch. Up and left of the pussy, back down, up and right of the pussy, back down.

The tongue then had another breather before going exploring once again. This third journey was again similar but this time it gently traversed the surface of the labia, which were parted due to the angle of Martha’s legs, and reversed direction on reaching the clitoris. Again, first to the left and then to the right. When it made it home after this third journey, perhaps its exertions had made it feel a bit hot and sweaty, because it took the opportunity to have a nice long bath in the juices now flowing freely from Martha’s hole.

After thoroughly refreshing itself, the tongue appeared to have become bored with its circuitous wanderings, because this time it travelled slowly straight up the slit, forcing the labia wider apart as it did so, until five seconds later it once again found its old friend, the clitoris, which it greeted joyfully with rapid small circular motions. Having said hello, the tongue then went back the way it came, again taking five seconds on the journey.

It then started moving up and down the slit more rapidly, doing the return journey in about a second, and sometimes having a quick look inside the vagina as it passed. It repeated this motion for nearly a minute, then without warning, as the tongue was once more passing over the vagina, it suddenly darted in, like a rabbit who had just seen a fox.

Martha’s back momentarily arched in shock at the unexpected intrusion.

The tongue hid there for a good five seconds as if wondering whether it was safe to come out. Then it slowly retreated, but just as it was about to emerge, it darted back in again. It then started a full minute of rapid in and out thrusts. Martha felt as if her entire vagina had been invaded. Indeed, it felt like the tongue was reaching right into her womb. Martha’s juices had stopped flowing, but only because they had no way to escape.

After the minute of thrusting, the tongue finally emerged and went back to rapidly moving up and down her slit, again greeting the clitoris with rapid circular motions on each visit. This went on for another minute.

Just as the tongue was about to dive inside once more, Martha exploded into the most intense orgasm she could ever remember. As soon as it started, the tongue immediately returned to comfort its friend the clitoris in its time of stress, making rapid movements all over it for the full duration of the orgasm.

Ben withdrew slightly, and guided Martha’s legs back down into a more natural position. Martha couldn’t manage it by herself as her thighs were shaking, and she had not yet regained full control of her muscles. Ben looked up. Martha was looking up with her mouth wide open and a look of pure bliss on her face.

It took a few minutes for Martha to recover. Ben simply waited for her. She looked down at him with a big smile on her face.

“Ben, I don’t know what to say. I’ve never experienced anything like that before. It was amazing.”

“I am happy to have pleased you, Mistress Martha.”

The smile on Martha’s face suddenly grew wider. She shuffled over until she was sitting on the side of the bed, reached back and tidied the pillows, then gave a command.

“Ben, up here, laying down, on your back.”

Ben shuffled up and got into the required position. Martha then walked down to the foot of the bed and climbed on. She then crawled up on her hands and knees between Ben’s legs, pushing them apart as she went.

“Just lay back and relax.” she commanded.

She looked down at his circumcised cock. It was half asleep on his belly, but still six inches long. Still on her hands and knees, she shuffled herself forward a bit more, then used one hand to grasp his cock, relying on the other to retain her position.

She leaned down and took it into her mouth. Immediately, she could feel it start to grow. It was nearly two years since she had last had her lips around a nice cock. She was going to enjoy this.

She began by working on just the head. She slowly and gently moved her lips up and down the purple helmet, taking just the first inch and a half inside, before drawing back almost to the point where the cock was free. She repeated this action over and over, and each time the helmet was inside her mouth, her tongue worked furiously to tickle its sensitive surface.

After two minutes, she decided to change tactics. She withdrew from the cock for a moment, still grasping it in her hand, intending to take a breath before attacking once again. It was then when she glanced down that she realised how big it had become. It was a monster! She moved her hand down to the base and adjusted the cock to a vertical alignment.

“My god, Ben, this thing has got to be a foot long!”

“That’s right, Mistress, twelve and a half inches officially.”

Martha admired it for a few moments. She could just make out a faint scar halfway along its length where it had been extended.

She decided to go on the offensive once more. She opened her mouth wide and went on the attack. Her mouth surrounded the monster on all sides. Her lips advanced just beyond the helmet before they closed in and made contact. They then marched forwards. They made it to within four inches of his balls before they had to call a halt. She just couldn’t get any more in. She had never performed deep throat before and wasn’t about to try it now. That would be a skill to be learnt sometime in the future, if indeed it was even possible with a cock this size.

Instead, her lips decided to consolidate the eight inches of cock they had already conquered and began to reconnoitre the area by rapidly moving up and down its surface, examining every inch in great detail. Eight inches was still a lot of ground for her lips to cover, so they called for reinforcements, and her tongue joined in, concentrating on the helmet and the next few inches, while her lips dealt with the shaft.

Martha continued exploring Ben’s cock for ten minutes before pausing to say:

“Ben, I don’t want you to come yet so let me know if you’re getting close and I’ll stop.”

“Don’t worry, Mistress Martha, I’m a trained pleasure slave, I won’t come without permission.”

Martha resumed her duties on his cock for a few more minutes before sitting up.

“I need this thing inside of me. I want to ride it.” she said.

She shuffled forward and positioned herself with her pussy over his cock. She was on her hands and feet, rather than her knees, as she had decided to squat ride him. She slowly lowered herself down and used one hand to guide his cock to her pussy. Once his cock had arrived, she moved it backwards and forward along her slit, using his helmet to part her labia, and once this was accomplished she aimed him at her hole and slowly sank down onto him. Down and down she went, until she had absorbed all 12 inches of him.

Her position didn’t feel quite right, she thought, so she moved her hands off the bed and rested them on his chest instead. That was better. She began to move up and down on his cock. She started slowly, and at first only raised herself a few inches, with most of his cock still inside her. Gradually, she increased the speed and then the length of her thrusts.

Squat riding is hard work, Martha thought, and she was thinking about changing to another position, but then almost by accident she discovered that her technique was faulty; she had been reversing her downward thrusts too early. It was better, she realised, to continue the downward thrusts all the way to his balls, then her arse could bounce of his thighs, and she wouldn’t need to expend so much energy on the upward thrust.

She continued bouncing up and down on his cock for a full five minutes. She hadn’t enjoyed herself so much for ages. Then she felt another climax approaching. As her orgasm approached, she tensed up, and she stopped her thrusting when she was at the uppermost point in the trajectory. She glanced down at Ben.

“Come for me, Ben.”

To compensate for Martha having stopped her thrusting, Ben started thrusting instead. He lifted his arse off the bed and thrust upwards, pushing his cock into Martha as far as he could, then dropped back down again, then thrust up once more. On his third upward thrust, he started to come, so he stopped his movements with his arse raised high and his cock extending deep into Martha’s womb.

Spurt after spurt of hot spunk erupted from his monster cock and splattered inside her womb, while she screamed and shook from her orgasm. When her orgasm had subsided, she gradually sank down, pushing Ben back down with her.

After a moment, she leaned forward and kissed Ben on the lips. Then she climbed off him and rolled over to lay on her back next to him.

“Thank you, Ben, that was wonderful.”

“My pleasure, Mistress.”

They both got up and had showers. Ben dried himself with his own towel and then put his dressing gown on.

“Come into the kitchen, Ben. I’ll make you a cup of tea while you wait. They should be here in about 20 minutes.”

“Thank you, Mistress Martha.”

Sunday 21 June 91

The next morning at breakfast, the ladies discussed last night’s events.

“So, Martha, how did you get on with Ben last night?”

“My god, Violet, Ben was amazing. What a monster cock he’s got. And that magical tongue! My goddess, I needed that so badly, I just didn’t know it. Thank you for sending him over to me. I should have listened to you.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it, Martha.”

“One thing I was wondering, though. When Ben arrived, he was naked in a cage, and he was brought out on a leash.”

“So?”

“Well, when the lady arrived to pick him up, I opened the door, and he just wandered over and jumped in the passenger seat.”

“It’s presentation, I guess, to make the customer confident that she’s the one who’s in charge.”

“Makes sense.”

“Anyway, from now on, we’re going to have a boy over every Saturday. How does that sound?”

“It sounds wonderful, Violet.”

“Come here, girl.”

They held each other tightly and kissed.

Monday 22 June 91

When Martha and Violet arrived at Darcie’s Transport the next day, they were both in high spirits. The great sex they had both had on Saturday had worked wonders. They both felt full of life.

Just as they sat down, Darcie came out of her office.

“Morning girls.”

“Morning, Ms Darcie.”

“Look at this!” said Darcie, holding a letter in her hand.

“What is it?” asked Violet.

“Speeding ticket! David again. That’s the third time this year. What is it this time? 45 in a 30 going through Diana. Caught by a hidden camera. He just won’t learn. Well, he will have to be taught. Give him 6 lashes after discipline today, and make sure he knows it will be 6 more if he gets caught again. I’m fed up with it. Sorry to start your week off on such a sour note.”

“Don’t worry, boss, we’ll take care of it.”

“Thanks, girls.”

Darcie went back into her office.

“Come on, Martha, let’s get this out of the way, then we’ll come back and have a brew.”

“Have we really got to whip David?”

“Yes, that’s what Darcie said. David has got to learn. You can’t go tearing through Diana at 45 in a big truck. It’s not on.”

“I suppose you’re right.”

“Come on, we’ll do half each. Grab the whip and a pair of handcuffs, you should find them in that store cupboard.”

They walked over to the truck garage and found the boys waiting for them. Martha held the whip and handcuffs behind her back out of sight. She glanced at David, he didn’t look worried, he probably didn’t know the speeding fine had arrived, maybe he hadn’t even seen the flash to know he’d been caught.

“Morning boys.” said Violet and Martha.

“Morning Mistress Violet, Morning Mistress Martha.” replied the boys.

“Right, let’s get on with it. Harry.”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

“David.”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

“Take over, Martha.”

“Ok, Violet. Here, hold these.” replied Martha.

The boys noticed the whip and handcuffs and their eyes opened wide. They knew the girls wouldn’t have brought them with them for no reason and wondered which one of them was going to be getting a lashing.

“Travis.” said Martha.

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

“Edward.”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

Violet stepped forward. She gave the whip and cuffs back to Martha.

“Right, listen up boys. Sad to say, young David here has been caught speeding for the third time this year.”

David suddenly looked fearful, certain that he was going to feel the whip.

“Yes, you, David. Speeding through Diana this time, 45 in a 30. You know they’re always putting up new hidden cameras all over the place, but you still do it. You just won’t learn, David. Well, Darcie says you’re to have 6 lashes, and there will be 6 more if you get caught again. So, let’s get on with it. Strip off. Keep your shoes and socks on, everything else off.”

David stripped off.

“Where do we do it?” asked Martha.

“We’ll use the gantry crane.”

“This way boys.”

They all went further into the garage, where there was a gantry crane, normally used for lifting engines and other heavy items in and out of the trucks. It was operated by a control panel that was suspended from the gantry on a cable.

Violet grabbed the control panel and pressed ‘Forward’ and then ‘Right’ until the hook was over an open area of the garage.

“Stand here, David. Hands out forward.”

David came over and stood still with his hands held forward.

“Cuff him, Martha.”

Martha cuffed his hands in front of him.

“Right, hook him up.”

Violet pressed ‘Down’ on the control panel until Martha was able to reach the hook and loop the cuffs over it. Violet then pressed ‘Up’ until David’s feet were about 6 inches off the ground.

Violet took the whip off Martha.

“I’ll go first. Watch my technique.”

“You stand behind and well to the left and pull the whip back like this, then while the fall and cracker are still moving back, you lunge forward again, like this.”

Swish. Crack.

David held it in as the first lash struck him on the upper back.

“Got it?”

“Yes, I see.“ said Martha.

Swish. Crack. Yelp.

David let out a little yelp at the second lash which was a bit lower.

Swish. Crack. Argh.

The third lash overlayed the first, and David screamed.

“Right, take over, Martha.”

Martha took the whip and stood where Violet had been standing.

“That’s it. Now flick it back. Now, forward.”

Swish. Crack. Yelp.

Martha’s first attempt lashed David’s arse, causing David to give a little yelp.

“Not bad but aim for the upper back. It’s ok to hit the arse, but the upper back is better. Avoid the lower back though.”

Swish. Crack. Yelp.

Martha’s second lash hit David’s upper back but without much power.

Swish. Crack. Argh.

Her third lash was more powerful and caused David to scream.

“Right, all done. Uncuff him.” said Violet as she pressed ‘Down’ on the control panel.

Martha unhooked and then uncuffed David.

“Dismissed, boys. And try to stay out of trouble in future, David.”

The rest of the day passed without incident.

Monday 9 September 91

Eleven weeks later. It was 08:45 on a Monday morning and Martha and Violet were in their office, having just come back from the Monday arse-caning session.

Violet made the coffees, took one into Darcie and gave one to Martha. They both got on with their work and the day passed quickly.

They arrived home and Violet made a brew and came back to the lounge to sit with Martha. Violet looked at Martha.

“You’ve been very quiet today, Martha. Is everything ok?”

“I’m sorry, Violet, I know I’ve not been great company today. It’s been a struggle to hold myself together.”

“Why, what’s troubling you Martha. You can tell me.”

Violet moved closer to give Martha a hug.

“It’s just . . . It’s my boy.”

“Danny? What about him? Have you heard something?”

“No . . . it’s just that today is his birthday . . . he would be 17 today . . . if he was still alive.”

Martha broke down.

“My poor boy.”

“Martha, Martha. Don’t talk like that. Think positive.”

Martha continued sobbing, so Violet moved in close and kissed her full on the lips. Her tongue parted Martha’s lips and entered and played with Martha’s tongue. Then she held her tightly and rocked her with her eyes closed.

Violet became aware of Martha staring at her.

“I’m sorry, Martha, I didn’t mean to go that far. I’m so sorry.”

“No, don’t apologize, Violet. I liked it. It made me feel . . . wanted.”

They kissed again, this time for a full ten seconds.

“Did you like that, Martha?”

“Yes, Violet.”

“Let’s go into my bedroom, Martha. I’ll help you to relax.”

They both went into Violet’s bedroom and slowly undressed each other.

“You know, you’ve got a beautiful body, Martha.”

“Thank you, Violet. And so have you.”

“Get on the bed Martha. I’m going to make you feel good.”

Martha got on the bed and lay down on her back.

“Turn over. On your knees, face on the pillow, arse up.”

Martha turned over.

“You’ve got a beautiful arse, Martha.”

“Thank you, Violet.”

Violet got onto the bed and crawled forward. Then she grabbed both of Martha’s thighs and gently pushed.

“A bit wider, please Martha.”

Martha spread her legs slightly.

Violet held onto Martha’s arse cheeks, then extended her tongue and gently made contact with Martha’s clitoris. She then ran her tongue slowly upwards, into Martha’s slit, forcing her labia apart, then right through the slit and out the other side, over her perineum and up to her arse hole. Then she poked her tongue in Martha’s hole a little way, then started back again, over the perineum, through the slit, between the labia, and finally arrived back at the clit. She took her time, taking 3 or 4 seconds in each direction.

“Just relax, Martha, and enjoy.”

Martha sighed with contentment.

Violet kept on slowly licking. Up – down – up - down. If she felt that Martha was getting too close to an orgasm, she would slow her licks down and her downward licks would change to upward licks before she reached Martha’s clit. But if not, she would speed her licks up, and when she reached the clit, she would dwell on it for a second or two, giving it little flicks.

She teased Martha in this way for a full ten minutes. She then reached into a bedside draw and pulled out her 12 inch long, 2-inch diameter black ribbed knobbler.

She positioned the tip of the dildo over Martha’s slit and worked it up and down until it slipped between her labia, then she kept rubbing it up and down for a few seconds more to collect some of Martha’s juices. She moved the tip to Martha’s hole and gently pushed. Martha’s hole fought back, so Violet increased the pressure, and it suddenly popped in, then as if surrendering, only light pressure was needed to push it in the rest of the way.

Violet then slowly withdrew it until only about an inch was still inside Martha, then the dildo was on its way in once more. Violet started out slowly, taking 2 seconds to insert and 2 seconds to withdraw, pushing all 12 inches in, and then drawing 11 of them back out.

After about a minute, Violet upped the pace, taking 1 second in and 1 second out. She kept this up for another minute and then doubled the speed once again.

Martha was beginning to make gasping noises, and Violet could tell she was getting close. Her juices were streaming out every time Violet withdrew the dildo.

Suddenly, Martha screamed as her orgasm overwhelmed her.

When she had recovered, she turned to look at Violet.

“Thank you, Violet, that was wonderful.”

Martha turned over and lay on her back. Violet moved up and kissed her on the lips. Their tongues explored each other’s mouths. Finally, they parted.

“I love you, Martha.”

“And I love you, Violet.”

“Scoot over, Martha. You’re sleeping with me tonight.”

Tuesday 10 September 91

The next day, after work, Martha and Violet were busy rearranging their wardrobes. Violet had emptied half of her wardrobe to let Martha use it. Martha was moving into Violet’s room full time.

“This will do for the time being, Martha. We’ll put the stuff we use the most in here, and the stuff we don’t use so often can go in the wardrobe in your old room. At the weekend, we’ll go into Aurora. There’s a nice furniture store there, we’ll order one of those huge double wardrobes.”

“Good thinking, Violet. And you know what? Let’s get one of those huge Queen Size beds.” suggested Martha.

“Yes! I like it. The bed in your old room is the oldest, so we’ll chuck that, and this one can go in there instead.”

“Looks like Myla won’t need to sleep in the slave’s room after all.”

The ladies looked forward to a weekend shopping splurge.

Saturday 28 September 91

Nearly three weeks later, on a Saturday afternoon, and Martha and Violet were at Aurora railway station awaiting the 11:50 arrival of the train from Victoria. On board was Violet’s daughter, Myla. She was coming home after 5 months of work experience with the DST. As it happened, it was also Myla’s birthday. She was 19 that day.

They saw the train pull in, and Martha and Violet both kept their eyes peeled. Martha had never met Myla, but she had seen pictures so thought she would probably recognize her.

Sure enough, Martha spotted her first.

“Is that her, Violet dear?”

“Yes! Yes it is! Myla! Myla!”

Myla came up to them beaming and immediately ran into Violet’s open arms for a big hug and a kiss.

“Welcome back, Myla. And happy birthday, darling. How was your trip.”

“It was fine, mum.”

“Myla, meet my new partner, Martha.”

“I’m delighted to meet you, Ms Martha. Mum has told me so much about you.”

“And I’m so happy to meet you, Myla. And Happy birthday, my dear. And please, just call me Martha.”

“Thank you, Martha.”

“Well, shall we go? Come Myla darling, the car is just around the corner.”

Soon they arrived home and Myla dumped her stuff in her room. Then Martha put the kettle on and made three teas, and they all assembled in the lounge.

Myla spoke: “Martha, I’m so happy you and mum are together. When mum told me she had found someone to house share I was delighted, but when she told me you had become partners, I was overjoyed. I couldn’t bear to think of mum all by herself. I don’t think she’s cut out to be a loner.”

“Thank you, Myla. I’m so happy to hear you say that. Your mother and I love each other very much. Violet told me all about you, and she wasn’t exaggerating when she said you are a very beautiful young lady.”

“Thank you, Martha, you’re very kind.”

“So, what are you going to do next, Myla? How long will you be staying?” asked Violet.

“I’ve only got a week off, mum. Then it’s back to Victoria to start my police training.”

“And how long is that?”

“It’s 32 weeks, mum.”

“And when you’ve finished that, you’ll be a fully-fledged police officer?”

“That’s right.”

“So, what did the DST have you doing?”

“Well, I was very lucky as it turned out. My work experienced coincided with this year’s intake of boys. So, after 10 days of lectures in the DST offices in Victoria, I qualified as an Assistant, and I got assigned to a Guardess. I helped her look after her group of boys right throughout their Phase 1 and Phase 2 training.”

“That’s wonderful, dear. Well, let me go check the dinner. We’ve got a lovely roast. And there’s some birthday presents for you to unwrap, and a lovely birthday cake.”

After dinner, Myla had been playing on her laptop when she became aware that she hadn’t seen Martha or Violet for about half an hour. She got up and soon found them both nattering away in the kitchen. They had nearly finished working their way through a mountain of washing up. All that remained was the drying and putting away.

“Mum, you should have called me. I would have helped.” cried Myla.

“No dear, it’s your birthday. Just sit down and relax.”

“Do you still have Betty’s Boys? Couldn’t you just leave it to them?”

“They only come round on Tuesday’s, Myla. I can’t leave the kitchen in a mess until then.”

“You know what, mum? You should get yourself a boy. I know you said you couldn’t afford one, but that was when it was just you. Now that you have Martha, between the two of you, you could easily afford a companion-domestic. You’re both working full time and you deserve to put your feet up when you get home, not sweat over a hot stove.”

“I’m not so sure, Myla.”

“It would be cheaper in the long run, too. You wouldn’t need Betty’s Boys anymore.”

“That’s true. What do you think, Martha?”

“I’m not sure I would be comfortable owning a slave, Violet.”

“Have a think about it, you two. I hate to think of you both working yourselves to the bone.”

Sunday 6 October 91

Violet loved having her daughter home again, even if only temporarily. But the week just flew by, and in next to no time, Violet and Martha were at Aurora railway station once again, this time waving goodbye to Myla.

“Good luck on your course, Myla darling. Keep in touch.”

“I will, mum, goodbye. Goodbye, Martha.”

“Goodbye, Myla dear.”

Tuesday 8 October 91

The next Tuesday evening, after work, Violet brought up Myla’s suggestion of getting a boy.

“You know, Martha, Myla’s got a point. I just paid Betty, and it is quite expensive. It mounts up, week in, week out. Don’t get me wrong, her boys do a very good job, but it’s an expense we could save. And of course, though I didn’t like to mention it in front of Myla, we wouldn’t need our Saturday boy from Hire-a-Hunk anymore. So, we would save there as well.”

“I don’t know, Violet. Owning a slave just doesn’t sit well with me.”

“But just think about it, Martha. Darcie tells me all the boys dream of being bought by private lady buyers as companion-domestics. It’s a far better life for them than working on a farm or in a factory. So, if we did get one, we would be doing him a huge favour.”

“I hadn’t thought of that, Violet. You know, you do have a point.”

Martha thought about poor Danny. If he was still alive, she hated the thought that he might be slaving away on a farm or in a factory somewhere. She much preferred the idea of a nice lady about her own age owning him, having him do chores around the house and in the garden, being kind to him, and treating him almost like a son.

“Where would we get one?”

“I asked Darcie. She said that it’s possible to buy from private sellers, the Aurora Times has a slave sale listing every Thursday. But you can wait ages for a suitable boy to become available. She reckons our best bet would be the VSA in Victoria. They have sales every week.”

“What’s the VSA?”

“Victoria Slave Auctions. Darcie said auctions can be a bit scary the first time you use them, but if you know what you’re doing, you can pick up a bargain.”

“So, we have to go to Victoria?”

“You can view and bid for them on-line.”

“How much would a boy cost?”

“Darcie reckons about 100,000 credits on average. The big sales happen once every three years. That’s when the brand-new boys get sold off. About 1000 all in one go, all just out of training, age 18. We’ve just missed one so the next one’s not for another three years. But Darcie says we’d be better off getting a second hand one anyway, maybe mid-20’s. That way they’ve got more experience, and they tend to be cheaper. There’s always a few of them up for auction every week.”

“So, what would we be looking for, exactly?”

“We need what’s called a companion-domestic. When you only have one slave, you need him to be able to do everything. You don’t want a specialist. Darcie said that the DME teaches them English, arithmetic, history, etiquette, cooking and domestics. And pleasuring, of course. Hang on, that’s only seven, I’m sure there was eight. Oh, yes, and gardening.”

“So, a companion-domestic will be able to do almost everything then?”

“Well, they all get taught everything. Whether they’re any good at it is another question. That’s why you have to check their stats and not just choose the one who looks nicest.”

Violet switched her laptop on, and they spent the rest of the evening going through the boys on the VSA website.

They made up a shortlist of 6 boys who were up for auction the following Sunday, but they hadn’t made up their minds if they were going to bid or not.

Finally, Violet said: “Let’s ask Darcie for advice tomorrow.”

“That’s a good idea.” said Martha.

Wednesday 9 October 91

The next day, Martha and Violet asked Darcie if she could give them some advice on buying a slave.

“If I were you, I wouldn’t bother browsing their web site at all. You’ll just end up setting your heart on one particular boy that you probably won’t be able to get, and you’ll just end up disappointed. Better to just pick a Sunday when you’re free and go down to the VSA in Victoria. Speak to their staff. Tell them you want a companion-domestic, what you’re preferred age range is, I suggest mid-20’s. And make sure to tell them he’ll likely be your only slave. They’ll know who they’ve got who would suit you. They’ll probably be able to point out 3 or 4. Then go to the gallery and actually see the boys in person. The official VSA pictures are always flattering, and the VSA are not above ‘improving’ the pictures, so go look for yourselves. They’ll be on view in the gallery. But don’t just look, talk to them, ask them questions. That way you can usually get a feel for who would be a good fit and who wouldn’t.”

“Then when it comes to the auction, decide your limit and stick to it. Don’t go over. Even if it means coming back empty handed. You can always go back the following week. Oh, one more thing, this may sound silly, but you’ll be surprised how many ladies forget. If you’re going to buy a slave, make sure you’ve got somewhere to put him.”

Martha and Violet thanked Darcie for the advice and went back to work. That evening they discussed it again, and Violet finally convinced Martha that they should get a boy.

“Let’s go into town after work tomorrow.” said Violet. “We’ll pop into Paula’s Punishments and arrange to get his rooms kitted out.” said Violet.

“Which rooms?” asked Martha.

“The slave’s room and the punishment room. They’re both full of junk at the moment so we’ll need to have a clear out.”

“Are we going to discipline him then?”

“Of course. He’ll need to be kept obedient.”

Paula’s Punishments of Aurora excelled themselves. They had a spare slot that very Friday and sent a team in to fit out the slave bedroom and the punishment room.

Sunday 13 October 91

At 10:15 the following Sunday, Martha and Violet walked into the VSA in Victoria. They approached the information desk.

“Good morning, ladies. My name is Lola. Do you require any help?”

“Good morning, Lola. My name is Violet, and this is my partner, Martha. We’re hoping to find a companion-domestic.”

“And will he be your only slave?”

“Yes.”

“And what sort of age are you thinking of?”

“Mid-20’s.”

“Right, so we’ve got three that might suit you on sale here today. They’ve all been employed as companion-domestics since they completed slave training.”

Lola picked up a brochure and flipped through the pages and, using a marker pen, highlighted three of them.

“We have 65-1-2976. He’s 26, 5 feet 11, blue eyes. Let’s see, 2 previous owners, an excellent gardener but below average in pleasure. Then there’s 68-1-4045, 23, 5 feet 10, blue eyes, 1 previous owner, below average in cooking and pleasure, and finally 68-1-8722, 23, 5 feet 6, blue eyes again, 1 previous owner, above average in cooking and pleasure, below average in gardening.”

“I like this one. 8722.” said Martha. “He’s cute.”

“He’s a bit on the short side, but yes, he is cute.” said Violet.

“Do we know why the previous owner sold him?” asked Martha.

“No, but overall, his stats are above average, so if I had to take a guess, I would say it’s his height. Most ladies like taller boys. Anyway, there’s no location marked on the brochure, but there’s only 11 boys on sale today, so you won’t have any trouble finding them. So, if you’d like to see them, just go up that way, and through those double doors there you’ll find the gallery. The auction room is over there on the left. The auction today is at 15:00.”

Martha and Violet arrived in the gallery and began strolling around looking in the display cases.

“Ah, this is 8722.” said Martha.

They looked him up and down.

“Turn around slowly, 8722.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Why is he – all of them – at, you know, attention?” whispered Martha to Violet.

“I don’t know.” said Violet, staring at 8722’s cock.

“Oh, I see, if you look closely, you can see he’s got bands around his equipment. I guess they make them wear them so you can see what you’re getting. See?”

“No! I’m not about to gawp at his cock.”

“Boy!” said Martha. “How old was your previous owner?”

“24, Mistress.”

“Any idea why she sold you?” asked Violet.

“She didn’t really like me, Mistress. She wanted someone taller.”

“So, why did she buy you in the first place?” asked Martha.

“She didn’t, Mistress. Her mother bought me for her as a gift for her 19th birthday. I guess she kept me until she could afford to replace me. I’m glad she . . .”

“Go on.” said Martha.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. It is not my place to complain.”

Martha was suspicious.

“Was she cruel to you, 8722?”

The boy didn’t know what to say. Slaves were not supposed to complain about their owners, but he didn’t want to lie to Martha. So, he said nothing. But Martha, being a mother of a boy, could read their moods better than Violet.

“I think that’s a yes.” She whispered to Violet.

They wandered off in search of 2976 and 4045 but Martha already knew she wanted 8722.

Later that day, when they sat down in the auction room, they were surprised by how few ladies were present. No more than twenty, thought Martha.

When 8722 came up, there wasn’t much interest.

Only one other lady bid for him, and she gave up at 60,000 credits, which meant Martha and Violet’s bid of 65,000 credits was accepted. They went to pay for him at the desk. A deposit of 20,000 credits, then 10 monthly payments of 4,680 credits, interest included. They chose to take him themselves rather than have him delivered.

Twenty minutes later, he was theirs, together with shoes, socks, underpants, shorts and a VSA T-shirt. A collar and lead were also provided, and they were given the ownership certificate and finance documentation and assured that VSA would register the change of ownership.

So, they loaded him into the back of their car and set off for Aurora and home.

On the way, Martha asked: “Boy, what name did your previous owner give you?”

“Tiny, Mistress.”

“Really? Well, you can forget that name, we’ll come up with a better one.”

Violet and Martha spent the rest of the journey trying to think of a name. Finally, they decided on Billy.

“Do you like your new name, Billy?” asked Martha.

“Yes, Mistress Martha. Thank you.” replied Billy.

Saturday 19 October 91

Billy had settled in well. His cooking stats had been understated. He was a marvellous cook. Martha and Violet really appreciated coming home to tasty home cooked meals every day and not having to rush about and rustle up something quick and easy out of a tin. And unlike the practice in most households, they had their boy sit at their table and eat with them.

And Billy kept the house spick and span as well. He wasn’t a gifted gardener, but then neither Martha nor Violet were especially interested in the garden. As long as it looked neat and tidy, they were happy, and Billy was well capable of using the lawn mower and doing a spot of weeding.

“We’ll just hire a professional gardener once a year to prune the bushes and shrubs.” said Violet.

But now it was early Saturday evening, when the girls usually got their Hire-a-Hunk boy in. Part of the rationale for buying Billy was that they would save the cost of the Hire-a-Hunk. But would Billy be a worthy replacement in that department? Violet and Martha were both getting horny and decided it was time to find out.

“Ready for some fun?” asked Violet.

“Of course, Violet darling. Where’s Billy?”

“In the kitchen doing the washing up. Let’s go grab him.”

Martha and Violet walked to their bedroom. As she passed the kitchen door, Violet called to him.

“Leave that for now, Billy. Come with us. We have a job for you.”

Billy followed the women into their bedroom, wondering what they wanted.

“Take your clothes off, Billy. Everything. Leave them on that chair.”

Billy undressed, his eyes wide.

“Right, get on the bed Billy, on your back in the middle. Scoot up and put your head on the pillow.”

Martha and Violet undressed, looking at Billy the whole time.

“I think his cock likes us, Martha.” said Violet, looking between Billy’s legs.

“So, it would seem. Let’s have a closer look.”

The two ladies got onto the bed and crawled up to Danny’s cock.

“It’s a really nice cock. Let’s see if it gets any bigger.” said Martha.

She moved closer to Billy’s cock from one side until her tongue made contact with the base. She then left it there and looked at Violet. Violet understood and did likewise from the other side.

They then both slowly licked upwards to the tip, then back down to the base, then up once more. The cock didn’t want to co-operate, and slipped forward towards Billy’s chest, so Violet grabbed hold of it at the base to keep it still. Martha reached out and weighed Billy’s balls in her hand.

“He feels nice and full.”

They continued their up and down licking motions for a few minutes, then Violet looked up.

“I need some attention.” she said and got up onto her knees and scooted over to Billy’s face, facing Martha.

“Lick me, Billy.” She said as she lowered herself down onto Billy’s face.

Meanwhile, Martha shifted round so that she was between Billy’s legs and took full control of his cock.

Billy reached for Violet’s shaved pussy with his tongue. He worked it between her labia and then began licking up and down her moist slit. Up and down, up and down, he went, his tongue exploring every inch of her sexy folds. After a couple of minutes, his tongue went looking for her hole and found it, and he forced it in as far as he could and then began tongue fucking her. Violet moaned. Her juices began trickling down Billy’s tongue and into his mouth, Billy licked his lips and swallowed then resumed his task.

Meanwhile, Martha had taken one of Billy’s balls into her mouth and was bathing it with her tongue. After a minute, she gave the other one a wash and then licked up and down the middle of his ball bag for a time. She then traced her tongue up the underside of his cock to the top, grabbed his cock at the base to steady it, and then began kissing and licking the purple head.

“Mmmm, he’s so tasty.” she murmured.

After a few minutes, she opened her mouth wide and engulfed him. Her lips clamped down onto his cock just below his helmet and then began to travel down towards the base. They made it to within two inches of his balls. She then pulled back until only his helmet was still inside her and then went down on him again. She carried on for a few minutes until Violet said:

“Swap, Martha?”

“Sure thing, Violet.”

Violet climbed off Billy’s face and Martha climbed on. Billy took some deep breaths as his tongue readied itself for its next assault. Billy looked up to see Martha’s pussy approaching him   and he stuck his tongue out in readiness. He worked on her slit and her hole for a few minutes, then Martha scooted back slightly, enabling his tongue to reach her clitoris. He flicked his tongue over it, backwards and forwards and then side to side, and then repeated.

Meanwhile, Violet, on her knees astride Billy, shuffled forwards until she was able to reach Violet and give her a long tongue kiss. She then lifted herself up and positioned her pussy over Billy’s cock. She used a hand to guide him in, then sat down and engulfed him. She then began to ride him, raising herself up so that only the tip of his cock was still inside her, then dropping down again, then up again and down. Slowly at first, and then faster and faster, until after about five minutes she screamed out:

“Yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeees!.” as she climaxed.

Martha and Violet both climbed off Billy.

“Get up, Billy.” said Violet, and when Billy got off the bed, Violet got on in his place. Martha got back on and crawled up on her hands and knees between Violet’s legs, which she parted. She leaned down, still on her knees, and approached Violet’s pussy. She inserted a finger into Violet’s vagina and began to suck on her clit.

“Billy, get inside me.” commanded Martha.

Billy got onto the bed on his knees behind Martha and inserted his cock between her dripping lips and into her slippery hole, then began slowly fucking her. He gradually increased both the speed and the length of his strokes.

Meanwhile, Martha was still sucking on Violet’s clit. The rhythmic knocking of Billy’s hips against Martha’s arse cheeks caused Martha’s tongue to flick Violet’s clit at the same tempo.

Soon both ladies were approaching climax. As they began to climax, Violet called out: “Come for us, Billy.”

Billy and the two ladies all climaxed at the same time.

They disengaged and rolled onto their backs on the Queen Size bed.

“That was marvellous.” said Violet.

“Fantastic.” said Martha. “Billy, go get cleaned up and get dressed. Then get the kettle on.”

“Yes, Mistress Martha.”

Sunday 20 October 91

The next day, both Martha and Violet were feeling on top of the world. Good sex seemed to have that effect on them.

Their day got even better when they got a delicious Sunday roast without having to lift a finger. And they didn’t have to do the washing up either.

“You know, Violet, you and Myla were right about getting a boy. It was so worth it.” said Martha.

“It was Myla’s idea really; I wasn’t convinced at first. But you’re right, it was worth it.”

Billy, who was sitting at the table with them, had a huge grin on his face.

“Don’t get too full of yourself though Billy, or we’ll double your discipline.”

“Yes, Mistress Violet.”

Billy began to clear the table. Violet yawned.

I’m really tired.”

“Go to bed then. Violet. I’ll join you shortly. Don’t worry, I’ll see to Billy.”

“Thank you, Martha, Good night.”

Martha waited for Billy to finish the washing up.

“All done, Billy?”

“Yes, Mistress Martha.”

“All right then, Billy, get yourself to the punishment room and get on the horse. I’ll be along in a minute.”

Violet and Martha had decided on weekly discipline for Billy, on Sunday evenings. They had skipped the first Sunday, as they had got back quite late from Victoria, and they didn’t want Billy’s first memory of his new home to be a caning. They had decided to go with Darcie’s recommendation of 10 medium strokes.

Martha made her way to the punishment room. Billy was naked and bent over the caning horse.

“Can you stay still on the horse, Billy, or do I need to shackle you?”

“I can stay still, Mistress Martha.”

Good.

Martha selected a cane and got into position.

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

“Ok Billy. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, Mistress Martha.”

Martha enjoyed her job and enjoyed living with Violet who she loved dearly. And having their own boy made life so much easier. The days and weeks flew by.

Friday 3 May 92

Martha and Violet were having breakfast one Friday when Billy approached them:

“Mistress Martha, there’s a letter for you.”

Martha opened and read the letter.

Violet glanced over and noticed the official looking envelope with the royal coat of arms on it and the words: “In the service of the Queen.”.

“What is it, Martha?”

“My Provisional Citizenship expires in a week. I’ll have to return to the Union unless I take the oath and become a full citizen.”

“What are you going to do?”

“There’s nothing for me in the Union anymore, Violet. I want to stay here with you.”

“Oh, Martha.”

The two ladies kissed any hugged.

“I’ll go into Aurora and take the oath tomorrow. Once I’m a Full Citizen, I can visit the Union and tidy up my affairs there. I’ve still got a bank account there, and some furniture in storage.”

Saturday 4 May 92

Violet and Martha drove into Aurora town centre the following day. Violet went to their favourite café, but Martha had some business to take care of first. She called into the police station and went up to the reception desk.

“Good morning maam. I am Officer Jean. How can I help you.”

“Good morning. My name is Martha. I’m a Provisional Citizen but I’d like to take the oath and become a full citizen.”

“Ok, just a moment, maam.”

Jean pressed a button and spoke into an intercom.

“Boss, I have a Ms Martha here to take the oath.”

“Ok, I’ll be there in a moment.”

A short time later, another police officer came out of an office and approached the reception desk.

“Good morning, Ms Martha. I am Inspector Mandy. Would you follow me please. Jean, would you come with us to witness?”

“Yes, boss.”

They went into Mandy’s office.

“Your notification form, please.” said Mandy.

Martha handed it over.

“Yes, everything is in order. You understand that by swearing the oath and taking Queendom Citizenship, you automatically revoke your Union Citizenship?”

“Yes, I understand.”

Martha swore the oath and signed a document, which Mandy and Jean countersigned as witnesses.

“Congratulations, Martha! You are now a full Queendom Citizen.”

They shook hands.

Martha left the station and went to join Violet at the café.

Sunday 15 July 92

“Martha, dear?”

“Yes, Violet.”

“You know that Myla is back in a week?”

“Yes, Violet. I am so looking forward to seeing her again. Will she get some time off?”

“Yes, she says she can have a week’s leave if she wants before she has to report at her first posting. But she’ll wait to see where her posting is before deciding. But what I wanted to say, is, instead of meeting her at the railway station, what we’ve decided, if you are agreeable, is that you and I should drive down to Victoria in the morning and check into a nice hotel and book a room for Myla as well. Then we’ll attend her passing-out parade. Myla said she would love for us both to be there. Then, after the parade, once she’s been officially dismissed, we can all have a nice meal together in the hotel. And Myla’s says she’s going to book us in to see a show in the evening. Then we’ll all come back together the next day after breakfast.”

“That sounds wonderful, Violet. Of course I agree. She’s a lovely girl and I would be honoured to attend her parade.”

“Thank you so much, Martha. You’re so kind. I’ll look into the hotels. Myla says she has a show in mind, but it’s a surprise. And tomorrow we’ll need to speak to Darcie and ask for Friday and Saturday off.”

Friday 20 July 92

Martha and Violet got up early, had breakfast and put their overnight bags into Violet’s car. Violet checked to make sure the car was fully charged.

“Right, let’s go, Martha.” said Violet. “Come on, Billy.”

They got in and off they went, dropping Billy off at Darcie’s house on the way. Just two hours later, and they were in the centre of Victoria.

“There’s our hotel, Violet. Ah, the car park’s around the back.”

They parked up and found their way to the check-in desk.

“Good morning, ladies, I am Ms Abigail. May I help you?”

“Yes, checking in please. Two rooms, one for Violet and Martha and one for Myla. Myla will be arriving later.”

“Very good. Here’s both keys then, Ms Violet. Your daughter won’t need to check in. Enjoy your stay.” said the lady clerk. “You boy! Take their bags.”

“Yes, Mistress Abigail.”

They were shown to their room, and the boy put their bags on the bed.

“We’ve got plenty of time, let’s freshen up and have a brew before we set off.”

Two hours later, they drove to the Police Academy which was on the edge of town. They soon found their reserved seats on the viewing platform, surrounded by the proud mothers, relatives and friends of the young ladies who were about to pass-out.

A band struck up marching music, and a squad of about 30 young ladies in smart police uniforms marched in step along the parade ground and halted in front of the viewing platform.

The Commanding Officer then gave a speech about how proud she was of this batch of recruits and how she was sure they would make fine police officers.

Then, each young lady was called out in turn.

When it was Myla’s turn, she marched smartly up to the CO, halted in front of her and saluted. The CO returned her salute. They then appeared to exchange a few words while the CO presented her with her official police badge. They then saluted each other again. Myla did a smart about turn and marched back and retook her place in the ranks.

Violet was so proud. Martha handed her a hanky to dab her tears away.

When all the young ladies had got their badges, the music struck up once again, and they marched away a short distance. Then they halted once more and were dismissed.

Most of the new police officers walked over to the spectators, looking for friends or relatives they knew to be there. Myla soon found Violet and Martha, and they all hugged and kissed each other.

“I’m so proud of you, Myla darling, you look so smart in your police uniform.” said Violet.

“Thank you, mum, thank you Martha. And I’ve got news. My first posting is to Aurora Police Station.”

“That’s fantastic news, Myla. You’ll be able to live at home again.”

“No mum, your house is too far out of town. I have to be within two miles of the station. So, they’re giving me a Police flat. You know, on Brown Street?”

“Oh, I know, yes, they’re very nice, Eileen’s daughter had one before she got posted to King George. But you won’t be too far away, Myla dear. Come and have dinner with us on Sunday’s, will you? Our new boy is a marvellous cook.”

“Of course I will, mum. I’ll visit you and Martha often. I love you both.”

They all kissed and hugged.

Two hours later they were back in their rooms at the hotel. And an hour later still, they were in the hotel restaurant enjoying a delicious 3 course meal with fine wines.

“So, what’s this show you’ve booked for us, Myla?” asked Violet.

“It’s called Maxine’s Man Tamers.” replied Myla.

“Myla! Is that what I think it is? I’m not sure about this, those wild boys can be dangerous. I would hate to see you get hurt. And besides, you shouldn’t be watching a show like that; the boys are naked, you’ll be able to see their . . . you know . . . equipment.”

“Mum! It’s perfectly safe. And I’m not a little girl anymore. I’m a grown woman and a trained police officer. Besides. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before. I saw a lot of equipment during my work experience!” laughed Myla.

“Really? I didn’t know it was like that.”

“So, what’s Maxine’s Man Tamers all about then?” asked Martha.

Later that evening, they took their seats for the show. The show was in a normal theatre, but a low wall formed of plastic blocks had been installed along the front edge of the stage.

Their seats were about eight rows back. Myla was in between Martha and Violet.

“That wall doesn’t look very secure.” said Violet. “Are you sure we’re safe here, Myla?”

“Perfectly safe, mum.” she replied, as she winked at Martha.

After a warmup act with a stand-up comedienne, the main event was about to start.

“Ladies and girls, please give a big Victoria welcome to Maxine’s Man Tamers featuring The Beast of Stakarov.”

The ladies applauded.

Four boys pushed a wheeled man-cage onto the stage, then exited.

There was clearly a man inside. He couldn’t be seen clearly, but you could hear snarling and growling noises, and he kept rattling the cage as if trying to force it open.

A woman with an MMT T-shirt and holding a microphone appeared at the side of the stage but on the audience side of the wall.

“Behold, ladies! The Beast of Stakarov.” cried the compere.

“Believed to have been born in 56, he was just 5 when Stakarov joined the Queendom but somehow escaped the notice of the Registrars of Males and grew up as a savage without proper female guidance.”

“Then when he finally came to the attention of the Stakarov Police, his savage upbringing would not allow him to submit, and he instead fled into the remote mountain country in the north, where he sustained himself for over ten years.”

“He lived with his aunt.” whispered Myla to Martha. Martha glanced at Violet who was looking worried, and grinned.

“And then one day he was discovered once more, but fled once again, this time into the remote moorlands north of Diana. It is not known how he sustained himself. But two little girls went missing in the area.”

“Yes, but they were found a day later.” whispered Myla.

“Eventually, two companies of the Queendom Army had to be deployed to hunt the beast down.”

“They just happened to be in the area on an exercise.” whispered Myla.

“After many, many days, our brave girls cornered him, and finally this dangerous beast was caged.”

“But, alas, all those years living as a wild beast made him impossible to train. He refused every command and resisted in every possible way. He could not be trained and was totally unsuitable as a slave. Nobody knew what to do with him. Finally, he came into the possession of Maxine.”

“She bought him off a warehouse in Victoria.” whispered Myla.

“Maxine and her girls are planet renowned man-tamers. If anyone can tame him, Maxine and her girls can. And now dear audience, you will have the opportunity to see Maxine’s girls in action as they continue to train and subdue this dangerous wild beast.”

“As you can see, we have barricaded the stage. But don’t be alarmed ladies. This is simply a precaution. You can have full confidence in Maxine and her girls.”

“But for insurance purposes, I have to warn you that if he should get loose, which is extremely unlikely, you must stay well away from him. Do not approach him under any circumstances. For, although Maxine has made excellent progress, he still has a long way to go and remains very, very dangerous.”

“Anyway, enough talking, ladies, I give you Maxine’s Man Tamers!”

There were loud cheers and whoops as four girls in their early twenties walked onto the stage.

They all wore knee high black boots, miniscule black leather mini-skirts and black panties, and white T-shirts emblazoned with MMT and their own names. They all had whip holsters on one of their boots.

Maxine had drawn her whip and was approaching the cage; the others had lassos attached to their belts. They waited at the side of the cage.

Maxine approached the cage, reached out and flicked a latch, then quickly stepped back, her whip poised. The door of the cage slowly swung open. The beast crawled out and looked around.

He was a very big man with a thick beard and unkempt hair. His totally naked body was extremely hairy, and his cock was fully erect. He slowly moved around the stage, taking in his surroundings, looking at the girls and the audience, baring his teeth and snarling at them. But he didn’t walk upright, instead he moved in a crouch with his arms hanging straight down, like a baboon.

“Can’t he walk properly?” whispered Martha.

“It’s all part of the act.” replied Myla.

Martha glanced at Violet, who was staring, fascinated, her eyes wide.

Maxine approached the beast.

“Down boy! On your knees!” she commanded.

He looked at her and stopped but didn’t get down.

“I said down!”

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack!

She cracked her whip over him without making contact.

The beast went down onto his knees and the audience applauded.

“Up boy! Move!”

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack!

The beast got back up into a crouch.

“Move boy! Forwards!”

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack!

The beast once again began his crouching walk.

Maxine took him along the front of the stage.

Suddenly, he apparently took a strong dislike to a young lady in the front row, and he turned and lunged and leaned over the plastic wall and let out a loud roar. The young girl screamed in fright and shrunk back.

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack!

“Get down!”

Maxine’s whipping apparently made him think better of it, and he returned to the stage.

“Bad boy!”

“Get moving.”

She got him towards the centre of the stage.

“Stop!”

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack!

“Squat! Arms outwards!”

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack!

The beast balanced himself in a squat with his arms outstretched.

Two of Maxine’s girls came up behind him.

They held hands and both then carefully mounted the beast, one foot on a shoulder and the other on an upper arm. The beast grabbed an ankle of each girl.

“Rise, boy!”

The beast began to get to his feet and then stood up straight with the girls still standing on his shoulders and arms.

The audience applauded wildly.

“They’re so brave.” commented Violet.

“And he’s so strong.” replied Martha.

Maxine made the beast walk a circuit the stage and then stopped him.

“Down, boy!”

The beast slowly lowered himself, and the two girls jumped off, bending their knees as they landed. They then resumed their position at the side of the stage.

Maxine bowed.

The compere then announced: “A big hand for Maxine and her girls!”

The audience clapped and cheered.

“Up next is fantastic comedienne Lola. Please bear with us for a few moments while Maxine and her girls clear the stage.”

“They were very good. So brave.” said Violet to Myla. Myla just grinned.

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack!

They looked around. Maxine was ushering the beast back towards his cage. But it seemed he didn’t want to go in.

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack!

“Get in boy! Get in your cage!”

Suddenly, the beast turned and lunged at Maxine with a loud roar. Maxine screamed and stepped back. The other girls quickly moved in and drew their whips. There were murmurs from the audience.

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack

Two girls began lashing the beast at the same time. But then suddenly he turned and lurched towards the plastic wall. He leaped up on top of it and looked around as if seeking easy prey.

Many in the audience screamed, and most of those in the first three rows fled to the gangways at the side.

The beast moved from side to side along the top of the plastic wall, apparently not fancying the drop off the edge of the stage.

Swish. Whoooooosh.

A lasso looped around the beast and was pulled tight.

Swish. Whoooooosh. Swish. Whoooooosh.

Then two more.

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack!

Maxine landed two lashes on him.

“Keep calm, keep calm. Maxine’s girls have him. Calm down everyone, please.”

It was the compere.

The three girls with the lassos pulled hard and together with Maxines whipping, convinced the beast to come back onto the stage. The girls manoeuvred themselves so that they pulled him towards the open door of the cage.

“On your knees, boy! Now!”

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack!

Maxine got him on his hands and knees. She quickly released the lassos.

“Right, get in. Bad boy! Bad boy!”

Swish. Crack! Swish. Crack!

The beast slinked back into his cage, and Maxine slammed the door shut.

Maxine and her girls lined up and bowed to the audience, while the boys came on and wheeled the cage away.

Soon after, the ladies were in their hotel’s bar for a nightcap.

“What did you think of the show, mum?”

“Well, it was very exciting. But I’m not sure it should be allowed if they can’t control him properly. There were young girls in the front row. Anything could have happened.”

“Mum, I’m pretty sure that everything that happened was staged.”

“Do you think so?”

Saturday 21 July 92

The next morning, after breakfast, all three ladies returned to Aurora in Violets car. Before going home, they first went to Myla’s new police flat, and helped her carry her luggage in, and admired Myla’s new abode.

“So, when do you officially start, Myla?”

“On Monday, mum. I could have applied for leave, but I’d rather save it for later.”

“Good idea, Myla. Ok, then, we’d better run. See you tomorrow for Sunday roast?”

“Of course, mum. I’m looking forward to it, and to seeing your new boy.”

“Yes, come on, Martha, we’d better go and collect him.”


PART 4 – CONCLUSION

Sunday 22 July 92

Violet had told Myla that Sunday dinner would be served at 14:00, but she was welcome to come round at any time.

But Myla came round much earlier than anyone expected. She still had some of her gear stored in Violet and Martha’s house, so she came early so she would have time to take her stuff to her flat – she would ask to borrow Violet’s car – and then come back again before dinner.

She let herself in as she still had a key. She walked into the lounge and stopped in the doorway. Violet was holding Martha in her arms and gently rocking her, while kissing her on her forehead.

Of course, she knew her mum and Martha were in a relationship. She approved of it. But she didn’t want to burst in on them. She was just about to back out and give them some privacy, when she realized that Martha was distressed. She was sobbing and her mum was trying to comfort her.

“Mum?” Myla whispered.

Violet beckoned her forward and stretched her arm out to include Myla. Myla joined her and then the two of them hugged and comforted Martha.”

Martha started to compose herself, then realised that two people were hugging her. She looked up:

“Myla. . . “ but before she could say anything else, her emotions overwhelmed her once more.

“Martha, may I explain it to Myla?” Violet whispered.

Martha nodded.

“It’s her son, Myla.”

“Son?”

“Yes, he’s missing. He’s only 17. I guess me having my daughter home reminded her of her son.”

“Where, in the Union?

“No, somewhere in the Queendom. That’s why she came here. She was looking for him. But there’s no trace of him anywhere.”

“I don’t understand. What happened?”

“They were both on a plane that had to make a forced landing on the east coast, somewhere between St Peter and St Agnes. There were eight people on the plane, seven were picked up by the army, but Danny went missing and hasn’t been seen or heard of since.”

Myla got up and went to the door.

“What’s up, Myla? Where are you going.”

Myla put a finger to her lips and made beckoning gestures.

Violet understood.

“Stay there, Martha dear. I’m going to make you a nice hot cup of tea.”

She kissed Martha on her forehead once again, then got up and followed Myla into Violet and Martha’s bedroom.

“What is it, Myla?”

“I can’t be certain. But I think I met her son.”

“What? Where?”

“When I was doing my work experience with the DST. A few weeks before I finished, we had sent this boy off to clean a chapel, and I went to check up on him. I found him sitting in a pew. I could tell he had been crying. He told me he had been on a plane that made a forced landing in the Queendom. He told me he was from the Union although his file said he was from Green Bay. Apparently, all the others on the plane had been rounded up straight away, but he got away until he was captured on his way to Green Bay. I remember he had just had his birthday, so that would make it . . . round about mid-September.”

“It must be him. How old was he?”

“To be on that training course he would need to be at least 18.”

“So that must have been his 19th birthday then?”

“I guess, so he would be nearly 20 now.”

Actually, Myla was wrong. Queendom boys always started their training at age 18, but the legal age was 17. And in the Queendom, they counted age from conception, not birth. So, on the birthday in question, Danny was actually 17 years and 8 months in Queendom terminology.

They both went into the kitchen to make some tea, then went back to the lounge. Martha had somewhat recovered.

“Martha, darling. Have a cup of tea, it will make you feel better.”

“Thank you, Violet. I do apologize for making such a scene.”

“Martha, how old is Danny now?”

“He would be 18 next month. What? What is it?”

“Tell her, Myla.”

“But mum, the age. It might not be him.”

“Do you know something, Myla? Tell me, please, I beg you.”

“Very well. When I was doing my work experience at the DST, I met a boy – either from the Union or Green Bay – we weren’t really sure. But he said he arrived in a plane that made a forced landing on the east coast. And he said he had got split up from the rest of his party. I don’t remember his age, but he would have to be at least 18 when he started the course, and I remember he had a birthday around the middle of September, so I guess that would be 19, which would make him nearly 20 now.”

“My Danny’s birthday is September 9.” said Martha.

“It must be him. Could they have got his age wrong?” asked Violet.

“Well, like I said, I don’t actually know his age, I’m just trying to estimate it.”

“Maybe he was underage when he started the course?” suggested Martha,

“No, that’s not allowed.”

“Well, what about the plane? A force landing on the east coast? What are the odds?”

“It’s not that rare. Several Union planes have made forced landings, all trying to fly direct from Romulus to Green Bay. It’s close to maximum range and the route runs down the east coast.”

“But it might be him. How can we find out?”

“I’ll have a word with my boss on Monday and see what we can do.”

“Oh, thank you so much, Myla. I’m so grateful.” said Martha.

“No problem, Martha. But remember, it might not be him.”

Monday 23 July 92

On Monday, Myla reported to her new boss at Aurora police station.

“Aha. You must be PC Myla. I am Inspector Mandy.”

“Good morning, Inspector. Yes, I am Myla.”

“Come into my office, Myla. And call me boss. Jean, send Lucy in.”

“Yes, boss.”

They went into Mandy’s office.  A few moments later there was a knock at the door.

“Come!”

“You wanted to see me, boss?”

“Yes, come in.”

“Lucy, this is Myla, your new partner.”

“Myla, this is Lucy.”

The girls greeted each other.

“Myla, we’ll start you off this week on foot patrol with Lucy as your partner. Lucy knows the beat. So, she’ll be able to show you the ropes. So good luck Myla and I hope you enjoy your time with us. Dismissed.”

“Lucy turned to leave.”

“Boss, a word if I may.”

“Of course. Is it private? Lucy can wait for you outside.”

“No, it’s fine.”

“Ok, what’s the issue, Myla?”

“Well, it’s my mother’s partner. She’s a Queendom citizen now, but she’s from the Union and she came here on the Provisional Citizenship scheme.”

“Go on.”

“Well, she originally came here to look for her son. They were both on a plane that made a forced landing on the east coast, but she lost contact with him and hasn’t seen or heard from him since. He’s been missing 14 months now. Well, she described him to me, and I’m convinced he was one of the boys I helped to train at the DST on my work experience. I would like to check it out.”

“So, what do you need?”

“I remember this boy, but I can’t recall his number. But I’m pretty sure if I could get access to the course records, I would be able to pick him out.”

“I know how to get the records, boss.” said Lucy.

“Ok, Myla, but do it on your own time. Do your morning and afternoon patrols with Lucy. After that you may look into it.”

“I’ll help her, boss, if that’s ok?”

“Fine. Ok, dismissed.”

Lucy and Myla patrolled the streets that morning and again in the afternoon. Often, locals would greet Lucy as they walked their beat, and Lucy would then introduce Myla. Myla enjoyed her work and meeting people. There was no trouble that day. They didn’t have to make any arrests.

After finishing their afternoon patrol, they found a free desk and made a call.

“Who are you calling, asked Myla.”

“The DST in Victoria.”

“Hello? Hi, this is Lucy at Aurora police. Yes, I would like to make a records request please.”

“Oh, hi Laura. I need a list of the boys on the class of 91 who did their phase 2 at South Side Brickworks.

“160 you say? Oh, can you? Just a moment.”

“Myla, they can narrow it down by the block number. Do you remember what block he was in?”

“Yes, it was Block 11.”

“Block 11. 40? That’s better. Can you send the list through to Lucy at Aurora police? Ok thank you very much, Laura.”

About 15 minutes later, the list arrived, and Myla began looking through the records one by one. Each record had a clear photo of the boy together with his serial number and other details.

It took Myla less than a minute to find him.

“Here he is: 74-9-2190. Yes, that’s the boy I remember. I’ll print this off and take it home to show Martha and make sure this really is the boy we’re looking for.”

“I’ll check his registration.”

A moment later she found it.

“He’s owned by Paula’s Punishments.” said Lucy.

“Really? He could be right here in Aurora then. I’ll give them a bell.”

Myla keyed in the number on her desk phone.

“Hello. Paula’s Punishments?”

“Oh hi, Mary, this is Myla at Aurora police. I’m looking for slave 74-9-2190, owned by Paula’s Punishments. If he’s with you, we would like to come down and have a few words.”

“No? Head office? Ok, will do. Thanks for your help, Mary.”

“What did she say?” asked Lucy.

“She said they’ve never heard of him. She said to ring their head office to find out which branch he’s at. But he’s not at Aurora.”

Myla called head office.

“Hello. Paula’s Punishments?”

“Oh hi, Maud, this is Myla at Aurora police. I’m looking for slave 74-9-2190, owned by Paula’s Punishments. Can you tell me where he is, please.”

“Oh, right. Thank you very much, Maud.”

“He works in their shop in Victoria.”

“Are you going to call them?” asked Lucy.

“No, I’ll check with Martha first and make sure it’s him. Then we’ll discuss what to do. We need to work out what the legal situation is. I don’t think Martha can just walk in and take him.”

“No, she can’t. Paula’s Punishments are his legal owner. Let’s check his police record.”

“Good idea.”

“Found it.” said Lucy. “He’s got a record as long as your arm.”

“Read it out.” said Myla.

“Ok.”

91/3/18 Break in and attempted burglary of a house in St Agnes.

91/3/21 Arrested in St Agnes for being out unescorted without a waiver.

91/3/23 Escaped from St Agnes medical centre.

91/4/1 Recaptured by St Mary police.

91/4/2 Charged at St Agnes police station with:

	Attempted burglary of a private dwelling in St Agnes. 

	Failure to identify. 



3. Being out unescorted without a waiver.

4. Evading police custody.

91/4/3 Escaped from a train while being transported to Victoria.

91/4/3 Recaptured the same day in Victoria.

91/4/7 Convicted by Victoria magistrates on three counts:

1. Attempted burglary of a private dwelling in St Agnes.

2. Being out unescorted without a waiver

3. Evading police custody, 2 counts.

Sentenced to 25 strokes of the cane by the hand of the Queen.

91/4/12 Handed over to the DME.

91/5/9 Handed over to the DST.

91/5/10 Phase 1 slave training at Victoria Slave Training Centre.

91/7/20 Phase 2 slave training at South Side Brickworks.

91/10/3 Sold by VSA on behalf of the Queen to Consort Farms of Diana.

92/5/12 Escaped from Consort Farms of Diana.

92/5/25 Recaptured by an Army Patrol near the Green Bay border.

92/6/7 Sold by the VSA on behalf of Consort Farms to Paula’s Punishments.

92/7/23 Escaped from Paula’s Punishments in Victoria.

“What? So, he’s on the run at the moment. When did he escape? 92/7/23. Hey, that’s today!” said Myla.,

“It seems he’s a bit of a bad boy.” said Lucy.

“Oh well, not much more we can do here. Let’s go home.”

Later that evening, Myla popped round to see Martha and Violet.

“Is this him, Martha?” asked Myla.

“Yes! Yes, it is. That’s my Danny. You’ve found him, thank you, Myla, oh thank you. Where is he? I must go to him first thing tomorrow.”

“I’m sorry, Martha, but we don’t know where he is. He was working in a shop in Victoria, but he went missing this morning. They think he has absconded. But don’t worry, I’m sure Victoria police will pick him up again in no time.”

“Why did he escape? His owner must have been cruel to him. Just wait till I get my hands on her.”

“Calm down, Martha dear.” said Violet. “We don’t know that.”

“He’s got a history of escape, Martha. This is his fourth attempt, but don’t worry, he’ll soon be picked up, then we’ll see what we can do about arranging a visit.” said Myla.

“What do you mean, visit? I want him back. He’s my son.”

“Yes, but he’s also got a legal owner.”

“Natural births are still allowed in the Queendom, Myla.” said Violet. “I know they’re rare, but they’re still allowed. And I know that the birth drugs nearly always guarantee a girl baby, but accidents do happen. I remember just after you were made, Myla, a woman had a natural boy. It was in all the papers, and the mother got ownership. I’m certain, I remember reading all about it.”

“But he’s got an owner now, who may have paid a lot of money for him. I think we need a lawyer.”

“Would it be easier if I just bought him off his current owner?”

“Well, yes, if you’ve got the money and she’s willing to sell. You’re looking at 100 to 200 thousand credits, depending on how much they paid for him and how much they’ve invested in training since.

“Oh my god.” cried Martha.

“Let’s go and find that lawyer.”

Meanwhile, Danny was on the run south of Victoria. His plan was to trek all around the coastline to Green Bay. He had equipped himself well. He’d got stout boots and clothing, a backpack, water bottles, plenty of compo rations and an oversize rain cheater that he could use as a groundsheet or as a makeshift tent, all taken from the stockroom at the shop in Victoria.

He had sneaked out of his bedroom window and climbed down the drainpipe, then sneaked into one of Paula’s own vans, which had brought some stock in from her factory on the south side of the city.

At the factory, he had opened the rear door and climbed out. He was seen almost immediately by two passing women, but he just turned round and pretended to be fiddling with something in the back of the van. He was wearing a PP T-shirt, but of the type only issued to shop boys, but nevertheless, he was clearly one of Paula’s boys, so they assumed he was there to help load stock for the shop he was based at.

As soon as the coast was clear, he quickly made his way down the narrow alley between a large storehouse and the fence marking the edge of the premises. Then he climbed the four-foot fence out of sight of the gate guard or any other prying eyes. He quickly put distance between himself and the site. When he felt safer, he changed his PP T-shirt for a generic grey worker’s shirt. Then carefully made his way south parallel to the coast road but not on it. He had lots of daylight left and wanted to make full use of it even though it was slow going across the fields. He would have a quick nap towards evening if he could find a suitable place to lie up. Then he intended to set off again and walk throughout the night. He remembered from studying the road map that there were no significant settlements along this road, and the road itself petered out after less than 100 miles. After that he figured it was about 150 miles around the coast to Green Bay.

Victoria police had been alerted, and all their officers were checking any males they found unescorted in the city. There weren’t many, but those there were all had valid waivers.

Later that day, Paula was sitting in her office just a few yards from where Danny had climbed out of the van. She decided to call Victoria Police to see if they had made any progress. The police told her that they had found no sign of him so far. In their opinion it was highly unlikely that he had managed to walk out of the city on his own. Their theory was that he was either hiding somewhere in the city, close to the shop, or he had somehow managed to hitch a ride out on a vehicle.

This gave Paula food for thought, and she asked Maria whether any vans or trucks had been at the shop this morning.

“Yes, we a delivery from the factory this morning, Paula. Wait – Do you think Danny might have sneaked on board?”

“Where did the van go after it’s delivery?” asked Paula.

“Back to you, Paula. To the factory.”

Paula called in all her department heads. She told them about the escape and asked them to each find out if any of their girls had seen anything suspicious, especially around a delivery van.

Two women soon reported they had seen a boy in a PP shop issue T-shirt apparently loading a delivery van. Paula was convinced it was Danny, and reported the fact to Victoria police, who stepped up patrols on the coast road south out of Victoria, and informed Queendom Army HQ, who in turn advised their frontier garrisons.

Wednesday 25 July 92

On Wednesday, Martha and Violet were in their kitchen eating the breakfast Billy had made for them.

“Martha, listen to this! Danny’s in the paper.”

“Danny Boy is on the run again. A prolific four-time escaper known as Danny Boy has slipped his leash once again. He is believed to have escaped from his owners, Paula’s Punishment’s in Victoria, by stowing away in one of their own delivery vans, then fleeing from their warehouse on the southern edge of Victoria. Police believe he is likely to be heading south along the coast road to Ryman’s Light. He would then have the choice of either striking east to Mount Vernon or continuing round the coast to Green Bay. Police say they have stepped up patrols along the coast road, and army frontier posts have been warned to keep a look out.”

“It’s not fair. They’re making him out to be some sort of criminal, when he’s just a boy trying to get home.”

Don’t let it upset you, Martha. Come on, let’s go and see that lawyer.”

Martha had arranged an appointment with an Aurora lawyer named Ruby. Violet accompanied her for moral support. They had been assured that Danny wouldn’t get far, and it was just a matter of time before he was picked up. So, they decided to go ahead with the appointment they had made. They explained the situation to their lawyer. She carefully checked her law books. Situations like this didn’t arise very often and she wanted to make sure any advice she gave was correct.

“Yes, you are quite correct that according to Queendom law, in the highly unlikely event that a natural birth results in a male child, he is the property of the mother. According to the law, he has to report to the DME at age 6 for education, and to the DST at age 18 for slave training, but on completion of his slave training, he is still his mother’s property, and she may reclaim him at that point or sell him as she sees fit. But the problem is, this only applies to Queendom citizens.”

“But I am a Queendom citizen.” said Martha.

“Yes, you are now, but you weren’t at the time of the birth. So, in my opinion, the law that states that any male who enters the Queendom illegally becomes the property of the Queen, overrides it. But that’s just my opinion. As far as I am aware, a case like this has never arisen before, and judgements tend to work from precedents, and in this case, there aren’t any. So, it might be worth suing for ownership anyway, just as a test case.”

“If we do, what happens next?”

“The case will come up before a magistrate here in Aurora. But with no precedent, I can tell you now that the magistrate will simply follow the letter of the law and throw your case out.”

“So, what’s the point of suing then?”

“Well, having your case rejected by a magistrate would allow you to appeal. The appeal would be heard by the Duchess of Aurora and her council. Duchesses have more discretionary powers than magistrates. They can bend the letter of the law if they think there’s good reason to do so. So, you will at least have a chance. And if your plea is again rejected, you could in theory appeal directly to the Queen.”

Meanwhile, Danny was pleased with himself. He was making good progress. He was already halfway down the coast road. He had been travelling on the road at night and ducking off to the side whenever he saw the lights of an approaching vehicle in the distance.

There were a few police patrols each day, but they didn’t bother Danny, dozing peacefully between the gorse bushes 100 yards off to the side. Danny missed the decent food he had got used to at the shop, though. The slave compo rations he was living off tasted awful.

Friday 27 July 92

Martha took Ruby’s advice, and sued for ownership, and the case came up two days later, but as she had predicted, the magistrate rejected their plea. In her summing up, she said she could see that they had a strong moral argument, but it was not in her power to bend the law and advised them to appeal to the Duchess of Aurora, who had more latitude in that regard, and they did so that same day.

Danny had now reached the end of the coast road and now had no choice but to go off road through the moors. But navigation was easy, he just had to keep the coastline in sight over on his right. But at least there were no police patrols to worry about.

Tuesday 1 August 92

Danny had now been on the run for 9 days. Progress was slower now that he was trekking across rough ground, albeit in daylight. Sometimes he was delayed as he tried to find a way to cross a narrow gorge or a fast-flowing stream. But he was still managing to average about 15 miles each day, and so by the end of his 9th day, he was approaching the border zone. He didn’t know if it would be patrolled or even fortified in some way. The approach to Mount Veron had been, but that was only 100 miles from Victoria. Were Queendom troops just guarding the direct route from Green Bay colony to Victoria, or were they guarding the entire border? He didn’t know but he would have to assume the worst.

The terrain was mostly open moorland but with islands of gorse bushes and heather, some large and some small, with multiple pathways between and through them. The vegetation was tall enough to hide a person completely when walking through these pathways.

Danny had been avoiding the small islands, but with some of the larger ones, it had made more sense to find a way through rather than making a long detour around them.

But now, as Danny believed he must be approaching the border zone – he wasn’t sure exactly where it was, or even if it had been officially defined – he decided on a more cautious approach.

From now on, he would try to stay within these islands as much as possible, dashing across the clearings from one to another when necessary. Often, the pathways in these islands thinned out or came to an end altogether. Sometimes Danny would have to backtrack to find another way, and sometimes he would try to push his way through, sometimes tearing his clothes or collecting scratches on his body for his efforts. But this was his fourth escape, and he wanted to make it count this time.

Wednesday 2 August 92

Danny had just set off at dawn when he froze. There was an unmade road 10 yards ahead of him, with coiled barbed wire about 50 yards beyond. The ground from the road up to the wire and another 50 yards beyond had been cleared. He stood stock still and listened. Nothing. After 10 minutes he crept forward to the road. Fresh tyre tracks. He looked left and right, then quickly retreated. There was some kind of sandbagged structure 100 yards to the left. Danny again listened intently. Nothing.

He worked his way to the left through the rough ground to get a closer look. He could now see it clearly. There was no one there, so he again went forward to the road, and went right up to it and had a look inside. It was an observation post. It had walls made of sandbags and had a tin roof. It was in very good condition. It was obviously being well maintained.

Was this the border? Danny didn’t know. In North Vena, the colony borders were undefined. There was a general understanding that a particular spot of land belonged to whichever colony’s capital was the nearest. But so far, nobody had bothered to make detailed maps, let alone actually define the borders. As far as Danny knew, it was the same on South Vena.

Danny decided not to hang around. The army might patrol this road. He crept forward to check the wire, carefully looking left and right along the road as he did so. No sign of anyone.

How would he get across it? He didn’t have anything to cut the wires, and anyway he didn’t want to leave evidence of his passing.

He tried to pick his way over, but it was impossible. Barbs would keep catching his clothes, and as soon as he had pulled his clothes free, another barb would catch him somewhere else. He backed out to have a think. He decided to try using his rain cheater. He stood up and, holding one end, managed to flick it through the air so that it drifted down and landed over the coils.

He hoped that when he started to crawl up and put his weight on it, it would pull all the coils down together, forming a sort of valley in the wire for him to crawl through. It didn’t work. The barbs burst straight through the rain cheater and snagged him. And worse, when he put his weight on it, the punctured material simply tore. He backed off once more to have another think.

But then he heard something. He listened. A vehicle. He quickly stood up and tried to pull his rain cheater off the wire, but it was stuck fast. He grabbed it and pulled hard, but it just tore.

He got to his feet and quickly ran back to the road, crossed it and retreated into the cover of a gorse island.

The scout car came into view, slowly bouncing along the uneven road. It passed the observation post, then stopped. It contained two soldiers. Danny could hear them talking.

“Hey, Emma. What do you think that is?”

“I’m not sure. It wasn’t here before. It could be something blown in by the wind. I’ll go and have a look.”

She came back.

“It’s a rain cheater. And there are marks in the ground, but only on this side, and they look fresh. Someone’s tried to cross here but hasn’t managed it.”

“Do you think it could be that escaped slave we were told to look out for?”

“Could be.”

“Nancy to base. Come in. Over.”

“Base here. Go ahead, Nancy. Over.”

“We’re near O.P. Charlie. Someone has tried to cross the wire here within the last hour, from our side. Looks like they didn’t make it.”

“Roger, Nancy. Wait please. Out.”

“Why come all this way and give up? I’m sure I could get across there.” said Nancy.

“I don’t know.” replied Emma. “Maybe we disturbed him?”

They both looked in Danny’s direction, and he ducked down even lower.

“Maybe.”

“Base to Nancy. Over.”

“Go ahead Nancy. Over.”

“Captain Edith says you and Emma are to occupy the O.P. and wait for further orders, Riley’s platoon will be with you shortly. Over.”

“Understood. Out.”

“They’re sending Riley’s platoon. A whole platoon for one escaped slave. Seems a bit over the top.”

“I guess Riley sees it as good practice. I was speaking to some of her girls yesterday and they are all bored shitless.”

“Ah, I guess it makes sense then.”

Thirty minutes later, a military truck turned up, and ten soldiers climbed out.

Danny didn’t like the way things were going and started a careful retreat further into the moors. As he retreated, he could hear the soldiers talking but could no longer make out what was being said.

“Hi, Vanessa.” said Nancy,

“Hi, Nancy, Hi, Emma.” replied Vanessa.

“I thought Captain Edith was sending the whole platoon?”

“The rest of them have gone down the valley road. They’re going to start from there and flush him towards us.”

“Oh, I see.”

“So, what’s the story?”

Nancy pointed out the shredded rain cheater on the wire.

“Someone’s tried to cross there in the last 30 to 90 minutes. From this side, but they didn’t make it across. We think maybe we disturbed them.”

“I see.”

Vanessa turned to her girls.

“Ok, spread out, first squad, one every 200 yards, The other squads are going to beat from the valley. Keep your eyes peeled. And remember the rules of engagement.”

Meanwhile Danny was making good progress. He was back tracking on the route he had travelled the previous day, so he was familiar with the pathways. After 20 minutes he was feeling easier. He hadn’t seen or heard any sign that he was being followed, which puzzled him. Why send reinforcements to then have them just stand around?

Suddenly, as Danny emerged from a large island of gorse and heather, a soldier emerged from another island about 200 yards ahead. They saw each other at the same time.

Danny did a quick U-turn. He heard a whistle and glanced behind. More troops were now emerging and hurrying towards him. He ran along the now familiar pathway. But what to do? He couldn’t go back to the road. He would have to hide. He was nearly out of the island he was running through, when he saw a side path and darted into it. He then pushed his way into the undergrowth and crawled forward under and between some gorse bushes. This seemed as good a spot as any. He glanced up and realised the edge of the island was only a few yards ahead, so he crawled forward a bit more and found a spot where he was well hidden but could see out. He arrived just as two soldiers ran past to one side.

It was then that he realised he had made a stupid mistake. He should have kept running. The distance to the next island was too great. As soon as the soldiers emerged, they realised he would not have had time to cross to the next island. So, he must have gone to ground.

Sure enough, there was much whistling and before long, there were nearly 30 soldiers standing in the open ground not more than 50 yards from where Danny was hidden. He froze rigid, hardly daring even to breathe. An officer appeared to be giving orders, and the soldiers quickly moved out in both directions around his island. Danny realised they knew he was in this island and were cordoning it off.

He could hear the officer talking on her radio:

“Pen him in girls but keep your positions and don’t try to flush him yet. We need to wait for Daisy’s squad with the stun guns. And nobody get trigger happy. Remember, warning shots only. Out.”

Danny’s ears pricked up. Were they not allowed to shoot him? He remembered his previous escape. He had been shot at that time, but all the shots had been well wide. He had thought it was poor shooting, but maybe it was army policy. After all, there wasn’t a war going on.

Danny was thinking. He was young and fit. He reckoned he could outrun pretty much any female. Especially when they were carrying rifles and were wearing backpacks. How about if he just emerged from hiding and simply ran for it? Could he be sure they wouldn’t shoot him? What if someone got over excited and shot him despite the orders? Or he might get hit by mistake.

He looked up again. They appeared to have completed their cordon. There was now no one directly ahead of him, but he could see a soldier over on the right, and a group of 3 to the left, all maybe 100 yards away. The group on the left included the officer, who was on her radio again. Danny strained his ears to listen.

“Thanks, Daisy. Leave three that side and send three over to me. Out.”

The stun guns were arriving. Danny decided it was now or never.

He quietly crawled out of his hiding place and into the open ground, ready to bolt the moment he was spotted. Although the grass was long, he was still amazed that he hadn’t been seen. He kept slowly crawling. He managed 50 yards and was directly between the group of 3 on his left and the soldier on his right.

Then the officer started shouting an order. The soldier on Danny’s right momentarily glanced towards the officer, then did a double take and spotted Danny on the ground.

“Hey, there he is!” she shouted.

Danny immediately got to his feet and sprinted for the next island.

Whistles blew and the officer issued instructions on her radio. Danny glanced round, there were already 6 soldiers chasing him, the nearest was only 50 yards but he was rapidly opening the distance.

“Stop! Stop or we’ll shoot!”

Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack.

A multitude of shots rang out as Danny legged it for the nearest cover, praying that the soldiers would obey their orders.

He made it into the island and stuck to the trail he had used before for the first five minutes before turning onto a different trail. He emerged into another area of open ground.

“Shit!”

There were soldiers ahead of him. Whistles blew. He looked around. They were closing in on him from all sides. He dashed back into the island he had just emerged from, only to find a soldier blocking his way.

“Stop where you are! Hands up!” she shouted and pointed her rifle at him.

Was it an assault rifle or a stun gun? Danny couldn’t tell. He ignored her commands and just kept running towards her. She stopped pointing her rifle and instead turned it sideways to block him. He just charged and body slammed her. They both fell to the ground. As Danny tried to get up, she grabbed one of his feet and held on tight. He tried to keep going but only succeeded in dragging her for about 10 yards. Then in his struggle to get free his foot connected with her face, and she screamed but still clung to him. He managed to drag her another 10 yards before he tripped. He placed his hands on the ground and began pushing himself up. He looked forward just in time to see a black army boot rapidly approaching his face. Then he blacked out.

He came to about 10 minutes later. He had been dragged out into the open and had been propped up into a sitting position by someone’s kit bag shoved behind his back. A medic was tending to his bloodied face.

Danny groaned.

“Ah, you’re back with us I see. Nothing broken, just take it easy. Deep breaths. That’s it. Here drink this.”

She gave him a drink of water.

Danny opened his eyes. There were many soldiers standing around. Many glanced at him when he groaned.

The officer he had seen earlier noticed he had revived and strode over to him. She addressed the medic.

“Can he walk?”

“Yes, he’s fine.”

“Right, up you get. Who’s got some zip ties?”

Danny’s hands were zip tied behind his back, and he was marched back to the road.

“Listen up! Riley’s platoon, back to your vehicles. Everyone else, resume normal duties.”

At the road, Danny was hauled up into first squad’s truck. The ten members of the squad sat on the side benches facing each other. They didn’t allow Danny to sit, instead he had to lay on the floor between them as the truck bumped and swerved its way along the road. He kept sliding one way or the other as the truck rounded bends, but the troops stopped that by resting their boots against him or on him.

They arrived at a bunker. It was the same type he had seen on his escape from Consort Farms, but not the same one. He was thrown into a cell, still zip tied.

Ten minutes later, the officer appeared and started questioning him.

“Ok, boy, who are you?”

Danny couldn’t see any reason to lie. He was chipped now, and as soon as he was handed over to the police, they would scan him.

“2190, Mistress.”

“Your full number, boy.”

“74-9-2190, Mistress.”

“Do you have a name, boy?”

“Yes, Mistress, It’s Danny.”

“So, you’re the famous Danny Boy!”

“Mistress?”

“You’re in all the papers boy. I assume you were making for Green Bay?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Well, you didn’t make it but well done for getting as far as you did.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

The officer left and a few minutes later two soldiers appeared. They spoke to the soldier who was watching Danny.

“I think you should take a stroll for a few minutes.”

“I don’t mind if I do.”

The two soldiers opened the cell door and looked at Danny. They both held canes. One had a black eye.

“Remember me, boy? I’ll teach you to kick me in the face.”

They then both set about Danny with their canes. Danny was unable to defend himself with his hands still zip tied behind his back.

Swish. Thwack!

“No, please, aaargh.”

Swish. Thwack!

“No, stop it, I’m sorry. Aaargh!”

Swish. Thwack!

“Aargh. Please, mercy!”

Swish. Thwack!

“Please aaargh.”

Swish. Thwack!

“No mistress, aaargh.”

Swish. Thwack!

“Aaaaargh, please stop, aaargh.”

Eventually they stopped and left the cell and locked it. After a while, the soldier who had been on guard came back.

“What happened to him?”

“He fell over.”

Friday 4 August 92

Martha and Violet were up early. Their appeal to the Duchess of Aurora was being heard today. But while they were having breakfast, they got a call from Myla at Aurora police station. Violet answered the phone.

“Morning, Myla darling.”

“When?”

“So where is he now?”

“Ok, thanks for letting me know. See you later Myla. Love you.”

“Martha. Danny’s been found.”

“Where is he? Is he ok?”

“He’s fine, Martha. Myla said the army picked him up two days ago, on the south coast. He was trying to cross the border into Green Bay. He’s in Victoria now, the police are holding him.”

“I want to see him, Violet. I have to.”

“Of course, Martha. I’ll have a word with Darcie. I’m sure she’ll understand. As soon as the appeal hearing is over, we’ll jump in the car and head down to Victoria.”
“Oh, thank you, Violet.”

Violet could see Martha was close to breaking so she rushed over to give her a big hug.

Two hours later, Martha and Violet left the council building in Aurora, disappointed once more. The Duchess had refused their appeal. Whilst sympathising with Martha’s plight, she was disinclined to bend the law in her favour, claiming that it was not the right time for the Queendom to be seen to be weakening its resolve as it might affect the difficult negotiations that were currently taking place between Union and Queendom diplomats. The Duchess advised Martha to bide her time and hope that relations between the two powers would be normalised, and the Emergency Landings Agreement reinstated, in which event there was every chance that Danny would be pardoned and repatriated.

Martha did not want to rely on the hope that politicians would eventually sort out their differences. She wanted her Danny back now. She discussed with Violet and their lawyer, Ruby, the possibility of appealing to the Queen herself, but no decision had been made. Interestingly, Ruby mentioned the possibility of requesting a personal audience with the Queen, rather than launching a formal appeal. Martha and Violet would mull it over. In the meantime, there was a more pressing matter. They were both heading for Victoria, where they would book into a hotel and then visit Danny the next morning.

They dropped Billy off at Darcie’s house, then set off for Victoria. They arrived in the early evening and checked into their hotel.

Saturday 5 August 92

The next morning, Martha and Violet walked into Victoria Central police station and approached the reception desk. The sergeant was reading a paper. Martha noticed the headline: “Danny Boy recaptured.”

The desk sergeant put her paper down and looked up.

“Good morning, ladies. My name is Sargeant Maud. How my I help you?”

“Good morning, Maud. My name is Martha, and this is my partner, Violet. We would like to visit a prisoner.”

“Very well. Just a moment.”

Maud reached under her desk and pulled out a form.

She wrote Martha and Violet’s names on the form.

“Your address please ladies.”

“15 Spring Gardens, Aurora.” replied Violet.

Just then another police officer came out of an office and turned to go down a corridor.

Maud glanced up:

“Oh, June, just a moment if you would. I’ve got two ladies here wanting to visit one of your girls.”

“Ok, Maud.” said June. She approached the desk, smiled at Martha and Violet and waited patiently for Maud to complete the paperwork.

“And the name of the girl?”

“Sorry?” replied Martha.

“The name of the girl you wish to visit.”

“It’s a boy.”

Maud looked up. She looked annoyed.

“Let me guess. You want to see Danny Boy?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Not again. Look, unless you’re the owner or have written permission from the owner, you can’t . . .”

“I’m his mother.” interrupted Martha.

Maud was stunned into silence for a few seconds.

“I shall leave you three ladies to it.” said June and she went about her business.

“Ok, June.”

Maud pressed a button on her intercom.

“Yes, Maud, what is it?”

“Sorry to bother you, inspector, but there are two ladies here wanting to visit Danny Boy.”

“Not again. Well, you know the rules, Maud, unless they have a note from Paula, just send them on their way.”

“One of them claims to be Danny Boy’s mother, inspector.”

“Really? Well, that’s original, at least. Ok, bring them to my office, I’ll deal with them.”

“Yes, inspector.”

“If you would like to follow me, ladies, Inspector Ruth would like to speak to you.”

Maud showed them into the office and returned to her desk.

In the office, a middle-aged woman spoke to them.

“Good morning, ladies. Please be seated. I am Inspector Ruth, chief of Victoria Central police station.”

“Good morning, Ruth, I am Martha and this is my partner, Violet.”

“I understand you wish to visit one of the male prisoners. Which one is it?”

“Danny.”

“Ah, yes, 74-9-2190.”

“I understand one of you claims to be his mother?”

“Yes, me, Martha.”

“And that was from a natural birth?”

“Yes.”

“I see. And you are from Green Bay?”

“No, I’m from Romulus.”

“It says on his records that 2190 is from Green Bay. Also, that he has made numerous attempts to get back to Green Bay.”

“Well, I can assure you Danny was born and raised in Romulus.”

“I see. And you are a Union citizen?”

“No, we are both Queendom citizens. Violet is a Queendom native, and I am a full citizen. I arrived on the provisional citizenship scheme and have since taken the oath.”

“I see. May I see your papers, please?”

“Of course.”

“And what proof have you that you are in fact 2190’s natural mother?”

“The birth is registered in Romulus.”

“We don’t have access to those records. Have you any other proof?”

“Such as?”

“Do you have a photograph of the two of you together?”

“Yes, back in Aurora, but not with me. I didn’t think I would need to bring it. But I am his mother.”

“I’m sorry to be so suspicious, but Danny Boy has achieved a certain amount of shall we say fame, and we’ve had half a dozen or so women trying to see him over the past few days.”

“But I really am his mother.”

Ruth thought for a moment. Then completed the form that Maud had started and added some extra instructions.

“Very well, I will have you both taken to 2190. If he acknowledges you, you may visit, but if he does not know you, then you will both be escorted out. Fair enough?”

“Yes, we’re fine with that.”

“Ok, follow me please.”

She led the ladies back to the reception desk and handed the form to Maud.

“Maud, they are cleared to visit 2190, ask Cindy to escort them please.”

“Yes, Ruth.”

Maud summoned Cindy and she duly appeared about 10 minutes later.

“Cindy, this is Martha and Violet. They have permission to visit 2190.”

Cindy looked at Maud, open mouthed. She knew Paula was Danny’s owner and neither of these ladies was Paula.

“Martha here claims to be 2190’s natural mother from Romulus.”

Maud handed the form to Cindy, who looked gobsmacked for a moment, but then regained her composure.

“If you would like to follow me, ladies.”

Five minutes later, they arrived in front of Danny’s cell.

“Danny, you have some visitors.” said Cindy as she unlocked his cell. “You may go in. I’m sorry, but there’s no visitor’s room in the male section. It’s just not needed.”

Danny was laying on his back. He opened his eyes expecting to see Paula or maybe Maria. He saw Violet at first, then turned to look at the other lady.

“Mum!”

He jumped up and rushed to her. Martha flung her arms around him, hugging him tightly and kissing him repeatedly on his forehead.

“Danny, my boy, my darling boy.”

Martha held Danny tightly for a full five minutes, tears running down her eyes. Then she freed up one arm and beckon Violet, who joined them in the group hug. Violet also had tears in her eyes.

Cindy, watching from outside, kept her composure, but only just. She added a note to the form, stating that to all appearances, Martha was indeed 2190’s mother.

Cindy spoke to another police officer, who went away and came back a few minutes later with two cups of tea and some biscuits.

“I had to borrow these from June.” she whispered to Cindy.

“Refreshments, ladies.”

“Oh, thank you.” said Martha and Violet.

Now that they had all calmed down somewhat, Martha said to Danny:

“Danny, this is my partner, Violet.”

“Hello, Danny. Martha has told me so much about you. I am delighted to finally meet you.”

“Mum, what are you doing here? In Victoria, I mean?”

“Well, when you didn’t turn up in Green Bay, I took provisional citizenship so I could come here to look for you. I searched for you in St Agnes and St Mary then came back to Victoria. And finally, I ended up in Aurora where I met Violet.”

“Mum, can you get us out?”

“We’ve got a lawyer, Danny, and we’re working on getting ownership of you. After that we’ll get you out. But Danny, I won’t be leaving with you. I’m a full citizen now. I love Violet and we’re staying in the Queendom.”

“You’re a full citizen? But why?”

“My provisional citizenship expired. It was either take full citizenship or return to Romulus. And I couldn’t bear the thought of returning without you, Danny. Without you, there was nothing for me in Romulus. I decided to stay with my darling Violet; she has been my rock throughout all this. I can’t leave her Danny, I just can’t. Please don’t ask me to.”

“Mum, calm down. If you’re happy, I am happy too.”

“Martha, now that you have full citizenship, you’ll be able to visit Romulus. It’s only provisional citizens that can’t, unless they first revoke it.” said Violet.

“So, what’s happening to you now, Danny? We understand you are owned by Paula’s Punishments and were working in their shop here in Victoria.” asked Violet.

“That’s right, but I’m to be auctioned off. It’s company policy, they don’t keep slaves who run off. But before that, I’m up before the magistrate on Monday.”

“On what charges?” asked Martha.

“Theft – I took some gear from the shop when I escaped – and assault – I knocked into a soldier when they were trying to arrest me.”

“Will you get gaol time?”

“No, it will be the whip or the cane.”

“And who does that?”

“They have a Castigatrix here in the station.”

“I’m sorry, ladies, but visiting time is up.”

“Take care, Danny, we’ll come and see you tomorrow.”

“Are you staying in Victoria, mum?”

“Yes, Danny, I’m not leaving you again until you’re safely on a plane back to Romulus.”

Monday 7 August 92

Martha and Violet returned to Victoria Central on the Monday. They made their way to Court 1 and took seats in the public gallery. Violet noticed someone else in the public gallery.

“Martha. Don’t make it too obvious, but you see that lady over there on the right?” whispered Violet.

“Yes. Who is it?”

“It’s Lady Zara, she’s a senatress and an advisor to the Queen. Some say they are lovers.”

“Why is she here? Is there someone important before the magistrate today?”

“I don’t know.”

The current case was coming to a conclusion.

“I find the defendant guilty of the charge of theft of goods. Sentence: 20 strokes of the cane by the hand of the Queen. Dismissed.”

Paperwork was sorted out and then the defendant and his escort left.

The next moment, Danny entered the court escorted by Cindy.

Danny saw his mum and Violet and smiled at them.

“Begin.” called the magistrate.

The prosecutrix spoke: “The Queen versus male 74-9-2190. The charges are:

	Theft of goods from Paula’s Punishments in Victoria. 

	Assaulting a soldier of the Queen while carrying out her duty. 



The witness statements are before you, your honour.”

The magistrate carefully read through the written evidence.

“Anything to say in your defence?” asked the magistrate.

“No, your honour.” said Danny.

After a moment, the magistrate spoke: “I find the defendant guilty of all charges. Sentence:

For charge 1, theft of goods: 25 strokes of the cane by the hand of the Queen.

For charge 2, assaulting a soldier of the Queen: 25 lashes by the hand of the Queen.

The clerk completed the court documents and handed them to Cindy. Cindy looked towards Lady Zara, who apparently made a hand signal of some kind. Cindy nodded then led Danny away.

Martha and Violet left the courtroom but stopped in the reception area.

“Shall we visit Danny now? I assume they will take him straight back to his cell?” suggested Martha.

“It might be best to wait for a couple of hours.” said Violet. “He might not be ready yet.”

“What do you mean?” asked Martha.

Violet had been hoping not to have to tell Martha, but she had no choice.

“Well, punishments are usually carried out right away. So, he’s probably on his way to the Chief Castigatrix right now. It would be kinder to give him some time to get his thoughts back together before we go and see him.”

“Oh, I see. Poor Danny. But at least it will be over soon.”

“Excuse me, ladies.”

They looked around. It was the officer behind the reception desk.

“My name is Michelle. I couldn’t help but overhear you. You were talking about Danny, 2190?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Lady Zara has placed him on the reserve list. That means his punishment is suspended for the time being. So yes, he has been taken straight back to the cells.”

“What does that mean, exactly, being on the reserve list?” asked Violet. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt your work.”

“No, that’s quite all right. I’ve got a few minutes. Well, in the Queendom, all public prosecutions are on behalf of the Queen, hence it’s always the Queen versus someone, but of course, the Queen doesn’t turn up and prosecute the cases, she delegates it to the prosecutrix.”

“Yes, I see.”

“Well, it’s the same with the punishments. They are all by the hand of the Queen, but nearly always the actual execution of the punishment is delegated to the Chief Castigatrix or one of her assistants. But, once a year, as part of the Queendom Day celebrations, the Queen personally punishes an offender.”

“Yes, I’ve seen that on . . . wait, you don’t mean?”

“Lady Zara is here today picking out possible candidates. Danny was one.”

“So, the Queen is going to punish Danny personally?”

“Well, he’s on the reserve list. One of those on the reserve list will be selected, the others will get their delayed punishment in the normal way.”

“When will the selection be made?”

“I’m not sure.”

“Well, thanks for that, Michelle.”

“You’re welcome, have a good day, ladies.”

As they made their way to the front desk to request a visit, they discussed today’s events.

“Things are going from bad to worse. I don’t like the idea of my Danny being publicly punished by the Queen. And it being broadcast throughout the Queendom.” said Martha.

“What are you thinking?” asked Violet.

“Let’s go and see Danny. But after that, I’m going to phone Ruby. I want to request a personal audience with the Queen.”

Danny was overjoyed to see both of them again. He wasn’t happy about going onto the reserve list though.

“Oh, so they told you?” asked Violet.

“Yes, when Mistress Cindy brought me straight back here instead of to the punishment room, I asked what was going on, and she told me. But there’s more.”

“What is it, Danny?” asked Martha.

“I’m being transferred. At any moment, I understand.”

“Where to?”

“To the VSA here in Victoria. They will prepare me for auction.”

“Oh Danny, it must be so difficult for you.” said Violet.

“Not really, I’ve been through all this before.”

“So, when is the actual auction?” asked Martha.

“Thursday. But whoever buys me won’t be able to take possession while I’m on the reserve list.”

“Thursday. That doesn’t give us much time.”

Tuesday 8 August 92

The next day, after breakfast, they called Ruby from their hotel.

“Good news, ladies. You’ve been granted an audience with the Queen tomorrow.”

“Was it difficult, Ruby?”

“Yes, I spoke to Lady Zara. It seemed like she was going to deny the request, but then I mentioned that the boy in question was on the Queen’s reserve list. She looked up his details and then granted the audience. You know, there was something about the way she spoke. The way she referred to him by his name instead of his number. I got the impression that she knew him.”

“Really? I wonder where they could have met. When is the appointment, and where do we have to go?”

“It’s tomorrow morning at the Palace.”

Ruby explained where they should go and who to ask for and wished them both luck. With that out of the way, Martha and Violet decided to go and see Danny at VSA. They drove across town and parked up and entered the building. A lady behind the reception desk looked up as they walked in.

“Good morning, ladies. My name is Alice. How may I help you?”

“Good morning, Alice. My name is Violet, and this is Martha. We have met before.”

“Oh, yes. I remember now. Do you need any help?”

We are just here to browse. Could we have a brochure, please.”

“Certainly. Here you are. You know where the gallery is.”

“Yes, thank you.”

They entered the gallery and quickly found Danny. Martha was embarrassed to see her son at full mast and looked down while she spoke.

“Has there been much interest in you, Danny?”

“Yes, but that’s what I don’t understand. The last time I was here I was told that a record of disobedience devalued a slave, but now it appears I’m quite popular. Earlier today Princess Sophia and Lady Fiona, one of the queens senatresses, came to inspect me.”

On the way out, Martha and Violet stopped to have a chat with Alice on the desk.

“What can you tell us about this one, Alice? Number 2190.” asked Violet.

“Oh, yes, 2190. But everyone calls him Danny Boy. We’re getting a lot of interest in him.”

“Why do you think that is, he seems to be very disobedient?”

“That’s true, but he’s made four escape attempts himself and led a mass breakout, and his crime sheet is as long as your arm. He’s got a bit of a reputation as a bad boy. As a result, we’re getting a lot of interest from well off ladies who fancy a challenge. They want to make a name for themselves as a man tamer.”

“I hear that Princess Sophia herself was interested.” said Violet.

“True, but I would hazard a guess that that’s for an entirely different reason.”

“What do you mean?” asked Martha.

“It’s well known that the Princess wants to have a daughter. And after all, Danny is very handsome. And proved himself to be very fit.”

“Thank you, Alice. Come on Martha, let’s go back to the hotel.”

Wednesday 9 August 92

Martha and Violet arrived at Victoria Palace in good time. Protection Squad officers checked their written invitation and then cross checked against their own records before allowing them into the grounds. They were then met at the main entrance.

“Good morning. Martha and Violet, I believe?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“My name is Ayla, I am the Queen’s private secretary. If you would follow me, please.”

She led them into a plush reception room. A page boy was standing rigidly at attention against a wall.

“Boy! Get refreshments for the ladies.”

“Yes, Mistress Ayla.”

A few minutes later, Martha and Violet were waiting nervously and sipping tea.

After about 15 minutes, Ayla appeared again:

“Her Majesty will see you now. If you would please follow me.”

Shortly after they approached a pair of double doors.

“Wait here a moment. Enter when I nod.”

Ayla went in, leaving the double doors open behind her. She turned to the left and dropped a curtsy.

“Ms Martha and Ms Violet to see you, Your Majesty.”

“Show them in, Ayla.” replied the Queen.

Ayla nodded to them and they entered, turned, and dropped curtsies.

“You may approach and be seated.” said the Queen, and Ayla left the room and closed the doors.

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”

The queen and two other ladies were seated behind a long desk.

“These are two of my senatresses and advisors. This is Lady Fiona, and this is Lady Zara.”

“Good morning, ladies.” they both said.

“Good morning.”

“You may begin.” said the queen.

“Your majesty, I am Martha and this is my partner, Violet. I am a native of Romulus, but we are both Queendom citizens. My son is here in the Queendom, also a native of Romulus, but enslaved and owned by another woman. It seems that a quirk of the law means that although I am his natural mother I cannot claim ownership of him. I am here to ask you to bend the law in our favour. I beg you as one mother to another to return my darling Danny to his mother’s arms.”

Martha related the story of how their plane had made a forced landing and they had been split up, and how she had been searching for him since that time, only to find that he had been enslaved and was now the property of someone else.

“Who is this boy?” asked the queen.

“Your Majesty, he is 74-9-2190. He is currently owned by Paula’s Punishments, but on account of his having escaped, they have placed him up for sale, and he is currently in the possession of the VSA here in Victoria, awaiting auction.” said Lady Fiona.

“Also, Your Majesty, he has recently been convicted of theft and assault and has punishments pending. He is in fact on Your Majesty’s reserve list for Queendom Day.” added Lady Zara.

“Really? What is his name?”

“Danny, Your Majesty.” replied Zara.

“Is this the famous Danny Boy who has been all over the news in recent days?” asked the queen.”

“The very same, Your Majesty.”

“There’s something else, Your Majesty.” said Lady Fiona.

“Go on.” said the queen.

“This is the same boy that Princess Sophia has set her heart on to father her daughter. She intends to bid for him.”

“This gets more and more complicated.” said the queen.

The queen pressed a button on her desk. The doors opened and Ayla entered and curtsied.

“Please leave us while I confer with my advisors. We will not keep you waiting long.” said the Queen.

“Please follow me, ladies.” said Ayla.

Twenty minutes later they were again seated before the queen.

“Ladies, I have conferred with my advisors. My diplomats are currently in intense negotiations with the Union in an attempt to come to a proper understanding regarding the future of the whole of South Vena. These negotiations are in a difficult phase. The Union is being very difficult in the face of our entirely reasonable demands. I’m afraid that in the current circumstances, we cannot weaken our position by appearing to make unforced concessions regarding Union citizens currently in our custody. Therefore, I’m afraid we must deny your request. We must stick to the letter of the law.”

Martha burst into tears. Violet leaned over to comfort her.

“Please, please, calm yourself. We are mothers ourselves. Believe us when we say we sympathise with your plight. Truly we do. And we believe we have a solution. But we cannot be seen to break the law. Or even to bend it.”

Martha was all ears.

“This is what we propose: We will ask Paula’s Punishments to withdraw Danny from the auction. Instead, we will buy Danny from her, in our personal capacity, and not on behalf of the Queendom.”

“We will then select Danny to take part in the Queendom Day ceremonial punishments and Danny will then father Princess Sophia’s daughter. Afterwards, we will sell Danny to you, Martha, or to both of you jointly as you prefer, for a token amount of one credit. Are you agreeable to these arrangements.”

“May I just clarify, Your Majesty. When you say that Danny must father Princess Sophia’s daughter, do you mean that the two of them must  . . . you know . . . “

“No. Princess Sophia will have an artificial birth. We merely require a sample of his seed.”

In the circumstances, Martha thought it was a reasonable trade.

“We agree, Your Majesty. And thank you, Your Majesty and thank you, ladies.”

Thursday 10 August 92

The next day, Danny was up and breakfasted and ready to be taken to his display case in the gallery, when he was surprised by the arrival of Lady Zara and two assistants together with Hadley, the VSA woman who had been in charge of him.

Hadley spoke:

“Danny, you have been withdrawn from the auction. Paula has sold you. You are now the property of Queen Matilda I of Vena. This is Lady Zara, senatress and advisor to the queen, and also in charge of the queen’s stable. And these are Freya and Kyra, two of her stable hands. They will take charge of you now.”

Hadley unlocked his cell.

Freya and Kyra entered.

“Turn around and face the wall, boy.”

Danny did so. They cuffed his hands behind his back.

It was getting late when they entered the rear gate of the palace grounds and headed for the male stables.

Lady Zara looked at a chart and said:

“Girls, put him in stall 49 for now. It’s getting late, so just give him some soup and water and lock him up for the night.”

“Yes, Lady Zara.”

Danny looked around his stall. It was about 9 feet square and contained a comfortable single bed, a wardrobe, a chest of drawers, and a dressing table with a chair. At the rear of the stall was a door. Danny had a look inside. He saw a toilet and washbasin but no shower. The front of the stall was all glass. An opening glass door in the centre with fixed glass panels either side. One of the side panels had a small opening door to allow small items to be passed through without the need to open the main door.

Friday 11 August 92

Danny was woken up early the next day and given porridge for breakfast. When the plate had been taken away, Danny sat down on his bed and leaned against the wall.

Then a few minutes later, he heard voices, it sounded like Lady Zara. She was giving instructions to her stable hands. She arrived outside Danny’s stall with four girls in tow.

“Freya and Kyra, can you get this one scrubbed up. He needs a haircut and no doubt a shave. And chuck those VSA clothes and give him standard issue.”

“Yes, Lady Zara.”

Kyra unlocked the stall.

“Strip, Danny, everything off. Just leave everything on the floor. You’ll be getting new clothes.” said Freya.

Danny stripped off.

“Ok, follow us.”

Danny was first taken to have his crew cut renewed. Then he was led into a room about 10-foot square. It appeared to be a wet room. It had drains in the floor, but Danny couldn’t see a shower head, but he noticed a hook on a chain hanging from the ceiling.

“Stand here.” said Kyla. She bent down and attach his ankles to shackles fixed to the floor with short chains. He had to spread his legs to reach the shackles. Meanwhile Freya cuffed his hands in front of him, then looped them over the hook. She pressed a button on the wall and the chain retracted pulling Danny’s hands above his head. She adjusted it until he was at full stretch but with his feet still firmly on the floor.

Freya opened a small door in the wall and unreeled a shower head. She pulled on the hose to provide herself with some slack. Meanwhile, Kyra went round Danny squirting liquid soap onto him, then stepped back behind Freya and turned the tap on.

Freya gave Danny a good soaking all over, turning the liquid soap into white froth. She then turned the water off, and both girls got long handled soft brushes. They both went round giving Danny’s body a good scrubbing all over.

The brushes were then put away, and the water was turned on again and the soap was washed off.

The girls then got towels from a cupboard and dried Danny thoroughly.

They then examined him carefully.

“Well, boy, you’re nice and clean now, but this hair has got to go.” said Kyra, examining him closely.

They went back to the cupboard and came back with four battery electric shavers. Two were much larger than any Danny had ever seen, and two were the normal size. They both grabbed a larger one and set to work attacking Danny’s body. After about 10 minutes, most of Danny’s body hair was gone. The girls switched to the smaller shavers and began attacking the awkward areas that the larger shavers hadn’t touched.

Finally, Kyra placed a chair in front of Danny and sat down with some shaving cream and a hand shaver to attack the hair surrounding Danny’s cock. She used one hand to pull his cock out of the way while she shaved all around it. Finally, she gripped the top of his ball bag and pulled it upwards to induce a smoother surface and make his scrotum easier to shave. Danny’s cock began to stiffen. She looked up at him and grinned.

“Behave, you naughty boy.”

A short while later, he was released from the shackles.

“Right, you’ll do. Follow us.”

He was taken to a storeroom and issued new clothes. He was given indoor shoes, socks and sky-blue shorts. The shorts had the royal coat of arms on both sides.

“What’s his name?” asked the storekeeper.

“Danny.” said Freya.

“Ah, here they are. She handed Freya four white T-shirts with his name in large black lettering on the front and back. Oh, and don’t forget this, it’s for tomorrow. She handed Freya a 2-inch-wide white belt.”

“Ok, thanks.” said Freya.

Danny was led back to his stall, and his new clothes were placed on his bed.

“Get dressed and put the spares away.” said Freya.

“We’ll come and get you in an hour and take you to the canteen for dinner. This afternoon you’ll be getting instructions for tomorrow.”

“What’s happening tomorrow?” asked Danny.

“It’s Queendom Day. You’re up for punishment, Danny.”

Saturday 12 August 92

The queen had offered Martha and Violet free tickets for the Queendom Day celebrations in Victoria’s Central Park. They had declined. Martha didn’t want to be there when they punished her poor Danny. She didn’t trust herself to remain composed. She didn’t want to have to bottle up her feelings. Better to watch on TV in the hotel room where she would be free to burst into tears in Violets arms.

But they had obtained permission to visit Danny on Tuesday, and they were both looking forward to it. Danny would have his sample taken on Friday, then on Saturday – just one week from today – Martha and Violet would become joint owners of Danny and all three of them would return to Aurora.

They watched as the program started. The Queen welcomed everyone to this, the fortieth anniversary of the Queendom of Vena. She thanked everyone who was here in person or watching the broadcast at home. She then made a speech summarising the achievements of the Queendom over the last forty years.

To mark this special occasion, a new award for outstanding service to the Queendom was being inaugurated. It would be known as the ‘Princess Sophia Award’. Award winners would be given a framed citation and a gift set, consisting of a beautiful ceremonial cane and bullwhip in a presentation case.

Representatives of Paula’s Punishments, the firm that had produced the gift set, would now present the very first set to Her Majesty.

Martha and Violet watched on TV as Paula, Maria and Dorothy mounted the stage followed by a boy carrying the actual gift set. The three ladies curtsied, then Paula turned and took the gift set from the boy who immediately fell to his knees and pressed his nose to the floor.

“Your Majesty, on behalf of all the management and staff at Paula’s Punishments, it is my great honour to present to you this, the very first gift set for the Princess Sophia Award.”

“Thank you, Ms Paula.”

There were cheers and applause from the crowd.

“To further honour this new award, we will use the fine instruments in our ceremonial Queendom Day punishment. The male being punished today is the famous Danny Boy. He . . .”

Loud cheers and applause from the crowd. The queen waited for the noise to subside.

“He has been convicted of theft and assault and has been sentenced to 25 strokes of the cane and 25 lashes of the whip, at the hand of the queen. The queen will now execute the sentence.”

Paula and her girls curtsied once more and made their way back to their seats. The camera then panned round to where the prisoner was being attached to a caning horse. The horse was set on top of a smaller stage to allow the spectators a better view.

“There’s my Danny.” said Martha.

Danny was naked except for a 2-inch-wide belt around his waist. Two of Lady Zara’s stable hands shackled his wrists and ankles and tightened a restraining strap around his waist.

The queen and Lady Zara approached and mounted the caning stage. A boy followed, carrying the gift set. He knelt down and held the set in his arms, with the lid already hinged open.

The queen took the ceremonial cane then turned back towards Danny. She took up position behind and to his left.

“You will count, boy.” said Lady Zara.

“Yes, Lady Zara.” He couldn’t see her but had been given detailed instructions the previous day on what he was to do and say.

Swish. Thwack!

The queen landed a full force stroke on Danny’s arse, but the pain was bearable.

“One, Your Majesty.”

Swish. Thwack!

Another full force stroke, but again bearable.

“Two, Your Majesty.”

Swish. Thwack! Argh.

An overlay. Danny screamed out in pain.

“Three, Your Majesty.”

Swish. Thwack! Argh.

Another overlay, Danny screamed in agony. The queen wasn’t an expert with the cane and had little control over where her strokes landed.

“Four, Your Majesty.”

Swish. Thwack!

Danny got lucky as the queens fifth stroke hit fresh arse.

“Five, Your Majesty.”

“Take over, Lady Zara.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Lady Zara was an expert castigatrix. She was in charge of the royal stables which currently counted over 80 boys, and she kept her hand in by occasionally taking discipline herself. And she always executed any punishments personally. She saw it as her duty.

Lady Zara took up position.

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

“Twenty-five, Your Ladyship.”

She delivered Danny’s remaining 20 strokes in double quick time and Danny screamed loudly throughout the assault. Unfortunately, there wasn’t enough space on Danny’s arse to fit all 20 on without doing some overlays, so Lady Zara decided that a rapid-fire attack would be the most humane way to finish him off.

As Danny got his breath back, tears running down his face, he felt himself being released from the caning horse.

He was then led over to a huge whipping frame that had been constructed for the occasion. This was like a large soccer goal, but with crossbars on the top and bottom, and diagonal support posts bracing the uprights at each side. There were wrist and ankle shackles attached to ropes looped through eyebolts in each corner, each rope led to a drum with a handle allowing it to be wound in or out.

Danny was made to stand centrally under the frame while four stable hands attached the shackles to his wrists and ankles. The two girls in control of the wrist ropes then wound their handles until Danny was lifted off the ground with his arms spread. When they were satisfied, the girls in control of the ankle ropes wound their handles, which had the effect of pulling Danny’s legs apart and leaving him in a suspended spread eagle position.

The whipping frame was preferred over the whipping bar they had used in the early years, as it prevented the target from rotating.

The queen arrived and took up position well behind and to the left of Danny. She knew exactly where to stand as the best position had been worked out and marked during rehearsals. Fortunately, Danny had not had to take part in the rehearsals.

The queen turned and took the ceremonial bull whip from the gift case being held by the boy, then turned back to face Danny.

She launched the whip backwards, then changed to a forward motion. The end of the whip smacked into the middle of Danny’s back with full force.

Swish. Crack! Aaaargh!

Danny screamed out in pain.

“One, Your Majesty.”

Swish. Crack! Aaaargh!

The second lash hit a bit higher and Danny screamed again.

“Two, Your majesty.”

Swish. Crack! Argh!

The third lash was a bit lower and didn’t seem to have so much force behind it. Maybe the queen was tiring.

“Three, Your majesty.”

Swish. Crack! Aaaargh!

The fourth lash was an overlay and also wrapped around and caught Danny’s chest. Danny screamed out in agony once more.

“Four, Your Majesty.”

Swish. Crack! Argh!

The fifth was another bearable one. It seemed to have less force, and it wasn’t an overlay.

“Take over, Lady Zara.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Lady Zara, being an expert whipster, was able to crack the whip so that it made a loud noise but with very little impact on Danny’s back, and sometimes none at all. Lady Zara had told Danny to scream in agony after all of her strikes, even if they weren’t painful. If he didn’t, then she promised him that on the next lash he would have no need to pretend.

Swish. Crack! Argh! “Six, Your Ladyship.” Swish. Crack! Argh! “Seven, Your Ladyship.” Swish. Crack! Argh! “Eight, Your Ladyship.” Swish. Crack! Argh! “Nine, Your Ladyship.”

Lady Zara whipped at a furious pace but most of the lashes barely touched Danny. But those that did were still agonising.

Swish. Crack! Argh! “Twenty-two, Your Ladyship.” Swish. Crack! Argh! “Twenty-three, Your Ladyship.” Swish. Crack! Argh! “Twenty-four, Your Ladyship.” Swish. Crack! Argh! “Twenty-five, Your Ladyship.”

The stable hands took Danny down, and he was laid face down on a stretcher and taken back to the stables for treatment.

Watching on TV, Martha was in Violet’s arms and both ladies were in tears.

“Look what they’ve done to my boy.” cried Martha, as the TV showed Danny being stretchered away.

Tuesday 15 August 92

On Tuesday, Martha and Violet turned up at the rear entrance of Victoria Palace around midday. After getting checked out by protection squad officers, they were allowed in. They were directed to the male stables where a young lady met them.

“Hi, I am Kyla, one of the queen’s stable hands. You must be Martha and Violet.”

“Yes, that’s right. Nice to meet you, Kyla.”

“Likewise. Follow me please, ladies.”

She led them to the canteen and showed them to a table.

“I’ll just go and get Danny. I’ll be right back.”

She was back in five minutes with Danny. The ladies stood up, and they had a group hug, then sat down again.

Kyla said. “It’s lunch time for Danny; you ladies are welcome to join him if you like. It’s steak and ale pie, new potatoes and veg today.”

The ladies looked at each other for a moment.

“Thank you, we will if that’s all right.” said Martha.

“What’s going to happen to me now, mum?” asked Danny.

“They haven’t told you?”

“No. They haven’t told me anything.”

“Danny, the queen has agreed to sell you to us for a token one credit. You’re coming home with us on Saturday.”

Danny was overwhelmed and his mum gave him a big hug.

“There is one more thing you have to do, though. You remember Princess Sophia was interested in you?”

“Yes, she visited me in the VSA.”

“Well, she wanted you to father her daughter.”

“You mean she wanted to  . . .”

“No, Danny, it will be an artificial birth, not a natural birth.”

“Will be? You mean I’ve still got to give them a sample of my  . . . you know?”

“Yes, but it seemed a small price to pay for your freedom.”

“When will it be done?”

“Friday, I believe. But they haven’t told us any details of how or where.”

“It will be at the baby factory.” said Danny.

“How do you know?” asked Martha.

“I’ve met a few boys who have given samples, some several times. They were taken to the baby factory; there’s a department there where specialist staff take the samples.”

“I’m really sorry you have to go through this, Danny.”

Danny grinned.

“What?”

“Mum, it’s fine. All the boys I spoke to thoroughly enjoyed it and couldn’t wait to go back.”

“You dirty little boy, Danny.”

They all laughed.

“Danny, can I ask you something?”

“Of course, mum.”

“Well, I’m not sure how to phrase this. You’ve been in the Queendom for, what, nearly a year and a half. Most of that time you’ve been under the control of the women here. In all that time, has anyone ever, well, um . . . tried to . . . you know . . .”

“What, mum?”

“Danny, darling, are you still a virgin?”

Danny blushed.

“Yes, mum, they never touched me in that way.”

Friday 18 August 92

On Friday afternoon, Freya came to Danny in his stall.

“Danny, up you get, they’re ready to take your sample.”

Danny got up and followed Freya. They went up some stairs.

“Aren’t we going to the baby factory, Mistress Freya?”

“What for, Danny?”

“I thought that’s where they took the samples, Mistress Freya.”

“Oh, I see. Yes, that’s true in most cases, but not for the royal family. They have their own facilities in the palace.”

Freya led Danny to a room and opened the door.

“Take your clothes off and wait in here, Danny,”

Danny realised he was in a punishment room. It had all the usual gear, a double bed with restraints, a St Andrews cross, a caning horse and some stocks. And a selection of whips and canes.

Danny stripped off and waited nervously.

A few minutes later, a young lady Danny had never seen before entered the room. She looked to be in her early 20s.

“Hello Danny. I am Mistress Chloe. I am the Royal Succubatrix, responsible for obtaining semen samples for royal conceptions.”

She noticed Danny’s worried look.

“Don’t worry about the room, you’re not being punished, it’s just that it’s got a bed and it was available. Right, let’s start. On the bed please, Danny.”

Danny got on the bed.

“Spread your arms and legs.”

Danny spread his arms and legs, and Chloe fastened his wrists and ankles to the corners of the bed.

“Head up.”

Danny raised his head, and Chloe adjusted three of the four pillows under him.

“Ok, you can lay back.”

She moved down the bed.

“Lift your bum.”

Danny strained to lift his bum off the bed, and Chloe shoved the fourth pillow under him.

“Ok, relax. We find that makes things easier to reach and generally results in a bigger load.”

Chloe reached into a pocket a produced a small plastic bag which she opened. She took something out of the bag.

“What’s that, Mistress Chloe?”

“It’s a sperm collector. Have you never seen one before?”

“No, Mistress Chloe.”

“Look.”

It was a simple transparent plastic container about 3 inches long and 2 inches in diameter, sealed at one end, but with a screw-on lid at the other. But she unscrewed the lid and took something else out of the bag and screwed that on instead. The end of the new lid seemed to be made of a soft rubbery material. It had a hole in it that looked about a quarter of an inch in diameter. Then she took something else out of the bag. It looked like a cheap plastic cross head screwdriver. She inserted it into a socket in the side of the rubbery lid and turned it. There was a clicking noise and the quarter inch hole gradually increased in size. She kept turning until it was almost 2 inches across.

“Ok, Danny watch this.”

“She squeezed the sides of the plastic tube, causing it to deform slightly. There was a sudden click, and the hole instantly snapped back to a quarter inch diameter.

“Unless I am a complete duffer, this will enable me to catch your donation.” she said, as she primed the device once more. She placed it on the bed where she would be able to grab it quickly.

Chloe then stripped naked herself and folded her clothes over the caning horse. She then crawled up between Danny’s legs and looked him in the eye for a good 30 seconds.

Then she looked down. Danny’s cock was on red alert.

Chloe grabbed his cock and pulled the foreskin back. Then she opened her mouth and engulfed his purple helmet. Her tongue played over its sensitive surface. As she sucked and licked, she used one arm to prop herself up and the other reached down between Danny’s legs. She turned her hand palm up and her fingertips lightly gripped the base of his ball bag, while the balls themselves sagged down towards her palm but without touching it.

After a few minutes, her lips moved down towards the base of Danny’s cock. She got to within two inches of his balls before she was stopped by his helmet reaching her throat. She withdrew her lips back to his cock head, then began a regular up and down motion on his shaft, doing the return trip in about a second. Meanwhile her fingertips began gently squeezing and releasing his ball bag, as if trying to encourage it to release its sticky load.

For a change, her hand released his balls and moved up to grab the base of his cock from the front, nearest to his body. That left the whole length of the cock facing Chloe free, and her tongue used the opportunity to make a full survey of the entire length. Up and down went her tongue. Then she extended the journey beyond the base of his cock to include the front of his scrotum. Up and down again for several minutes. Then she leaned down and sucked on his ball bag until one of his balls popped into her mouth. She bathed it with her tongue for a while, then did the same with the other.

Her tongue then made its way back up the shaft to the tip. She opened her mouth once again and engulfed his cock once more. She shifted her position, so she was propped up on both her elbows, then both her hands came forward, and the fingertips of both hands touched the sides of his shaft. She played her fingers, each finger touching and releasing the cock independently and seemingly at random. It looked like she was playing the flute.

It was too much for Danny, his balls began to flex. Chloe let go with her right hand and her left hand moved in to take over its duties. She glanced right and her right hand grabbed the sperm collector. She kept sucking and tickling his cock. She was an expert Succubatrix and could tell to within a fraction of a second when his jizz would fly. Just a moment before launch, when Danny was well into his vinegar strokes, her mouth released his cock, and her hand quickly moved the sperm collector into its place. She squeezed the sides and there was a click as the rubbery lid tried to revert to its quarter inch diameter, but it was prevented from doing so by Danny’s cock which it gripped tightly.

Danny’s hips bucked as his cock shot string after string of hot spunk into the collector. When the last few drops had dripped off his throbbing helmet, Chloe pointed his cock downwards and pulled the collector off. She unscrewed the cap and replaced it with the solid plastic one, making sure it was nice and tight. She held it up to the light and swished it about.

“Nice!” she said. “That’s a really good load, Danny. Good boy.”

She released him from the restraints. Ok, Danny, get dressed then wait here. I’ll be back in just a minute to escort you back to your stall.

She got dressed herself then rushed out of the room with his donation.

Back in his stall, Danny got some unexpected news. His sale to Martha and Violet had already gone through. They were coming to fetch him and would be here in half an hour.

Saturday 19 August 92

On Saturday morning, Martha and Violet checked out of their hotel, and set off on their return trip to Aurora, with Danny sitting in the back seat feeling slightly bewildered.

“So, what exactly is my situation now?” he asked.

Violet replied.

“Well, Danny, you are still legally a slave, it’s just that you’re owned jointly by Martha and me now. So, you still need to be mindful of that whenever you meet anyone.”

“I see. Where are we going exactly?”

“We have a nice bungalow on the edge of Aurora. And you’ll get your own room, Danny.  It’s a nice room. Also, you’ll meet another boy that we have living with us. He’s about your age. His name is Billy. He helps around the house.”

“A slave?”

“Well, yes.”

“Mum, why have you bought a slave?”

“Me and Violet work full time, Danny. We needed someone to do the housework and cooking. Besides, he likes working for us. He’s far better off being a comp . . . being a domestic than he would be working in some factory or on a farm.”

“You’re right about that mum; they had me working on a farm. I hated it. I couldn’t wait to get away.”

“Anyway, Danny. Once you’re settled in, I am going to contact the Union embassy in Victoria to see about getting you home.”

“Thanks, mum. Will you be able to visit me in Romulus?”

“I think so, is that right, Violet?”

“Yes, Martha. You can’t visit the Union or Green Bay with Provisional Citizenship, not unless you revoke it when you arrive at immigration. But once you’ve become a full citizen you can. I guess they’ve given up any hope of keeping you by that stage.”

“There you go, Danny. I promise to come back often. You won’t be able to keep me away.”

“What do I do in the meantime? Am I allowed to go into town?”

“No, Danny. Males aren’t allowed outside of their owner’s property without female escort.”

“So, what am I supposed to do?”

“Well, do you fancy working? We both work at Darcie’s Transport. We could ask Darcie if she could use you if you like?”

“Yes, ok. Better than sitting at home. Will I get paid?”

“No, Danny. If she takes you on, she will technically be renting you from us, so she’ll pay us rent. There’s nothing that boys can buy anyway.”

When they arrived in Aurora, they called at Darcie’s house to collect Billy.

“Welcome back, ladies. How did it go?” said Darcie after her boy had let them in.

“Very well. Look what we’ve got.” replied Violet.

“Ah, this must be Danny. Nice to meet you, Danny.”

“Nice to meet you too, Mistress Darcie.”

“What a handsome boy. And so polite, too.”

“Has Billy behaved himself, Darcie?” asked Martha.

“Yes, he’s been good.” said Darcie, and then she turned and shouted:

“Billy! Get your gear together, Martha and Violet are here.”

A voice came from somewhere in the house:

“Yes, Mistress Darcie.”

A few moments later, Billy appeared with his overnight bag.

“Billy, this is Danny. Danny, Billy.” said Violet.

The boys said hello to each other.

Martha decided to ask about a job for Danny.

“Darcie, we’re trying to get Danny back to Romulus, but in the meantime, he’s going to be at a bit of a loss. Do you think you could find a use for him at the firm?”

“Sure, he can help Edward and Travis in the garage. Working on the trucks.”

“Obviously we’ll need to bring him in, so is it ok if he works the same hours as us? I know the boys work 7 days.”

“Yes, that’s fine, Martha, come and see me on Monday, girls, and we’ll work out a suitable rent.”

“Did you hear that, Danny?”

“Yes, mum. Thank you very much, Mistress Darcie.”

Billy stared at Danny. He wasn’t sure if he had heard right, but it sounded like he had called Mistress Martha ‘mum’.

“Right, let’s get you boys back home. See you tomorrow, Darcie.”

“Good night, ladies.”

Sunday 20 August 92

The next morning, Martha phoned the Union embassy in Victoria to get advice on how to repatriate Danny. Apparently, there was no legal way it could be done. She could of course smuggle Danny into the embassy, they could then get him out quite easily, but then Martha would be in trouble with the Queendom authorities. Their advice was to hang tight. They were confident that a new understanding between the Union and the Queendom would happen sooner or later. When that happened, the Emergency Landings Agreement of 52 would be reinstated, and Danny along with 15 other males from the Union – all currently in an internment camp – could be repatriated. Martha agreed to wait.

A bit later, Martha and Violet were idly chatting when the subject of what to do about Billy came up.

“Well, Danny will be working full time, so we shouldn’t expect him to do housework or anything. But we’ll have him clean his own room. It doesn’t seem right for Billy to have to clean Danny’s room.” said Violet.

“Yes, I agree. And we can’t use Billy on a Saturday anymore, Violet. I just couldn’t, not with Danny in the next room. Billy is about Danny’s age, I just couldn’t.”

“Yes, that’s fine, Martha. Don’t worry, we’ve still got each other.”

“And what about discipline? They’re both technically slaves, so it wouldn’t be fair to discipline Billy and not Danny. And I can’t cane Danny, Violet. It must be 12 years since I last spanked him for being naughty. I just couldn’t do it.”

“Well, boys need discipline, Martha. But he’ll be working at Darcie’s, we can do his discipline in the garage with the other boys.”

“Well, ok, Violet. But you’ll have to do it.”

“No problem, Martha.”

Just then they heard a familiar voice.

“Myla! How are you, my darling.”

“I’m fine mum. Hi, Martha.”

They all got together in a group hug.

“So, have you got him?”

“Yes. Danny! Come here.”

Danny came out of his bedroom and into the lounge. He looked at Myla, thinking she looked familiar.

“Danny, this is my daughter, Myla.” said Violet.

“Please to meet you, Mistress Myla.”

“You recognize me, don’t you, Danny?”

“I think so, Mistress Myla, but I can’t remember where from.”

“Think of the brickworks, Danny, and the chapel.”

Danny suddenly remembered the incident in the chapel, and how upset he had been, and how Myla had comforted him. Just the thought of it came close to overwhelming him, and he suddenly looked sad and started tearing up. He looked down to hide his emotions.

All the ladies realised something was up.

“Are you all right, Danny?” asked Martha.

But it was Myla who rescued him. She moved in and took him in her arms and held him tight. He looked down as she held him and he shed a few quiet tears.

“He’s such a softy, isn’t he?” said Myla.

“But what’s the matter?” asked Martha.

“It’s my fault. I reminded him of the chapel. I found him there one time, in a bit of a state, kneeling in a pew and grieving for you, Martha.”

“Oh, my poor boy.” cried Martha, and she moved in to join the hug. The next moment you couldn’t tell one person from another, as they were all joined together in one big hug.

“Dinner is ready, Mistresses.” said Billy.

Danny went to help Billy serve the meals. Then all five of them sat down to eat.

Later that evening, Violet did Billy’s discipline and then they all went to bed.

Monday 21 August 92

The next day, Martha and Violet took Danny with them when they when to work. First things first, they all went to the garage. The boys were all waiting.

“Good morning, Mistresses.”

“Good morning, boys.”

“Boys, this is Danny. He will be helping Edward and Travis in the garage for a few weeks. Danny, this is Harry, David, Edward and Travis.” said Martha, without mentioning the fact that Danny was her son.

The boys all said hello to each other.

“Right, let’s get on with the discipline. Danny, you’re excused this week, your welts are still too raw.”

Edward and Travis took charge of Danny, and he proved to be a useful addition to the team. Within days, he was able to do simple maintenance tasks unsupervised. Especially useful was Danny’s ability to drive. He had passed his driving test in Romulus, although not on goods vehicles, but it was enough that Edward and Travis could trust him to move trucks about within the yard. Danny enjoyed working with the boys in the garage.

At the end of the day, Travis asked:

“Are you staying with us at Darcie’s?”

“No, I’m staying with Martha and Violet. They own me, they’re renting me out to Darcie.”

“Ok, see you tomorrow then.”

Just then, Martha arrived to take him home.

They all arrived home to delicious smells coming from the kitchen. Once again, Billy had a wonderful home cooked meal on the go. It would be ready in 15 minutes, he told them.

There was a knock on the door, and Myla entered.

“Hi, mum.” said Myla, and she approached Violet and they hugged each other.

Then Myla turned to Martha. “Hi, Martha.” They also hugged.

“Danny?”

“Yes, Mistress Myla?”

“Come here.”

Danny approached Myla, and she gave him a big hug too.

Martha and Violet glanced at each other and smiled.

“This is an unexpected pleasure, Myla.” said Violet.

“I missed you, mum. We’ve been apart for so long.”

“You’re always welcome here, Myla, you know that.” and they hugged again.

“Thank you, mum.”

“Danny, go tell Billy that Myla is here, so we will be five for dinner.”

“Yes, mum.”

“And see if he needs any help.”

From then on, Myla joined them for dinner most evenings when her work shifts allowed it. Violet was thrilled to see so much of her daughter.

Friday 9 September 92

Nearly three weeks later, it was Danny’s 18th birthday. Billy made an extra special dinner for the five of them, and Violet bought a birthday cake in town. It was left to Violet to explain that, by Queendom measurements, Danny was actually 18 years and 8 months, because in the Queendom they measured from conception, and in the Union from birth. None of the others knew that, and Violet only knew because Darcie had told her when she happened to mention that Danny’s birthday was coming up.

Martha, Violet and Myla all had gifts for Danny, all little accessories to make his room more homely.

“And I have another gift for you. A very special one.” said Martha.

She handed Danny an envelope. Danny opened it and found a small plastic card with his picture in the corner.

“I’m not sure what this is, mum.”

“It’s a Queendom Visitor’s Visa, Danny. The Queendom and the Union have sorted out their differences at last and signed a treaty.”

“Yes, I read about that in the paper.” said Myla. “I was going to ask what affect this would have on Danny.”

“Well, one of the clauses is that the Emergency Landings Agreement has been reinstated, and all the Union and Green Bay boys currently being held have been issued Visitor’s Visas that last 15 days, giving them ample time to leave the Queendom.”

Martha noticed a sad look on Myla’s face for just a brief moment.

“So, does this mean I can go into town alone now?”

“I’m not sure.” said Martha.

“May I see it?” said Myla.

Danny passed it to her.

“Yes, this is a regular Visitor’s Visa. I’ve never seen one issued to a male before, but yes, Danny, you’ll be able to go out unescorted with this.”

“Great! Can Billy come with me?”

“No, it only covers you, Danny.” replied Myla.

“So, when does it expire?” asked Violet.

“Let’s see, it will be September 24.” said Martha.

“Oh, that’s a shame, Danny will miss Myla’s birthday.”

Saturday 10 September 92

The next day, Martha and Violet weren’t working so neither was Danny.

“Mum, can I go into town?”

“What do you think, Violet? Will he be safe.”

“I don’t see why not. He’s got his Visa.”

Half an hour later, Danny left the house and set off, and after about 25 minutes he was approaching the town centre. Up to now, he had been stared at a lot from women in passing cars, but he had only passed one pedestrian. A woman walking towards him on the footpath suddenly stopped and gawped at him when she realised that he was definitely a male. Danny merely bowed his head and said:

“Good morning, maam.” as he passed.

But as he approached the town centre, he saw that there were many people milling about and going in and out of the shops and cafes. He found himself being stared at and pointed out as he sauntered along.

Suddenly he heard a shout: “Hey you there, boy. Come here.”

He looked round to see two police officers on the other side of the street. Danny waited for a gap in the traffic then crossed the road.

“Good morning, officers.” said Danny.

“Your number, boy.”

“74-9-2190, officer.”

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

“No, officer, but I have a Visitor’s Visa.”

Danny handed over his Visa.

“This is a Visitor’s Visa. Where did you get it?”

“It was issued to me, officer.”

“Really? You’ve just given me your slave number. Visas are only issued to Union or Green Bay visitors. Where did you get this Visa? Is it a forgery?”

“Amber, ask Jean for an identity check.”

“Will do, Alison.”

Amber spoke on her radio.

“Amber to Jean, come in.”

“Go ahead, Amber.”

“Identity check on a male with a Visitor’s Visa, please Jean. Serial number 74-9-2190.”

“One moment . . . Ok, here he is. 74-9-2190 – He’s got a TWS. It’s an 18-year-old male, current owners Martha and Violet of 15 Spring Gardens, Aurora. Oh, Mavis, you’ve got the famous Danny Boy, Myla’s mum and her partner own him now. And the Visa is genuine, it’s to allow him to return to the Union.”

“Ok, thank you Jean.”

Alison had been listening.

“Ok, boy, you’re in the clear. You may go.”

Danny was about to walk on when Amber said:

“Hey, Danny. Can we get a selfie?”

“Sure, officers, I don’t see why not.”

Amber had a quick look around, then whipped out her personal phone and took a selfie with all three of them in shot.

“Thanks, Danny.”

Danny carried on. He didn’t really know what to do. Then he saw a café down the street. He decided to get a paper then go and read it over a coffee. He doubled back to a newsagent he had just passed, then entered.

There was a woman behind the counter, and another being served and another waiting. They all glanced round when they heard the door open, then did a double take when they saw Danny. Danny picked up a copy of the Aurora Times and joined the line.

When it was Danny’s turn, the shop keeper said:

“Can I help you, boy.”

“Just this paper please, Mistress.” said Danny.

“Are you a driver? I will need to see your waiver.”

Danny showed her his Visa.

“You’re a visitor from the Union?” she asked in surprise.

Danny was about to say he was a Queendom slave when he thought better of it.

“Yes, Mistress.” He replied. It was technically true.

“I thought they didn’t issue them to males anymore.”

“They are very hard to get, Mistress.”

“I’ll bet.”

Danny paid and walked out of the shop and crossed the street. He entered the café and joined the queue at the counter. In front of him was a woman and a girl of about five.

The little girl turned round and stared at him.

“Mummy, why is that boy out by himself?”

“I don’t know, darling. He’s probably a driver.”

Danny reached the counter and held out his Visa without being asked.

“I’m a visitor from Romulus. Could I have a coffee and a piece of cake, please Mistress?”

Danny paid and found a table and settled down to read his paper. But he couldn’t help noticing the lady who had served him kept looking at him suspiciously.

Ten minutes later, a police officer entered the café and went straight up to the counter. Danny noticed her looking at him while she spoke to the server. It wasn’t Alison or Amber that he had spoken to earlier.

The officer approached him.

“It’s Danny, isn’t it?”

“Yes, officer.” said Danny as he stood up.

“Sit down, Danny. Don’t worry, you’re not in any trouble. We thought it would be you, we’ve been getting reports of a suspicious male. Do me a favour, if you tell women that you’re a Union citizen, which you’ve every right to do, then don’t call them ‘Mistress’. It makes people suspicious. Only slaves refer to women as ‘Mistress’.”

“Oh, sorry, officer. It just comes out automatically now. But I’ll try to remember.”

“Ok, Danny, enjoy your day.”

The officer left the café, pausing just long enough to tell the server “He’s fine.”.

Danny carried on reading the paper, but a moment later, he was interrupted once more.

“Excuse me, young man. I wonder if you would be kind enough to sign this magazine?”

Danny looked at the magazine, “The Sunday”

The cover article was: “Danny Boy’s rampage across the Queendom.”

And underneath: “How one boy led the Queendom on a merry dance.”

“Sure thing, maam.”

He signed it, but he could see other women looking his way and waiting for their chance. He didn’t like being the centre of attention like this, he just wanted some peace and quiet. So, he quickly finished his tea and took his cup and plate back and left the café and started to walk home.

Monday 12 September 92

On Monday evening, Martha and Vilet were discussing Myla’s upcoming 20th birthday. They were organizing a party. Attending in addition to Martha, Violet, Myla and Billy would be Darcie and Mary from work, and Mavis, Rebecca, Lucy, Jean, Alison and Amber from Aurora police.

The party itself was about finalised. Billy would be doing a slap-up meal, with Martha and Violet helping, and they had ordered a lovely cake. For after dinner entertainment, there would be music and dancing, and Violet had booked two boys from Diana’s Dreamboys, who would do a strip dance, with audience participation.

Their thoughts turned to what gift to get for Myla.

“Myla told me she often gets lonely by herself in her flat.” said Violet. “I guess that’s why she enjoys coming here so often in the evening.”

Martha suspected there might be another reason, but she wasn’t certain, so she didn’t say anything.

“It’s a bit of a culture shock for her. She lived with me for 18 years, then when she was on work experience at the DST and then at the Police Academy, she was living in a dorm with other girls, and from what she tells me, they had a roaring time. But now, for the first time, she’s on her own, and it gets her down sometimes.”

“Yes, that’s understandable.” agreed Martha.

“Anyway, so I was wondering whether she would like a pet. So, I raised it with her, and she said yes. She said not a dog, it wouldn’t be fair to keep it locked up in a flat all day, but maybe a cat. We had a cat when she was younger, Sooty, she loved him.”

“Yes, that’s a good idea. Cats adapt well to living indoors. We can get her a cat tree with plenty of perches on it, and a kitty litter, one of those they walk inside of, so it doesn’t make a mess.”

“Yes, that’s settled then. We can pop into the pet store downtown and see what they can do for us.”

Sunday 18 September 92

A week later, Myla had joined them as usual for their regular Sunday roast. Billy had done a sterling job as usual, and Billy and Danny were now doing the washing up. Martha, Violet and Myla moved to the lounge. Violet mentioned that the roses were coming along nicely, and Martha and Violet went out into the garden to see. They also had a few details of Myla’s party to go over that they didn’t want Myla to overhear.

About 20 minutes later, they spotted some weeds that Billy had somehow missed. Violet began pulling them out but one didn’t want to move.

“I’ll nip inside and get the trowel; we don’t want to break it and leave the roots in.” said Martha.

“Ok.” said Violet, as she moved on to another.

Martha went into the kitchen and got the trowel from under the kitchen sink. Billy was just putting the last dried plates away.

“All done, Billy?”

“Yes, Mistress Martha.”

“Good boy.”

As she went to go back to the garden, she glanced into the lounge.

Myla and Danny were sitting next to each other watching TV with the volume up quite loud. Myla had her arm around Danny. As Martha watched, she leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. Martha quickly headed for the garden without being noticed.

“Here we go.” Martha dug the stubborn weed up by its roots.

They walked over and dumped all the weeds in their compost bin.

“Violet dear, I think Myla has got a crush on Danny.”

“Yes, I know, but I think it’s more than a crush. I’m worried she’s going to be heartbroken when he goes back to Romulus. I’ll have a talk with her.”

“And I’ll have a word with Danny.”

Later that evening, Violet offered to drive Myla back to her flat.

“There’s really no need, mum. It only takes me 15 minutes.”

“I want to, Myla, and I need to talk to you about something.”

“Very well, mum.”

They got into the car and set off. They arrived at Myla’s flat 5 minutes later and parked up.

“What did you want to ask me about, mum?”

“Let’s go inside.”

Inside the flat, Violet spoke.

“Come here, Myla. You know that Danny fly’s back to Romulus on Saturday?”

“Yes, I know mum.”

“I know you’re going to miss him, Myla.” said Violet, and she took Myla in her arms.

Myla looked at her mum but didn’t speak, but Violet could see the sadness in her daughter’s eyes.

“Myla . . .  are you in love?”

Myla couldn’t bring herself to say anything, she just tightened her grip on her mum.

“There, there, Myla.”

“Mum, he’s just the type of boy I hope I can get someday. He’s so kind and sensitive. A bit of a softy. Just what I like.”

“Perhaps you shouldn’t see so much of him. It will just make his leaving worse for you.”

“I can handle it mum. I’ll get over it.”

“You’re a good girl, Myla.”

Monday 19 September 92

The next day, Violet was busy talking to a customer on the phone, so Martha went off to take discipline on her own. When she got to the garage, all 5 boys were waiting for her.

She wasn’t looking forward to caning Danny, but the other boys hadn’t been told that Martha was Danny’s mum, and she couldn’t show favouritism, so it had to be done.

“Right, let’s get this done. Harry.”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

“David.”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

“Edward.”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

“Travis.”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

“Danny.”

Swish. Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack Whack.

“Dismissed, boys. Danny, a word please.”

“Yes, mu - Mistress Martha?”

Don’t worry, Danny, you’re not in any trouble, I just need a private word with you.”

“What is it, mum.”

“We’ve got your plane tickets. You leave on Friday, stay overnight in Victoria, then you fly out to Romulus early Saturday morning.”

Danny didn’t say a word.

“Did you hear me, Danny?”

“Yes, mum.”

Danny looked sad.

“What is it, Danny?”

“Mum, I don’t want to go.”

“Danny, if you stay here, you’ll be a slave. You’re Visa expires on Saturday, after that you won’t be able to leave. You do understand that?”

“Yes, mum. But I don’t want to go. I want to stay here with you and Violet and . . . “

“Myla?”

Danny looked up and nodded.

“Are you in love with her, Danny?”

“Yes, but . . . I’m not sure how she feels about me.”

“What do you mean?”

“Sometimes I think she really likes me. But other times it seems like she’s deliberately avoiding me and ignoring me when she knows I want to speak to her.”

“She’s just protecting herself, Danny, she knows you’re leaving so she doesn’t want to get too close.”

“Do you think so, mum?”

“I know it, Danny. I’ll have a talk with Violet and see if we can come up with a solution.”

“Like what, mum?”

“I’ll talk to you tonight, Danny.”

Martha went back to her office. The next time there was a quiet moment, Martha mentioned her conversation to Violet.

“Violet, I spoke to Danny earlier. It’s true, I could tell, he has totally fallen for Myla.”

“They’d make such a lovely pair. It’s such a shame he has to go back to Romulus on Saturday.”

“He told me he doesn’t want to go. He wants to stay with us, so he can see Myla every evening.”

“If he doesn’t leave by Saturday, he’ll be a slave permanently.” said Violet.

“I know. He said he doesn’t care. He just wants to be with Myla.”

“Oh my god, how romantic! He’d give up his freedom to be with my darling Myla. He’s such a sweet boy.”

Violet had tears in her eyes, and Martha got closer and hugged her.

“Violet, I have a suggestion.”

“Go on.” said Violet.

“Let’s give Danny to Myla for her birthday.”

“You would do that? Give your boy away?”

“He can’t live with us forever. And I can’t think of a sweeter girl to give him to than Myla.”

“Oh, Martha.” Violet burst into tears and Martha hugged her even tighter and kissed the top of her head.

Just at that moment, Darcie came out of her office. She saw that Violet was sobbing.

“Is everything all right, girls.”

“Don’t worry, Darcie, they’re happy tears. We’ve decided to gift Danny to Myla for her 20th birthday.”

“An excellent idea! I’ve always thought they would make a lovely pair.”

Darcie thought for a moment.

“Danny was supposed to fly out on Saturday, and Myla’s birthday is Wednesday. Is that right?”

“Yes, that’s right, Darcie.” said Martha.

“You know, you should make it a surprise. Box him up for Myla to undo on her big day.”

Violet had recovered by now, and asked:

“What, put Danny inside a cardboard box?”

“Yes, there’s special boy boxes, they have large breathing holes; you just make sure those are pointing towards a wall so nobody can look inside. And they have lift off lids. We’ve got some in our storeroom. Come and see.”

“I like it. It sounds like fun. And it would be a delightful surprise for Myla.” said Violet.

“That’s settled then. We’ll fetch Danny and then go over to the store and find a box that he fits into and give it a try. Then you can take the box home. We can smuggle Danny in at the last moment on Myla’s birthday.”

“Where are we going to hide Danny in the meantime?” asked Martha.

“On Friday evening, instead of taking him to Victoria, bring him here and he can stay with my boys. Then I’ll smuggle him back on Wednesday morning.”

They all agreed and went off to fetch Danny. Danny was overjoyed but also a bit worried.

“Mum, Violet, what if Myla doesn’t want me?”

“Don’t you worry about that, Danny.” replied Violet. “I know my daughter, believe me she is head over heels in love with you.”

The next few days were difficult for Danny; he was inwardly happy although a little nervous but had to appear sad whenever Myla was with them. But it was helped by the aloof attitude that Myla was adopting to shield herself, which Danny started to copy.

Friday 23 September 92

Myla said her goodbyes to Danny late on Friday afternoon. She promised to accompany Martha and Violet on their first visit to Romulus, whenever that was.

Violet, Martha and Danny got into Violet’s car and set off for the 5-minute drive to Darcie’s house.

Saturday 24 September 92

On Saturday afternoon, Myla visited them.

“How did it go? How was your journey to Victoria?” asked Myla.

“No problems at all.” said Martha. “Everything went according to plan.”

After dinner, when Myla had gone home, Violet looked at Martha.

“Let’s celebrate tonight. I need a stiff cock inside me. It’s been 6 weeks since we’ve used Billy.”

“Good idea. Poor Billy, his balls must be near to bursting.” said Martha.

“Billy! Get in our room now. Clothes off.”

Wednesday 28 September 92

It was Myla’s birthday, and Billy was keeping his eye on the dinner cooking away in the kitchen. Martha and Violet had helped with the preparation and would help Billy again with the plating up. In the meantime, Myla had arrived, and Martha, Violet and Myla were receiving their guests.

Darcie and Mary arrived from Darcie’s Transport, and Mavis, Rebecca, Lucy, Jean, Alison and Amber from Aurora police. The boy box was now in what used to be Danny’s bedroom, now emptied of all his gear to reinforce the illusion that he had flown to Romulus.

As soon as everyone had arrived and gone into the lounge, Darcie quickly left by the back door and went back to her car. She collected Danny and smuggled him back into the house and into his old bedroom.

Just sit there and be quiet, you don’t have to get in the box just yet, someone will come to you when it’s time.

“I’m nervous, Mistress Darcie, I would feel much better if I could get inside now.”

“Very well. Strip off and put this on.”

It was a 2-inch-wide light blue cloth belt with ribbons on the front and back.

The box and lid were separately covered with gift wrap, allowing the lid to be easily lifted off, which Darcie now did.

“Ok, get in. Kneel on the cushion. I’ll put the lid on, but if you feel the need for a stretch, it will lift straight up. Have your stretch, then lower yourself back in again and the lid should just drop back into place.”

Danny got in. Darcie handed him a bottle of water then put the lid on.

“See you later, Danny.”

Darcie went back to the lounge and joined in with the gossip. The full terms of the Treaty of Green Bay had just been published, and the girls were discussing them. It seemed the Queendom had got most of what they wanted. Rebecca read the terms from the Victoria Times news web site:

“1. The Emergency Landings Agreement to be reinstated immediately.

2. Males being held due to the ELA being revoked to be given 15-day Visitor Visas to allow them to leave the Queendom.

3. The east coast highway to be extended from St Mary to Green Bay at Queendom expense.

4. The colony of Green Bay to become a Queendom Duchy in 94. After which:

4(a) Males already citizens of Green Bay will not be enslaved but will not be able to enter the rest of the Queendom except on a Visitor Visa.

4(b) Normal Queendom law to apply to any males created or naturally born in Green Bay.

4(c) The Union to be guaranteed supplies of various minerals as listed in appendix 1.”

“So, from 94 the Queendom will encompass the whole of the island of South Vena.” said Martha.

“It makes perfect sense to me.” commented Rebecca.

The discussion continued.

Half an hour later, Billy came through to inform Martha and Violet that he was ready to plate up, and they went back to lend him a hand.

One hour later, and they had all finished a lovely three course meal. As this was a formal occasion, Billy did not join them, but Martha made sure he plated two additional meals which could be reheated later. Billy realised one of these was for him but didn’t understand who the other one was for.

Meanwhile, Diana had arrived with her boys and was waiting outside for a signal from Martha or Violet.

Martha stood up: “Right ladies, it’s time for Myla to open her gifts.”

Myla spent the next half an hour unwrapping the gifts the other girls had got for her. When she had unwrapped the last one, she said:

“Thank you for the gifts, everyone, you have all been very generous. They are delightful and I will treasure them always. But the biggest gift is your presence. Thank you all for coming, you have made this a very special day for me, one that I will remember for a long time. But now it’s time for the. . . “

“Just a moment, Myla.” interrupted Violet. “There is one more present for you from Martha and me. If you would all like to follow us, please.”

They all filed into Danny’s old bedroom and stood in a semi-circle around the big, gift-wrapped box.

Myla recognized the box as a livestock container and assumed Martha and Violet had got her a pet. But she was surprised by the size of the box and looked at Violet and whispered:

“Mum, just how many kittens did you get?”

Violet just grinned.

“Open it, Myla.” called Lucy.

Myla, lifted the lid off and put it to one side and looked in. She saw Danny looking up at her with a big grin on his face,

Myla screamed in surprise.

“Mum! Martha! What does this mean?”

“He’s yours, Myla. We’re signing him over to you.”

The other girls began to step forward to have a look, but they didn’t need to, because Danny stood up, naked except for his decorative belt.

There was more screaming as the other girls were shocked by the gift.

“Oh my goddess, he’s so cute!”

Meanwhile, Myla was hugging first Violet and then Martha, tears of joy streaming down her face. As she hugged Martha, Martha was also in tears but managed to say: “Take care of my precious boy, Myla dear.”

“I will, Martha. And thank you.”

“Help him out, girls.” said Violet.

Rebecca and Mavis reached out and lifted him up and over the edge of the box, then set him down on his feet.

“Hey, we meet again, Danny.” said Rebecca.

Everyone looked at her.

“I know this boy. Me and Mavis arrested him outside Victoria, somewhere around April or May of 91. I remember it well; it was our first arrest.”

“Everyone knows Danny Boy, said Lucy. He’s been in all the papers.”

“Right, everyone, back to the lounge. We’ve got some entertainment lined up.”

Billy and Diana’s two boys had rearranged the lounge and brought in more chairs from the dining room. Half the room was now devoid of furniture, giving Diana’s boys a space for their performance. The other half now had all the seats facing towards the space.

The ladies returned and took their seats.

Myla had a quick word with Danny: “Danny, put some shorts and a T-shirt on and then join me in the lounge.”

She then went into the lounge herself. When Danny arrived, she told him to sit quietly at the back.

Violet stood up and announced: “Ladies, for your entertainment this evening, may I present ‘Diana’s Dreamboys’.”

Diana herself sat at the side of the room, in charge of a powerful ghetto blaster. She pressed a button and a sexy dance track started playing.

When Violet had booked, Diana had asked about the type of ladies in the audience and had learned that most of them were police officers. The two boys had got changed in the punishment room and were waiting for the dance music as their cue.

They now walked into the lounge and started dancing in time with the music. They both wore mock police uniforms with “Cock Town Police” written on them, and they also wore dark glasses.

When the girls saw them, there was much screaming and laughter at their uniforms.

The boys danced for about ten seconds then began unbuckling their belts and then pulling them first one way and then the other. After about 5 seconds, the belts were pulled off completely and tossed aside.

They then both simultaneously gripped the top of their trousers and yanked them upwards. Their trousers came right off, as they were formed of two separate pieces joined by small links of Velcro. The lack of trousers revealed their smooth shaved legs. The girls screamed hysterically, and the trousers joined the belts on the floor.

They then began slowly unbuttoning their shirts, whilst still gyrating to the music. Their now opened shirts were then pulled aside revealing narrow G-strings enclosing their cocks. More screaming and laughter.

The shirts were then removed completely. The boys twirled them round and round over their heads a few times before casting them aside.

They were now naked except for shoes and socks and their G-strings.

The boys now gyrated themselves in and out of the rows of seats. Many of the girls took the opportunity to grip their cocks through the G-strings. After a while, the boys made their way back to their “stage”. The G-strings were then suddenly whipped off, revealing their 12-inch extended cocks in all their glory.

There was more loud screaming from all the girls, which changed to laughter when the boys began moving their hips in a way that caused their cocks to begin rotating in the manner of a windmill. After about 20 seconds of windmilling, the boys each took a spray can of whipped cream that Diana handed to them.

The began circulating amongst the girls once more. Using the spray can, they would squirt a line of whipped cream on the top surface of their horizontal cocks and challenge a girl to suck the cream off by engulfing their cocks.

Most girls could only suck the first eight inches of cream and would have to take the cock out of their mouths and lick the remainder off.

Violet was the unexpected star performer. She managed to suck all 12 inches of cream off a cock by deep throating it. It seemed she had skills previously unknown.

After every girl had tried the whipped cream challenge, the boys then went free style and just mingled. Any girl who wanted to, could then grab a passing boy and suck his cock for a minute or two. Many played with his balls at the same time, and often another girl would caress his arse.

The boys were trained pleasure slaves so there was no danger of them making a mess on the carpet or the furniture, but 15 minutes before the end of the show, Diana asked for two volunteers to suck the boys dry.

Violet and Rebecca volunteered. Each boy stood up in front of the volunteer with his hands behind his back and his cock jutting straight out.

Violet leaned forward towards her boy and opened her mouth wide. She engulfed the helmet then clamped her lips onto the shaft beyond it. Meanwhile one hand reached out and grabbed his shaft at the base, while the other reached under and grabbed his balls and began slowly caressing them.

Violets lips began travelling up and down the length of his cock, while her tongue toyed with his helmet. The hand holding the base of his cock also move backwards and forwards slightly.

There was a loud moan as the other boy shot his load into Rebecca’s mouth, and she swallowed it all down.

Meanwhile, Violet could feel that her boy was on the edge. When she felt his balls tense, her hands released his shaft and balls and grabbed his arse cheeks instead. She pulled his arse hard towards her and shoved his cock down her throat. Then the boy thrust his cock forward and shuddered as jet after jet of hot man-milk was injected directly into her throat.

Violet removed her mouth from his cock and licked her lips.

“My oh my, that was tasty.”

The Dreamboys then went back to the punishment room to get changed, and soon after they left by the back door. Diana wished Myla a happy birthday, wished everyone an enjoyable evening, and then took her boys home.

Martha put some disco music on and got some bottles of wine and cans of beer out. The girls danced the night away.

Finally, the guests began to leave, until only Martha, Violet and Myla were left, together with Danny and Billy.

“Mum, Martha. Thank you both for a wonderful party and especially for a wonderful gift. Thank you for Danny. I don’t know what to say. It is so generous of you both.”

“You’re a lovely girl, Myla. I know you will take good care of him. There is no one I would rather see him with than you.” said Martha.

“Thank you, Martha. That’s very kind of you.”

“Off you go now, Myla. The boy needs his sleep.” said Violet.

Myla took Danny and set off for the 15-minute walk home.

They entered Myla’s flat, and Myla showed Danny around. They ended up in the bedroom.

“Take your clothes off Danny. Put them on that chair.”

“Yes, Mistress Myla.”

Danny did so.

“Turn around slowly, Danny.”

Danny turned.

“You’ve got a beautiful body, Danny.”

“Thank you, Mistress Myla.”

Myla slowly got undressed, looking at Danny as she did so. Danny thought she was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. His cock agreed, as it rapidly grew until it was at full mast. Myla noticed and licked her lips. She was still hot and excited from watching Diana’s Dreamboys.

She looked Danny in the eye: “Are you a virgin, Danny?”

“Yes, Mistress Myla.”

“But you’ve had pleasure training I assume?”

“Yes, Mistress Myla. Mistress Grace gave me hours and hours of theory training. I passed all the tests.”

“You did? Well, I think it’s about time to put all that theory into practice. Starting tonight.”
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