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Chapter 1 – Owner Operator

Day 1

A door opened and a woman of about 30 walked into a bedroom. She was wearing thin pink panties and a pink bra. A young man of about 18 was sitting on the bed with his back propped up by the pillows. He was wearing shorts and a T shirt and was reading a girlie magazine. He looked up in surprise.

“Aha! You must be the birthday boy.” said the woman.

“That’s right, but who are you?” replied the young man.

“I’m your birthday present. I’m your first ever woman.”

The boy stared at her in surprise. The woman slowly walked over to the bed and sat down on the edge.

“Let’s put that away, shall we?” she said as she took the magazine off him.

Her hand then reached down and fondled the front of his shorts.

“My, my. What have we got here?”

She then crawled onto the bed between the boy’s legs and grabbed his shorts and began to pull them down. The boy lifted his arse of the bed to help her. She took them off revealing his white underpants with a big bulge in the front of them. The woman licked and kissed the bulge for a few moments.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle with you.”

She then slowly pulled his underpants off. At first, the underpants dragged his cock down as she pulled them off, but then his cock broke free, and swung rapidly upwards, slapping the boy on the belly, before returning and settling down into an upright position.

When the women had got the boy’s underpants all the way off, she got off the bed, grabbed his legs and pulled him further down, so that he was laying down with his head on the pillows instead of sitting up with his back against them. Then she crawled back up between his legs and gripped the base of his cock lightly with both hands. She then gave his ball bag a good lick all over. She dragged her tongue slowly up the length of his stiff shaft until she reached the top. Then she sucked his cock into her mouth.

Her lips gripped his cock tightly and slowly slid down the shaft until she reached her hands. Then they moved back up again. For the next few minutes, her lips slid up and down the length of the meaty shaft. Occasionally, she took the cock out of her mouth and licked the smooth, purple head with her tongue, before engulfing the whole cock once again.

Suddenly, she reversed off the bed and stood up.

“Get comfortable, boy.” she said, as she began to take her panties off.

The boy adjusted the pillows under his head and then stared at the woman’s shaved quim.

The woman got back onto the bed and got into a kneeling position over the boy’s cock. She reached down, grabbed his shaft and aimed it at her gaping gash. Then she slowly descended, impaling herself on the eight inches of hard man meat.

“Aaaaaaaaah” she sighed as she slid down onto him.

She then began to gently ride him. The boy reached out and held on to the tops of her arse cheeks as they moved up and down.

“Oh, yes.” mumbled the woman.

She increased her speed slightly.

“Oooooh.”

After a few minutes, she stopped and then got up into a squat. She then began to squat ride him. She was able to get much longer thrusts in this position.

“Ooooh, yes. That’s better.”

The boy moved his hands to the bottom of her arse cheeks and helped her by pushing upwards whenever she rose up.

“Oh, my.”

Soon she was bouncing up and down at a fast pace, rising up until most of his bell end was exposed, and then dropping all the way back down until her arse cheeks bounced off his thighs and her quim smacked into his balls.

She stopped for a moment at the bottom of a stroke and wriggled her minge about and adjusted her position slightly. Then she resumed bouncing up and down on the stiff pole of male meat.

At the same time, she reached behind and unfastened her pink bra and threw it aside.

The boy began to raise his arse off the bed and thrust up into her each time she began her downward stroke.

“That’s right. You know what to do. Are you sure this is your first time?”

She kept on bouncing up and down.

“Yes, oh my.”

The woman reached behind and fondled the boy’s ball bag for a few seconds, perhaps judging how close he was. But it was she who was getting close.

“Oh my. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeees.”

She sat down with the young man’s pork sword deep inside her and wriggled her minge around as she climaxed.

“Oh my.”

“Was that ok?” asked the boy.

“You did just fine. Just fine for your first time. But we’re not done yet. Up you get.”

They both got up and then the woman got back onto the bed on her hands and knees with her face above the pillows.

“Ok, boy, come up behind me.”

The young man kneeled on the bed and shuffled his way forward, holding his stiff boy beef in one hand. His helmet homed in on her slippery slit, but he seemed to have trouble finding the exact location of her woman hole.

“Up a bit. That’s it. Push it in right there. “

The boy slowly pushed his dick balls deep into the woman’s hot, wet hole.

“Oh my, yes, that’s right.”

His left arm dropped to his side and his right reached out and held on to the top of the woman’s right arse cheek. He then began slow thrusts, utilizing the full length of his stiff meat, withdrawing it until most of the helmet was visible before pushing back in until he was balls deep.

“Oh! There you go. Ooooooh!”

In and out he went. He loved the feeling of the woman’s minge keeping a tight grip on his pork sword. And when he looked down, the sight of her tight, round arse cheeks and beyond them, his stiff rod buried in her tight twat, really turned him on.

“Ah. Oh. Oooooh, yes. Keep going, boy.”

The young man kept pumping away. He brought both hands around and took a firm grip of both arse cheeks for added traction.

“Ooooh, yes, that’s nice. You’re getting the hang of it now.”

The young man adjusted his position slightly and then increased the pace. His knees, upper body and head, and his hands on her arse cheeks, remained almost motionless, but his arse, and in front of it, his cock, was thrusting backwards and forwards at breakneck speed.

“Oooh. There you go. That’s it.”

The woman reached under and gripped his ball bag for a moment.

“Oooh. Someone’s getting close. Do it on my back.”

Six rapid, full-length strokes later and he was ready. The boy suddenly withdrew his meat and the woman then raised herself up slightly. The boy took his tool in his hand and aimed it at her back.

The next moment, rope after rope of hot, white man milk shot from his mighty weapon and splattered on the woman’s back.

“Oh my god. Oh yes.” cried the boy.

“Oh, my goodness. What a shower.” laughed the woman.

Beep Beep Beep Beep Beep Beep.

Suddenly, an alarm signal began to sound.

“Off!” shouted Jack and the alarm stopped.

He got up from his bunk put a dressing gown on. He switched his entertainment system off. That was enough porn for today.

Jack was 24, nearly 25, and was an owner-operator of a small nearly clapped-out K-class space freighter.

“Shit! Now what’s gone wrong?” he thought as he went out of his cabin and entered the cockpit of his ship.

“What’s the problem, Jane?” he asked.

There was nobody else there. He was talking to his ship’s computer.

“I’m sorry to disturb your research, Jack, but I have detected a fault with number 1 thruster.”

“Not again! What is it this time?”

“The inductor has failed. I’m sorry, Jack, but I’m afraid it’s beyond the capability of the self-repair mechanisms. I recommend a complete replacement thruster.”

The K-class ships had two thrusters, so all was not lost. The ship was already at cruising speed so the thrusters wouldn’t be needed again until it was time to start decelerating and entering the orbit of his destination planet, Caeruleus 1, in two days’ time. And one thruster would be ample.

But he wouldn’t be able to take off again. Caeruleus 1 had 95% Earth gravity, and he would need both thrusters to reach escape velocity, which meant he would need to arrange repairs or a replacement once he had arrived at his destination. That was an expense that he had not budgeted for and could ill afford.

Day 3

Two days later, Jack was in orbit around Caeruleus 1and was preparing to land at the capital, Valentina.

“This is K-class cargo ship KV-291 calling Valentina ground control.”

“Go ahead KV-291.”

“Requesting approach and landing clearance.”

“Clearance granted, KV-291. Use dock 19. Welcome to Caeruleus 1.”

“Copy. Clearance granted. Using dock 19. On approach now.”

Jack stood up from the controls.

“Take over, Jane.”

“Yes, Jack.”

Jack went back to his cabin to shower and get changed, leaving Jane to handle the approach and the landing.

An hour later, the ship had touched down at dock 19. Jack left to report to the clearing house to get paid and arrange for unloading. After completing the necessary paperwork, he used one of the consoles provided to browse for job offers. There were plenty of returns to Earth on offer and also some more local trips.

When he returned to his ship, he found unloading was already well underway. Eight standard containers. Jack didn’t know what was in them and he didn’t much care. He was more interested in the 2,500,000 credits they had earned him, giving him a profit of 450,000 credits after expenses. Added to the 400,000 credits he already had, it should have been enough to keep him comfortable for the next year, if it wasn’t for the thruster fault.

He made arrangements with the K-class main dealer at the space port to get the thruster looked at and then decided to head off into town.

Jack was an owner-operator and KV-291 was his first ship. He had managed to get it for a knock down price due to its age and condition. He had previously worked for a large logistics firm for several years, but he much preferred working for himself. The K-class cargo ship was small but efficient and could be operated by one person plus the on-board computer, so he was used to being alone for long periods. Although he didn’t mind the loneliness, whenever he was docked, he liked to go into town and mix.

He knew where he was going. He had been to Caeruleus 1 many times before and knew the space port and the surrounding area well. It was early afternoon, so he headed for the Neil Armstrong, a bar that was popular with space pilots. Heading inside, Jack saw that it was not very busy. He selected a table and sat down.

A waitress approached him to take his order.

“Can I get a steak and chips and a pint of Lightspeed please.”

“Certainly, sir.”

Jack liked to eat well, and although instant space meals had improved a great deal over the years, they were nothing to the excellent home cooked meals you could get at the Neil.

Jack’s pint arrived and he took a long swig, downing half of it in one go.

A guy at the next table looked across at him.

“Just arrived?”

“Yes, I just got in with a consignment from Earth. I’m Jack”

“Mark. What ship have you got?”

“A K-class.”

“Nice. They’re good ships. So, where are you going next?”

“Nowhere yet. I’ve got a thruster fault to sort out. I’m worried it could be expensive. Especially at main dealer prices. If it’s more than I can afford, I might have to sell out.”

“You could try Raymond’s Workshop at Unit 29. They’ll be a lot cheaper than the main dealer, but they don’t use genuine parts, and you won’t get the 10-year warranty that a main dealer will give you.”

“Thanks. I’ll keep that in mind. What’s your ship?”

“A D-class ferry. I arrived from Earth two days ago on a charter with 6 passengers and some mail. I’m returning next week.”

Mark’s meal arrived followed a minute later by Jack’s steak, and the conversation died down as the guys concentrated on eating.

Just as Jack finished his meal, he received a call on his communicator. It was from the main dealer. They had finished their inspection.

Jack paid his bill and said goodbye to Mark, and half an hour later, he was in an office at the main dealer.

“I’m sorry, sir, but the thruster is beyond economical repair. You’ll need a replacement.”

The rep gave him a detailed diagnostic printout detailing all the problems they had found.

“I see. How much will it cost?”

“Hmmm. Let’s see. For the parts and labour, it will come to 1,500,000 credits. This quote is valid for a week.”

“Ouch! Are you sure it’s not repairable?”

“Quite sure. The thruster is basically worn out. We could replace the inductor, but there are so many other components on the brink of failure that it’s likely something else will fail on your next trip. It’s just not economical to do the repair. Far better to replace the entire thruster.”

“I see.”

“Well, come and see us when you decide what to do.”

“Ok, thanks. I’ll be in touch.”

Jack’s next call was at a bank where he asked to see the manager.

“I see. So, as I understand it, this new thruster for your ship is going to cost 1,500,000 credits, and you need to borrow 600,000 credits in order to finance it?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“And what collateral do you have?”

“Just my ship. It’s worth about five million credits.”

“I don’t doubt it, sir, but we need something that we could get hold of and cash in, in the case of a default. A spaceship is just too risky. You could be anywhere. And you’ve already told us that you don’t have insurance. Have you got anything else?”

“Such as?”

“Well, do you have any property here on Caeruleus 1?”

“No, I don’t own property anywhere. The spaceship is all I have.”

“Well, in that case, sir, I’m afraid we can’t offer you a loan.”

Jack left the bank disappointed. He decided to take Mark’s advice and visit Raymond’s Workshop. He hoped he would be able to afford their cheaper prices.

When he arrived, he spoke to Raymond himself.

“We can fit a replacement thruster for 1,200,000 credits, sir.”

“Shit! Is there anything else you can do? This is what the main dealer found.”

Jack showed him the diagnostic printout.

“Well, we could fit a new inductor. That would cost 250,000 credits. But there are numerous other components that are virtually life expired which could fail at any moment. If you keep replacing each component as each one fails, it will end up costing you a lot more in the long run.”

“Yes, I realize that. But I just need to get the ship in good enough condition to do a short return trip.”

“How short?”

“Very short. Just an hour each way.”

“You’re not going to Caeruleus 2? The female planet?”

“Yes. They’re offering a million credits for a return run. If you can get my ship good enough to do the return trip, I’ll be able to replace the thruster when I get back.”

“Well, we can do it, but you would be taking a big risk. For a start, there are no repair facilities on Caeruleus 2, so if you get another fault while you’re over there, you’ll have to call in a mobile repair ship, which will be very expensive.”

“I’ll take the risk.”

“That’s assuming you even get there. The approaches to Caeruleus 2 are dangerous.”

“What do you mean?”

“The navy doesn’t have full control of the approaches to Caeruleus 2. There have been reports of pirates.  Ships have been hijacked and crews have been abducted.”

“I thought they were mounting regular patrols?”

“Yes, they do mount patrols, but not as often as you might think. They big up their successes in the press for the deterrent effect, but they can’t be everywhere at once, and it’s still very dangerous.”

“I see.”

“Not to mention the virus.”

Mark was referring to the disease that had ripped through Caeruleus 2 some 25 years ago. Jack had read about it. It only affected males and prevented the blood carrying oxygen. Exposure caused severe fatigue and eventually death. As a result, all the males had fled to Caeruleus 1.

“Yeah, well, I guess that’s why they’re offering a million credits. I’ll take the risk.”

“As you wish. I’ll get my guys on the inductor replacement right away. Dock 19, you say?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

Jack signed the agreement and made payment. On the way back to his ship, he wondered if he had made a wise decision. It was risky, but if it paid off, with a new thruster fitted, his ship would be in first class condition once more. But it had been a stressful day, so Jack decided to get his head down for the night.

Day 4

The next day, Jack had breakfast on board his ship. Just as he left, Raymond’s team arrived to begin work and Jack enquired how long it would take.

“You should be ready to go in two days. We’ll have the inductor replaced today and then we need another day for calibration and testing.”

Jack headed for the clearing house and signed up for a return trip to Caeruleus 2.

“So, what’s the cargo?”

“Six containers of food stuffs. Two general containers of assorted goods, mostly parcels, mail and consumer goods. And a reefer containing medical supplies and a high value consignment of treated sperm.”

“What? You mean human sperm?”

“Yes, that’s right, for reproduction. There are no males on Caeruleus 2, except a few survivors from downed pirate ships, so they have to import the sperm. It gets modified in the labs here on Caeruleus 1 so that it can only produce females. It’s apparently a difficult and expensive process, hence its high value.”

“Oh, I see.”

“Have you been to Caeruleus 2 before?”

“No, never.”

“Well, you need to be aware that there’s no ground control in Caeruleus 2, so don’t try to call them for landing instructions. And if you do receive any communications claiming to be from Caeruleus 2, just ignore them. Keep going and for god’s sake don’t stop.”

“Pirates?”

“That’s right.”

“So, what do I do when I get near the space port?”

“Tell your computer to land in front of hangars 1 to 4 and then taxi into one of them. Use any one that’s free. The doors will be open if a hangar is free. Don’t use any other hangar, all the others are out of use. Only hangars 1 to 4 are in the safe zone. But don’t exit your ship until instructed. They have to close the hangar door and recycle all the air. And make sure you take enough fuel for the return trip as there’s no fuel available on Caeruleus 2.”

“What’s the safe zone?”

“The space port and hangars 1 to 4 are all sealed off from the atmosphere and supplied with treated air to make it safe for males to walk around. That’s the safe zone.”

“Oh. And I thought I would be confined to my ship.”

“No, it’s not as bad as that. It used to be, but the safe zone was opened 10 years ago. It’s got a duty-free shop, a bar, a restaurant and a few rooms. But don’t leave the zone. It’s still deadly for males outside.”

“Got it.”

“Ok, sign here.”

Jack returned to his ship. Raymond’s team already had the faulty inductor removed and the replacement was about to be fitted. Jack went into his cockpit.

“Jane, tell me what you know about Caeruleus 2.”

“Yes, Jack. Caeruleus 1 and 2 are both Earth size planets on the same orbit but on opposite sides of Gliese 219. Caeruleus 1 was first colonized 80 years ago and Caeruleus 2 followed 30 years later. 25 years ago, the population of the capital of Caeruleus 2, Freetown, had risen to around 8,000, with another 2,000 at smaller settlements. Then there was a meteorite strike, and shortly after, males began collapsing. The cause was identified as an airborne virus that spread rapidly. It only affects males. It prevents the blood from absorbing oxygen. Extreme fatigue occurs after a few minutes of exposure and death usually follows within 3 or 4 hours. So, most of the population was evacuated to Caeruleus 1 with only a few hundred females remaining.”

“But within a few years, there was an influx of females intent on setting up an experimental feminist utopia, and the population increased to about 4,000. But this didn’t last long. The women didn’t want to do the manual jobs that males traditionally did, and so the experiment failed. The population declined once more to around 1,000 hard core feminists living in somewhat primitive conditions.”

“It’s picked up again in the last few years due to advances in android technology. The latest 3G androids are able to do many of the jobs that the ladies don’t want to do. As a result, the population of Freetown is back up to about 2,000, with another 500 in the new colony of Ginsburg and maybe another 1,000 scattered amongst various smaller settlements. The standard of living in Freetown and Ginsburg is similar to the colonies on Caeruleus 1, but some of the smaller settlements are much more primitive.”

“So, is there a government on Caeruleus 2, or is it just anarchy?”

“Caeruleus 1 and 2 are theoretically governed by the Colony Council based here in Valentina, and all towns and settlements on both planets that have populations exceeding 1,000 have representatives on the council. But in practice, the two principal settlements on Caeruleus 2, Freetown and Ginsburg, run themselves as they see fit.”

“What can you tell me about pirate activity around Caeruleus 2?”

“Several merchant ships have gone missing in the vicinity of Caeruleus 2 over the years, and many more have been boarded and looted. There is no doubt that pirate ships have been responsible.”

“What’s being done about it?”

“The Caeruleus Navy is responsible for the defence of both planets but is based entirely on Caeruleus 1. The base on Caeruleus 2 is out of use. The space around Caeruleus 2 is policed only by infrequent patrols of Caeruleus 1 based cruisers. They have damaged several pirate ships over the years and chased off many others. But pirate activity continues.”

“I see.  How safe are we on this ship from pirate attacks?”

“It would be very difficult for the civilian ships that the pirates typically use to intercept and board a fully functional K-class ship.”

“What if we lost power?”

“Then we would be in great danger.”

Jack wondered if it was really worth the risk.

“Jane, the virus has been on Caeruleus 2 for 25 years. Why has there not been any progress with a cure?” asked Jack.

“A team of female scientists has been researching the virus on and off for the last 10 years. About a year ago, there were reports of a major breakthrough and a vaccine was confidently expected within a few months. But during trials, serious side effects were reported and no vaccine has emerged. It is believed that research is continuing.”

“I see. I wonder how the repairs are going.”

Day 6

Two days later, KV-291 was repaired, fuelled and loaded. Jack woke up and got showered and dressed and then went into the cockpit.

“Happy birthday, Jack.”

Jack was 25 today.

“Thanks, Jane. Standard take off pattern and then set course for Caeruleus 2.”

“Yes, Jack.”

The ship took off under Jane’s control and headed off in an arc around the star, Gliese 219. The journey would take about an hour.

“Jane, how are the thrusters holding up?”

“Both thrusters are fully functional, Jack.”

After 15 minutes of acceleration and half an hour of cruising, the ship then began to decelerate. It was a short and uneventful journey. Jane did not detect any other ships, and no communications were received. Soon, the planet Caeruleus 2 came into view.

“Jane, standard approach. Land in front of an open hanger and then taxi in.”

“Yes, Jack.”

The landing was also uneventful and soon they were inside the hangar, and their ship’s thrusters were shut down. There was a loud clang as the hangar door closed behind them and then a hissing noise as the air inside the hangar was recycled. Just over an hour later, the cargo doors in front of them opened and a female in customs uniform signalled to them.

Jack got out and approached the woman.

“Good morning. I am Customs Officer Wendy.”

“Morning Wendy. I’m Jack.”

“Ok, Jack. If you would like to follow me, please.”

Jack followed the woman to the customs office, and they both sat down at the desk.

“What’s the name of your ship, Jack?”

“KV-291. It’s a K-class freighter.”

“And what have you got for us today?”

Jack handed over the manifest.

“Excellent. We’ll get you unloaded as soon as possible. Then we’ve got some mail and a few parcels for you to take back. Check in with us tomorrow morning.”

“Ok.”

Jack looked around.

“Are the facilities through there?” asked Jack, pointing at a door.

“No, don’t go through there. That’s the airlock to the outside. The rest area and all the facilities are through that door over there.” said Wendy, pointing the other way.

“Ok, thanks, Wendy.”

Jack left the customs office and went through the door to the rest area. There was a small duty-free shop, which appeared to be closed, and what looked like a restaurant which was open. Jack went inside.

There were 8 tables, each with 4 chairs, and also a bar. Jack walked up to the bar. There were no customers, but a woman soon appeared. Jack figured she was about 23 or 24.

“Good morning, sir. My name is Susan. I am the hostess of the safe zone today. What can I do for you?”

“Morning Susan. I’m Jack. What beer have you got? Have you got Lightspeed?”

“No, I’m afraid not. The only beer we have is Jimmy Jones.”

“Well, if that’s all you’ve got, I’ll have a pint, please.”

“Coming right up.”

Jack wasn’t a fan of Jimmy Jones. It was weak and full of gas. But on reflection, there probably wasn’t much demand for decent beer on a planet with virtually no males.

“Here you are, Jack.”

“Thanks, Susan.”

“Just call me Sue. Everyone does.”

“Ok, Sue.”

Jack downed half of the glass in one go.

“Cheers! Happy birthday to me, I guess.”

“Oh, is it your birthday? Congratulations.”

“Thanks, Sue. Is there a hotel here?”

“There’s no hotel, but we have rooms in the back here. If you would like to follow me, I’ll show you.”

Sue showed Jack the rooms. There were double rooms and twin rooms. Jack chose a double. It would be nice to be able to stretch out for a change instead of sleeping in the single bed in his cramped cabin. The double rooms also had a bath. Jack fancied a nice long soak. His ship only had a shower.

They both went back to the bar. Jack picked up his drink and sat down at a table and then checked the menu.

“Can I get a steak and ale pie and chips, please Sue?”

“Of course, Jack.”

Fifteen minutes later, Jack was tucking into his meal. He looked up as two males in their 30s entered the bar from the door that led to the rooms. They looked over at Jack and said “Hi.”. But then they settled their bill with Sue and left.

“Another pint, Jack?”

“Yes please, Sue.”

She brought the drink over.

“Am I the only one here, Sue?”

“You are now. We rarely have more than 5 or 6 here. Usually fewer. And sometimes, days can go by with no one here at all.”

“So, how many work here?”

“Well, there’s the hostess – today that’s me – Wendy in customs and there’s a part time cook. And we’ve got a dozen 3G androids we can use for loading and unloading ships and for cleaning.”

“It must be so boring with so few customers.”

“Well, it can certainly be very quiet at times. But it’s a sought-after position.”

“Really? I can’t think why.”

“Let’s just say, the job comes with certain perks.”

“So, what are you doing here? On Caeruleus 2 I mean? Did you come with the feminist rush?”

“Good lord, no. I’ve been here less than a year. I moved from Caeruleus 1. Property is much cheaper here. I had dreams of saving up for a few years and then buying some cheap virgin land and starting a stud farm. I would have started off small and built up gradually. I’ve always loved working with horses. But now I’m beginning to regret it and I’m thinking of moving back again.”

“Why, what’s the problem?”

“There are no men here.”

“Yes, but surely you knew that when you moved here.”

“I did, but I had a tip off that a vaccine was imminent, which meant the men would come back. But it hasn’t happened. I thought I was so clever, rushing here to buy my first property before the inevitable price rises, but it’s backfired. Luckily, I held off buying any land for the farm.”

Jack downed the remainder of his pint.

“Same again, Jack?”

“No, I’m leaving again in the morning, I need to get my head down.”

“Ok, good night, Jack.”

“Good night, Sue.”

Jack went to his room and was soon relaxing in a hot bath. Things were looking up. An uneventful journey down, and hopefully the same back tomorrow. Then a new thruster, and then in a few days he would look for a lucrative long-distance trip back to Earth.

After soaking for an hour, Jack got out of the bath and dried himself off with a bath towel. Then he wrapped it around his waist and got the kettle on. He would have a cocoa and then go to bed.

Knock knock.

Jack looked at the door in surprise.

“Who is it?”

“It’s Sue.”

“What do you want?”

“You said it was your birthday. I’ve got a present for you.”

“But I’m not dressed.”

“Even better.”

Sue unlocked the door with a master key and came in. She was wearing a dressing gown and looking very sexy. She closed the door behind her.

“Where’s the present?” asked Jack.

Sue shrugged her dressing gown off and it dropped to the floor.

“Here.”

Jack gasped and stared in awe at Sue’s naked body. His cock immediately started to grow. He had not got his end away since he had left Earth, several months ago.

“This is the job perk I was talking about. I hope you don’t mind.”

Just then, the bath towel that Jack had wrapped around his waist and tucked in lost its grip. Jack felt it falling and reached down to grab it but was too late. The towel fell to the floor. Jack’s cock revelled in its newly found freedom and stood to attention in honour of the beauty in front of him.

“I think I’ve got my answer.” said Sue.

“Sit down on the bed, birthday boy, and let me give you a treat.”

Jack sat down on the end of the bed and leaned back with his hands on the bed at his sides. Sue got down onto her knees and shuffled forwards. She grabbed the base of his cock with one hand and pointed it upwards and then leaned down. Her mouth opened and a moment later her lips gripped the base of his helmet.

Sue’s hands moved to rest on Jack’s thighs, and her lips began to travel up and down the length of his shaft.

“Mmmmm. This is lovely. It’s been so long since I’ve had a nice stiff cock in my mouth.”

Sue slid her lips up and down a few more times and then she grabbed the cock at the base once more and began to lick her tongue up and down Jack’s man meat from his balls to his bell end.

“Oh my, you’re so tasty.”

She then engulfed him once again, this time concentrating on just the top half, sliding her lips up and down the purple head and licking the shiny surface with her tongue, at the same time moving a hand lightly up and down the remainder of the shaft and maintaining eye contact with Jack.

“I want to taste you, Sue.”

A big grin appeared on Sue’s face. Jack got off the bed and Sue crawled on to it in his place on her hands and knees. Jack got onto his knees on the floor and came up behind her.

She had a nice arse. Jack placed a hand on each cheek and lightly moved them in small circles over the smooth skin. Then he moved in with his tongue extended and began licking.

His tongue started at her clit and ran slowly up through her slit until it reached her arse hole and then travelled back down again. Up and down went his tongue. He prised her arse cheeks apart slightly which allowed his tongue to delve even deeper into her pink slit.

Jack then tongue fucked her arse hole for a few seconds before his tongue resumed its back and forth along her juicy valley.

“Oh my god, yes.”

He then moved his hands further down and stretched her pussy wide open. His tongue probed the entrance to Sue’s love chamber and then began a minute of intense tongue fucking.

“Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god.”

Suddenly, Jack’s tongue felt Sue’s love hole quiver and the next moment, a short burst of high-pressure girl juice squeezed out and splattered all over Jack’s face. He withdrew his tongue for a moment, licked his lips, and then licked up all the juice he could find around the entrance to Sue’s hole. He then went back to tongue fucking.

He found the lubrication enabled him to tongue fuck more deeply and more smoothly. He stopped tongue fucking and extended his tongue as far as he could inside Sue’s woman hole and pressed his mouth tightly up against her quim and then wiggled the end as much as he could.

“Holy fuck holes, Jack. Yes, yes, yes. Oh my god, yeeeeeeeeeeees.”

Jack felt Sue’s hole quiver again and quickly withdrew his tongue and clamped his lips tightly up against her quim, sealing off her hole on all sides.

The next moment, a half second long squirt of twat tonic jetted out of Sue’s hole directly into Jack’s mouth, followed by another a couple of seconds later. Jack used his tongue to swirl the juices around in his mouth before gulping them down and then licked up the few drips still adhering to Sue’s pussy.

“I want your meat inside of me, baby.” said Sue.

Sue crawled further forward on the bed and Jack climbed on behind her, with his knees on the bed either side of Sue’s ankles. He took his tool and wiped the head up and down Sue’s slit to gather up some juices and then placed his bell end at the entrance to her love cave.

Jack then placed his hands on the top of Sue’s arse cheeks and slowly pushed his cock inside her. He began with very slow full-length strokes.

Sue looked over her shoulder at Jack.

“Oh my god, it’s so long and thick.”

Jack increased the pace to two strokes per second. In, out, in, out.

“Oh my god, yes, faster.”

Jack doubled the pace, his cock pumping in and out at high speed. Sue began to moan and scream.

She then collapsed forwards onto the bed. To compensate, Jack leaned forward as well, with his hands on the bed either side of Sue’s shoulders and his head just above hers. He looked back between their bodies. He could see over Sue’s arse and watched his cock pumping up and down into Sue’s tight love hole. Sue’s arse jerked up and down with the recoil.

Sue looked back. Jack’s pumping slowed as he bent right down and gave her a quick kiss on the lips, then he resumed full speed pumping once again, but after another minute, he slowed down again.

Sue looked around.

“I want to ride you, baby.”

Jack got onto his back on the bed and Sue climbed up on top of him, facing him. She reached out and guided his stiff meat into her tight hole as she sat down. She leaned forward with her hands on his chest. Jack’s hands rested on the tops of Sue’s arse cheeks.

Sue began to slowly ride him while Jack slid his hands over her arse cheeks. She leaned forward and kissed Jack on the lips.

“Mmmmmm.”

But she wasn’t getting the penetration she craved, so she got onto her feet and began to squat ride him for a few minutes. Jack watched as her furry pussy slid up and down the length of his pork sword.

“Oh my god, that cock feel so nice inside of me.”

But squat riding is hard work, so after a short time, Jack got up and Sue took his place on her back in the middle of the bed. Jack moved up between Sue’s legs. He pushed her legs up and back and then crawled up to give her a long tongue kiss. He placed his hands on the bed at Sue’s sides, pinning her legs in the bent back position.

Sue reached down and guided Jack’s boy beef into her tight twat and then rested both her hands on Jack’s arse cheeks. Jack began pumping at a slow pace, his ball bag bouncing into Sue’s arse crack on each thrust.

Sue gripped Jack’s arse cheeks and began to push and pull. Jack responded to the cues so that Sue was effectively controlling the pace and depth of Jack’s cock thrusts for some time.

But when he was getting close, Jack pushed his body higher up with his arms at full stretch. His hands rested on the insides of Sue’s knees and pinned then to the bed. This caused her gash to stretch wide open, and Jack took full advantage and began fast paced full length cock strokes, going balls deep every time before withdrawing almost his entire shaft and then plunging in once more.

A minute of this was too much for Sue.

“Oh my god, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeees.”

Jack was very close himself. He could feel his balls fizzing. Just three full length strokes later, Jack withdrew his man meat as his ball bag began to flex. Then four long jets of hot man milk shot out of his cock and landed on and between Sue’s tits. Jack wanked out the remaining drips and then collapsed onto the bed on his back next to Sue.

They both lay there for a few minutes to get their breath back. Then Sue turned to face Jack.

“Thank you, Jack. That was amazing. I so needed that.”

They kissed and then took a shower together. Sue put her dressing gown on and they kissed again.

“Happy birthday, Jack. See you at breakfast.”

“Of course, Sue. And thanks for the birthday present.”

Jack switched the kettle on again. It was finally time for that cocoa.

Day 7

Jack woke up the next morning and took a shower and then went into the bar. He had a coffee and a light breakfast and then settled his bill.

“Goodbye, Jack. Take care of yourself.”

“Bye, Sue.”

They kissed and then Jack headed for the customs office. Another ship had arrived that morning and Wendy and the pilot were dealing with the paperwork.

A few minutes later they had finished. Jack and the pilot greeted each other and then Jack approached the desk.

“Everything’s ready for you, Jack. It’s just a few bags of mail and some parcels. Sign here.”

Jack signed on the dotted line. Then they both headed for the hangars.

“Ok, thanks, Wendy. Goodbye.”

“Goodbye, Jack. Safe journey.”

Jack was soon back in his ship. After checking the load to make sure everything was secure, he headed for the cockpit.

“Jane, status update.”

“Everything is in working order, Jack.”

Jack signalled to Wendy and soon the interior doors descended in front of the ship and hid her from view. Then the hangar doors behind them opened.

“Jane, back us out and then standard take off pattern and set course for Caeruleus 1.”

“Yes, Jack.”

Five minutes later, KV-291 lifted off. But just 10 minutes after take-off, there was a loud bang and the ship shuddered,

“Jane, what was that? Are we under attack?”

“Negative. I have detected a fault with number 1 thruster.”

“Shit! What’s the problem?”

“The main capacitor bank has short circuited and exploded. I have shut down the thruster to avoid the possibility of an engine fire.”

“Can we reach escape velocity on thruster 2 alone?”

“Negative.”

“Ok, let’s about turn and head back to Freetown.”

“Jack, I have now detected a fault with number 2 thruster. It appears to have been damaged by the explosion in number 1 thruster. I have reduced power to 50% to prevent overheating.”

“So, one thruster is out and the other is at half power. Is that enough to make it back to Freetown?”

“Possibly but it will be close. We are already losing altitude.”

“Ok, head back towards Freetown.”

But less than a minute later:

“Jack, thruster 2 is still overheating. I have reduced power to 40%. We will not be able to reach Freetown. In addition, we will need to reduce power to 10% on final approach to enable a short burst of full power to be used to retard the landing.”

“Very well. Make the calculations. Land when necessary.”

“Very good, Jack.”

A minute later:

“Jack, we are on 10% power. I am searching for a suitable landing site.”

Jack was searching as well. The ground was forested and had many small lakes.

“Jack, I have identified a landing zone.”

“That clearing next to the lake?”

“Affirmative.”

“Jane, where are we?”

“After landing, Freetown will be 415 miles away at a bearing of 27%. The area we are over now is believed to be uninhabited. The nearest known settlement is Ginsburg which is 350 miles away at a bearing of 29%.”

At 10% power, the ship was now dropping like a stone towards the clearing. Jack strapped himself in. There was then a shudder as Jane brought thruster 2 up to maximum power to retard the landing. Jack prayed that the thruster would hold out until they were safely down.

But it was not to be. They were almost down, with no more than 20 feet to go, when thruster 2 suddenly failed, and KV-291 crashed to the ground with a hard thud and the sound of breaking glass.

Jack felt bruised but he was ok.

“Jane, what’s the damage?”

Silence.

“Jane?”

Shit. He had lost the computer. He then noticed that all the lights on the controls were out and the cockpit was lit only by emergency battery lights. The ship had lost its main power.

He unstrapped himself and had a look around. He soon saw a huge rip in the side of the ship. Shit! He was exposed to the atmosphere. He quickly went to a store cupboard and got a respirator and an air bottle.

Then he noticed a flashing orange light reflecting from somewhere outside the ship. It was the ships distress beacon. As well as the light, there was a radio beacon. They were both battery-operated with a life of about 30 days.

Jack was fairly sure that Caeruleus 2 had no aircraft so any rescue mission would be on the ground. Jack did a quick calculation. The nearest settlement was 350 miles away with probably no roads heading this way. So, any rescue party would be on foot and would make maybe 20 miles a day at best. Shit. They would take something like three weeks to get here, if they left immediately. If they came at all. Jack wasn’t sure if Freetown was even capable of detecting emergency beacons. Or if they would bother to make the effort for a single male.

He went back to the store cupboard once again. He had one additional air bottle. The air bottles each contained 20% oxygen and 80% nitrogen. He also had two bottles of pure oxygen. Each bottle would last maybe 12 hours at a push. Two days total. He was fucked. But he had plenty of emergency ration packs, so at least he wouldn’t die hungry.

If only thruster 2 hadn’t failed at the last moment, the ship would have landed intact. He would then have been good for 6 months at least. Jack wondered if he could patch up the tear in the side of the ship and then have a go at restoring power. But after working at it for two hours, he realized there was no way of getting it anywhere close to airtight.




Chapter 2 - Marooned

Day 8

Jack woke up the next morning. He had used up both of his bottles of regular air. He now only had two bottles of pure oxygen. These were intended for use with his space suit for doing emergency external repairs and he soon discovered that the pure oxygen bottles wouldn’t connect to the respirator. They could only be used with the space suit. Jack had never worn it and had never done a spacewalk.  The very thought horrified him.

He soon decided that he wasn’t going to sit around in a space suit for the next 24 hours. He was done for anyway. He threw the respirator aside and just breathed normally. How long did they reckon? A few hours, tops. Well, there was nothing to be gained by staying inside.

He went up to the exit door and pressed the button. It didn’t work. Of course not, the ship had no power. He reached up and grabbed a crank that was fixed to the wall above the door. He inserted the end of the crank in a small hole next to the door and began turning.

The exit door began to open slowly. Two minutes later it was fully open, and Jack went outside to have a look around.

KV-291 was sitting in the clearing that Jane had picked out. The clearing was mostly surrounded by forest, but on one side was a small lake. Jack walked over nearer to the edge of the lake. This was as good a spot as any. He sat down and leaned into a grassy bank. The heat from Caeruleus’s star bathed him. He relaxed, and before he knew it, he had dozed off.

Jack woke up with a start. He checked his watch. He had been outside for about an hour, but it was nearer an hour and a quarter since he had begun breathing natural air.  He had no idea what the symptoms were, but he had assumed they would come on gradually. He assumed he would have difficulty breathing or maybe feel faint due to lack of oxygen. But so far, he felt completely normal.

He felt hungry. He hadn’t bothered to eat that day. He didn’t see much point. But now he went back into the ship and had a look at what he had in stock. He looked through his rations. Most of his favourites were designed to be cooked, but his microwave no longer worked. He also had a large quantity of emergency rations in the form of 8 boxes, each containing 50 sachets of food paste.

Jack read the instructions.

“Heat if possible. May be eaten cold.”

He selected a sachet that claimed to be beef stew and went outside and back to his spot by the lake. He tore the top off the sachet and squeezed. Not bad. One sachet was enough. He laid back and relaxed and soon dozed off once again.

When he woke up again, it was getting dark, so he went back inside the ship. He wasn’t sure what wildlife existed on Caeruleus 2, so he cranked the door shut. He still felt perfectly ok. Was he immune? Or maybe the virus just hadn’t spread to this part of the planet yet. He didn’t know. He decided to stay in the ship for the night, and if he still felt ok in the morning, he would start making plans to walk back to Freetown.

Day 9

Jack woke up the next morning and still felt perfectly ok. He had no idea why he was not affected but he wasn’t going to argue about it. He decided he would walk to Freetown. He had his communicator. Its Ion battery would last about a year. There was no network on Caeruleus 2, so the only signal he could pick up was his own ship’s distress signal. His communicator would give the bearing and distance. He would use that information to stay on a heading of 27% from the ship.

Jane had said it was 415 miles to Freetown. Jack hoped to make at least 15 miles per day. That would mean a trek of nearly 30 days if he didn’t come across some other settlement sooner. To be on the safe side, he decided to take 40 days emergency rations and 4 water bottles. There was plenty of water to be had so he could top up as he went.

He also took a large ground sheet, a long length of string and a knife. He thought he might be able to use the ground sheet to make some kind of basic shelter each night. The ground sheet was bright orange and doubled as a signal panel to make him more visible to rescue teams. He left a note in his ship explaining that he seemed to be immune and so he had set off for Freetown.

Off he went, with one last look back at KV-291 before he left the clearing and went into the forest.

He used the 27% bearing as a rough guide but followed the lie of the land as much as possible. Although the forest was quite dense, Jack soon discovered it was criss-crossed by many narrow tracks. He assumed they were made by animals, but so far, he had not seen anything large. He followed a track that went in roughly the right direction.

The landscape comprised rolling hills, some large and some small, with many streams and lakes in the valleys. Jack made good progress that first morning, but after a half hour break around noon, he had just set off again when he found a lake blocking his path.

It was not obvious whether it was better to head left or right. In the end, Jack chose to go to the right, keeping the shoreline in sight. After 2 hours, he reached the end of the lake and was able to resume his proper heading.

But just at that moment, it began to rain heavily. He considered stopping and sheltering but decided against it. He had to try to keep to his target of 15 miles a day. Late in the afternoon it stopped raining. He found a spot and rigged up a makeshift shelter using his ground sheet.

Jack had a drink of water and a sachet of cold chicken casserole. He then checked his communicator. He was on the correct bearing but had only made 11 miles. He figured he had probably walked at least 15 miles, but of course not in a straight line.

Day 10

The next morning, Jack packed up his gear and prepared to set off again. He had a new tactic. He would try to stay on higher ground. He had noticed that the forest wasn’t continuous on higher ground. There were large patches of open moorland. That should give him better visibility to plan his route. And the distress signal from his ship would be more reliable. He had lost the signal several times the previous day.

The tactic seemed to work, perhaps helped by the fact that there was no rain that day. When Jack camped for the evening, he found that he was now 25 miles from his ship. Only another 380 to go.

Day 15

Five days later, and at the end of the day, Jack was pleased with himself. He had made good progress walking along a ridgeline, only half of which was forested, and that not very densely, despite heavy rain most of the day. And he was now 60 miles from his ship. But he was now off course slightly. And although the ridgeline continued, it was not going in the right direction. Tomorrow, Jack would have to descend into the deep valley on his left. He could see a tributary valley joining it which seemed to head off in the right direction, and he planned to follow it.

Day 16

The next morning, Jack set off downhill into the valley. He was soon into the forest, and within an hour he was in the valley floor. Soon he arrived at the stream that flowed along it. Due to the heavy rain the day before, it was a raging torrent.

He could not see an easy way to cross. He would have to wade. He got close to the stream to look for the best spot. He took his boots and socks off and stuffed them into his rucksack. He considered taking his trousers off, but it was a baking hot day. They would soon dry.

It looked like the deepest part was about 2 feet. Jack gingerly stepped into the stream. A moment later he was back out again.

Shit! The stones on the stream bed were sharp and hurt his feet. He put his boots back on, but not his socks. He then stepped in once more and carefully waded across. He leaned into the current as it threatened to topple him over and maybe even sweep him away. But he made it to the other side.

He sat down on the opposite bank and took his boots off and emptied the water out of them. He didn’t want to waste time, so he put his socks back on and then his boots and set off along the bank. His socks were soon soaking wet, and his boots squelched as he walked along. After another hour he came to the side valley and turned along it, following the bank of a tributary stream.

Around the middle of the day, Jack decided to stop for a break. It was still baking hot, so he took his boots and socks off in the hope that they might dry off.

An hour later, he set off again along the valley, following the stream, which at this point was barely a trickle, and two hours later he realized the valley was now descending. Another hour passed, and he again had a stream for company, but this time it was flowing in the direction he was going. Ahead he could see that the stream flowed into a lake. He decided he would make camp when he got there.

He found a spot and rigged up a primitive shelter in the shade. It had been baking hot all day, and he had been sweating buckets. He thought about going for a dip in the lake but was too exhausted. He had a drink and something to eat and decided to bed down for the night. He took his boots and socks off. His feet had been painful for the last hour and he peered at them. Blisters!

Day 17

Jack got up the next morning. His first job was to walk over to the stream and refill his water bottles.

Shit! The blisters on his feet were really painful. He limped back and had something to eat and pondered what to do. He had another look at his feet.

Sod it! He had walked six days continuously. He deserved a day off. He would stay here and rest today and set off again tomorrow morning. He lay down and dozed off for another hour under his ground sheet and then got up once again. It looked like being another baking hot day.

Jack decided to take the opportunity to wash all his clothes. He stripped off and made his way down to the lake and gave everything a thorough wash and then wrung them out as much as he could. He then made his way back to his camp and hung his clothes over branches. They would all be dry in a couple of hours in this heat.

He then headed back to the lake. He needed a wash himself. Splash! He dived in and swam a hundred yards out into the lake, then turned around and swam back. As he approached the shoreline he ducked his head under a few times. Then he climbed out.

He didn’t have a towel, so he lay down on his back on the grassy bank and let the sunshine wash over him. He folded an arm over his eyes to block out the bright light and relaxed.

He must have been daydreaming for about an hour when something woke him up. He froze and listened.

Jack rolled over onto his belly and crawled forward a few yards so he could look in the direction of his camp.

He saw women on horseback. All in their 20s or early 30s. He had a quick count up. He made it 12, all scantily clad, which wasn’t surprising on a baking hot day like today.

It was clearly a hunting party, as two of the riders had what looked like small deer slung across their horses in front of the saddles, and they were all armed with long wooden spears.

They were heading straight for Jack’s camp. They had clearly seen his brightly coloured ground sheet from some distance away and had come over to investigate.

When they arrived at his camp, several of them dismounted and began rummaging through his gear. After a few moments, there was a shout and they began talking excitedly amongst themselves and those still mounted began looking around in all directions. Jack realized what the excitement was all about. His clothes were still damp, making it obvious that they had been hung up within the last hour or so.

Jack wondered whether he should reveal himself. Obviously, he would have to make contact with the women of the planet at some point, but he had imagined himself walking into a police station in Freetown and asking for directions to the space port, not handing himself over to a group of wild women in the boonies.

These women seemed semi-feral, and he didn’t entirely trust them, not to mention that he was completely naked.

But then he noticed them starting to gather up all his gear. They were clearly intending to make off with it all. His communicator was in his rucksack. Without it, he was lost. Not to mention all his emergency rations. Jack hadn’t been trained to live off the land and doubted he could manage it.

His mind was made up. He stood up and revealed himself, one hand raised high and the other covering his privates.

“Hey there.”

The women froze and stared at him. Jack slowly advanced.

“Those are my clothes. I need my clothes. And that’s my gear.”

Jack stopped advancing as two of the riders raised their spears and started to approach him.

“Who are you? Why are you on our land?” said the woman who Jack took to be their leader.

“I’m Jack. I’m lost. I need to get back to Freetown.”

“Whoever she is, she is ugly. Her face is rough and her breasts are flat.” said the other.

“I’m a male.” said Jack.

“There are no males in this land.” replied the leader.

“But surely you can see that I am a male.”

“Raise your hands.”

Jack wasn’t sure if this was because they wanted him to surrender or because they wanted to see his cock, but he did so.

“Goddess in heaven. It is a monstrosity. A hairy deformed half and half creature, with flat breasts and a tiny cock. Neither male nor female.”

Jack could only surmise that they had never seen a naked male. Which given their ages, was probably true.

“Kill the monster.” demanded the leader.

Her companion threw her spear. Jack dodged it and then turned and ran. Another spear whizzed past, only just missing him. He plunged into the lake and swam out. He glanced back. Six of the riders had pursued him but had stopped at the edge of the lake. They watched as Jack swam away and then turned parallel to the shore.

Jack swam as far as he could, but eventually he tired. He would have to come ashore. When he thought he had gone far enough, he picked his spot and came in. Despite the hot day, the water was cold, and he was shivering as he came back onto dry land. He was exhausted. He crawled into a gap between two large rocks on the shoreline and lay down on his back to get his breath back.

But then he heard the sound of horses and soon he also heard voices. They knew he had come ashore and were searching for him. The voices came closer and closer. Then Jack saw one of the women, she was on foot and passed between him and the lake. If she had glanced his way at the right moment, she would surely have seen him, but by some miracle, she didn’t.

Jack breathed a sigh of relief. But he dared not move. He stayed in his position until it got dark. Then he carefully got up to take a leak. He then listened. He could hear voices not too far away. He slowly climbed up a rock to look in the direction of the sounds and saw a campfire not more than a quarter of a mile away.

He went back to his hide and tried to sleep.

Day 18

Jack woke up at first light the next morning. It looked like being a pleasant day and at first, he felt relaxed. But then he remembered his predicament. He had lost all his gear. He had nothing to eat and nothing to wear. And he had lost his communicator, so navigation would only be approximate from now on, by the position of Caeruleus’s star at midday.

He listened. He could not hear voices. But perhaps most of the women were still asleep. But they would surely have someone on guard.  Jack carefully climbed out of his hide and looked in the direction he had seen the campfire. He could not see anyone. And he could not see any horses.

He kept still and watched for about half an hour. Nothing. He decided to make his way back to where he had camped the day before. Perhaps they had not taken everything.

He could not walk very fast, especially on rough ground, as he was barefoot. He had lost everything. He stuck to the trodden path the horses had made, being careful to steer clear of the horses’ droppings. After only 10 minutes, he saw his old camp site. He couldn’t immediately see anything but carried on closer to have a thorough look.

Then he heard something and looked around.

Shit! There they were, pouring out of the woods. They were heading his way. Jack guessed they had been waiting out of sight, hoping he would go back to his old camp site.

There were some woods up ahead and Jack started sprinting for them, hoping to lose them in the dense vegetation. But the thumping of horses’ hooves on the ground was getting louder and louder. He glanced behind, the first of them was barely 100 yards behind. He wouldn’t make it to the woods.

Jack waited until the first rider was almost on him and then made a sudden turn to the left, towards the lake. If all else failed, he could dive in again and swim for it. Yesterday they hadn’t followed him into the lake, and he assumed they wouldn’t today either.

But then another rider appeared along the shoreline of the lake. Jack turned left again to head back the way he had come, but other riders were now arriving from that direction.

He stopped and closed his eyes and braced himself. He hoped it would be over quickly. The sounds of horses got closer and closer but then the noise abated. Jack opened his eyes to find himself surrounded on all sides by horses, their riders looking down at him.

He felt a spear prick his arse.

“Stand still male. Hands out in front of you.”

Jack obeyed. His hands were tied tightly together with a short length of rope and then his ankles were also tied together. He was then pulled up to the side of one of the horses.

“Climb up and lean over, male.”

Two of the women grabbed his ankles and lifted him up. Two more reached over and grabbed his hands from the other side. Soon they had him on his belly over the horse, in front of the saddle. He then felt his wrist and ankle ropes being tied together under the horse.

They appeared to regard him as just another catch, although unlike the two deer, he was at least still alive.

After a few minutes, they all set off. Jack couldn’t see much. If he opened his eyes, all he could see was the horse’s furry belly, or if he strained his neck, he could just manage to see the ground below. He had no idea where they were going.

After what seemed like hours, Jack heard new voices and women greeting each other. He figured they had arrived at their destination.

“Welcome back Joan. How did it go?”

“Very well, Mary.”

“What did you catch?”

“Two munjos and this deformed creature.”

Someone untied the rope that connected Jack’s hands to his feet then gave him a tug. He slid forwards off the horse and fell to the ground. He was quickly surrounded by women.

“What is it?” asked one.

Joan, the hunt leader, explained.

“It is a hairy, deformed creature, part woman and part man. See, it has a woman’s breasts with nipples, but they are flat, and it also has man’s cock, but it is tiny and deformed.”

“Do you have a name, creature?” asked Mary.

“My name is Jack, and I am not a creature, I am a male.”

“You are not a male. Males cannot live in this land, because of the man-germ.” replied Mary.

“What do you intend to do with it, Joan?”

“We originally tried to kill it, but it dodged our spears and swam into the lake. But we caught it when it returned to the shore once more, and we decided to bring it in and show it to Samantha. Perhaps it is worth something in trade. Mary, Becky. Bring the creature along.”

Joan and Becky grabbed Jack. Although his feet were tied together there was enough slack that he could just about walk using rapid, tiny steps. He was pulled over to the hut where the village elder, Samantha, lived. Mary followed closely, the tip of her spear poking into Jack’s arse.

“Samantha! Samantha!”

“Ah, Joan. I see you are back from the hunt. Any luck?”

Samantha was a buxom woman in her mid-50s.

“Yes. We bagged two munjos. But we also caught a strange creature. Bring it inside.”

Mary and Becky pushed Jack inside.

“By the goddess! It’s a male! A real male!”

“A male, Samantha? Are you sure? It looks nothing like the pleasure droids in Freetown. It has hairs all over it, nipples like a female, and the cock is tiny and wrinkled!”

“Yes, well, the pleasure droids aren’t exact replicas, Joan. Real males are indeed hairy and really do have nipples. They are not just smooth white plastic like the droids.”

“But what about its cock, Samantha? The pleasure droids’ cocks are 8 inches long and firm and stiff. This creature’s is barely 2 inches and looks soft and wobbly.”

“Yes, but real cocks can change size, Joan. They are small when not in use, for ease of transport, but they grow and become stiffer when ready for action.”

“What? How is this possible? Are you sure?”

“Quite sure.”

“But if it is a male, how is it alive?”

“That is indeed a mystery. What is your name, male?”

“Jack.”

“Address me as ‘Mistress’.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And what are you doing on our land?”

“My spaceship developed a fault after leaving Freetown, Mistress. It crashed about 6 days walk from here. I’m trying to get back to Freetown. Can you help me?”

“But what about the male-germ? How are you alive?”

“I don’t know, Mistress. I waited at my ship and breathed bottled air, but when that was used up, I expected to die. But when I didn’t, I started walking and here I am.”

“Why did you not wait at your ship for rescue?”

“The authorities in Freetown won’t know my location. I doubt they even know my ship has crashed. And even if they did, they would assume I would be dead before they could reach me.”

“So, nobody knows where you are, or even that you are missing?”

“It seems that way, Mistress.”

“Have you experienced any symptoms at all?”

“None that I am aware of.”

“And you are still fully functional?”

“What do you mean, Mistress?”

“I mean, does everything still work?”

Samantha gestured at his cock.

“Oh! Well, I assume so, but to be honest I haven’t, erm, well I mean there’s been no opportunity to, well, you know. “

“Silence!”

Samantha looked at Joan and grinned.

“If he is fully functional, he will fetch a high price on the black market.” said Samantha.

“What? You can’t sell me. You have no right to do that.” cried Jack.

“Quiet! I can’t stand whiny males.”

Mary’s jabbed Jack’s arse with her spear, and Jack decided it would be better to keep quiet for the moment.

“But if the authorities find out about him, they will seize him.” said Joan.

“Good point.”

Samantha was deep in thought.

“Lock him up in the storeroom. Then tomorrow, take him to the boat house and keep him there out of sight while I find a buyer. And as far as any of the other girls are concerned, he is indeed a poor deformed half and half creature, another unfortunate victim of the man-germ.”

“Yes, Samantha.”

“And make sure he is fully functional. Send word when you are sure.”

“But what if he won’t co-operate, Samantha?” asked Joan.

“What do you mean?”

“What if he refuses to enlarge his cock?”

“Oh, I see. Males do not control the size of the cock, Joan. Females do. Just let him see your naked body and then play with his cock and it will enlarge in no time. Trust me.”

“Very well, Samantha.”

“Come on girls, bring him along.”

Becky grabbed Jack and pulled him along.

They locked him in their storeroom, still with his wrists and his ankles tied together. A short time later, they gave him a blanket, a metal can of water and a bucket, and later still, they brought him some broth.

Day 19

The next morning, the storeroom was unlocked and Mary and Becky entered. Joan stood in the doorway.

“Stand up, male.”

They untied Jack’s feet but kept his wrists tied. They led him outside and then roped him to the back of one of their horses. They then set off, the girls riding and Jack being towed along behind. After just under an hour, they arrived at the boat house where the women kept several boats they used for fishing.

Jack was taken inside and upstairs. Joan dumped his gear in a corner and then went back downstairs.

“Get on that bed.” commanded Joan.

Jack sat down on the bed and began to lay down.

“The other way round, male.”

Jack laid down the wrong way round, with his feet at the head end against a wall, and his head towards the middle of the room. Mary held her spear to his throat.

“Tie his hands and feet to the corners.”

Becky untied his feet and then tied each foot to the corner of the bed. She then did likewise with his hands.

“We need to make sure it still works.” said Joan.

She stripped naked and then kneeled on the floor on one side of the bed and moved in close to Jack’s limp cock. She gingerly gripped the end of Jack’s foreskin between a thumb and forefinger and pulled his cock upright. Then she began licking her tongue up and down it.

Nothing happened. Jack could feel Joan’s tongue, but he was more concerned with the point of Mary’s spear barely an inch from his throat.

“Hmmm. Nothing is happening. Becky, lick from the other side. Maybe two tongues will be better.”

Becky stripped off and kneeled down on the other side of the bed. Soon, both ladies’ tongues were licking up and down Jack’s 2 inches of limp cock. But still nothing happened.

Joan scowled at Jack.

“Make your cock grow, male. Now!”

Mary pressed her spear lightly onto Jack’s throat, but that only made things worse, and Jack’s cock shrunk down to a mere inch and a half.

“I’m sorry, Mistress, but I have no control over it.

“Hmmm. Perhaps Samantha was mistaken. Or perhaps the man-germ has affected him.”

Whether it was working or not, Mary quite fancied having a lick of the cock herself.

“Is it worth trying with all three of us?” she asked.

“By all means, let’s give it a try.” replied Joan.

Mary stripped off and then tried to find a way to approach Jack’s cock. She initially went round to his feet, at the head end of the bed, but it was impractical.

“Sit over him and lean in.” suggested Joan.

Mary climbed onto the bed astride Jack’s head and leaned down. A moment later, three tongues were licking up and down the one and a half inches of limp cock in unison.

“I think it’s working!” said Joan.

Indeed, it was. Although Jack enjoyed the feeling of three women licking his cock at the same time, it was mainly the fact that the spear point at his throat has been replaced by a pink slit a couple of inches above his face.

His cock rapidly enlarged until it reached its full eight inches.

“It’s amazing!” said Mary.

“It’s like magic.” agreed Becky.

“Keep licking. Let’s see how big it gets.”

“Oh!” cried Mary.

“What’s the matter, Mary?” asked Joan.

“The male has pushed his tongue inside my hole.”

Mary sat up and adjusted her position to give Jack better access.

Jack’s head bobbed up and down as he kept thrusting his tongue deep inside Mary’s minge and then withdrawing it again.

“Oh, my goddess. Yes, yes, yes!”

“What’s it like, Mary?” asked Becky.

“I’ve never – oh - felt anything -oh – like it before – oh!”

Jack kept thrusting away for another minute until his neck ached too much, and then he changed to slit licking, pushing his tongue deep into Mary’s slit and dragging it up and down, all the way from her clit to her arse hole and back again.

“Oh my. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeees!”

Mary leaned forward and propped herself up with her hands on Jack’s thighs.

“By the goddess. I have never experienced anything like that before. You have got to try it.”

Joan and Backy looked at each other and grinned.

“You go next, Becky.”

“Ok, but don’t forget we’re supposed to be making sure his cock still works.”

“I’m on it.”

Mary climbed off and Becky got on in her place.

“Stick your tongue out, male.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Jack stuck his tongue out as far as he could and tried to keep it rigid as Becky’s arse rapidly descended. Becky’s aim was spot on and a moment later, she impaled herself on Jack’s face. His tongue was in her quim, and his nose was in her arse hole. She then began to slide back and forth over him.

“Oh my.” cried Becky.

Meanwhile, Joan had climbed onto the bed and squatted over Jack’s cock. She steadied herself by reaching out and holding on to Becky’s shoulders. Mary reached under and grabbed Jack’s shaft and then moved his helmet back and forth along Joan’s slit to gather up some lady lubricant and then positioned it at the entrance of Joan’s love hole. Joan slowly lowered herself down and impaled herself on the thick, meaty dick.

Joan and Becky leaned in and kissed and then each began bouncing up and down, Joan squat riding Jack’s boy beef and Becky his tongue. Jack simply lay still with his eyes closed and his tongue extended.

“Oh my, yes.”

“Yes, yes, yes.”

Joan seemed to have a very tight twat. It seemed to grip Jack’s cock as she rose up. He expected his cock to fall out at the top of every stroke, but somehow Joan’s love lips always managed to hold on to his bell end and stop it falling out. Then down she would go until her arse cheeks bounced off his thighs, and then up she went once more.

Suddenly, Becky stopped bouncing when she was at the top of her stroke with her pussy just clear of Jack’s tongue. Jack opened his eyes to see what was happening. He was just in time to see Becky’s woman hole pucker, and then a moment later, a half second gush of girl juice squirted out of her gaping love hole and went straight into his mouth. Jack managed to swallow her juices just in time before her quim descended on him once again and she resumed bouncing.

Not having experience a real male before, it didn’t take long before both girls were ready to climax.

“Yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

“Oh, my goddess, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

They both slowed down and then stopped. They remained in place while they got their breath back and then climbed off.

“Did he come, Joan?” asked Mary.

“Not yet. Come for us now, male.”

Jack looked puzzled.

“I can’t, Mistress.”

“Why not? Are you no longer capable?”

“Yes, Mistress, but that’s not how it works. I can’t come on demand. You have to do it yourself.”

“Oh, I see. Ok, girls, back to work.” said Joan as she climbed over Jack’s face and leaned down to his cock. She used one hand to keep his shaft vertical and the other to support herself.

Mary and Becky approached from either side, and soon all three were once again licking his cock in unison, although this time it was standing to attention, 8 inches of hard man meat.

Their three tongues travelled up the front and both sides of his cock to the helmet and then licked their way back down again to the base, before once more travelling up.

Mary reached out with one hand to grab his ball bag. Noticing this, Becky then did the same, and between them they fondled his heavy balls, which hadn’t been emptied for more than a week.

“I think his cock just got a bit longer.” said Joan between licks.

“And there’s something going on with his ball bag.” said Mary.

“Yes, it keeps contracting and then expanding.” added Becky.

“I think that means he’s about to blow.” said Joan. “Quick, everyone meet at the top.”

They all slid their lips up to the very top of his helmet and surrounded it on three sides. Joan wanked his shaft while Mary and Becky continued fondling his balls.

“Aaaaaargh!” said Jack.

The next moment, three long ropes of hot man milk shot from the end of his cock about half a second apart. Joan’s aim was amazing. She must have been holding his cock perfectly vertical, because as each rope fell back down, it landed either right on his bell end, or on one of the ladies’ lips and then flowed off. A small pond of man milk soon formed on top of Jack’s cock, hemmed in al all sides by three pairs of lips. Joan added to it by wanking out the last few drops.

The ladies all made eye contact with each other, and the next moment there was a loud slurping noise as each lady tried to suck in as much milk as she could. They then all swilled it around with their tongues and tasted it before swallowing it down.

Joan moved in quickly to lick up the last few remaining drops.

“Oh my, it’s so tasty.” said Joan.

“Yes, it’s creamy with a salty aftertaste.” said Mary.

“Delicious.” added Becky.

“Well, I guess he’s in full working order.” said Joan. “Let’s get the storeroom organized and then I’ll report back to Samantha.”

She went over to the far end of the room where there were two doors. Jack knew that behind one of the doors was a bathroom, as the door had been ajar when they arrived. Joan now opened the other one and Jack saw it was a storeroom.

The three women then spent the next half an hour emptying it and then dragging a mattress inside. Jack did not watch them the whole time. They were behind him and he had to tilt his head right back to see, but he saw enough to guess that was where he would be staying.

Sure enough, a short time later, they untied his feet from the corners of the bed and then tied them together. They then did the same with his hands.

“Get up, male.”

Jack stood up. Joan held the storeroom door open.

“Inside.”

Jack went inside and laid down on the mattress.

The door closed and he heard a key turn in the lock, but he could still hear the girls talking.

“Ok, well I shall see you later, girls.” said Joan, as she left to report back to Samantha.

Jack looked around. They had placed a water bottle on a small table and an empty bucket in the corner. He began to think about escape. The storeroom had a window. It was wide open, but it was far too small to squeeze through.

He looked at the ropes they had tied him up with. They had tied his hands in front of him, presumably so he could drink and use the bucket. But that meant that given enough time he would probably be able to untie the rope binding his ankles. But he didn’t think he would be able to untie the rope binding his wrists.

He wondered again about the virus, or the man-germ as the women called it. Why hadn’t it affected him? The women seemed just as surprised as he was. Maybe he could use that to his advantage. If they were expecting him to have symptoms, maybe he should give them symptoms.

Just at that moment he heard a key turn in the lock and then the door opened. Becky looked in.

“I’ve brought you some food, male.”

Becky placed a tray on the small table. Jack said nothing but just lay on the bed with his mouth wide open and stared up at the ceiling.

Becky looked at him for a moment.

“Are you ok, male?”

Jack slowly turned his head.

“I just . . . I just feel so tired, Mistress.”

Becky went back out and a moment later she came back with Mary. They both looked at him.

“What’s the matter with you, male?” asked Mary.

“I’m so tired, Mistress. Can you open the window please? I can hardly breathe.”

Mary glanced at the window and saw it was already fully open.

“Do you think it’s the man-germ, Mary?” asked Becky.

“Maybe. Perhaps it’s just slow acting on this one. Stay with him, Becky. I will go and consult with Samantha and Joan.”

“Ok, Mary.”

The door closed and Jack heard the key turn. With Mary gone, it would be just him and Becky in the boat house. It would take Mary about half an hour to get back to the village. If she then came back straight away, he had about an hour.

But if he made his move to soon, it might seem suspicious. So, for a while, he stayed mostly quiet, just moaning quietly every few minutes. Then after 15 minutes, he rolled off the bed and on to the floor, landing with a heavy thump, and cried out as if in pain.

He heard footsteps and suspected that Becky was listening at the door. Then he heard the key turn and then the door opened. Becky looked in.

“Are you ok, male?”

Jack just groaned.

“Please, Mistress. I’m so thirsty.”

Becky grabbed the water bottle from the table and tried to hand it to Jack, but Jack made no attempt to take it, so Becky held the bottle to Jack’s mouth and squeezed. Jack drank some water.

Then suddenly, he lunged at Becky. She lost her balance and fell backwards, banging her head on the wall as she fell down. Jack quickly got to his feet. Becky held her head in her hands, then looked up in shock as Jack quickly went out of the room. She got up and rushed for the door, but Jack was easily strong enough to hold it closed while he turned the key, locking her in.

Jack immediately got to work on the rope tied around his ankles. Five minutes later, it was off. He then had a go at untying his wrists but quickly realized it was impossible while his hands were tied. He went downstairs to the boat garage and quickly found a tool cupboard. He soon found a hacksaw and within a few seconds, the rope connecting his wrists was severed. After that, a few minutes work saw the two pieces untied from his wrists.

He went back upstairs, got dressed into his still damp clothes and collected his gear, then quickly set off in the direction of Freetown. He figured he had maybe half an hour before Mary came back and realized he was missing, perhaps more. And then if they decided to pursue him, they would have to go back to the village once again to organize a hunting squad, and by then the light would be fading, so they would then have to wait until the next morning.

Jack grinned. Things were looking up. He looked at Becky’s horse, but he had never ridden one before and decided now was not the time to try to learn. Besides, a horse would be easier to track than a man on foot.

He decided to stride out and cover as much ground as possible in the remaining daylight.

He set off along a faint path that followed the shoreline of the lake. After an hour, at the head of the lake, the path joined what appeared to be a well-used trail. He followed it along the bank of the stream that flowed into the lake. After two hours, the light began to fade, and Jack pushed his way into a wood and found a spot to spend the night. He set up his ground sheet as a makeshift shelter. From now on, he would only use it at night.

Day 20

Jack was up at first light the next morning. He packed up his gear and set off. So far, he had been heading along an intermittently forested valley, firstly along the lake shore and now along the bank of the stream that flowed into it, partly because this took him in approximately the right direction but also because the trail made the going easier. But perhaps this was too obvious a route to take. He decided to turn off and make his way up the steep side of the valley to his left and then either continue along the high ground or choose some other route, depending on what he could see from up there.

It was hard work as there was no natural path, and he had to push through dense vegetation in some places and scramble up rocky slopes in others, but after a couple of hours, Jack arrived at the top and found a wide, gently rounded plateau, covered in bracken and heather and just the occasional tree.

He found a spot amongst the vegetation where he could take a rest and also observe the valley below. By now the day had warmed up considerably, and Jack decided to take a break. He had a drink and something to eat from his rations and then lay back and dozed off.

Just over an hour later, he woke up, stretched, and got his gear together, ready to set off once again. He studied the trail in the valley he had previously walked along for any sign of a pursuit.

Suddenly, his eyes caught movement, and he ducked down and stared at the spot. Yes, there they were. About a mile away and coming along the valley. Six riders. He studied them for a while. He had told them he was making for Freetown. Were they coming this way as it was the most obvious route or were they actually tracking him?

He decided to watch and wait. He estimated the spot in the valley where he had turned off and waited to see what they would do when they reached it. The riders were moving carefully, but even so, Jack figured they were travelling at about 4 miles per hour, which was probably half as fast again as he had managed on foot. But if they needed to, they could of course outrun him very easily.

Jack was relieved when the riders passed his turn off and kept going. He set off again but decided to stick to the high ground and hopefully keep the trail in sight while not getting too close to it. It seemed likely that this trail would eventually lead to Freetown.

Day 27

A week later and Jack was feeling pleased with himself. After being caught and escaping, he had made good progress and had seen travellers on the trail on two occasions but had not been seen.

On both occasions, the travellers had consisted of two women on foot leading two heavily laden pack horses. Jack figured that was how trade was conducted in the remotely populated areas.

His communicator told him that he was now about 270 miles from his ship which meant he had been averaging nearly 15 miles per day. According to Jane, he should now be about 10 days from Freetown and only 5 from Ginsburg.

Jack continued on his way. The landscape was changing. Ahead, the land looked flat, and he could just make out the trail a couple of miles over on his right. He carried on and came down out of the hills.

If he expected to be able to up the pace on the flatter land, he was disappointed. He soon discovered that the ground was mostly bog. Jack found that although there were patches of firm ground that could be walked on, they were almost random. He tried to find a way through, but just when he thought he had found a route, he would come across another large patch of bog and would then have to try to find a way around it. Sometimes, there was no way to be found, and he would have to backtrack and try another way entirely.

This was no good. It would take too long. Jack doubled back to the edge of the bog and then headed sideways to the trail. He arrived just as the light was beginning to fade. He saw that instead of a narrow path trodden by horses, it was now an unmade road, and there were tyre marks in it suggesting that road vehicles had used it recently. The section of road through the bog had clearly been engineered. It looked like a lot of material had been dumped in the bog to form the foundation for the road. He wondered what had justified the work that had gone into it.

But it was late, so Jack found a spot out of sight off the side of the road and settled down for the night. He had a drink and something to eat and then got his head down.




Chapter 3 - Ginsburg

Day 28

Jack was up early the next morning and soon set off on the road through the bog. After only an hour, he saw a truck in the distance heading towards him. He quickly looked around for somewhere to hide, but there was nowhere. It was not even possible to get off the road. Jack decided to just try to act casual.

As it got closer, Jack saw that the truck was a tipper for carrying loose material. The female driver slowed down as she approached. Jack stood to one side of the road and waved but tried not to look directly at her. The driver waved back and carried on.

Jack’s hair was now quite long, and he realized that from a distance, he could pass as a female, as long as they didn’t spot his beard and moustache. The women would see what they were expecting to see. He got a spare T shirt out and rolled it up to mimic breasts. But it gradually slid down as he walked. But that was ok, he would shove it into position whenever it was needed.

He carried on walking. An hour later, another truck passed him going in the same direction. Jack used the same trick as before, this time backed up by his fake breasts.

Then, after another half an hour, Jack heard another truck, but this time it was coming from behind. He again stood off to one side to let the truck pass, but this time the truck stopped next to him. The driver wound the window down and shouted to him.

“Hey, girl, need a lift?”

Jack nodded “No” and kept his head down. The driver stared at him for about 10 seconds and then said:

“Suit yourself.” and carried on.

Jack wondered if the driver had clocked him as a male. He began to weigh the pros and cons of accepting a lift.

If he accepted, the driver would immediately recognize him as a male. And even if she wasn’t a danger to him herself, she was bound to talk, and soon his existence would be common knowledge. If he was indeed valuable on the black market as Samantha claimed, he would then be in great danger. But if he could just get to Ginsburg and contact the authorities there, perhaps he would be safe. He wondered where the trucks were going.

On the other hand, refusing a lift in the middle of nowhere might in itself seem suspicious.

While he was still thinking about it, Jack heard another truck coming up behind him. He made his mind up. He would accept a lift if it was offered. He put the rolled-up T shirt back into his backpack. He was still bending down and fiddling with his backpack when the truck slowed down and stopped.

“Hey there, do you need a ride?”

“Yes, please, ma’am.” replied Jack.

The driver couldn’t see him properly as he was standing on the passenger side of the truck.

“Climb up and get in, then.”

Jack climbed up, opened the door and got in.

“What the fuck! You’re a male!”

Jack closed the door.

“Yes, that’s right.”

The driver stared at him for about 10 seconds without speaking. She looked terrified.

“Is everything ok?” asked Jack.

“Who are you?”

“My name is Jack.”

“I mean, why are you here? Are you on the run?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, the only males on Caeruleus 2 are a few inmates in Freetown prison. Have you escaped?”

“There are males on Caeruleus 2?”

“Yes. A few captured pirates. Were you one of them?”

“But how do they survive?”

“I guess the prison must be airtight like the safe zone.”

“Oh, I see. No, I’m not a pirate and I haven’t escaped from Freetown prison. I’m a space-freighter pilot. My ship crash landed shortly after taking off from Freetown. I need to get back to the space port.”

“But how are you even alive? Males can’t survive on this planet.”

“I have no idea. But if I’m making you uncomfortable, I can get out again and carry on walking.”

The driver stared for a while longer, apparently deep in thought.

“No, that’s ok. I’m Mandy, by the way.”

“Hello Mandy. What’s in the back and where are you going?”

“I’m taking clay to the brickworks in Ginsburg.”

“Great. Is there a police station in Ginsburg?”

“Yes, but why do you ask?”

“I need to report in. Then hopefully they will help me get back to Freetown.”

“I see.”

Mandy hesitated for a while.

“Can you prove who you are? The police might take you for a pirate. Several pirate ships have force landed over the years. I remember there was one a year ago on the outskirts of Ginsburg.”

“Did the crew survive?”

“Yes. Apparently, the ship was damaged and landed to make repairs. But the militia cornered them and forced the crew to surrender. “

“They surrendered without a fight?”

“Yes – after the militia had shot a few holes in their ship, they couldn’t surrender fast enough.”

“I see.”

“So, can you prove you’re not a pirate?”

“Well, I’m known at the space port, so I should be ok.”

“Still, it wouldn’t hurt to tidy yourself up a bit. Why don’t you come back to my place? You can take a bath and have a shave.”

“Thanks. That sounds like a good idea.”

They were soon in the outskirts of Ginsburg. Mandy diverted via her place instead of heading straight for the brickworks. It was a small bungalow on the edge of town, one of many identical buildings on both sides of the residential road.

“Stay here until I beckon you.”

She got out and went to her front door and opened it and then came back and had a good look around. There was nobody about.

“Quickly, then.”

Jack got out and rushed inside.

“Have a bath and then make yourself a hot drink. And put your clothes in the washing machine. Yiu can borrow this dressing gown. I’ll be back in a few hours and make you something to eat. Oh, and here’s a razor. It’s meant for ladies, but it will have to do.”

“Ok. See you later, Mandy. And thanks.”

Jack wondered if he should trust Mandy, but the thought of a nice hot bath and a home cooked meal was just too appealing. Besides, the worst she could do was hand him over to the police, and thinking about it, if he hadn’t met her, that was what he had intended to do anyway.

So, Jack stripped off and loaded all his clothes into Mandy’s washing machine and set it going. Ten minutes later, he was relaxing in a hot bath, washing 3 weeks of sweat and grime away. Then he got up, dried himself and put the dressing gown on, He then used Mandy’s razor to shave off all his facial hair.

Later that afternoon, Mandy returned.

“How’s it going, Jack?”

“Fine, Mandy.”

“Well, I must say, you look much tidier. But what about your hair?”

“Not much I can do about it. And anyway, long hair can sometimes give me an advantage.”

“You mean, it allows you to pass as a female at a distance?”

“Exactly.”

“You might need that advantage.”

“What do you mean?”

“Lucy, another one of our drivers, apparently saw you on the road, thought you were a male, and reported you to the police. The police came in and interviewed all the other drivers. Including me.”

“What did you say?”

“I had to say that I had seen you as well. If I said I hadn’t, it would seem suspicious. I told them I had offered you a lift as well, but you had declined. But I said I thought you were a female.”

“I see. So, what did the police say?”

“They think you were most likely a female, especially as there are no reports of an escape from the prison. But Lucy was adamant.”

“Escape? Is that even possible? I thought males couldn’t survive on this planet. Other than me, of course.”

“Yes, I queried that, and apparently experimental inoculations are now available, but you need to take them every day. So, it is possible, but as I said, the police reckon there have been no escapes.”

“I see.”

“Well, anyway, afterwards, Mel, the boss, had us all in for a meeting, and she said that if we see you again, we are not to stop but are instead to report the sighting as soon as possible. According to her, the police have stepped up patrols and are keen to clear the matter up, and apparently the militia have been placed on stand-by to conduct a sweep.”

“Why? What’s the big deal? Does it really matter if there’s a male in town?”

“According to Mel, yes. If there is a male on the loose, the authorities will want to get hold of him as soon as possible and run tests to find out how he has survived.”

“Shit! So, if I hand myself in, instead of giving me a ride to the space port in Freetown, they’ll more than likely take me to some lab somewhere and cut me up?”

“That’s about the size of it.”

Jack was deep in thought.

“What are you going to do, Jack?”

“Well, I know someone in the space port in Freetown. If I can make my way there and break into the space port, I reckon I’ll be ok. Maybe I should get going.”

“It’s Thursday today. Why don’t you stay here for a couple of days? I don’t work on Saturday. I can drive you to Freetown and drop you off close to the space port.”

“That’s very generous of you, Mandy. I accept.”

“Good. Ok, relax here while I get us something to eat.”

An hour later, they had both had a delicious home cooked meal.

“Ok, Jack, I’m going to do the washing up and then I’m going to have a bath.”

“It’s ok, Mandy. I’ll do the washing up. You go and have a soak.”

“Thanks, Jack.”

Jack did the washing up, dried the dishes and then put everything away. Then he returned to the lounge and sat down on the sofa. He could hear Mandy splashing about, and then a short time later, he heard the gurgling sound as the water drained away.

Ten minutes later, Mandy came into the lounge. She was wearing a dressing gown. Jack turned to admire the view.

“I did the washing up, Mandy. Is there anything else I can do for you?”

“Well, now that you ask, yes there is.”

Mandy’s dressing gown dropped to the floor, revealing her naked body.

“I’ve never been with a real man before, Jack. I’ve only been with pleasure droids. I want your cock.”

Jack thought Mandy was beautiful. His cock agreed and moved to amber alert. Jack stood up and moved towards Mandy, but she walked past him and sat down on the sofa.

“Come here.”

Jack stood in front of her. Mandy untied the sash on his borrowed dressing gown and pulled it open. His cock sprang up and pointed at her. Mandy licked her lips and then she reached up and pushed the dressing gown off Jack’s shoulders. Jack held his arms down and allowed Mandy to pull the dressing gown off him and onto the floor.

Then Mandy took hold of Jack’s shaft with her left hand while her right began to play with his ball bag. She opened her mouth, took his cock inside, and clamped her lips around the base of his helmet.

A look of bliss came over her face. After 25 years, she finally had her first ever taste of man meat. She moved her lips lovingly up and down his helmet, her tongue toying with the smooth surface inside her mouth at the same time, and her left hand gently wanking the shaft.

“Oh, my goddess, it’s so tasty.”

After a minute or so of sucking his helmet, she took her left hand away and slowly slid her lips all the way down his shaft to the base. Jack felt his bell end compress as it squeezed down her throat. First real man he may be, but she was clearly an experienced cock sucker. Jack wondered just how realistic the pleasure droids were.

Mandy spent the next couple of minutes deep throating Jack’s pork sword, fondling his ball bag at the same time.

Then she released him.

“Turn.” she commanded, but then she laughed.

“Sorry, Jack. I’m used to issuing commands to pleasure droids.”

Jack turned. Mandy got onto her hands and knees and took Jack into her mouth once more and continue sucking his boy beef. Jack leaned forward slightly and reached out and placed a hand on Mandy’s arse. He traced circles over its delightfully smooth surface for a while. Then his hand returned to the centre of her arse. He extended a finger and found Mandy’s arse hole and traced tiny circles around it.

“Mmmmm.”

Then his finger slowly travelled down her arse crack until it found her woman hole. He pushed his finger in. Mandy had a tight quim, and it tried to grip his finger as he began to slowly finger fuck her.

Mandy took Jack’s cock out of her mouth.

“Oooh, baby. I need your tongue in there.”

Mandy shuffled up to the side of the sofa and leaned over, propping herself up with her arms and with her waist bent over the armrest. Jack moved in close. He first kissed the middle of each arse cheek and then moved in, his nose pushing into Mandy’s arse crack. He poked his tongue out and began to lick up and down over the surface of Mandy’s flaps.

His hands then reached up and pressed onto Mandy’s arse cheeks either side of her quim and gently pushed them apart, revealing the pink interior of Mandy’s slit and opening up her love hole. Jack moved his head back for a few seconds to take in the view, then with his tongue fully extended, he moved back in.

The tip of his tongue then began a series of long licks, from her clit, up through her slit and over her woman hole, and ending up at her arse hole, and then all the way back again. Up and down, up and down, long, slow licks.

“Oh my god, baby. Yes.”

He kept it up for a couple of minutes and then suddenly, the next time his tongue arrived at Mandy’s woman hole, he pushed in. He pushed her arse cheeks as wide apart as he could and forced his face tightly into her. Then he extended his tongue as far as he could and wriggled it about.

Mandy screamed. She had been propping herself up on her arms, but she now moved them to her sides and her head and breasts dropped down and rested on the seat of the sofa.

This caused her arse to bulge out more and opened her crack even wider, allowing Jack to reach in a little further. After exploring the inside of her love tunnel for a few more seconds, Jack withdrew his tongue and then began rapidly tongue fucking her. Her juices began to flow, but Jack was up to the task and managed to lick them up as fast as they flowed out.

Jack alternated between slit licking and tongue fucking for the next five minutes.

Then he decided it was time to get his man meat into action. He stood up, gave one of her arse cheeks a hard slap, and then grabbed his tool and aimed it at Mandy’s quim. He wiped it up and down the length of her slit to gather up some girl juice and then lodged it at the entrance to her love cave.

He adjusted his feet and then pushed his mighty weapon fully home in one smooth motion and kept it there.

“Oooooh.”

Jack’s cock remained still for a few seconds while he moved in a bit closer and grabbed Mandy’s waist with both hands. He then began pumping away, beginning with short, slow strokes, with only half of his cock penetrating her tight hole.

After a while, he began to gradually increase both the speed and depth of his pumps, until after a couple of minutes, he was giving her medium speed balls deep thrusts at the rate of 2 strokes per seconds.

“Yes, baby, yes.”

Jack looked down. Mandy’s smooth, perfectly round arse cheeks really turned him on. He looked through her arse crack and watch his cock sliding smoothly in and out of her tight twat. He felt his cock harden a little and his balls flex.

Mandy looked over her shoulder at him.

“I want to ride you, baby.”

Jack pulled out and Mandy stood up.

“Sit down on the sofa, Jack.”

Jack did so and Mandy climbed up on top of him, her feet on the sofa’s seat and her arms on the back. Jack steered his man meat towards Mandy’s snatch. Mandy then sat down and engulfed him.

She then began to squat ride him. She started off slowly, but before long she was bouncing up and down at a furious pace, and each stroke was full length, from bell end to balls. She wasn’t taking any prisoners.

Jack gripped her waist. As well as helping her on her upwards strokes, he wanted to make sure her aim was spot on. At the pace she was going, if she came down a few inches off, Jack feared she might snap his cock in two or at least cause him serious pain.

But she seemed quite skilled, and Jack figured the local pleasure droids must have taken some serious hammerings over the years.

Mandy tilted her head down and watched her quim sliding up and down Jack’s boy beef. Then she looked back up again.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

She kept bouncing up and down during her climax and then looked down at Jack.

“Come for me, baby. Come inside me.”

Jack was already close. Mandy stopped bouncing. She was perched at the top of her stroke with only Jack’s bell end still inside her tight hole. To compensate, Jack began thrusting himself, lifting his arse off the sofa and thrusting upwards into Mandy’s tight twat, before dropping back down, and then thrusting upwards once more.

On his fifth thrust, Jack felt his balls suddenly tighten. He thrust upwards as high as he could, trying to bury his dick deep inside Mandy’s cum dungeon. He held his position as he felt four strong ropes of boiling hot baby batter shoot out of his cock.

Mandy lowered herself back down, her weight forcing Jack back down also, and the two of them then sat still for several minutes while they recovered from their exertions.

“Oh, baby, you were wonderful.” said Mandy.

“Thanks. And you were marvellous yourself.”

They both got up and had a shower together and then both got into Mandy’s double bed to get a good night’s sleep.

Jack was feeling content. Tomorrow, he would take it easy and then on Saturday, he would be in Freetown. He would find the space port and then find somewhere to stake out the entrance and wait for Sue. He was sure he could trust her. She would get him inside. Then he would wait for a ship heading back to Caeruleus 1 and hitch a ride.

Sure, he had lost his ship, but he had about 600,000 credits in the bank and had another 500,000 coming for completing half of the return run to Caeruleus 2. That was not enough to buy another ship, so his career as an owner-operator was over for the time being.

He didn’t fancy going back to being an employee at a logistics firm. He wondered if there was any way to take advantage of his apparent immunity to the man-germ on Caeruleus 2. Perhaps it would even allow him to salvage his ship.

Day 29

Mandy and Jack were up early the next day and had breakfast. Mandy had to go to work.

“Keep away from the windows, Jack, and for god’s sake don’t go outside.”

“I won’t, Mandy. Have a good day at work.”

They kissed.

“See you later, Jack.”

But just 10 minutes later, Mandy was back again.

“Jack! Where are you, Jack?”

“In here. What’s up, Mandy?”

“It’s the police and the militia. They’re searching for you everywhere. They’re going door to door.”

“Shit! What if they think nobody is home?”

“This place is rented. The landlady will let them in.”

“Shit! I have to get out of here.”

Jack quickly got all his gear together, then gave Mandy a kiss and a big hug.

“Thank you for all you’ve done for me, Mandy.”

“Good luck to you, Jack. Take care.”

Mandy escorted Jack into the back garden and helped him climb over the fence at the back and into a wood. She watched as he disappeared between the trees. Then she went back into the house. She had tears in her eyes.

As soon as he was safely away, Jack checked his communicator and got a fix on his ship. He was now 350 miles from it on a bearing of 29%. Freetown was 415 miles from his ship on a bearing of 27%. That meant he was roughly 65 miles from Freetown and needed to walk on a bearing of somewhere around 25%. The maths to work out the exact course was beyond Jack.

One thing was obvious. A course of 25% would take him back the way he had just come. He was on the wrong side of town. His first job then was to by-pass it at a safe distance. He set off and soon came to the edge of the wood. Beyond it were cultivated fields and he carefully made his way along them, staying on the far side of fences and hedges wherever possible.

After half an hour, he estimated he had walked about a quarter of the way around the outside of the town. It was enough that he could now proceed on a heading of 25% but there was a large, recently ploughed field in the direction he needed to go and beyond it some woods.

Jack didn’t feel like going all the way around the edge of the field, so he set off directly across it. Twenty minutes later, he entered the woods. Just a minute later, he came across a trodden path. One way looked like it headed back into town. The other way was roughly the direction he needed to take, so he followed it. It seemed to be well used, and Jack began to wonder if it was wise to follow it, but the vegetation was dense on either side and would slow his progress considerably.

Just then, Jack heard a noise and stopped to listen. It was coming from just up ahead, around a curve in the path. Then, suddenly a large dog came running around the curve. It saw Jack and charged at him.

Jack froze in fear. He had nowhere to run. But the dog slowed down as it approached him and then stood still, wagging its tail. Jack was relieved. But his relief was short lived as a moment later, a woman came striding around the corner.

“Basil! Come here! I’m sorry ma’am, but don’t worry, he’s friendly.”

Then as she got closer, she stopped and stared at Jack, open mouthed. Jack didn’t know what to do, so he just said:

“Good day to you, ma’am.” and carried on past.

He glanced back and she was still staring at him. As soon as he was out of sight around the corner, Jack broke into a run. But he soon discovered that running with a backpack was very uncomfortable, and so he changed into a fast walk instead. He didn’t know whether the woman would report him, but he didn’t want to take any chances.

After another half an hour, Jack heard and saw a car moving almost parallel with him off to his left a short way through the trees and shortly afterwards, the path merged onto a road. It was the first tarmac road Jack had seen on this planet. He guessed that it led from Ginsburg to Freetown. The path was probably a short cut to a different part of the town.

The road didn’t seem to be very busy. He had only seen that one car so far. Jack wondered whether to walk along the road, and dodge to the side whenever he heard a vehicle approaching. He could make very good time on this road. On the other hand, it was rather an obvious route. Perhaps he should find somewhere to hide for the rest of the day and then follow the road at night.

Before he had made up his mind, he heard a vehicle approaching from ahead, heading towards Ginsburg. He quickly ducked down in the drainage ditch on the left side of the road. The car went past. Just a regular car with a female driver and passenger. Just as he started to climb out, he heard another vehicle, this time coming out of town. He stayed down as the car went past.

He decided to go with the travelling at night plan. The fields on either side of the road were cultivated but about a quarter of a mile ahead on the right, a small fenced off wood adjoined the road. Jack decided to check it out. He hoped to find a comfortable spot deep inside the dense vegetation.

He was disappointed. Most of the interior was actually a disused quarry which had mostly filled with water, but there was a muddy beach all around it, which was no doubt also under water whenever there had been heavy rain recently.

On the dried muddy beach and half under water were two rusting cars and two large rusty metal barrels. Another similar barrel was further out, leaning over at an angle and with just the top half above water.

Jack had a look at the vegetation surrounding the quarry, but it didn’t look very promising. He went back to the road. There was another small wood about a mile further ahead, not adjacent to the road, but not too far off to the right-hand side at the bottom of a hill. He decided to check it out. Maybe he would have better luck there.

Fifteen minutes later, he turned off the road and began crossing the field to check out the second wood. It was further than he thought. Perhaps half a mile from the road. He had nearly reached it when he heard a shout. He looked around. A car had stopped on the road, and two women had got out and were staring at him.

Jack stared back. They seemed to be wearing uniforms. Police? Militia? The car was partially obscured by a hedge, but Jack thought he could see lights on its roof.

“Police!” decided Jack.

Jack’s initial thought was to flee into the wood he had been heading towards, but he then had second thoughts. Because of the way the land sloped, the women would be able to see him if he left the wood on the opposite side and headed up the hill side. And if he didn’t, they would know he was still in the wood. He would then be easily found as soon as they had organized a search party.

Better to head back through the fields towards town, behind the quarry and into the big wood where he had met the woman walking her dog. That wood had looked really dense in places.

He set off, running for a bit and then walking for a bit. It was hard going across the ploughed field. The police officers got back into their car and paced him, watching him all the time, and no doubt requesting back up.

Just as he got past the back of the quarry, he saw two trucks arrive on the road. Young women in green uniforms began jumping out. Militia! And they had already spotted him.

Jack turned back again. For a moment, while he was behind the quarry, he was out of sight of all of them. He decided to climb the fence and go into the quarry wood. But the strip of vegetation surrounding the water filled quarry was so narrow. There was nowhere to hide. Then Jack wondered about hiding in the water. He had heard that it was possible to lay down under water and breathe through a reed. There was only one problem. He couldn’t see any reeds. He got down into the water any way and pushed his body under with just his head exposed.

“This is no good.” he thought.

He looked at the barrel leaning over in the water. Could he duck down behind it? He took his backpack off and the waded in, holding the backpack out of the water. When he reached deeper water, he had to swim. He pushed his backpack along ahead of him as he swam, trying to keep the contents as dry as possible. And then waded once again. The water was shallower around the barrel. It was too shallow to allow him to duck down. Could he get into the barrel? He peered into the top. There was a lid that should open but it had rusted shut.

Jack put his hands under water and felt for the bottom of the barrel. It was mostly buried in the mud, but the part that was not was badly rusted. He kicked at it under water and found that it gave way easily. Without further ado, he lay down in the water, felt with his feet and kicked away at the rusty metal. Then he turned around and squirmed his way in. The water inside was about 2 feet deep where he had forced his way in, but only 6 inches deep on the opposite side.

He got up into a crouch in the shallow end so that only his feet and ankles were under water. Although his feet were cold and wet, the air inside the barrel was warm and the rest of him dried off quite quickly.

There were several small rusty holes in the barrel letting a tiny amount of light in and after a while his eyes adjusted.

Ten minutes later, he heard voices. He put an eye to one of the rusty holes and looked out. The militia had formed a skirmish line and part of it had just arrived at the town end of the wood. He listened to an officer’s command.

“Those of you in the field, slow down. Wait for those climbing the fence to catch up.”

“Ok, keep going. Steady. Keep evenly spaced. Keep in line.”

“Right, if you arrive at the water, go around to the other side and wait for the rest of the line to catch up with you there and then reform.”

Jack watched as the skirmish line broke into two parts at the water and later reformed on the other side. Then it carried on past the wood.

“Keep going. Keep your eyes peeled. He could be face down in a furrow.”

An hour later, many of them were back again. Jack looked through one of the rusty holes and saw two policewomen and the militia officer discussing the situation.

“I tell you, Janet, he didn’t come back to our side after he saw you.” said one of the police officers.

“But we saw him turn back and disappear behind this wood.” replied Janet.

“Well then, he’s either somewhere in this quarry or he’s in the field behind it.”

“We could see most of the field behind the quarry from our position.”

“And so could we from ours. But there’s a triangular dead zone directly behind it that neither of us could see. So, he’s either in the quarry or in the field directly behind it.”

“Ok, I’ll get half of my girls searching the quarry again and the other half will give the field another going over.”

While the field team once again formed a skirmish line, the officer decided that the layout of the quarry made that tactic less than ideal, and she gave the girls free reign to look anywhere they liked.

“Check those cars!” shouted the officer. “And look in the trunks.”

“We can’t open them, they’re rusted shut.”

“Fine. Check those barrels.”

One of the barrels on the muddy shore didn’t have a lid, and a quick glance confirmed it was empty. The other had a lid but it was rusted on tight.

“Lucy, check that other barrel out there.”

She was pointing to Jack’s barrel.

“Bugger it, why me.” muttered Lucy to herself.

She sat down and took her boots and socks off, then went to the water’s edge and began wading out. She soon discovered the water was too deep to wade all the way and swam until she reached the shallow area around Jack’s barrel. She looked at the top of the barrel and seeing the lid in place, she tried to open it, but like the one on the shore, this one was also rusted in place.

Jack remained deathly quiet while Lucy attempted to open the lid. Then he breathed a sigh of relief as she said:

“This one’s rusted solid as well.”

Lucy swam and waded back to the shore, where the officer dismissed her back to the truck to get dried off.

Half an hour later, the search teams had still not discovered Jack.

“Well, he’s not here and he’s not in the field behind. He must have crawled away somehow.” said the militia officer.

“Perhaps he crawled along a furrow and we just didn’t notice.” said one of the police officers.

“It’s possible. Especially if he covered himself with mud and moved slowly. But are you sure it was a male?”

“Well, it looked like a male to us, but we can’t be absolutely certain. But whoever it was certainly wasn’t keen on speaking to us.”

“Perhaps it was a poacher.”

“Oh well, male or female, it will be getting dark soon, there’s nothing more we can do here. If it was a male, maybe another patrol will get a sighting.”

“Ok, girls, everybody back in the truck.”

Jack waited until it was completely dark before he ventured out. He then waded and swam back to the edge of the quarry and climbed out. He silently made his way back to the road and looked in both directions. All was quiet. He went a short way back in and stripped off and wrung out all his clothes as best he could. Then he got dressed again. He had a spare T shirt, underpants and socks, and they were mostly dry, but he had to wear his soaking wet trousers and boots.

He set off along the road in the direction of Freetown. He wanted to make as much distance as possible in case the militia came back to scour the area in the morning. Within a couple of hours, his trousers had dried out, but his feet were wet and cold. His socks seemed to be sucking the water out of his sodden boots.

He persevered, walking along the road and taking a short break every two hours. He listened intently as he walked, ready to dive to the side of the road at the first sound of an approaching vehicle, but overnight traffic was virtually non-existent. He didn’t encounter a vehicle until dawn was breaking. It was a delivery truck heading for Ginsburg.

Jack decided it was time to find somewhere to lay up. He had long since left the cultivated area behind. The land the road was passing through was open moorland but there was a forest a little way ahead. When he was some way through it, he turned off the road and made his way into it for about 10 minutes and then found a spot to bed down.

He stripped off and hung his damp clothes on branches to dry. Then he got his ground sheet out and spread it on the ground and sat down on it. He had a drink and something to eat. He felt tired and cold. He sneezed. All those hours standing in cold water hadn’t done him any good. He lay down on the edge of the groundsheet and then, gripping the edge, he rolled over and over so that it wrapped around him. Then he relaxed and tried to get some rest.

Day 30

The next day in Freetown, a government committee held an urgent meeting. Governor Riley took the chair. With her was Chief Madison of Freetown police, Major Chloe of Freetown militia, Dr Sophie from the research centre and Warden Layla from Freetown prison. On the agenda was the report coming from Ginsburg of a possible male on the loose.

“So, what do we know so far?” asked Riley.

Madison answered.

“Well, we first started hearing rumours about 10 days ago of a male for sale on the black market. He had apparently been captured in the wild country around Allison.”

“Allison?” queried Riley.

“Yes, it’s a primitive settlement about 400 miles south of here in the boonies. But after those initial rumours, we’ve not heard anything more. Then, a couple of days ago, a truck driver reported seeing a male walking north towards Ginsburg along the road from Ginsburg quarries, however another truck driver apparently saw the same person and reckoned it was a female.”

“Did the local police interview them?”

“Yes, the driver who claims it was a male got a good look and said he had long hair, a beard and a moustache. The driver who thought it was a female admits she didn’t get a good look.”

“I see. And what about this sighting in Ginsburg yesterday?”

“Two sightings. A woman walking a dog is adamant she walked right past a male just north of Ginsburg.”

“Same description?”

“No. He apparently had long hair but no beard or moustache. And then an hour later, a Ginsburg police patrol spotted the same male in a field next to the Freetown Road. When challenged, the suspect made off, but the officers called for backup and a detachment of militia was brought in to carry out a sweep,”

“And?”

“They didn’t find anybody.”

“What do you think, Chloe?” asked Riley.

“Well, I wouldn’t put too much weight on the rumours from Allison. The women out there are primitive. I doubt any of them have ever seen a male. It was most likely just a tomboyish female or maybe an out and out attempt at a fraud.”

“Layla?”

“Well, if there is a male on the loose, he’s not one of ours. All our prisoners are accounted for.”

“What about your stocks of antidote?”

“It’s all accounted for.”

“Sophie?”

“Same. All our stocks are accounted for, both production and experimental.”

“Well, if there is a male on the loose, he’s either immune or he’s got his own antidote. But why is he here? What is he trying to achieve? Chloe, do you think he could be a spy from Caeruleus 1?”

“I doubt it. If Caeruleus 1 had developed an antidote, their marines would already be here taking over the planet. I guess he could be a pirate. Maybe they sent him to gather intelligence. Maybe they’re planning a raid or perhaps a prison breakout.”

“But why send only one?”

“Maybe they don’t have the facilities to mass produce their antidote.”

“Sophie, anything to add?”

“Yes. Whoever he is, if there is a male on the loose, it’s important that we pick him up together with his stock of antidote. If someone else is making antidote, we’ll need to study it and compare it with ours.”

“And we would also need to find out who’s producing it and where.” added Riley.

“Don’t worry, we’ll beat that information out of him easily enough.” said Madison.

“And if it turns out he’s immune, it’s even more important to get him.” continued Sophie. “We would need to get him into the lab and run tests on him.”

“If he’s immune, he can’t be allowed to leave the planet.” added Riley.

“Don’t worry, he won’t get out.” said Madison.

“Let’s make sure. Madison, make sure all your officers keep their eyes open. Chloe, keep one platoon on stand-by in case we need to perform a sweep. I’ll make sure the press runs a story about a dangerous male on the loose.”




Chapter 4 - Freetown

Day 32

Two days later, Jack finally saw the lights of Freetown ahead of him. It was almost dawn, so he left the road and looked for somewhere to hide out during the day. The land around Freetown was farmed and Jack decided to hide in a barn. He wanted to be under cover. Sleeping in the open every day wasn’t helping him to rid himself of the cold he had developed. He got a good sleep and then woke up when the light faded again that evening.

Jack had no idea where the space port was in relation to Freetown, but he hoped it would be signposted. He set off at 11pm, joined the road from Ginsburg and boldly set off into town.

For the first half a mile, there were houses on both sides of the road, none of them with any lights on. No doubt the occupants were asleep. Jack saw two pedestrians walking his way, but they were on the other side if the road. They swayed as they walked and their progress was slow. Jack figured they were tipsy. He kept his head down and they didn’t pay any attention to him.

A few minutes later, Jack arrived at a crossroads and found what he was looking for. A road sign indicated town centre half a mile straight on and the space port two miles to the left. Jack turned left, but as he did so he heard a vehicle approaching from behind.

He decided to copy the mannerisms of the women he had seen earlier. He walked more slowly and staggered occasionally as if he was drunk, and he kept his head down. The car passed by. Jack congratulated himself on his progress so far.

But then he stopped. Two women had just come out of a building about 500 yards ahead on the left and then stopped. Would they come his way? Jack glanced behind. There were two more women coming his way behind him, but they were a long way off.

The two women up ahead were just standing there. Then two more women emerged and all four turned away and walked off. Jack was relieved and carried on. But moments later, more women emerged. And then even more. Jack figured maybe a show had just finished or maybe a club had just closed. Some of the women walked away from him and some crossed the street, but inevitably some turned towards him.

After a moment, there were at least six heading his way and more were emerging all the time.

Jack glanced behind again. Shit! The women behind him were still coming. He couldn’t let them get too close. He needed to get off this road.

There were no side turns nearby, but Jack saw what looked like an alleyway a short distance ahead. He resumed walking with his head down. He would turn down the alleyway and hope he didn’t meet anyone coming the other way.

He reached it and turned down it before any of the women got too close. He breathed a sigh of relief. But his relief was short lived. The alleyway was a dead end and merely gave access to a sizeable yard behind the night club. The yard was surrounded on all sides by a high brick wall. It contained 10 or 12 wheely bins and many wooden boxes containing empty glass bottles. There was also a rear access door, and the light was on inside.

Jack turned back and returned to the main road. He carefully looked out. There were too many people about. He went back into the yard, He would have to wait here until it quietened down, then he could go on his way.

A noise at the door took Jack by surprise. Realizing that someone was about to come out, he quickly made his way to the far end of the yard and crouched down behind the last of the wheely bins and peered around it. The door opened and a woman came out, struggling with two large bags that sounded like they contained glass bottles.

Jack pushed himself back out of sight as far as he could. He listened as the woman began taking empty glass bottles out of her bags and stacking them in the wooden boxes.

Suddenly, Jack felt the urge to sneeze. He gripped his nose tightly between a forefinger and thumb to try to stop it. But to no avail.

“Aaaaachooooo!”

The sound of bottles being stacked abruptly stopped.

“Is someone there?”

““Aaaaachooooo! Aaaaachooooo!”

The woman carefully approached Jack’s hiding place. When she saw Jack, she screamed and dropped the bag she was still clutching, causing several of the bottles to smash. Hearing the noise, someone else then came out of the building.

“Carol? Are you ok.”

Carol glanced back.

“I’m fine, Lola. But look what I’ve found!”

“What?”

Lola walked up to join Carol. They both stared at Jack, still crouching down behind the bins.

“Stand up. Who are you, boy?”

Jack decided to play along. Maybe they could help him get into the space port. He stood up.

“My name is Jack.”

“What are you doing out the back here? Did Layla send you?”

Jack didn’t know what to say.

“He’s not very talkative, is he?”

“No. But they’ve all been like that recently. Layla said it’s a side effect of the latest version of the drug. Anyway, we’d better get him inside.”

They both grabbed him and led him inside the building, and then downstairs into a basement, part of which contained two cells formed of vertical iron bars. Both cells were empty.

“Put him in cell 2, Carol.” said Lola.

“Ok. But why has he got all this stuff?” asked Carol as she searched his backpack.

“Dunno. I’ll go and get Clarissa.”

Jack was pushed into a cell and locked in. There was a mattress with blankets and a bucket in the corner.

Ten minutes later, Carol was back, this time accompanied by an older woman. Carol opened the cell door.

“Here he is, Clarissa. He says his name is Jack.”

“That’s odd. Layla didn’t say anything about sending us another boy. Not that I’m complaining. And you say you found him hiding in the yard?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“What’s his number?”

“We haven’t checked.”

“Drop your trousers, boy. And your underpants.”

“What?”

“You heard me boy. Do it. Now.”

Jack just stood still.

“Lola, fetch the man-prod.”

“Yes, Clarissa.”

Lola returned with a 6-inch-long device that Jack at first took to be a torch, but was in fact a slimmed down cattle-prod.

Clarissa checked the setting and then reached through the bars and jabbed Jack with it.

Buzz!

“Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Now, drop your trousers and underpants or you’ll get another jab, and at a higher setting.”

Jack decided to comply and dropped his trousers and underpants, but he placed his hands in front his cock.

“Turn around, boy.”

Jack turned.

“I don’t see anything.” said Lola.

“Bend forward a bit, boy.” added Clarissa.

Jack bent forward and wondered what they were looking for.

“No, there’s nothing. Ok, boy, get dressed.” said Clarissa, and then to Lola:

“Hmmm. Something’s not right. I’ll give Layla a call and find out what’s going on.”

Clarissa went away but was back again in 10 minutes.

“Open.”

Carol opened the cell door, and Clarissa went in to get a closer look at Jack.

“What did Layla say, Clarissa?” asked Carol.

“Layla definitely didn’t send him. I asked if she could spare us another boy as we’re going to be very busy over the holiday weekend.”

“What did she say?”

“She said there’s no way and we’re lucky to get the one she sent.”

“But what about this one?”

“She obviously doesn’t know anything about him.” said Clarissa. “I think this must be the boy in the news. The dangerous male they’re looking for.”

“Shall I call the police, Clarissa?” asked Lola.

“Let’s not be too hasty. So, Jack. If you’re not one of Layla’s boys, who are you?”

Jack kept silent.

Slap!

Jack got a hard slap on the side of his face.

“I asked you a question, boy. Who are you? Where have you come from?”

“I’m a space pilot. My ship crash landed after taking off from Freetown space port.”

“I’ve not heard of any crash.”

“Well, it was over 400 miles from here.”

“So how have you managed to get back to Freetown then?”

“On foot, Mistress.”

“On foot? 400 miles? How long has it taken you?”

“Just over 3 weeks I think.”

“So, where did you get your antidote?”

Jack didn’t know what Clarissa meant so he didn’t answer.

“What’s in his backpack?” asked Clarissa, turning to look at Carol.

“Just spare clothes, a groundsheet, a communicator, some water bottles and some emergency rations.” said Carol. “But there’s no antidote.”

“Face the wall, boy. Spread ‘em.” said Clarissa.

Carol entered the cell and searched him.

“Nothing.”

“Where’s your antidote, boy? You must have a supply to have made it this far.”

Jack realized she must mean the experimental inoculation that Mandy had mentioned. He didn’t want them to know he was immune, so he answered:

“I’ve run out. I used the last of it this morning. I was hoping I had enough, but it took longer than I expected to get here.”

“So, why didn’t you just report to the authorities, tell them your ship had crash landed, and ask them to take you to the space port?”

Jack didn’t know what to say. He hadn’t been expecting to be questioned so hadn’t come up with a story.

“It’s because they’ll want to know where you got your antidote, isn’t it boy?”

Jack remained silent.

“So, let me see if I’ve got this right. You arrived at the space port from Caeruleus 1, spent a day or two in the safe zone while your ship was being unloaded and then reloaded, and then took off again on your return. Apparently just a trader on a routine trip. But your real mission was to smuggle some antidote back to Caeruleus 1.”

Jack said nothing.

“But unfortunately for you, your ship crashed and you had to use up all your stock simply getting back to Freetown.”

“Do you think he’s an agent for Caeruleus 1, Clarissa?” asked Carol.

“At the very least, he’s working for them.”

“I see now why the police are so keen to round you up. They will be very interested in having a nice long chat with you, Jack. They’ll want to know how you got hold of the antidote. Who your contact is here on Caeruleus 2. And who you were going to give it to. The government doesn’t like smugglers. Especially when antidote is involved. In fact, they won’t be too thrilled to find out that a foreigner even knows of its existence. I just can’t see them letting you go, Jack. Ever.”

“No, please, Clarissa. Please don’t turn me in. I beg you.”

“It’s Mistress Clarissa, boy.”

“Please, Mistress Clarissa. I’ll do anything.”

“Anything, Jack?”

The women went to the other end of the room and had a discussion. Jack couldn’t hear what they were saying.

“Ok, Jack, if you work for us, we won’t turn you in. We’ll feed you and you’ll get a dose of antidote every morning.”

“What kind of work?”

“This is Clarissa’s Night Club, Jack. Males are in short supply on this planet. Very short supply. We generally have to make do with androids. We put on live shows at weekends.”

“Using androids, Mistress Clarissa?”

“Yes. We’ve got the latest third generation male sex androids. They look quite realistic when the lights are turned down, so long as you don’t get too close and forgive their jerky movements.”

“So, what do you need me for?”

“Well, in addition to our live shows, we also offer, shall we say, more personal services.”

“I see. And can androids perform those services as well, Mistress Clarissa?”

“They can, but they’re clumsy. And naturally, when you’re up close and personal, it’s much more obvious that it’s an android. It’s better than nothing, but some of our more discerning customers prefer the real thing and will pay good money to get it. Very good money.”

“Right, so I guess you have a certain number of real males you can use in addition to your androids.”

“Unfortunately, we don’t have our own males. But just occasionally, we are able to get hold of one for a few days. But the supply is irregular and unpredictable. The prison service sends its male inmates out to do various types of work in the community. We are sometimes able to convince them that it would be a good idea if one of them worked for us. But it can sometimes be expensive.”

“Sometimes?”

“It depends on who we are dealing with at the time.”

“You’re bribing them?”

Clarissa grinned.

“Money makes the world go round. But with you working for us, we would save quite a lot of money. Don’t worry, we won’t overwork you. You would only need to service one customer per night. And we only open three nights per week.”

“So, you want me to work as a sex slave?”

“Yes. And you’ll also do menial jobs such as cleaning and minor maintenance jobs. But it’s up to you. Nobody is forcing you. We can hand you over to the police if you prefer. But you would be much better off here with us than you would be languishing in Freetown prison. I’ve heard those guardesses are real bad asses.”

Clarissa laughed. Clearly, she thought she had got the upper hand. Jack realized he was in a difficult position. He was confident he could escape from the women right now, but then Clarissa would just report him. Even if he wasn’t physically handed over to the police, if the police knew for sure he was in town, they would throw all their resources into finding him and no doubt security at the space port would be stepped up. It would make things very difficult for him. Jack decided to play along for the time being, while he worked out what to do.

“Very well, Mistress Clarissa. You’ve convinced me. I’ll work for you.”

“Good boy. I knew you would.”

Jack was locked in his cell and the women went away, but half an hour later, Lola was back. She had brought Jack some broth and two bottles of water.

“Mistress Lola, am I the only male here?”

“No, we’ve already got a boy for the holiday weekend. He’s working at the moment. He’ll be back later.”

“Holiday weekend, Mistress Lola?”

“Yes, it’s foundation weekend. It’s the anniversary of the foundation of the colony of Freetown. Today and Monday are public holidays.”

“What day is it today, Mistress Lola?”

“It’s Friday, Jack.”

Sure enough, several hours later, another male arrived, escorted by Carol. He was completely naked. Carol opened the door to cell 1, next to Jack.

“In you go, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Carol.”

“Get your head down and no talking.” she added, looking at Jack.

Carol locked the door and went away.

Jack looked at the newcomer who had immediately got onto his mattress and pulled a blanket over himself. He looked like quite a bruiser, but at the same time he appeared to be so docile.

“Hello, mate. I’m Jack.”

Jack’s neighbour looked at him for a moment and then looked away again.

“It’s ok, she’s gone.”

But it seemed he just didn’t want to talk. Jack assumed it was because he did not yet trust him, so he gave up and lay down on his mattress to get some sleep.

Day 33

The following morning, Jack woke up at first light. He got dressed. They had given him his own clothes. He was then surprised to be addressed by the guy in the next cell.

“Hi there. I’ve not seen you before. What’s your name?”

“Jack.”

“I’m Micky.”

Micky was wearing bright orange trousers and the same colour T shirt.

“I’m with Red Ken’s crew. Whose crew are you with?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, whose ship were you on?”

“My own.”

“Oh. So, you weren’t part of a crew, then?”

It suddenly dawned on Jack that Micky was referring to pirate crews.

“No, I’m not a pirate. I’m just a regular trader.”

“Really? So, what are you doing here then?”

“My ship crashed landed shortly after launch and I’ve spent the last 3 weeks trying to get back to the Freetown space port. But then yesterday, I sort of stumbled into this place.”

Micky thought about it for a moment.

“But how did you survive for three weeks without – wait – you had antidote on board? You managed to get hold of some and were trying to smuggle it out? None of my crew even knew the stuff existed until we came down on this damn planet. I bet the government on Caeruleus 1 would pay a fortune to get their hands on a sample. Man, you would have had it made. Unlucky for you that your ship developed a fault.”

“Yeah, tell me about it.” replied Jack.

He didn’t correct Micky’s theory. His best weapon was his immunity, provided nobody knew about it. But this gave him an idea. He didn’t need the antidote and had intended to dispose of the doses they gave him. But if it was really as valuable as Micky said, maybe he should keep it. Maybe if he made it back to Caeruleus 1 he would be able to sell it. Perhaps he would be able to afford to buy another ship.

Jack was intrigued by the change in Micky since he had tried to talk to him the previous evening.

“Hey, what was up with you yesterday evening?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you just seemed so quiet and docile.”

“Oh. It’s a side effect of the antidote. It just makes you so – I don’t know how to describe it – tired, I guess. Calm.”

“It’s not just that. You were also just so unnaturally obedient.”

“What do you mean?”

“Mistress Lola told you not to talk to any other males. And you obeyed. Even after she had gone and we were alone.”

“I don’t remember that.”

Just then, Lola turned up.

“Morning, boys.”

She brought breakfast to their cells. Porridge and a small glass of orange juice.

Jack was thirsty so he drank most of the orange juice down in one go. He then started on his porridge. He glanced up and noticed Lola watching him eat.

“Mistress Lola, what about the antidote?”

“What about it?”

“Mistress Clarissa said I would get a dose each morning.”

“You’ve got it. It’s in your porridge.”

Jack looked surprised. He had expected the antidote to be in the form of a pill or a capsule.

“Was your supply in pill form?”

Jack decided to play along.

“Yes, Mistress Lola.”

Lola laughed.

“Someone saw you coming, then. I hope you didn’t pay too much for them. The old pills were unreliable and often caused nasty side effects. Diarrhoea and vomiting for example. You’ve been a very lucky boy to have made it here in one piece using the old pills.”

“Yes, Mistress Lola.”

Jack wondered what effect the antidote would have on him.

An hour later, Carol arrived in front of the cells and opened them.

“Ok, boys. Take a shower and then go upstairs and report to Megan. She is the floor manager. She will have some jobs for you to do. And do not leave the building without permission.”

Jack was surprised to be given that amount of freedom. He followed Micky, took a shower, and then followed him up to the main floor. On one end of the floor was a small stage. The remainder of the floor was filled with about two dozen round tables, each with four chairs. They reported to Megan. They were told to wipe down the tables, then sweep up and finally mop the floor. Micky got to work immediately. Jack decided to do so as well and also tried to mimic Micky’s docile demeanour.

Afterwards, Megan ordered Jack to report to Lucy in the kitchen. Lucy was the kitchen manager. She ordered Jack to take the various kitchen bins outside and empty them into the large wheely bins in the back yard. There were three of them and Jack carried them out one at a time. When he got outside, he found himself in the place where he had been caught the day before and realized he could just walk away if he wanted to. The women seemed confident he would obey their instructions. Jack became more and more convinced that the antidote must also contain some kind of obedience drug, and the women were confident in its effectiveness.

In the afternoon, Christine, the technical manager in charge of the sex droids, ordered Jack and Micky to go to a storeroom and clean the androids who were being charged up there. They both followed their orders without question.

Jack was amazed how realistic the sex droids looked. However, when he touched them, the feel wasn’t right. Their bodies felt like they were a thin layer of rubber over a hard surface. And Jack noticed the fake cocks were already erected and guessed the designers hadn’t figured out how to get them to erect in real time.

Later, they were both ordered back to their cells and not long afterwards, Jack could hear loud music coming from upstairs. The night club was open for business.

Soon after, Lola arrived in front of the cells.

“Ok, boys, we’re open for business. Strip off. Whenever me or Carol arrive with customers, you are to stand up straight with your hands behind your backs. Clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Lola.”

“Good. And no talking.”

Then she went away.

They both stripped off and then lay down on their mattresses,

“Hey, Micky. What’s going to happen next?”

Micky looked at him but said nothing.

Late in the evening, Carol and Lola turned up accompanied by two older ladies. They both looked to be in their mid-40’s.

Micky immediately stood to attention and Jack did the same.

“Here we are, ladies, these are the boys we have available this evening.” said Carol.

The two ladies looked the guys up and down.

“I’ll take this one if I may, Carol.” said one, pointing at Micky.

“Ok, Rebecca.”

“And I’ll have this one then.” said the other, looking at Jack.

“Very good, ladies. If you would like to return to your rooms, we’ll bring them to you directly.”

The two customers went back upstairs. Carol then opened Micky’s cell and led him away, while Lola collected Jack.

“Jack, if you get asked, you are to say that you are an inmate of Freetown prison. Clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Lola.”

A few minutes later, Jack was led into a large room.

“Stand there. You will obey all Mistress Violet’s instructions. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Lola.”

Jack looked around. The room contained a double bed fitted with shackles in each corner. And there were other pieces of equipment that Jack had read about but had never seen before, including a caning horse, some stocks and a sex chair.

An internal door that Jack hadn’t noticed before then opened. It led to a dressing room. Mistress Violet, the woman who had chosen Jack, emerged. She was wearing thigh high black leather boots, black cotton panties and a black cotton bra. She had put on a bit of weight and was past her prime but was still quite pretty. Jack’s eyes were drawn to her big arse.

“I am Mistress Violet. What’s your name, boy?”

“Jack, Mistress Violet.”

“And which crew are you from?”

Jack hadn’t expected that question. He answered with the name of the only crew he had heard of.

“I am a member of Red Ken’s crew, Mistress Violet.”

“Ah! So, you’re one of the boys who intercepted the Amelia Earhart, robbed all the lady immigrants and then raped several of them?”

Jack didn’t know that Red Ken’s crew had done that, but it was too late to disown them now.

“Yes, Mistress Violet.”

“But unfortunately for you, a Caeruleus Navy cruiser shot you down.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And you were among the survivors.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Were you punished?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But not enough. Get on the caning horse.”

Jack bent over the caning horse. Mistress Violet attached his wrists and ankles to the corner shackles then tightened a wide belt behind his waist.

Then she placed a hand on his arse and moved it lightly over his cheeks.

“Hmmm. Your arse has completely healed, boy. There’s not even a hint of a welt. I thought the guardesses were meant to keep all your arses nicely topped up at all times. Well, no problem. That can soon be remedied.”

Slap!

Mistress Violet gave Jack’s arse a hard slap and then walked over to the side of the room where a selection of whips and canes were arranged. She selected a three-foot-long dragon rattan cane.

Then she came back and took up a position behind and to the left of Jack’s arse.

“Right, Jack. A friend of mine arrived on that ship, and although she wasn’t raped, she did get robbed of all her most valuable possessions. So, I think that gives me the right to personally punish you for your part in the crimes against the females of Caeruleus 2 and especially of the passengers and crew if the Amelia Earhart. Right, I’m going to give your arse a good caning. And each time I pause, you will thank me for punishing you. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Violet.”

“Right. Here it comes.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

“Aaaargh! Thank you for punishing me, Mistress Violet.”

She began with six rapid full strength strikes all roughly in the middle of his arse. Then she paused and watched. She was fascinated by the way the welts formed, from barely visible pink lines, to red, and then finally purple.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

“Aaaargh! Thank you for punishing me, Mistress Violet.”

This time she attacked the upper portion of his arse cheeks. She again paused to watch the welts form.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

“Aaaargh! Thank you for punishing me, Mistress Violet.”

This time she attacked the lower portion of Jack’s arse cheeks.

“It’s a pity you can’t see this, Jack. Such lovely purple welts. I’ve often thought that arse caning is really a form of art. Hmmm. There are a few white gaps spoiling the effect. We can’t have that now, can we? Hold on, Jack, we’ll soon remedy it.”

Violet took careful aim and then let fly.

Swish! Thwack!

“Aaaargh! Thank you for punishing me, Mistress Violet.”

“That’s got one of them, but there’s two more. Hold on.”

Swish! Thwack!

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Bugger it, I missed.”

Violet missed her target and struck one of Jack’s purple welts. Jack screamed out loud and tears flowed from his eyes.

“Aren’t you forgetting something, Jack?”

“Thank you for punishing me, Mistress Violet.”

“That’s better.”

Swish! Thwack!

“Aaaargh! Thank you for punishing me, Mistress Violet.”

“Got it. Just one white band left to colour in. But it’s quite wide. It might need two strikes.”

Violet ran her fingers over the band of pale, unblemished arse, trying to judge its width.

“No, on second thoughts, I think one strike will be enough, provided I whack really, really hard, so we get a nice, extra wide welt. Ok, Jack, hold tight.”

Swish! Thwack!

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Sob – Thank you for – sob – for punishing me – sob – Mistress Violet.”

“You’re welcome, Jack. It’s always a pleasure. I like to see a boy with a bit of colour in his cheeks.”

Jack’s arse felt as if it was on fire, but at least the caning was over.

“Right, boy, now that you’ve had your fun, I think it’s time I had a bit of pleasure.”

She released him from the horse.

“Get on the bed. Lay down on your back and spread your arms and legs.”

“Yes, Mistress Violet.”

Jack walked over to the bed and carefully sat down on it. He then awkwardly got into the required position. His arse was still painful, so he tried to get into position in a series of jerks, lifting his arse up, moving it, and then dropping it into a new position. Anything to avoid his arse sliding over the bed covering.

Violet grabbed one of his wrists and attached it to a corner shackle on the end of a chain. She then did the same with his other wrist and then his ankles. She then pressed a button, and all four shackles were retracted by electric motors until they reached a preset tension.

Violet removed her panties and then climbed on top of Jack’s head facing his feet. She kneeled down and then leaned forward to get a good look at his limp cock.

She propped herself up with her hands on the bed either side of Jack’s thighs, then she opened wide and took the entire cock into her mouth and began playing with it using her tongue. Violet kept her lips pressed down hard while Jack’s meat grew into her mouth. It soon reached 6 inches and pressed into the back of her mouth. But the cock was still growing and with nowhere else to go, the helmet forced its way down Violet’s throat.

When Jack’s cock had reached its full 8 inches, Violet slowly moved her lips all the way up the shaft until the cock was free.

Violet inspected her handiwork.

“Mmmm. You know, Jack, the droids keep getting better and better but you just can’t beat real meat. I love to take a limp cock into my mouth and feel it grow inside of me. Plastic always-hard droid cock just isn’t the same.”

Violet then sucked the cock back into her mouth and began to slide her lips up and down the length of Jack’s meaty shaft at a regular rhythm. Now and then, she concentrated on just the helmet, while gently wanking the shaft with her right hand.

“Mmmm. So young and tender, and tasty too. But we don’t want you to get too excited just yet.”

Violet sat up and adjusted her position.

“Lick me, boy.”

Jack extended his tongue as Violet’s pussy descended towards him. Her arse cheeks soon landed on his face forcing him to work by touch. Feeling around with his tongue, he identified flaps and began licking up and down along the surface of them.

“Get your tongue in there, boy.”

Jack flicked his tongue from side to side and up and down, feeling for an opening, and soon managed to get his tongue in between them and began licking along the length of Violets pink slit.

“Oh, yes, keep going.”

Violet’s juices began to flow. They were quite tasty and Jack eagerly licked them up.

“Get in my hole, boy.”

Jack’s tongue quickly located Violet’s woman hole and forced its way in. Violet reached back and grabbed her arse cheeks and pulled them apart, and at the same time she moved her knees wider apart. This allowed her arse and pussy to drop half an inch lower and allowed Jack’s tongue to reach half an inch deeper into her luscious love tunnel.

Jack reached in as far as he could and tried to move his tongue from side to side. He was surprised how stretchy she was, so he then tried moving his tongue around in large circles as if stirring a cup of tea with a spoon.

“Oh my god, boy.”

Jack kept it up for a while and then changed to tongue fucking, withdrawing his tongue entirely before plunging back in as far as he could. Jack could tell that Violet was getting excited. Torrents of twat tang were now flowing out of her gaping gash. He took a break from tongue fucking to lap up all the accumulated juices, before resuming his mission.

Jack was starting to get neck ache, so he paused for a moment with his tongue deep inside Violet’s honey pot. Her woman hole’s grip on his tongue suddenly tightened and then loosened and then tightened again. At first, Jack thought Violet was about to climax but realized his mistake just in time. He quickly withdrew his tongue and formed his lips into an O and surrounded the entrance to Violet’s spasm chasm. He was just in time. A half second long squirt of girl juice shot out of Violet’s hole and straight into his mouth, followed a second later by another.

Jack closed his mouth and swirled the delightful liquid around with his tongue, savouring the taste, before swallowing it down.

Violet raised herself up and turned around.

“I need to feel your meat inside my coochie.”

Violet then squatted over Jack and adjusted her position until her arse cheeks were above his thighs. Then she reached down and grabbed his man meat and lowered herself down until his pork sword was safely sheathed inside her pink, meaty scabbard.

She leaned forward and braced her hands on his shoulders. Then she began to ride, starting off at a slow speed and with short strokes, her moistened minge sliding smoothly over Jack’s boy beef.

After a few minutes, Violet decided she needed more. She leaned forward further and moved her hands off Jack’s shoulders and onto the bed at his sides. Then she upped both the pace and the length of her strokes.

Jack was amazed at her stamina. Her huge arse must take a lot of effort to lift. Jack was unable to offer any help as his hands were shackled to the corners of the bed.

Up went her arse until Jack thought her quim was about to lose its grip on his man meat, but just as he thought his cock was about to be set free, down she came again, her love tunnel eagerly devouring his stiff rod once more, until her arse cheeks bounced off the top of his thighs with a loud slap.

Jack loved the feeling of his meat sliding in and out of her hot, slippery slit. Violet seemed to be enjoying it too.

“Oh my. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeees.”

Violet froze at the top of a stroke as she climaxed, with only Jack’s bell end still inside her.  She looked down.

“Come for me, boy. Come inside me.”

Since Violet had stopped, Jack began to thrust instead. Although his wrists and ankles were shackled, he was still able to move his arse. He used all his strength to lift his arse off the bed and power his cock up and into Violet’s dripping gash, poised a few inches above him, before dropping back down onto the bed, bouncing off, and powering up once more.

After five full length upwards strokes, Jack felt his ball bag beginning to clench. On the sixth upward stroke, Jack froze in position, his arse lifted as high as possible off the bed and his meat forced as deep as possible into Violet’s love cave.

Jack’s ball bag suddenly squeezed tight and fired a rope of hot, white baby batter deep into Violet’s still pulsating pussy, followed quickly by two more.

Violet then relaxed and sat down, forcing Jack back down underneath her. She remained still for a few minutes, recovering from her exertions, and then got up and went through the door she had originally entered by, picking up her discarded panties on the way. A few moments later, Jack could hear a shower running and then all was quiet.

Five minutes later, Lola entered the room and released Jack from the shackles.

“Take a shower next door, Jack, and then go back to your cell.”

“Yes, Mistress Lola.”

She then left him on his own.

When he got back to his cell, Lola was waiting for him.

“In you go, Jack.”

Lola locked him in. Micky was already in his cell, laying down on his mattress.

“Good night, boys. Get your heads down. And no talking.”

Jack waited until Lola had left before speaking to Micky.

“So, Micky, how did you get on?”

Micky looked at him for a moment. He said nothing and then looked away again. Jack realized Micky was obeying Lola’s command and assumed he was still under the influence of the antidote.

Then it occurred to him that he had also taken antidote that morning, but it did not appear to have affected him the same way. Yes, he had certainly obeyed all the women’s orders that day, but he was convinced that he had done so voluntarily. He did not feel that there had been any force compelling him to. And it was true that he had felt very tired that afternoon, but he wasn’t sure if that was caused by the drug or not.

Day 34

The following morning, Jack and Micky were again up early.

“Morning, Jack.”

“Morning, Micky. How did you get on yesterday?”

“I’ve had better days. The customer thrashed me with a cane before she had her way with me. I would so love to have grabbed the cane off her and given her arse a good few whacks. Believe me, she had plenty to aim at.”

Jack laughed.

“So, why didn’t you?”

“I don’t know.”

“Was it because they might withhold your doses of antidote?”

Micky looked like he was about to say yes but then changed his mind.

“You know, I don’t think they could do that. Clarissa and the women here, I mean. I’m owned by the prison service. And I don’t think they would want to lose a male. We make a lot of money for them. But I didn’t think of that yesterday. All I know is that for some reason, I just felt compelled to obey their commands.”

“You know, I think there might be something in the antidote. In addition to the antidote to the virus, I mean. Some kind of obedience drug. I’ve noticed that you – we - seem to have a lot more free will in the mornings, before we get the daily dose, as if the effect of the previous dose is beginning to wear off.”

“It’s possible. They’re up to something. I mean, the antidote obviously works, because here we are. Yet, they seem to be continually experimenting with different versions of it. And I’ve overheard things. Sometimes when they loan us out, they refer to the loan as a beta test. And whenever I’ve been handed back, they always seem very interested in how obedient I was throughout the day and whether there were any obvious side effects.”

“How long have you been here?”

“It must be nearly a year by now.”

“What happened?”

“We had nearly finished looting a ship we had intercepted when we got chased off by a Caeruleus Navy cruiser and took some damage. They outmatched us so we decided to land in what we thought was an unpopulated area to carry out repairs. We sent two guys outside in space suits to do the repairs, but we needed four days and the militia turned up before we were finished. We think the cruiser that chased us gave away our position. Before we could take off, they shot our ship full of holes and killed two guys. Obviously, with the hull compromised, we then couldn’t take off.”

“So, what did you do?”

“We knew about the virus, so we thought that with the ship full of holes, we had all had it. But then the militia made contact, told us they had an antidote, and said that if we surrendered, they would take care of us. We had nothing to lose, so we surrendered.”

“And they gave you antidote?”

“Yes. But it wasn’t the same stuff they’re giving us now. And it was in the form of pills. Sure, there were some side effects, but I don’t remember feeling docile all the time. I think you may be right. I think they’re putting something else in there. Something to make us docile and obedient.”

“It certainly looks that way.”

“But why bother? They’ve got us over a barrel anyway. If we disobey them, they can threaten to withhold our antidote.”

“Yes, that’s a good point.”

Just then, the basement door opened and Lola entered. She gave them their breakfast and watched as they ate it. Jack wasn’t concerned as it didn’t seem to have much effect on him.

The rest of the day was much the same as the previous day. They were ordered to do various chores during the day, and then in the evening, they were both selected by customers. But Jack had a much easier time today. His customer didn’t whip or cane him. She was just looking for a good hard shag.

Day 35

The following morning, Micky said goodbye to Jack.

“Why, where are you going?” asked Jack.

“Back to the prison. Today is Monday. I was only loaned out for the long holiday weekend, so I’ll be taken back this evening. What about you?”

“I’m here for keeps. They more or less own me.”

“Really? I thought all males were owned by the government.”

“Yeah, I gather from what Mistress Clarissa said that it isn’t strictly legal. Then again, I don’t think them selling our services here is either. We’re black-market cock.”

Mickey laughed. But just then Lola arrived with their breakfast.

Jack didn’t see Micky anymore that day as they were put to work on different floors of the building. Jack worked quite late and by the time he returned to his cell, Micky had already been taken away to service a customer.

Jack got showered and was then locked up in his cell. He was naked but had a large bath towel wrapped around him. After he had been in his cell for half an hour, he heard voices and saw Mistresses Carol and Lola enter the basement with a customer. Jack quickly folded his towel and placed it on his mattress and then stood up with his hands behind his back.

The women arrived in front of his cell.

“This is the boy we have available tonight, Ms Sue.” said Carol.

Jack’s eyes opened wide with surprise. It was Sue from the safe zone. He could tell from Sue’s look that she also recognized him. But neither of them said anything that would reveal to Carol or Lola that they knew each other.

“Very handsome. Yes, he’ll do fine.”

“Very good, Ms Sue.” said Carol. “If you would like to follow me, I will show you to your room. Lola will bring the boy to you shortly.”

Carol and Sue went back upstairs. Lola then opened Jack’s cell and stood in the entrance.

“Jack, remember, if you get asked, you are to say that you are an inmate of Freetown prison. Clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Lola.”

A few minutes later, Jack was led into a large room.

“Stand there. You will obey all Mistress Sue’s instructions. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Lola.”

As soon as Lola had left, Sue came out of the dressing room.

“Jack! What the hell are you doing here? I thought you had returned to Caeruleus 1!”

“My ship developed a fault shortly after take-off, Mistress Sue.”

Sue laughed. “You don’t have to call me ‘Mistress’, Jack.”

“Sorry. Habit. Anyway, I crash landed over 400 odd miles away, and I’ve spent the last 3 weeks making my way back.”

“But what about the man-germ? How did you survive?”

“I’m immune. Don’t ask me why, I don’t know. All I know is that I am.”

“So, what are you doing here? Why didn’t you go straight to the space port when you arrived in town? Or just report to the police?”

“Because if the authorities get hold of me, they’ll want to know how I’ve survived for three weeks. Everyone assumes I had a stock of antidote on board, which must mean I was trying to smuggle it back to Caeruleus 1. They’ll want to know where I got it from and who gave it to me.”

“So, just tell them that you’re – oh.”

“Exactly. If they realize I’m immune, there’s no way they’ll let me go. They’ll want to run all sorts of test on me. And when they’ve finished doing that, I doubt they’ll want to let me go. I’ll be locked up in the prison for life.”

“Yes, I see. But the women here, do they know you’re immune?”

“No. Only two women on the planet know. A woman in Ginsburg who helped me, and now you.”

Sue was touched by the trust Jack showed in her.

“Come here, Jack.”

She grabbed him and pulled him in for a long tongue kiss. Something pressed into her belly.

“What was that?”

She glanced down.

“Oops, sorry Sue.”

It was Jack’s cock.

“Wait there.”

Sue went back into the dressing room and came back a moment later with a dressing gown.

“Here, put this on.”

“Thanks, Sue.”

“So, do you think you could get out of this place easy enough?"

“Yes. The difficulty is getting to the space port and breaking in.”

“I can help. Give me a day or two. I’ll leave you a map of how to reach the space port, a diagram of the best approach and the best spot to break in. I’ll leave a window open in one of the rooms. The one you were in before or one on either side.”

“Thank you, Sue.”

“Then, once you’re safely in the space port, you’ll just need to wait for a ship that’s heading back to C1.”

Jack gave Sue a big hug.

“Thanks for doing this for me, Sue.”

“You’re welcome. I’ll need somewhere to leave you the information.”

“I know just the place. On the left side of the building, there’s an alleyway that leads round to the back. You’ll find a line of wheely bins there. Leave your message in an envelope underneath the last bin. I’m out there at least once a day taking rubbish out.”

“That’s excellent.”

“Sue, I know you paid a lot of money for tonight. Did you want to –“

Sue glanced at the time.

“Shit! I can’t believe we’ve been talking for so long. No, not tonight. I need to get going. But you owe me, Jack.”

“Sure thing, Sue.”

They kissed again, and then Sue went back to the dressing room and after a few minutes he heard her leave. Five minutes later, Lola came to collect Jack, and she took him back to his cell.

Now that the long holiday weekend was over, Jack had a few easy few days to look forward to. The club wouldn’t be open again until Friday, and Jack would only be used for various cleaning and maintenance jobs. Some of the staff had asked Clarissa if they could use Jack, but Clarissa had decided that for the time being, they could not. At least, until they saw how he coped with servicing three customers a week. Perhaps later, as an incentive, she thought she might make Jack the prize for the employee of the month.

Day 38

From then on, whenever Jack was in the back yard, he checked under the last wheely bin, hoping to find the envelope that Sue had promised to leave. Three days later, he found it. He quickly removed the sheet of paper it contained and threw the envelope in a bin.

On one side of the sheet was a map of how to get from the night club to the space port. Jack saw that Sue had worked out a much safer route than simply walking down the main road, which had been his original intention. On the other side was a detailed sketch of the space port complex, showing the approach, the perimeter fence, the launch area and hangars, both in use and disused, and the safe zone, with the location of the open window highlighted.

Sue had written: “Fence patrolled every half hour. Sentry posts at X. Scale fence at point Y. It cannot be seen except by a patrol. Window at W will look closed but will not be latched. Come on Thursday or Friday.”

Jack had to think hard about what day it was today. Then he remembered that Micky’s last day was Monday, which made today Thursday. He decided to make his break tomorrow.

He folded the sheet of paper up and stuffed it inside one of his socks.




Chapter 5 – The Space Port

Day 39

The following day after breakfast, Jack was given a list of jobs to do that day. The club would open in the evening, so all the tables needed a good wipe down, the floor needed sweeping and then polishing, and all the waste bins on the floor and also the bins in the kitchen needed to be emptied.

Jack took his time doing the jobs and deliberately ‘forgot’ to empty one of the three bins in the kitchen. Lucy, the kitchen manager, would arrive about an hour before the club opened, and he knew she would check the bins at some point, but he hoped she would not do so too soon. He wanted it to be dark when he went outside.

Jack finished his jobs on the floor. Megan inspected his work.

“Hmmm. Jack, give table 7 another wipe down, and then you can go.”

“Yes, Mistress Megan.”

Jack used his cloth to give the table another wipe. There was a small mark on one side that he had missed. Then he began taking his broom, mop and bucket and cleaning materials back to the storeroom.

As Lucy hadn’t said anything, he then headed to the kitchen. Just as he was about to enter, Lucy came out.

“Ah, Jack, there you are. You forgot to empty one of the bins.”

“Sorry, Mistress Lucy, I just remembered and was just coming to do it.”

“Good boy. Hurry up then, we’re opening soon.”

Jack picked up the bin and carried it out and emptied it. He had intended to then just walk off, but at the last moment he decided to take the empty bin back and put it back in its place. It might buy him a few more minutes. He would tell Lucy that one of the bins was overflowing and the lid wouldn’t close and he was going back to tidy things up.

But when he got back to the kitchen, by chance there was nobody there, so he replaced the bin and went back outside.

He quickly made his way down the alleyway and peered out. To the left, there was already a small gathering of women waiting at the night club entrance. Jack would need to go right, which was away from the space port, but that was the way that Sue had recommended. He would then need to turn down another alleyway similar to the one he was now in. It was supposed to be only 200 yards down the street.

Two more women were approaching from that direction, but Jack could not see any more behind them. He went back up his alleyway almost to the bins, and looked toward the road, willing the women to walk past as soon as possible, and dreading the sound of the back door of the club opening and someone calling his name.

After what seemed like eternity, the two women walked past. Jack quickly went back to the road. He looked left. The two women had joined the crowd at the entrance. He looked right. Three more women, but they were some distance away, and he should reach the other alleyway before they got too close. He immediately set off, walking quickly but quietly with his head down. He found the alleyway and went down it.

Sue was right. The alleyway led to another back yard, but this one only had a low wall at the back. Flush against it was a six-foot chain-link fence and beyond that, an open field, which according to Sue’s map, was a school playing field.

Jack easily climbed the fence, getting a head start by standing on the top of the wall. He climbed slowly next to a fence post and tried to make as little noise as possible.

When he got down on the other side, he found the field was grass and had been mown recently. He checked his map. He was to move out into the field until he saw the school buildings and then turn right behind them. He would then once again be heading towards the space port.

Jack walked well out into the field and soon spotted the buildings which were all in darkness. He headed for them, skirted to the left of them and then turned right behind them. He then found himself on a path that skirted the classrooms and no doubt led to the main entrance at the front.

After turning a few corners, he arrived at a car park. There was one car parked in it. He stopped, wondering if anyone was in the building. Checking his map once again, he saw that he should leave by the main entrance, turn left along a residential street, walk along it for about half a mile, and when the road ended, he would find a gap in the hedge and a footpath leading across open fields.

Sue had written: “Street lights go off at 11pm.”

The streetlights were on at the moment. Jack decided to wait for them to go off. He looked around for somewhere to hang out. He chose the front left corner of the property which was formed by hedges. The residential street was the other side of the front hedge, while a private house was over the side hedge.

When he was halfway there, Jack heard voices and looked around. Two women had come out of the school, and one was shining a torch.

“I’m sure I saw someone.” said one of them.

Jack hit the deck but kept moving, slowly crawling towards the corner. Suddenly, he was illuminated.

“Hey, is that someone over there?”

Jack sped up, still crawling.

“Hey you, come here.”

Jack realized he would have to run somewhat towards them to get to the main entrance, but he was confident he could get by without too much problem. But he didn’t want to be recognized as a male.

He stood up and fortune smiled on him. By the light of the torch they were shining, Jack realized there was a gap in the hedge at the corner. It was an unofficial short cut made by local schoolgirls.

Jack ran to the gap and looked out. There was nobody about at the moment, but the street was brightly lit, and he felt like he was taking a risk. Still, if he didn’t go through, it was a certainty that he would be recognized as a male. This was the lesser of two evils.

He went out and turned left and sprinted up the road. It seemed to be a well to do part of town. The properties were all detached bungalows with driveways, and most had cars parked on them. Some of the front gardens had low brick walls which Jack figured he could duck behind if he saw a pedestrian or a car.

It took Jack 2 minutes to sprint the half mile to the end of the road. In that time, he did not meet any cars, but halfway along, a door opened and two women emerged. One walked up the road and then waited for her companion who was locking the door and putting her keys away.

Jack saw the first woman just as she saw him. It would look suspicious if he hid now or even if he crossed the road.

“Sod it!” thought Jack and he just carried on and sprinted past.

“Gemma! Did you see that?”

“What?”

“A boy just ran past.”

“What? Don’t be silly.”

“I’m telling you it was a boy!”

They both stared at Jack but by now he was too far away for them to be sure.

Jack reached the end of the road and went through the gap in the hedge at the end. An unmade path led across the field. It was well trodden. Jack figured dog walkers probably used it. He checked his map. He was to turn right and walk along the edge of the field.

As soon as he turned, he spotted the lights of the space port. It was less than 2 miles ahead. He followed the instructions on Sue’s map, which took him across some fields and then into some woods.

It took Jack some time to make his way through the woods. The bright lights of the space port could not be missed so there was no chance of getting lost. The problem was the ground immediately in front of him. There may have been some paths, but if there were, Jack couldn’t see them. It was far too dark. Jack pushed on, at times almost by feel.

But it was worth it. When he emerged from the woods at more or less the place Sue had indicated, there was a 10-yard-wide strip of land and then the boundary fence. Jack consulted Sue’s site diagram and identified the hangars, behind which was the safe zone.

He would have to climb the fence and then cross half a mile of open ground, partly grass and partly disused landing pads, all of which was illuminated by flood lights, and pass between two disused hangars.

Jack settled down at the edge of the woods. His plan was to wait for the half hourly patrol to pass by. He would then wait 5 minutes before climbing the fence. He studied the fence. It was about 6 feet straight up, and then another 2 feet on top came out at an angle and was edged with barbed wire. Still, Jack reckoned it was possible to climb it, given enough time.

Meanwhile, back at the club, it was only 20 minutes before opening time. Lola noticed Jack wasn’t back in his cell, so went up to the floor to hurry him up.

“Megan, have you seen Jack?”

“He finished on the floor about half an hour ago, but I think he then went to the kitchen.”

Lola went to the kitchen.

“Lucy, do you know where Jack is?”

“Last time I saw him, he was taking a bin out.”

“Did you see him come back?”

She glanced at the bin.

“No, but he did, the bin is there.”

Lola quickly checked the back yard and then came back in and went back to the floor. Clarissa and Carol were now there and Lola approached them.

“Clarissa, I can’t find Jack.”

“He can’t have gone far. Where have you looked?”

Clarissa quickly borrowed some staff members and organized a thorough search of the building. After ten minutes, they had looked everywhere and there was no sign of him.

“Well, he must have run off.” said Clarissa.

“But what about the obedience drug?” asked Carol.

“Was he specifically ordered not to leave the building without permission today?”

“I don’t think so. Not by me, anyway.” said Carol.

“Nor me.” added Lola.

“That’s the problem with the obedience drug. If a boy takes it into his head to do something that he hasn’t been specifically ordered not to do, the drug won’t stop him. They’re working on it at the research lab.”

“So, what do we do, Clarissa?” asked Lola.

“Nothing. We can’t report him missing, because he wasn’t officially ours in the first place. Has any antidote gone missing, Carol?”

“No, Clarissa. It’s all there.”

“Well, that’s strange. He can’t have got hold of another supply. It must mean he thinks he can break into the space port before the symptoms take hold.” said Clarissa.

“Security at the space port is very tight. I can’t see him getting in.” said Carol.

“Well, either he’ll make the attempt and get arrested, or possibly he’ll realize there’s no way in and come back.”

“After we close tonight, we’ll keep the light on in the kitchen all night and have someone wait there, just in case he comes back. In the meantime, it’s about opening time.”

About that time, Jack suddenly sat up. He had heard something. He scanned the perimeter fence. There! Two women in blue uniforms. They had torches, and they were armed. They both had pistols in holsters. As they passed, Jack saw they both had ‘Security’ on the back of their jackets.

Jack waited for a few minutes and then left the cover of the woods and walked quickly to the fence. He climbed up adjacent to a concrete fence post. It was easier than he thought. The only tricky part was climbing under the overhang and manoeuvring over the barbed wire at the top. His T shirt got snagged a couple of times, but he carefully pulled it free. Soon, he had one leg over the top and then the other. Coming down was easier. When he was halfway down, he jumped the rest of the way and landed on the ground with a thump. It had taken him less than 10 minutes.

He quickly picked himself up and sprinted for the hangars. Just before he reached the hangars, he thought he heard a shout. He glanced behind but didn’t see anything to worry him.

Passing to the front of the hangers, he consulted his diagram once again and quickly identified the safe zone buildings. There were lights on in some of the windows.

Just at that moment, Jack heard a high-pitched wailing. He realized it was an alarm and assumed he had been spotted. No doubt that explained the shout. He quickly ran up to the safe zone building and crouched down against it and consulted the diagram, trying to work out which window he was meant to go in.

Then he heard a voice.

“Jack! Over here!”

He ran to the voice and found Sue looking out of a window. She opened it wide when he got nearby.

“Quickly. Come inside.”

Jack climbed inside and Sue closed the window and locked it with a key. Sue was wearing a dressing gown and slippers.

“Quickly. This way.”

She led him into one of the rooms.

“Whose room is this?” asked Jack.

“Mine. Or whoever is on duty.” replied Sue. “Go into the bathroom so you’re out of sight from the door.”

Jack went in. He was worn out and stressed out. He laid down in the empty bath and waited.

Meanwhile, Sue stood in the doorway in her dressing gown, looking out.

A few minutes later, two security guardesses arrived in the rest area. They had entered via the air lock. Sue recognized them.

“What’s going on, Miranda?” asked Sue.

“Nothing to worry about, Sue. An intruder was seen inside the perimeter. Is everything ok in here? Have you seen or heard anything suspicious?”

“Everything’s fine. I’ve not seen anything.”

“Which rooms are occupied?”

“None. There are no ships in at the moment. The next one is due tomorrow morning.”

“Ok, we’ll give all the rooms a quick once over and then we’ll be out of your way.”

“Ok.”

Ten minutes later, they were back.

“Everything ok?” asked Sue.

“Yes, there’s no one here and no sign of a break in.”

“What do you think is going on? Who do you think it was?”

“It’s probably an attempted theft. But there’s no sign of her, so she’s probably already gone. In fact, she probably legged it as soon as the siren went off.”

“Ok, that’s a relief.”

“Well, good night, Sue.”

“Good night, Miranda.”

The security guards left the same way they had arrived, back to the customs area and then out through the airlock.

Sue went back into her room and closed the door.

“Jack? Are you ok.”

Sue went into the bathroom and found Jack laying down in the bath.

“You look stressed out, Jack. Would you like a soak?”

“That would be lovely, Sue.”

Sue handed Jack a bath towel.

“Go and get undressed. I’ll get the bath ready.”

Jack quickly stripped off and then wrapped the bath towel around his waist. When he came back, the bath was ready. Sue had added some bubble bath.

“It’s all yours, Jack.” said Sue as she went back into the lounge.

Jack climbed into the bath and laid down, relaxing in the hot, soapy water. Things were finally looking up. It was now a month since he had crash landed on this planet, and it finally looked like he would be able to get away. He had heard Sue mention that a ship was due in tomorrow. He would ask her about it later. But for the moment, he lay back and relaxed.

Twenty minutes later, the door opened and Sue looked in.

“I haven’t heard much splashing lately. How are you getting on?”

“Oh. I think I must have dozed off. It’s so relaxing.”

Jack opened his eyes and glanced at Sue. She was wearing a thin nightie. It was so thin, it was almost see-through, and he could see the outline of her shapely body through it.

Sue smiled as she realized what Jack was looking at. Then her smile changed into a broad grin.

“Oh, you naughty boy!”

“What? What do you mean?”

“It looks like the nautilus has surfaced!”

Jack glanced down and realized his cock was now poking up through the suds.

“Don’t worry, I’ve got the perfect cure for that. Come on. It’s time to get out.”

Jack stood up and climbed out of the bath. He reached for the bath towel he had used earlier and began to dry himself off, while Sue watched.

When he had finished, Sue lifted the lid of the laundry basket.

Jack dropped the towel inside and Sue replaced the lid. Jack was now naked.

Sue reached out and grabbed Jack’s cock.

“Ok, come with me.”

She led Jack by his cock back into the bedroom.

“Ok, lay down and relax. You need de-stressing.”

Jack laid down in the middle of the bed. Sue climbed on at the bottom, pushed his legs apart, and crawled up between them.

She grabbed the base of his cock with her right hand and held it upright. Then she looked Jack in the eyes and slowly lowered her mouth towards the tip of his cock. Her mouth opened and gave his bell end a warm welcome.

Her tongue toyed with the smooth purple tip for a while and then she removed her hand and her lips began to slide up and down the length of his hard meat. Jack reached down and grabbed both sides of her head. He didn’t control her. He merely held on while her head bobbed up and down on his cock.

Jack let go and moved his hands to his sides. Sue took his boy beef and wanked it for a short time and then engulfed it once again.

She stopped.

“Hmmm. We don’t want this weapon to go off too soon.”

Sue crawled forward and gave Jack a long tongue kiss. Then she got into a squat over his cock, her hands resting on his chest. Jack reached down and grabbed his dick. He wiped the bell end up and down Sue’s juicy slit and then position the helmet at the entrance to Sue’s love cave.

Sue slowly sat down, forcing Jack’s man meat into her tight quim. Then she began her squat thrusts. Slowly at first, but after a while she increased the speed and length of her strokes.

Her tight love tunnel slid smoothly up and down Jack’s man meat. Jack watched Sue rise up, exposing nearly all of his shaft, her minge just keeping tabs on his bell end. Then down she came until her smooth, round arse cheeks bounced off his thighs.

Sue kept a close eye on Jack, slowing down whenever she thought he was getting too excited.

She climbed off, reversing back between Jack’s legs.

“I want you to pound me, baby.”

Jack rolled off to the side and then Sue crawled forward until her face was over the pillows.

Jack went round to the foot of the bed and kneeled on the bed behind her. He reached forward and placed a hand on each of Sue’s arse cheeks. He loved Sue’s firm, perfectly round, unblemished cheeks. His hands traced gentle circles over both of them.

Then his hands slid lower down her cheeks and pulled them apart. He leaned in and his tongue made the faintest contact with Sue’s pussy. The tip of his tongue then began to lick up and down the length of Sue’s flaps, but just barely touching them. The sensation drove Sue wild.

Jack noticed her woman hole involuntarily opening and closing, and after a short time, the minge moisture began to flow.

Suddenly, Jack applied more pressure, and his tongue forced Sue’s flaps apart and began moving up and down Sue’s pink slit, mopping up her girl juice as he went.

“Oh my!” cried Sue.

Her hands moved out sideways and her face and breast dropped down onto the bed, causing her arse to bulge out even wider and rounder than before.

Jack then pulled back slightly, rearranged his grip on her arse cheeks, and admired the view. He looked at her wide-open woman hole for a few seconds.

“Target acquired!” he thought, as he extended his tongue and dived back in. Bulls eye! His tongue landed right on the entrance and pushed in without a pause.

“Ooooh!” screamed Sue.

Jack then enjoyed two minutes of full speed tongue fucking, pausing only briefly to lick up Sue’s juices each time she squirted. After a while, Jack began to tire, so he pulled out and switched to clit tickling. He flicked Sue’s clit up and down and from side to side and then traced circles around it.

“Oh baby, I need your meat inside me.”

Jack obliged, kneeling back up and then guiding his dick to Sue’s minge. He slowly pushed all the way in until he was balls deep. He then began pumping, slowly at first but with full length strokes from the off. In, out, in, out.

“Oh yes, baby, that’s it.”

Jack carried on pumping. He loved the sensation of Sue’s hot, tight minge gripping his slippery pole of flesh.

“Faster, baby.”

Jack reached out with his hands and grabbed Sue’s waist, leaning forward slightly, and upped the pace, but after a while, he found this position tiring.

He paused, shuffled in a bit closer, and then grabbed the tops of Sue’s arse cheeks for increased traction. He then resumed his pumping. In, out, in, out. Full speed, full stroke pumps, his balls slapping into Sue’s clit with every stroke.

“Oh, my god, baby, yes. Keep going. Oh, my god.”

Jack sped up even more, his meat slamming in and out of Sue’s tight twat at maximum speed.

Sue screamed as she squirted once again. Jack looked down as his high-speed pumping forced the squirt to come out under high pressure, almost as a vapour. For a moment, Jack thought he had overdone it and it was steam coming out.

“Oh, my god, here I come.”

Jack continued pumping.

“Yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeees.”

Jack was close as well. He could already feel his ball bag contracting. He was well into the vinegar strokes as he withdrew his pork sword and rested it in Sue’s arse crack, like a weapon mounted on a bipod. A moment later, he felt his balls compress, and then three hot jets of pure white man milk shot out of his mighty weapon and landed on Sue’s back just below her neck. They soon ran back and formed a pool. Jack wanked out the remnants into Sue’s arse crack, and then they both remained still, getting their breath back.

“Get the shower going, Jack.”

Jack got up and went to the bathroom and got the shower running. Meanwhile, Sue crawled off the bed and came over to the bathroom on her hands and knees, trying not to allow the pool of spunk to drip off onto the carpet. Only when she reached the bathroom did she stand up and quickly rush into the shower. After they had had a refreshing shower together and dried off, Sue got the kettle on and made some cocoa.

Then they both got into bed to get a good night’s sleep.




Chapter 6 – Return to Valentina

Day 40

The next morning, they both got up and had a shower. Sue went to man the bar as a ship was expected early that day. Jack stayed in Sue’s room out of sight of the other staff who could be expected to arrive shortly. Wendy in customs and Maria in the kitchen.

The ship arrived. It was a C-class freighter, four times the size of Jack’s old K-class, and with a crew of three. After completing formalities, the crew went into the bar. Shortly after, Sue returned to her room.

“Come through, Jack. I’ve only told them you’ve been stranded here, that’s all.”

Jack followed Sue back to the bar.

“This is Jack. Jack, this is Tommy, captain of the Orion 5, and Steve and Ryan, crew members. I’ll leave you boys to talk in private.”

Sue went back to the bar.

“So, Jack, Sue tells us that you’re looking for a ride back to C1.” said Tommy.

“Yes, that’s right.”

“No problem. So, what happened?”

“Well, I arrived on a K-Class, but it developed a fault and it’s no longer able to leave the planet.”

“Is it here? In one the hangars?”

“No, it’s not here, but I don’t want to go into any more detail.”

“But if it’s not here, then it’s outside. What about the virus? How did you survive?” asked Steve, amazed.

Jack just smiled.

“Fair enough, if you don’t want to say.” said Tommy. “Anyway, we’re happy to take you back. We’re heading back as soon as they’ve finished unloading, which they tell me should be early this afternoon.”

They all had a cooked breakfast and a coffee and then went to see how the unloading was progressing.

“It should be ready in about an hour.” said Wendy.

Jack returned to find Sue.

“Sue, I just want to thank you for everything you’ve done for me.”

“That’s all right, Jack. What will you do when you get back to C1?”

“Well, I don’t have a ship anymore, so I guess I’ll look for work. Maybe, in time, I’ll be able to afford my own ship again.”

“Jack, have you ever thought of settling down?”

Jack could see the sadness in Sue’s eyes.

“Maybe. One day.”

They kissed for a long time.

“Ready, Jack?”

“Coming.”

“Goodbye Jack.”

“Goodbye, Sue. I’ll never forget you.”

Jack walked away to join Tommy and the others. A tear ran down Sue’s cheek.

Later that day, the Orion 5 arrived back at Caeruleus 1. Tommy and Jack made their way to the clearing house. Tommy was called into the office first. Jack stayed in the waiting room.

After half an hour, Tommy emerged.

“You can go straight in, Jack. See you around.”

“Yes, see you around, Tommy, and thanks for the ride.”

Jack went into the office.

“Good morning, my name’s Jack.”

“Morning. Brian.”

They both sat down at the desk.

“What’s your ship?”

“KV-291. K-Class. But the ship’s a write off. It’s on C2 and isn’t recoverable. But I made the delivery.”

“Oh. Sorry to hear that.”

Brian looked up Jack’s contract.

“Ok, as per contract, as you only made the outward trip but not the return, you only get half pay.”

“Yes, that’s fine.”

It was still half a million credits, and it would certainly come in handy.

“What about your ship?”

“What about it?”

“We could send a recovery crew to take a look at it. Even if they agree that it’s not recoverable, it will still have a salvage value. You would have to pay a deposit to the repair crew, but even if it’s only good for salvage, you’ll get that back and more. What do you think?”

“Well, that sounds great, but unfortunately the ship isn’t at the space port.”

Brian looked up in surprise.

“It’s not at the space port? So where is it? What happened?”

“I took off for the return trip, but the ship developed a fault, and I wasn’t able to make it back to the space port. I crash landed on the planet.”

“So, how did you get back?”

“I walked back to the space port and then hitched a ride.”

“You walked back? How far?”

“415 miles. It took about a month.”

Brian stared at Jack.

“Just a moment please, Jack.”

Brian made a call from his desk phone. He spoke quietly and Jack couldn’t hear what was said. When he had finished, he turned back to Jack.

“Well, thanks very much, Jack. Our business is complete, but if you wouldn’t mind waiting outside, someone would like a word with you.”

“Am I in trouble?”

“No, not at all.”

Jack went back to the waiting room. About 10 minutes later, a man appeared. As Jack was the only one waiting, the man approached him.

“Are you Jack, just back from C2?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“I’m Agent Daniel. I would like to have a few words with you.”

“What’s this all about?”

“Don’t worry, you’re not in trouble. We just want to talk.”

“Fine.”

“Good. If you would like to follow me, please.”

Ten minutes later, Jack was shown into a meeting room.

“We’re waiting for two more people, then we can start. Would you like a cup of tea.”

“Yes, please.”

Half an hour later, the meeting was ready to start. Agent Daniel started.

“Ok, Jack, I am Agent Daniel and this is Agent Clive. We’re from the CIS. That’s the Caeruleus Intelligence Service. And this is Dr Patricia. Pat is one of our top virologists. Clive, Pat, this is Jack, the pilot of a K-Class freighter.”

They all greeted each other.

“What’s this all about, Dan?” asked Pat.

“Jack here set off for C2 about a month ago. But on his return trip. His ship developed a fault, and he crash landed on the planet. But as you can see, he made it back. I believe he may have some useful information for us.”

“Where did you land exactly? I mean, how far from Freetown.” asked Clive.

“About 415 miles away.”

Everyone looked gob smacked.

“How long did it take you to get back to the space port?” asked Pat.

“About a month.”

“So, it’s true then. They have got a working antidote.” said Pat.

“Yes.”

“But how did you get hold of it?”

“I didn’t.”

“What do you mean? How did you survive the virus without antidote?”

“I’m immune.”

“Immune?” queried Pat.

“Yes. When my bottled air ran out, I assumed I’d had it. So, I just made myself comfortable and waited for the end. Then when nothing happened, I started making my way back to Freeport.”

“I see. Would you mind undergoing some tests when we’re finished with this meeting?” asked Pat.

“Not at all.”

“Thanks.”

“I take it you didn’t know that they had an antidote then?”

“Well, we knew they were very close.” replied Pat. “I led a Caeruleus 1 team of researchers over there for several years. About a year ago, we had a major breakthrough. We believed then, and I still believe now, that we were close to producing a successful antidote. But then the government on C2 suddenly decided to shut down the research program. My team was sent home. They claimed the beta test results showed unresolvable dangerous side effects, and reckoned the research was a dead end that they didn’t want to spend any more money on. But they wouldn’t let us see the test results.”

“And they refused to continue even when C1 offered to pay the full cost of the research.” added Dan.

“Jack, how do you know they’ve got antidote if you didn’t need it?”

“I worked in a night club for a short time, and they gave it to me. I didn’t tell them I didn’t need it. And I met another male there, a captured pirate, and he said he’d been there a year with several others, and they had been kept alive using it all that time.”

“They’ve had a usable antidote for a year?” asked Pat.

“Yes. I was told that the early version did have some side effects. It could cause diarrhoea and vomiting. But the version that they made me take – it was mixed into the food – didn’t cause me any problems. But there’s something else.”

“What?” asked Pat.

“The antidote doesn’t just combat the virus.”

“What do you mean?”

“They’re adding a drug to it that makes the users obedient.”

“How do you know?”

“The other guy I mentioned - his name was Micky – he was so docile and obedient most of the time.”

“Just most of the time?”

“Yes. In the morning, before he’d had his daily boost, he was almost normal. As if the effect was wearing off. And he also mentioned that he had heard himself and others referred to as beta testers.”

All was quiet as everyone thought about what Jack had just said.

“You know what I think?” asked Dan.

“The arch-feminists are in charge. The antidote works but they’re withholding it because they don’t want the males back?” suggested Clive.

“No, that’s not it.” said Dan.

“Let’s hear it.” said Pat.

“They do want the men back, but they don’t want them in charge. They want them subservient. They want to establish a gynarchy. So, they’re withholding the antidote until they perfect this obedience drug.”

“Then, they’ll announce the antidote and invite the men back. Those that go will have no choice but to take the drug, and pretty soon they’ll have a fully working gynarchy, probably with a few men in the government for appearances sake, who will say what they’re told to say and vote how they’re told to vote.”

“So, what do we do about it?” asked Clive.

“What can we do? Even if we confront them, we can’t force them to change.”

“Could you not develop your own antidote?” suggested Jack.

“There’s no way to test it except by sending a male over to C2, so it’s just impractical.” said Pam.

“Well, all we can do is, when they announce the antidote, give fair warning to any males thinking of going there. They’ll deny it of course.” said Dan.

“Even with a warning, if the incentives are good enough, some males are bound to go. And once there, if the drug really works, they’ll just parade the guys who will all obediently say there’s nothing wrong and everything’s great.” said Pam.

“Oh, well. I’ll make my report and present it at the next government committee meeting. It’s up to them to decide what to do, if anything.” said Dan. “Well, that wraps up the meeting. Thanks for joining us today, Jack. It was much appreciated.”

“That’s ok. Glad I could help.”

“Jack, if you would like to come with me, I’d like to run a few tests. They won’t take long.”

“Yes, no problem, Pat.”

Jack went with Pat and was given a full medical. He also had to give both blood and semen samples.

“Ok, that wraps it up. Thanks for your help today, Jack.”

“No problem. Goodbye Pam.”

“Goodbye, Jack.”

Jack headed for the Crown Hotel and booked in. He decided to have some time off to just relax. Maybe a week or so. Then he would look around to see what work was available and decide what to do.

Day 41

Valentina was a coastal city and had some nice beaches. Jack spent the next few days basking in the sun or going for pleasant walks. In the evening he would take his meal either in the hotel or in the Neil Armstrong.

Day 46

But just a few days later, he returned in the evening to find a message waiting for him at his hotel. He read the message. It was from Agent Daniel. He wanted to speak to him again and asked Jack to give him a call. Jack did so and agreed to another meeting the following day.

Day 47

The next day, Jack arrived for the meeting. As before, Agents Daniel and Clive and Dr Patricia were present.

Dan started the meeting:

“Well, thanks for coming in again, Jack.”

“No problem. So, what’s this all about?”

“Pat, would you like to begin?”

“Of course, Dan. Jack, we think we know why you are immune to the virus on C2. Do you know what a blood group is?”

“Of course. It’s A, B, AB or O. And what type you are determines who you can give blood to or receive blood from.”

“That’s right. And do you know what your own blood group is?”

“No, but I remember being told it was quite rare.”

“Quite rare? That’s an understatement. You have the very rare blood group RH Null.”

“Oh. I’ve never heard of it. But do you think that’s why I’m immune?”

“We’re sure of it.”

“So, everyone else with RH Null is also immune?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Oh. It’s odd that nobody’s realized that before.”

Dan interrupted.

“Jack. We’d like you to work for us. For the CIS. To become an agent.”

“Me? But I don’t know anything about being an agent.”

“You made it 415 miles across C2 and escaped back to Valentina.”

“Well, yes. But –“

“You would be very well paid.”

“But what would you want me to do? Wait! Are you saying you want me to go back to C2?”

“Yes. Your immunity to the virus, and the fact that nobody on C2 knows you’re immune, or even that immunity is possible, would give you a massive advantage.”

“But why can’t you send one of your existing agents?”

“We’ve checked. None of our agents have your blood group.”

“Well, you could recruit someone who does have it. The population on C1 is what – about 40,000?”

“Just over 47,000 now.”

“Can’t you find a volunteer? There must be someone. I’ve been on C2 and was very lucky to get away. Let someone else have a turn.”

“Only about 1 in 6 million people have got your blood group, Jack. The odds of another male on C1 having it are tiny.”

Jack sighed.

“You could always send a female agent.”

“This mission requires a male.”

Jack sighed again.

“Ok. Tell me what you want me to do.”

“We want you to get hold of a sample of the antidote. But it has to be pure. Not mixed up and diluted inside food.”

“I see. And how am I supposed to get it?”

“We’ll drop you back onto C2 in an escape pod. Then we’ll tip off the government on C1 and tell them we intercepted a pirate ship but one of the crew – you – bailed out. We’ll give them your position.”

“So, they’ll capture me and take me to Freetown prison?”

“Exactly. Then as soon as you manage to get hold of a sample, you make your escape. You’ll be surgically implanted with a tiny tracker.”

“So, you’ll know where I am at all times?”

“Yes.  We’ll have our female agent out there keep tabs on you. Once she realizes from your location that you have escaped, she will make contact and whisk you off to a safe house, and then we’ll get the sample shipped back to C1.”

“What about me? How will I get back?”

“We’re still working on that. Hopefully, we’ll have a plan in place by the time it’s needed.”

“What happens when you get the sample back here?”

“Pat’s team will analyse it. Hopefully, we’ll be able to work out the formula without the obedience drug. Then the plan is to mass produce it ourselves, and then –“

“And then?”

“It’s not our decision, but I think it’s very likely that the government will send in the marines.”

Jack signed on with the CIS. He then spent the next two weeks on a crash course, learning how to be a CIS agent and also studying and memorizing a street plan of Freetown. He also grew a beard as this was almost de rigueur amongst pirates.




Chapter 7 – On a Mission

Day 61

Finally, the day of the mission arrived. Agents Dan and Jack boarded a military cruiser for a routine cruise to Caeruleus 2 and back. These cruises occurred several times a month and the government publicised the fact that they occurred although the actual dates of the missions were never made public.

They were meant to deter pirate activity around Caeruleus 2’s otherwise undefended approaches, as this activity was damaging to both planets’ trade. It was partially successful. Several pirate ships had been damaged over the years and many more had been chased away, but some pirate activity still occurred. Where the rewards were large enough, there would eventually be a crew willing to take the risks.

An hour after take-off, Jack was helped into an escape pod. Agent Dan shook his hand.

“Good luck, Jack.”

“Thanks, Dan.”

The pod door closed.

“Ok. Ready to launch.”

Jacks pod launched. It automatically headed towards the nearby planet. Shortly afterwards, the cruiser sent a message to the communications centre in Freeport.

“This is the CSS John Cabot calling Freetown. Over.”

“Go ahead, CSS John Cabot. Over.”

“We have intercepted a pirate ship which then attempted to flee. We opened fire and damaged it. Two of the crew appear to have panicked and bailed out using escape pods. We have only retrieved one. The other will make landfall on Caeruleus 2 at location 4535/103. Over.”

“Message received. Out.”

Jack looked around the pod. It was tiny. Theoretically it could hold two men, but it would be a tight squeeze. There were cubbies containing emergency rations and water bottles plus a respirator and a bottle of air.

Jack had been told that pirates in the vicinity of Caeruleus 2 would only use their escape pods as a last resort. Their preferred option, of course, would be to escape in their ship. If they could not escape, their next preference was to surrender their ship.

They would only use their escape pods if their ship had taken too much damage and they believed it was in danger of breaking up. If they did use an escape pod, their hope was that the attacking ship would then pick them up.

The last thing they wanted was to land on Caeruleus 2. If that happened, the options were not good. They could exit the pod and die from the virus within a few hours. Or they could stay in the pod and wait to be captured by the militia who would hopefully bring respirators and air. Or they could stay in the pod and die when the supplies ran out if the militia couldn’t find the pod or didn’t bother looking.

Most of the time, though, the militia was sent out as the government was always keen to acquire a new male who they would have total control over.

Jack, of course, could leave the pod and survive, but the mission required him to remain inside until captured. Only if he was not found after 7 days, was he allowed to leave and try to make his way back to Freetown on his own.

Having received the message from the CSS John Cabot, the duty operator in the communications centre passed the information to an official in the governor’s office. Governor Riley was informed and she then instructed Major Chloe to attempt to recover the individual.

Major Chloe sent orders to Lieutenant Janet of the Ginsburg militia. Ginsburg was much closer to the site than Freetown. Within an hour, Janet and a squad of 12 women of the Ginsburg militia were ready and set off by truck for the location.

After a 10-hour drive, they had got as near as the rough roads could take them. They then made camp for the night.

Day 62

The following morning, Lieutenant Janet and 8 women of the militia set off on foot, leaving 4 women to guard the truck. They had a 4-hour trek to reach the location they had been given, which could be out by up to a mile, which sometimes meant hours or even days of searching, and occasionally a pod could not be found at all.

But on this day, they were lucky. The pod had not come down in a forest. It was on high ground in an area covered by heather and grasses and its bright, flashing beacon could be seen from some distance.

“There it is.” said one of the women.

“Well spotted, Lucy.” replied the Lieutenant.

They cautiously approached and soon realized that the pod was intact, and the door was still closed. That meant the male was still inside.

Lieutenant Janet got her girls spread out in a semi-circle so that they could cover the door with their rifle fire but without any danger of crossfire. They weren’t going to take any chances. There was always the possibility that the male didn’t want to be taken alive and wanted to take some of the militia girls down with him.

Janet banged on the door with the butt of her pistol. Jack awoke from his nap with a start.

“Male! Are you in there.”

“Yes. Yes, I’m here.”

“I am Lieutenant Janet of the Ginsburg militia. What’s your name, male?”

“It’s Jack.”

“Ok, Jack. Follow my instructions carefully and nothing will happen to you. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, that’s clear, Lieutenant Janet.”

“That’s better.”

“Right. First off, have you got any weapons in there?”

“No, Lieutenant.”

“Fine, but you’ll understand that we can’t take your word for that. I want you to strip naked before you come out.”

“Naked?”

“Yes, Jack. Take everything off.”

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

A minute later.

“I’m ready.”

“Right. Now I want you to open the door and step out with your hands high in the air and then slowly rotate all the way round. A full circle. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

“And I warn you. We won’t hesitate to open fire if we see a weapon in your hand or if you try anything. Is that understood?”

“Understood, Lieutenant.”

Jack opened the door and slowly emerged to see militia women lying prone with their rifles aimed at him. He hoped none of them got trigger happy or slipped while her finger was on the trigger. He slowly turned all the way around until he was facing forwards once again.

“He’s clear.”

They all stood up and two girls approached him.

“Come over here, boy.” called Lieutenant Janet from one side. “And keep your hands up.”

Jack walked over to Lieutenant Janet followed by two militia girls covering him with their rifles. The others relaxed.

“Lucy, search the pod.”

“Yes, Lieutenant Janet.”

Lieutenant Janet then took something out of her backpack.

“Open wide, boy. Drink this.”

“What is it?”

“Drink it. It will keep you alive.”

Jack drank the capsule of antidote that Lieutenant Janet poured into his mouth.

Five minutes later, Lucy returned.

“Just his clothes and standard survival gear, Lieutenant Janet.”

“Very good. Get dressed, boy.”

Lucy gave Jack his clothes and Jack got dressed.

“Ok, cuff him. Hands behind your back, boy.”

Jack held his hands behind his back and felt the handcuffs go on.

“Ok, let’s get going.”

Jack and the militia then began the 4-hour trek back to the truck. When they got there, they boarded and immediately set off on the 10-hour drive back to Ginsburg, changing drivers now and again.

Day 63

They arrived back in Ginsburg just before dawn the following day and stopped outside militia HQ.

“Lucy, Daisy, escort. The rest of you, dismissed. Good job, girls.”

Eight of the girls got off and headed into militia HQ to get changed and go home.

The truck then drove the short distance to Ginsburg police station. Lieutenant Janet and the escort then got out and took Jack inside.

“Have you got a cell for this one, Sandy?” asked Lieutenant Janet.

“Sure thing, Janet. Bring him along.”

A minute later, Jack found himself locked up in a police cell. His handcuffs had been removed. He quickly laid down on the mattress and pulled a blanket over himself. He was worn out. He had not been able to get any sleep on the long truck journey.

But just after midday, he was woken up by the sound of his cell being unlocked.

“Here he is.”

The police officer who had unlocked the cell stepped aside and two prison guardesses entered. They both wore black boots, black trousers, white shirts and black jackets. They were both armed with electric man-prods and the first woman had already drawn hers.

“Stand up and face the wall.”

Jack took one look at the man-prod and quickly complied.

“Hands behind your back.”

Jack felt the handcuffs go on.

“Turn around. Move.”

Someone grabbed the chain that connected his handcuffs and pushed him in the direction she wanted him to go. He was taken outside to a waiting prison van. The rear doors were opened, and Jack was pushed inside and into one of the internal cells. The doors were slammed shut and locked and after a few moments, they set off.

After about two hours, there was an increase in traffic noise and the van kept stopping and starting. Jack guessed that they were travelling through Freetown, and 10 minutes later they came to a stop and the engine was cut.

Jack heard the rear doors open followed a moment later by his cell door.

“Come out.”

Jack emerged from the van. He was then pushed along as before. They went into a building and after a few minutes they went into an office.

“Stand still.”

In front of him was a desk with a chair behind it. After 10 minutes, a woman arrived and sat behind the desk.

She ignored Jack and instead read through the report that had been placed in front of her. Only then did she look at Jack.

“I am Chief Madison of Freetown police.”

“What is your name, boy?”

“Jack.”

“What are you doing on our planet?”

Jack used the script that the CIS had come up with. He admitted to being a crew member on a pirate ship, a member of the Mad Boys, but claimed not to be privy to Captain Morgan’s plans. He was questioned in detail about what had happened when his ship had been intercepted by the cruiser and how he had escaped.

Jack gave the answers he had been coached to give. His story would be backed up by news reports on Caeruleus 1 which would be relayed to Caeruleus 2, and also by the information sent directly to Freetown by the cruiser.

Jack was then questioned on the type of ship he had been on, where it had come from, where he had joined the crew and when and why.

Madison then nodded to someone behind Jack who he couldn’t see. He heard the door open and close. Madison then spent the next minute writing something on what looked like a form.

Another woman then entered the office.

“Everything ok, Chief?”

Madison stood up.

“Yes, Warden. He’s all yours. His name is Jack. And he has confessed to being a crew member.”

“How many lashes?”

“Hmmm. He wasn’t an important member. Just a deck hand. Let’s make it 30.”

Madison left and Layla sat down in her place.

“I am Warden Layla. You are now in Freetown prison and in my care. You have confessed to being a pirate. According to inter planetary law, we are entitled to execute you.”

Jack looked worried.

“Luckily for you, you have landed on a civilised planet. Your sentence is 30 lashes and life imprisonment with weekly punishments. I assume you know what planet you are on, boy?”

“Yes, Warden Layla. I’m on Caeruleus 2.”

That’s right, Caeruleus 2, the planet with the man-germ. Take your punishment like a man and behave yourself and we will give you drugs to combat the man-germ. And we will feed you. But we are not a charity. You will have to earn your keep. You will be worked. Worked hard. There are very few males on this planet, so there will plenty of suitable tasks for you to perform. Have you anything to say?”

“No, Warden.”

“Very well.”

The warden spent the next couple of minutes writing notes. Then she looked up.

“From now on, boy, your name is 212. Remember it.”

“Yes, Warden. 212.”

“Very well. Take him away.”

Two guardesses took Jack away.

They led him down a corridor and soon left the administrative wing and crossed a courtyard and arrived at a heavy door that was the entrance to the cell block. The door had a sign on it that read “B-Block”.

One of the guardesses hammered on the door.

Another guardess looked out through a small window.

“This is Guardess Mila. Who’s there?”

“Guardess Ellie and Guardess Ruby with a new inmate.”

“Very good.”

The door was unlocked and the door swung open.”

“Inside, 212.”

Jack and his escort walked into a reception area, and Ruby closed the door behind them. Just ahead was another door identical to the first, but on the right side was a large alcove containing a desk and behind it a chair. The woman who had opened the door for them returned to her desk and sat down.

“Right face. Stand still.” commanded Guardess Mila.

“Who is the new inmate, Guardess Ellie?”

“This is Prisoner 212, Guardess Mila.”

“Very good.”

Mila made some notes in a book.

“What is Prisoner 212’s sentence, Guardess Ellie?”

“30 lashes, then life imprisonment with weekly punishments, Guardess Mila.”

Mila noted it down.

“Very good. Carry on, Guardess Ellie. Put him in cell B-3.”

“Very good, Guardess Mila. Cell B-3.”

“Left face.”

Ellie opened the inner door and set off.

“Move, 212.”

Jack went through the door. Ruby followed and closed the inner door behind her. They had arrived at the cells. There were eight on each side of the corridor. They walked along between the cells.

“Halt.”

They stopped between the second set of cells, B-3 on the left and B-4 on the right. The fronts and sides of the cells were vertical bars. The backs, and the outer sides of the end cells, were masonry. They were each about 7 feet square.

Inside each was a mattress with a blanket, an empty bucket and a bottle of water. On the mattress of cell B-3 was a set of bright orange prison clothes.

Ellie opened cell B-3.

“Inside, 212. Strip off. Leave all your clothes on the floor.”

Jack stripped off and then reached for the orange prison clothes. He was surprised to see a 6-inch diameter hole in the right rear of the trousers.

“Leave them! Did I tell you to get dressed?”

“No, Mistress Ellie.”

“Guardess! You address all guardesses as ‘Guardess’. And just ‘Guardess’. You do not use their names. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Guardess.”

“That’s better. Outside.”

Jack came back out of the cell.

Ellie walked off. Ruby’s man-prod poked his arse.

“Get moving, 212.”

Jack followed Ellie further along the corridor. After they passed between B-15 and B-16, the corridor continued. There were two rooms on each side and then the corridor ended. Jack noted the signs on the doors. First, “Ablutions” on the left and “Storeroom” on the right. Then “Kitchen” on the left and “Punishments” on the right.

Ellie led him into the room marked “Punishments.” Jack’s heart sank. It was a punishment room all right. One end contained four caning horses, side by side, but Jack was taken towards the other end which contained a very sturdy looking whipping frame. Four chains with shackles on the ends fed out from each corner of the frame. The other ends of the four chains were attached to pulleys which allowed the chains to be let out or retracted. All had already been let out.

Two more women were standing on either side of the frame. They both wore black shorts and white T-shirts.

“Stand in front of the frame, 212. Face the wall. Hands up. Legs apart.”

Jack did as he was told. Ruby was just behind him with her man-prod.

“Guardess Nancy. Guardess Susan. Prepare the prisoner for punishment.”

“Yes, Guardess Ellie.” they both replied.

Nancy and Susan each grabbed a shackle that was on the end of the chains hanging from the top corners. They then fixed them to Jack’s wrists. They then grabbed the lower shackles and attached them to Jack’s ankles.

They then positioned themselves at two of the pulleys and began winding. The slack in Jack’s wrist chains was taken up and then he was pulled up off the ground with his arms stretched out towards the top corners of the whipping frame.

Then the women moved to the other two pulleys and began winding in the chains attached to Jack’s ankle shackles. His feet were already off the ground, but the chains pulled his legs apart and towards the bottom corners.

Jack was left suspended in a mid-air spread eagle position, completely naked.

“Guardess Ellie, the prisoner is ready for punishment.”

“Thank you, Guardess Nancy.”

“Prisoner 212 has been sentenced to 30 lashes. Begin the punishment, Guardess Nancy.”

“Yes, Guardess Ellie.”

Jack knew what was coming, but he didn’t know when it would start. The suspense was unbearable. He could hear movement, but he couldn’t see anything. Everyone was behind him. He wished they would get on with it and get it over with.

Finally, it started.

Swish. Crack! “1”

Swish. Crack! “2”

Swish. Crack! “3”

Nancy laid into Jack’s back with medium force, managing a lash about once every three seconds. Ellie called out the count after each lash. It was painful but a sense of pride made Jack try to stifle his cries. He only managed it for the first three, then the pain was too much, and he began to scream after each one.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “4”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “5”

Pink lines began to appear on Jack’s back.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “6”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “7”

More pink lines began to appear and some of the earlier ones had now turned deep red.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “8”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “9”

Some of the lines had now turned into full blown purple welts. Jack screamed out in agony as one of Susan’s lashes landed directly on top of one of them.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “10”

After the tenth lash, Nancy stepped aside.

“Carry on, Guardess Susan.”

“Very good, Guardess Nancy.”

Susan took her place. Jack got a short break while they were changing places before Susan continued the punishment.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “11”

Jack screamed in agony and tears flowed from his eyes. Susan had just lashed him much harder than Nancy had been doing. She had used almost full force and had followed through after the strike.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “12”

Jack screamed again. Another full-strength lash. But at least Susan’s lashes were more widely spaced. Jack was only getting one lash every 5 seconds now.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “13”

The guardesses were trained to spread the lashes as much as possible by aiming at the least welted skin. But this was becoming more difficult as Jack’s back began to fill up with welts, which inevitably made overlays more and more frequent.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “14”

Jack was crying continuously now, even during the brief interval between lashes. And he wasn’t even halfway yet. Why had he agreed to go on this mission?

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “15”

Jack screamed in agony again. He wondered if the guardesses would switch over again at some point, giving him a short but much needed break.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “16”

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

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “17”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “18”

Jack was now screaming almost non-stop, even between lashes.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “19”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “20”

“Stand aside, Guardess Susan.”

“Very good, Guardess Nancy.”

Jack got another short break as the guardesses switched positions once more. And then he remembered that Nancy didn’t lash as hard as Susan did.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “21”

Jack screamed. Nancy had just lashed him even harder than Susan had been doing. She had put her absolute maximum force into it. Jack then realized that it must be policy to start at medium strength and increase as the punishment progressed.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “22”

The next lash broke Jack’s skin and tiny specks of blood shot away from the impact site. Jack screamed out in surprise and agony.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “23”

The next lash was too much for Jack. He screamed but then passed out.

Swish. Crack! “24”

Swish. Crack! “25”

“Take over, Guardess Susan.”

“Very good, Guardess Nancy.”

There was another changeover, but Jack didn’t get the benefit of the delay as he was still passed out, but the women hadn’t yet realized.

Swish. Crack! “26”

Susan applied the first of her maximum strength finishing lashes. When Jack didn’t scream, they all realized he had passed out.

“Revive him, Guardess Ruby.” said Ellie.

Susan paused and stepped back. Ruby stepped forward and wiped Jack’s face with a wet cloth and then pinched his cheeks. It was enough to revive him and he groaned with pain. The guardesses resumed their positions.

Susan raised her whip and applied another maximum force lash across the middle of Jack’s back.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “27”

Jack screamed loudly. Susan paused and wiped away some blood splatter that had landed on her.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “28”

Another maximum force lash, and Jack screamed once more.

Swish. Crack! “29”

Yet another full force lash but Jack didn’t scream as he had passed out again. Susan paused, expecting the command to revive him.

“Continue, Guardess Susan.” said Ellie.

Swish. Crack! “30”

Susan and Nancy moved over to a table at the side of the room. They wiped the sweat from their faces and then began wiping down their whips.

Meanwhile Ruby gave Jack’s back a wipe down with a damp cloth and then dried him off.

Nancy and Susan returned and helped Ruby to release Jack from the whipping frame. They took him over to a caning horse and laid him down on it.

Jack was surprised. Surely, they weren’t going to cane him as well. Nancy and Susan were soon busy shackling his wrists and ankles to the horse, and then they tightened the waist belt over his back.

Jack raised his head to see what was going on. He saw Ruby open a cupboard. It contained selection of whips and canes amongst other things, but Ruby only came back with a pot of lotion.

She disappeared behind Jack and a moment later, he felt the cold lotion dribble onto his back and then felt hands spreading the lotion over the lacerations on his back. Jack sighed with relief.

After 2 or 3 minutes, it seemed Ruby had finished applying the lotion, but she didn’t take it back to the cupboard and nobody seemed to be in any hurry to release him. She didn’t speak, and Jack figured the other guardesses had gone. He was right, but a moment later, he heard footsteps, and from their voices, he knew that Susan and Nancy had returned.

“Right, quickly, before it cools down.”

Sssssssssssssssssssssssss.

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Jack screamed out in agony as red-hot metal pressed into his right arse cheek.

“No, please, mercy.”

“Calm down, boy. It’s just your number. Relax, it’s all done.”

A moment later, ice cold lotion was applied gently rubbed in while Jack whimpered and inhaled the smell of burning arse.

Then, a few minutes later, Jack was released from the caning horse and helped onto a stretcher. Before Jack knew what was happening, he was back in his cell and laying on his back on his mattress.

His back caused him pain whenever he moved, even if only slightly, so he carefully turned over and tried lying face down. But the hairy blanket irritated his back, so he settled for lying on his side and dozed off.

Day 64

The next morning, Jack was woken up early by a noise.

“Psssst.”

Jack sat up. An inmate in the neighbouring cell, B-1, was trying to get his attention. Jack looked at the guy.

“I’m Bradley. Who are you, new boy?”

“Hi Bradley. I’m Jack.”

“What crew were you on?”

“I was with the Mad Boys under Captain Morgan.”

“What happened? Where’s the rest of your crew?”

“Our ship was intercepted by a cruiser. The captain didn’t want to surrender so they fired on us and we took some damage.”

“Shit! So, was everyone else killed then?”

“No, I was in the second escape pod to launch so I know at least one of the others got out. Captain Morgan was still on board when I left. I don’t know what happened to the ship after I got away.”

“And your escape pod came down on this planet?”

“Yes.”

“Unlucky. How about the other one?”

“I’ve not heard anything. Maybe he got picked up.”

Suddenly, the inmate in the cell opposite, B-4, sat up.

“Hey! Is that you, Jack? Jack! Remember me?”

“Micky! How have you been?”

“Fine. You didn’t get away then?”

“I did. But then I joined the Mad Boys and by an unlucky twist of fate, I’ve ended up here once again.”

“Shit happens. Hey, Bradley, have you briefed him?”

“No, I was just about to.”

“Get on with it then, before the guardesses get here.”

“Fine, fine. Listen up, Jack. I assume they’ve been feeding you what they call antidote? In your breakfast?”

“Yes.”

“Well, we’ve figured out –“

“Hey!” yelled Micky.

“Ok, Micky figured out that the antidote also contains an obedience drug.”

Jack smirked. It was actually he who had figured it out and he had told Micky.

“I see.”

“Well, it is quite effective at first, but it wears off during the night and come the morning – now – it has hardly any effect at all. But they know it wears off and we think they’re messing with the formula all the time trying to perfect it. So, we’ve all decided to act just as obedient in the mornings as we are during the day and try to appear docile whenever there are guardesses around.”

“You want them to think the obedience drug is lasting much longer than it really is?”

“You got it. Then, who knows, maybe one morning, we’ll get an opportunity to escape.”

“Good idea. I’ll go along with it.”

“Good lad.”

“So, what happens here?”

“Well, we’re put out to work most days.”

“Where? Inside the prison?”

“No, mostly outside. There’s a lot of manual work to do that the women don’t want to do themselves. Road repair is very common.”

“Why don’t they use androids? I thought the latest 3G droids were quite advanced?”

“Well, I was on a road gang one time and a woman came towards us on the pavement followed by a droid carrying her shopping. She asked the work manager why she didn’t use droids. I listened in, and the manager said they’re ok indoors on nice, smooth floors and they can even cope with stairs, but outside she reckoned they’re next to useless. Yes, the latest 3G droids can just about manage to follow you along a pavement carrying your shopping. But on a work site? Walking over rough ground, climbing in and out of holes in the ground? Forget it. They’re forever falling over and half the time they can’t get back up on their own. She said they’re just more trouble than they’re worth.”

“So, that’s what we’ll likely be doing today then? Road repairs?”

“Other than the four who get sent to the dairy. And as you’re new, you’re sure to be one of them.”

“The dairy? But I don’t know anything about dairy work. I’ve never milked a cow.”

Micky, who was listening to their conversation, laughed: “Don’t worry. You won’t be doing the milking.”

“What do you mean?”

Bradley continued.

“They want your cum. Imported cum is very expensive, so by harvesting ours they can save a ton of cash.”

“So, do they milk us often, then?”

“No, not that often. Millie, was telling me there are strict rules on how often and where each boy’s cum can be used.”

“Who’s Millie?”

“The milk maid. She’s a lot more talkative than the guardesses.”

“Anyway, she said they can’t milk us too often. They’re worried about reduced herozygot – heterozy –“

“Heterozygosity.” said Micky.

“Yes, that’s the word.” continued Bradley.

“What’s that?”

“I’ve no idea, but apparently if you haven’t got enough of it, you can get birth deformities.”

“Anyway, as you’re new, you’re sure to get milked a lot for the first few months.”

“Great.”

Just then, Guardesses Mila and Ruby arrived and began pushing breakfast trays into the cells. Fruit juice and porridge. Fifteen minutes later, there was a buzz and all the cell doors opened.

“What do we do, asked Jack?”

“You take your tray back to the kitchen, wash everything, dry it and put it away. Then you can use the showers and the ablutions and then return to your cell and get dressed. You’ve got 20 minutes.”

“And then?”

“Selection. You stand at attention in your cell.”

Twenty minutes later, everyone was standing to attention in their cell wearing their orange prison clothes, with the number burned onto their arse showing through the hole in their trousers.

Guardesses Ellie, Ruby and Nancy then entered the cell block. With her was a woman in a white coat. They both went to Jack’s cell and stood in front of it.

“Strip off, 212.”

Jack took all his clothes off and put them on the mattress.

The woman in the white coat then approached Jack and grabbed hold of his cock with one hand. Jack flinched.

“Stand still!”

Her other hand then grabbed his ball bag and had a good feel. Then she let go.

“Face away.”

Jack turned. He then felt fingers tracing his back and exploring his welts.

“Hmmm. Yes, he seems healthy enough. He just needs time to heal up. Ok, two days light duties and exempt punishment. Then normal routine.”

“Very good, Dr Sophie.”

“Please, Doctor.”

“What do you want, 212?”

“I need the vaccine.”

“Antidote was added to your porridge, 212.”

“Shit!” thought Jack.

He needed to get hold of pure antidote, before they added it to his food. But at least he had 2 days off. He would need it. His back was still very painful.

“205, 206, 209 and 211. Out. To the dairy with Guardess Susan.”

Four males stepped forward out of their cells.

“Right turn. Move.”

“This way.” called Guardess Susan from the open inner door.

When they had gone, Ellie called out again.

“212, stay here. The rest of you. Road gang. Out.”

Ellie and Ruby left with the road gang leaving only Nancy.

When the inner door had been closed, Nancy spoke.

“Ok, 212. I want you to give all the rooms a good sweep up.”

Jack found a broom in the storeroom. It only took him an hour to sweep up. Then he took the broom back. There was a selection of books and magazines in the storeroom. Jack selected a magazine and went back to his cell.

The dairy guys were back soon after, but the road crew was only back late in the afternoon. They made their own meals in the kitchen when everyone was back.

In the evening, Guardesses Ellie, Ruby, Nancy and Susan turned up. They ordered the guys out of the last three cells and took them down the corridor. Jack watched them turn into the punishment room.

“What’s going on?” asked Jack.

“They’re due for punishment.” replied Micky from the cell opposite.

“What for?”

“Nothing. It’s just part of the sentence. What was your sentence?”

Jack had to think about it.

“Now that you mention it, it was life imprisonment with weekly punishments.”

“Yeah. Same. That’s standard for anyone found guilty of piracy.”

Jack cocked his head and listened. He could hear the sounds of canes on arses and the occasional cry coming from the punishment room.

“Is there anyone here for anything other than piracy?” asked Jack.

“No. There’s just the survivors from 3 crews, and now you. Me, Bradley and Jimmy here, the Red Kens, have been here the longest.”

Jimmy waved. He was in the cell next to Micky and opposite Bradley.

“Next four prisoners.” shouted Ruby.

The guys from cells 5 to 8 went off for their punishment.

“What happened to Red Ken?”

“He died. His health had been failing long before we were captured. After we wound up here, I think he just gave up. He only lasted 3 months. You’ve got his old cell. He was 203.”

“I see. What’s with the numbers, anyway? Do they mean anything?”

“Female prisoners’ numbers start from 101. Males from 201. You just get the next available number.”

“There are female prisoners here?”

“There’s a female wing, but there are no female inmates at the moment. There was one when I arrived, but she’s since been released.”

“I see. So, I guess you were the first crew brought down on the planet.”

“No. Another crew was brought down three months before us. But that was before a working antidote had been developed, so they all perished.”

“Shit!”

Just then, the four prisoners returned from the punishment room followed by the four guardesses who then went away.

Day 66

Two days later, Jack was deemed fit for work. At selection that morning, Jack heard his number called.

“202, 203, 208 and 212. Out. To the dairy with Guardess Susan.”

Four males, including Jack, stepped forward out of their cells.

“Move.”

“This way.” called Guardess Susan from the open inner door.

As Jack followed the others into the reception area, he heard Ellie giving more commands.

“The rest of you. Road gang. Out.”

Susan was waiting at the outer door. As soon as the guys were in the reception area, Mila closed the inner door and then Ellie opened the outer. They then followed Susan across the courtyard to another building. A sign on the door said “Dairy”. The all went in and turned into a side room.

Along most of the middle of the room was a large wooden screen. It was the full height of the room. Jack had no idea what it was. They all went down the right side of it. Jack saw that on this side it was divided into six bays by two-foot-deep dividers. Within each bay there were shackling points and a belt. It looked like the guys were going to be strapped in there for some reason.

Against the wall was a long wooden table.

“Strip off. Put your clothes on the table.” shouted Susan.

They all stripped off.

“Right, get in position. Use the first four stalls only.”

Jack glanced at the others. They had all picked a stall and were standing inside it. Jack did likewise. He was in the first stall.

Susan looked at him.

“The other way, 212. Face the screen. Feet apart. Hands up and apart.”

Jack turned round. And positioned his feet and hands at the shackling points. Susan connected the shackles and then grabbed the ends of the waist belt.

“Shove your bits through the hole, 212.”

Jack glanced down and for the first time he noticed the 3-inch diameter hole and realized this was where he would be milked. He shoved his cock and balls through. The next moment he was forced hard against the screen as Susan tightened the belt.

Susan moved on and shackled the other three guys. Just as she finished, Jack heard a new voice.

“All ready, Susan?”

“Yes, they’re all yours, Millie.”

“Thanks, Susan. Morning boys! I hope you’re in good form today. I want nice big loads from all of you.”

Millie walked behind them all, checking to see who was in which stall by checking the numbers on their arses. She seemed a lot more cheerful than most of the women. He guessed that was because she wasn’t a guardess.

She returned to the other side of the screen and then Jack heard a scraping noise. It sounded like Millie was dragging a wooden chair or stool across the floor. Then she started humming.

At the same time, Jack could here grunts and groans coming from his right. It sounded like it was coming from one of the guys. Occasionally, Millie stopped humming and instead he could hear faint slurping sounds. After about 5 minutes, he heard a scream.

“Aaaaaaaaargh!”

“Well done, 208. That’s a nice big load.”

Jack realized 208 had shot his load, but the scream seemed a bit unnecessary. Still, each to their own.

There was silence for a minute and then the sound of the stool scraping across the floor. Then, the same sounds again, but nearer this time. Fifteen minutes later and it was Jack’s turn.

“Ah, 212, a new boy. Always good to get a new variety.”

Jack’s cock was already semi-hard in anticipation when he felt a hand cup his ball bag and lift it slightly.

“Mmmmm. You feel nice and full, 212. I’m expecting a nice big load. Right, let’s get you emptied.”

Jack then felt something touch the top surface of his shaft and slide down it. It felt cold. He wondered what it was. Then Millie’s hands gripped the item and stretched it. He realized it was a stretchy ring. She worked it over his ball bag and then let go. It snapped into place around the base of his cock and balls.

Millie then took hold of Jack’s ball bag once more while her other hand grabbed his shaft and began to wank it. Jack then felt Millie’s lips enclose his helmet. Her lips licked the smooth, purple tip inside her mouth.

Then she began to slide her lips up and down his shaft. Jack’s boy beef quickly grew to its full 8 inches, and the ring caused his ball bag to swell up like an orange.

Satisfied with her progress so far, Millie took her mouth away and used her hands. One hand slowly wanked the hardened man missile while the other rhythmically squeezed and released his swollen ball bag.

After a couple of minutes, Jack knew he wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer. Millie kept wanking and Jack felt the vinegar strokes beginning to arrive. Millie let go of his shaft, but she kept hold of his ball bag.

Then Jack felt something clamp onto his bell end. He thought it was Millie’s lips at first but then realized it was some kind of receptacle. Jack’s ball bag began to flex. Just as he was about to shoot, Millie squeezed Jack’s ball bag. Hard!

“Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

Jack was taken totally by surprise and screamed in pain.

Jack would normally shoot out 3 full ropes of man milk followed by a few follow up drips, but because of Millie’s action, Jack’s cock instead hosed out one long continuous jet of pure white baby batter.

Just when he thought he had finished, Millie gave his bag two more hard squeezes. Then she let go and her hand instead gripped his shaft at the base. She squeezed hard and her hand slid up to his helmet, maintaining pressure all the way. The last few drops of milk dribbled out into the receptacle and Millie pulled it away.

Jack heard a click and guessed she had fixed a lid onto the receptacle.

“Excellent, 212. That’s a really good load. Excellent colour. Nice viscosity. Lovely.”

“Thanks very much, boys. Good job.”

Millie went away. Shortly after, Susan came back and released them.

“Right, get dressed.”

A few minutes later, they were back in their cell block.

Jack laid down on his mattress and relaxed.

But that evening, Jack was feeling nervous. Micky, Bradley and Jimmy were due their punishment this evening, and Jack would be joining them.

“What is the punishment, exactly?” asked Jack.

“They cane your arse.” said Bradley.

“How many strokes?”

“It varies. They like to keep your welts topped up.”

“What do you mean?”

“They like to see a purple arse.”

“Shit!”

At that moment, Guardesses Ellie, Ruby, Nancy and Susan arrived.

“201, 202, 204, 212. Strip and then out.” ordered Ellie.

Jack, Micky, Bradley and Jimmy went out and down the corridor and into the punishment room. Jack remembered this room. On the left was the whipping frame where he had received his 30 lashes. On the right were 4 caning horses.

“Get on the caning horses.” commanded Ellie.

They each leaned over one and the guardesses then began attaching the wrist and ankle shackles and finally the waist belts.

They then each went over to a rack and selected a 3-foot cane.

“Begin.” commanded Ellie.

Swish Swish Thwack Swish Thwack Swish Thwack Thwack Thwack Aaaaargh! Thwack Swish Swish Thwack Thwack Aaaaargh!

The four guardesses then each began a rapid assault on their allotted arse. The noise was deafening. There was the swishing of canes through the air mixed with the sounds of the dragon rattan canes making violent contact with arses and the occasional grunts and cries.

Each guardess had her own technique. Some chose pace and applied a rapid series of strikes. Others took their time but applied more force. Some grunted when they applied a maximum force whack, while others were able to whack in silence.

The aim was the same. To turn the arse purple. After a few minutes, only Jack’s arse was still getting whacked. That was to be expected. He had started off with a clean slate. Finally, Nancy, who was in charge of Jack’s arse, stopped.

She wiped her brow.

“All done, Guardess Nancy?” asked Ellie.

“Still more whacks needed, Guardess Ellie.”

“Take over, Guardess Susan.”

“Yes, Guardess Ellie.”

Susan moved in and quickly studied Jack’s arse. Nancy had done a good job, and it was already nicely welted. There were just a few places that needed a bit more colour.

Ellie had asked Susan to step in because even though she was just 18 and had only been in the prison service a few months, she was a natural caner. She had got top marks on the prison service’s arse caning class. Her accuracy was uncanny. She always hit where she aimed, even when applying maximum force.

Susan got into position and after a moment she began to assault Jack’s arse with careful aimed shots. Each shot was bang on target and had maximum force behind it.

Swish Thwack. “Aaaaaaargh!”

Swish Thwack. “Aaaaaaargh!”

Swish Thwack. “Aaaaaaargh!”

Swish Thwack. “Aaaaaaargh!”

Swish Thwack. “Aaaaaaargh!”

Swish Thwack. “Aaaaaaargh!”

Six whacks were all it took to turn the remaining pink areas of Jack’s arse a nice shade of purple. The other guardesses watch with admiration.

“Finished, Guardess Ellie.”

“Excellent work, Guardess Susan.”

The guardesses released the guys.

“Out.”

They limped back to their cells with the guardesses following.




Chapter 8 – Show Time

Day 67

The next morning, all the guys stood at attention for selection as usual.

“204, 209, 211. Out. To the dairy with Guardess Susan.”

204 was Micky. He stepped out of his cell.

“Right turn. Move.”

“201, 202, 205, 206, 208, 211. Road gang. Out.”

Bradley and Jimmy left with four others. When everyone had left and the inner door had been locked, Jack looked out of his cell. There were only two males left in the cell block. Jack and whoever it was in cell B-7. Jack wandered up to see.

“Hello mate. I’m Jack. 212.”

“Tommy. 207.”

“Any idea what’s going on?”

“Well, if you don’t get selected for the dairy or a work gang, it usually means you’ve been loaned out.”

“Who to?”

“Well, if it wasn’t Friday today, it would most likely be an individual and for one night only.”

“What, we can be loaned out to some random woman?”

“No, it would be someone important, or someone with money. Either a government official or some businesswoman.”

“What for?”

“What do you think? There are hardly any males on this planet, so we’re in great demand. But as it’s Friday, it’s more likely that we’re being loaned to one of the clubs in town, probably for three nights.”

Tommy was right. Early in the afternoon, the inner door opened and Guardess Mila entered, accompanied by another woman.

“To me! Attention! “

Jack and Tommy rushed out into the corridor and stood to attention facing the women. Jack recognized the other woman. It was Megan, the floor manager from Clarissa’s Night Club.

“This is 207, the boy Ms Clarissa requested, Megan.”

“Ah, yes. Tommy. Excellent.”

“And this is our new boy, 212.”

Megan’s eyes opened wide for a moment, but she soon got control of herself.

“Always good to try someone new. What’s your name, boy?” she asked, pretending she didn’t already know.

“It’s Jack, Mistress.”

Megan looked worried for a moment, but relaxed when Jack didn’t reveal that he had met her before.

“Excellent. These two will do fine, Mila.”

“Very good. 207, 212. Go with Mistress Megan. You’re on loan for the weekend.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

A few minutes later, the guys were in the back of a car and on their way into town, and within half an hour, they were both locked up in the cells in Clarissa’s basement.

A few minutes later, Megan was back, but this time Clarissa was with her.

“You’re right, Megan. It is the same boy.”

“So, Jack, I see you got caught.”

“Yes, Mistress Clarissa.”

Jack guessed that the women assumed he had been caught shortly after running off from Clarissa’s Night Club four weeks ago. He saw no reason to tell them he had been to Caeruleus 1 and back in the meantime.

“Are you any good at dancing, Jack?”

“Dancing, Mistress?”

“Yes. Show dancing. You’re up tomorrow night. Both of you. Tommy’s done it before, haven’t you, Tommy?”

“Yes, Mistress Clarissa.”

Jack was worried.

“Wait! Are you saying that tomorrow night you want us to –“

“Yes, Jack. You and Tommy will replace the sex droids tomorrow night. You’ll be the main attractions. Tommy will be on first, and then you, Jack. Then there will be an interval, and then you’re both on together for just a short routine followed by mingling. We’re expecting bumper crowds. Tickets always sell like hot cakes when we’ve managed to get hold of some real males. It’s a rare chance for the ladies to experience some proper man meat instead of the usual plastic dick.”

Jack looked worried.

“Don’t worry, you’ll do fine. You’ll both spend the next few hours looking at videos of some of the shows our sex droids have done. Watch what they do and use that as a guide. Any questions, ask Tommy. During the actual show, you will both wear earpieces and Megan will cue you for the major events. In the meantime, after you’ve watched the videos, you can practice your moves here in the basement. Ok?”

“Yes, Mistress Clarissa.” replied Jack and Tommy.

“After your short double routine on the stage, you’ll mingle with the crowd. That’s when the audience participation occurs. So, you need to practice spraying that cream on your cocks for the ladies to lick off. It’s not as easy as it looks. I want nice, straight lines, about 4 inches long. I’ll send a couple of the girls down to act as an audience so you can get some proper practice. Ok, carry on Megan.”

“Yes, Clarissa.”

“Ok, boys, follow me. You’ve got some videos to watch.”

Ten minutes later, the guys were sitting in a room watching a video of Clarissa’s sex droids doing a strip dance in front of a room full of screaming women.

Jack wasn’t looking forward to it and for a brief moment he considered running off. But he hadn’t managed to get his hands on any antidote yet. He had no idea how he was going to get hold of any. But he hadn’t been here very long. CIS back on C1 would think very poorly of him if he gave up after just a few days. He needed to give it a few weeks at least. He resigned himself to performing in the show. At least they would miss three days of discipline.

After watching the videos, they returned to the basement. While they were away, Megan had got a ghetto blaster set up and also laid out their outfits.

“Try your outfits on, boys.” said Megan.

The outfits consisted of G-strings and a selection of trousers and T-shirts. All the items had been cut into two pieces at the front and back, but the two halves were then joined back together by small pieces of Velcro. This would allow them to be ripped off effortlessly during the routine.

Day 68

Tommy and Jack spent all the following morning practicing their routine. In the afternoon, Clarissa came down to watch a rehearsal of the formal parts of the routine.

“Remember to wait for my cue, boys.” said Megan. “I’ll tell you when to rip off each item, and when to start the next phase of the routine.”

“Yes, Mistress Megan.”

Just before opening that evening, Megan took the guys up to the main floor and then out of a side door and into a corridor.  There were rooms on one side. Jack read the signs on the doors as they passed.

General Manager, then Floor Manager, then Storeroom. Megan led them into the fourth room which was labelled “Green Room”.

“This room is where you’ll get ready and wait to come on. The stage is through here.”

Megan opened the door and they all stepped out. They were on the stage but behind the curtains. Even when the curtains were open, they couldn’t be seen from the floor until they went further out.

“You can stand out here when you’re ready to perform, but don’t go any further out until Clarissa has announced you. Then go out into the middle of the stage. Get close to the front but make sure you don’t fall off. They’ll eat you alive. We don’t want any audience participation until after your double act. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Megan.”

They went back into the Green Room.

“Right, get ready. Tommy, wear the silver trousers and T-shirt and the mock space helmet.”

Tommy got dressed. His T shirt had “Space Pilot” written on it.

“Jack, you’ll wear those green trousers and the yellow shirt and the yellow hard hat.”

Jack’s T shirt had “Road Gang” written on it.

“Ok, get changed and then wait here until I come for you. And don’t leave this room.”

They both got changed and then waited. They could hear the sounds of chattering building as more and more women arrived and took their seats. Tommy looked nervous. Jack was as well, but his thoughts were diverted by his proximity to Clarissa and Megan’s offices. He had decided to take a look inside while Tommy was performing and Clarissa and Megan were both fully occupied.

After half an hour, the stage door opened and Megan entered.

“Ok, Tommy. Out you come.”

Tommy stood just outside the door. After a moment, the noise of chatter died down and then they heard Clarissa’s voice coming over the speakers.

“Good evening, ladies. Welcome to Clarissa’s Night Club and welcome to tonight’s special show. Are you ready for some wild action?”

There was loud screaming and shouting for a moment. Clarissa waited for it to die down before she continued.

“What a treat we have for you, ladies. No sex droids tonight. Courtesy of the Freetown Prison Service, tonight we have for you two real young men, both delightfully equipped and raring to go.”

More loud cheering and screaming.

“All right! For our first performance tonight, straight out of space academy, please give it up for Space Pilot Tommy!”

Loud rhythmic music started up, and the main lights dimmed and were replaced by rotating coloured lights. Megan gave Tommy a prod and out he went, trying to move in time with the music. Megan glanced back at Jack.

“20 minutes, Jack.”

Then she closed the door.

Jack immediately went to the door to the corridor and carefully opened it. He looked out. There was nobody in sight. He quickly went out and into Clarissa’s office. He had a quick look around and then tried to look in all the drawers in her desk. Unfortunately, one of them was locked. He didn’t find anything useful. There was certainly no antidote, unless it was in the locked drawer.

He then went out and into Megan’s office. Then he saw it. A glass fronted cabinet with several boxes of antidote. One of the boxes had been opened. He could see into it. Small glass or plastic capsules.

For a moment, Jack considered smashing the cabinet, taking some capsules, and making his getaway. But at this moment, with the club being as busy as it was, escape would be next to impossible. And as soon as the theft was discovered, Jack and Tommy would be the prime suspects, and they would be searched.

Jack decided that he would wait for a more opportune time. Perhaps tomorrow, when they would no doubt have him and Tommy cleaning up on the main floor. At least he now knew where the antidote was kept. He went back into the green room.

Five minutes later, the screaming changed to applause and the stage door opened. Tommy came back. He was naked but was clutching his discarded outfit. He sat down in a chair.

“Ok, Jack, you’re up next.”

Jack got up and stood just outside the door.

“Hold still.”

Megan clipped a tiny speaker to his ear.

“Testing. Testing. Can you hear me through the speaker, Jack?”

“Yes, Mistress Megan.”

They heard Clarissa making the announcement.

“Thank you, ladies. And now, for our second performer tonight, we found a boy doing street repairs. But we told him we have more important things for him to do. We convinced him to come inside and demonstrate his heavy equipment.”

Loud screams.

“Please give it up for Jack the road ganger!”

The loud music and coloured lights started up again and Megan gave Jack a shove. On he went, trying to move in time with the music. He marched to the centre of the stage, then turned to face the audience and marched up to the front.

He heard Megan’s voice in his ear.

“Shirt off in 10.”

Jack kept dancing and walked along the front of the stage to one side, then turned back and walked the other way, all the time looking towards the audience.

“Ok, shirt off when you’re ready.”

Jack went back to the front centre and faced forward. He then grabbed both sides of his shirt and suddenly pulled sideways. The shirt came apart revealing his hairy chest to loud screaming. Jack dropped the two halves of his shirt on the stage.

He then marched towards the back of the stage, then turned around and came forward again.

“Trousers off in 10.”

Jack marched along the front edge of the stage again and then returned.

“Ok, Jack.”

Jack grabbed the sides of his trousers and ripped them off to more loud screaming and again dropped the two parts onto the stage.

He was now naked except for his shoes, G string and hard hat. The G string didn’t leave much to the imagination. It covered his ball bag and just the front surface of his eight inches of man meat, but the sides were exposed. It was kept in place by a small pouch that his bell end fitted into.

Jack marched to the back of the stage and returned and then marched along to each wing and back at the front.

“And . . . fuck.”

Jack laid face down on the stage, propping himself up on his arms, and made his hips rise and fall, simulating fucking motions, for about 10 seconds.

“Ok, up and shake.”

Jack stood up and by moving his hips, he made his cock swing up and down, first facing the front, then turning sideways one way, and then the other way, and then facing forward once more.

“Ok, get ready to rip.”

Jack faced way from the audience with is legs apart and bent over, his hands slowly sliding down his legs until they reached his ankles. Women screamed as they admired his powerful arse muscles and imagined them being used to power his eight inches of hard man meat in and out of their tight twats.

A chant started up.

“Off, off, off, off.”

Still bent over, Jack reached for the sides of his G string and suddenly pulled them off. The volume of screaming immediately increased.

As Jack was facing away, they couldn’t properly see his cock, but everyone had a good view of his swollen bollocks hanging down between his legs.

Jack turned around and there was more loud screaming. He strutted his way to each wing and back, his eight-inch pork sword pointing the way. Just as he arrived back centre stage, he heard Megan in his ear.

“Helicopter.”

Jack faced forward and gyrated his hips, causing his cock to swing round and round in circles to the great amusement of the crowd.

“Wing.”

He marched over to one wing and did his helicopter impersonation again. While he was there, Lola came out from the opposite wing carrying a kitchen chair which she placed centre stage facing sideways.

Jack then marched down to the other wing to do the helicopter again.

Lola now brought a small table onto the stage. It had a plate with a doughnut on it, and a small towel.

Clarissa’s voice piped up through the speakers.

“Ladies, we need a volunteer who fancies a quick snack.”

Lots of ladies put their hands up. Lola picked one and led her up onto the stage via steps at the side. The volunteer sat down on the chair and Lola whispered into her ear, explaining what she needed to do. The volunteer held her hands behind the chair. Lola retreated to a wing.

Jack marched back to centre stage and faced the audience. He picked up the doughnut and pushed his cock through the hole and then slid the doughnut right down to the base. Then he picked up the small towel, turned to face the volunteer and approached her, with the towel shielding his cock and the volunteers head from the audience.

There were screams and shouts from the audience, which were much louder a minute later when Jack backed up slightly and dropped the towel, revealing his doughnut-free man meat and a volunteer licking her lips.

“Ok, lead the lady back, then bow and away.”

Jack took the lady by the hand and led her as far as the steps. Then he returned to centre stage, bowed, and left, heading back to the Green Room, collecting his discarded items on the way.

“Well done, Jack.”

Back in the Green Room, Jack and Tommy were soon joined by Megan. They were both given new outfits. Sky blue trousers, and white T shirts bearing the legend “Clarissa’s Night Club”. They wore the same G strings as before.

“Get ready boys. You’ve got 5 minutes. And don’t forget to wear the cock rings.”

They got into the new outfits. Jack had a drink of water. Then they both relaxed. After a moment, they heard Clarissa making another announcement.

“Right, ladies. Now for the moment you’ve all been waiting for. It’s your chance to get up close and personal. An opportunity to get your hands on some delightful, rock-hard man meat. And don’t forget to buy a raffle ticket if you want a chance to win some serve-yourself top quality man milk. Ladies, let’s hear it for Tommy and Jack.”

The crowd roared and the music and coloured lights came on once again.

“On you go, boys.” said Megan.

They both marched out to the middle of the stage and then turned to face the audience. The double routine was more difficult as they needed to synchronize their movements.

They marched towards the front of the stage, and then reversed towards the back, and then advanced once again. Then they turned towards opposite wings and marched outwards.

Megan controlled the important events.

“OK, U-turn on 3. 1 – 2 – 3 – turn.”

They both turned and marched back towards the centre, stopping a few yards apart.

“T-shirts after 3. 1 – 2 – 3.”

The guys grabbed the sides of their T-shirts and ripped them off exactly on Megan’s cue. They then turned and marched to the back of the stage and then turned again and marched back.

“Ok, trousers after 3. 1 – 2 – 3.”

Off came their trousers, revealing two stiff cocks barely covered by tiny G-strings, to the sounds of loud screaming and shouting.

“Ok, bow. And then mingle.”

The guys bowed to the audience. The music and coloured lights kept going, but the main room lights brightened.

Jack and Tommy moved to the steps at either side of the stage, grabbing the cans of spray cream that had been placed there, and descended to the main floor. They then began walking at random between the tables.

Their G-strings didn’t last long. As soon as they were within range of a woman, she reached out, took hold of it and ripped it off, to the accompaniment of cheering and screaming.

Jack’s eight-inch pork sword poked out horizontally in front of him. He used the spray can and laid a four-inch run of cream along its top surface and then approached the first willing mouth.

The lady reached behind him and grabbed his arse cheeks as if afraid that he might back away. Then she opened wide and manoeuvred her mouth and engulfed his stiff cock. She closed her lips and pulled back, taking most of the cream with her. Then, seeing that she had missed some near the base, she opened wide again and took more of the cock inside her on her second attempt. Jack felt her hands press hard on his arse as she forced his bell end down her throat. Her lips gripped his shaft right at the base and her tongue stroked and caressed the underside of his boy beef. She didn’t seem to be in any hurry to slide her lips up the shaft to the tip. Instead, she took her time, enjoying having a real cock inside her mouth and savouring the flavour with her tongue. Eventually, her lips slid slowly up Jack’s manhood until they ended up just gripping his helmet. Finally, she kissed his bell end and released him.

Jack applied another length of cream and approached the next waiting mouth. Meanwhile, female hands were continually fondling his body, especially his arse and balls, and also his cock whenever it was in between mouths.

Jack heard Megan’s voice in his earpiece.

“Good work, boys. Keep going.”

Megan had told them to try to limit their cock work to about a minute per mouth when they were on the cream, so that between them they could get through all the ladies in about 45 minutes or so. After that, or when the cream ran out, they were to go freestyle, mingling at random, and allowing any lady who fancied it to have a good suck. But they were to make sure they didn’t come.

They were also told to keep an eye out for the shy, retiring types, who looked like they would love to suck a nice cock, but were perhaps a little nervous about coming forward. Customer service was very important, said Megan.

Jack saw one such, sitting on her chair and staring at him while another woman had his cock deep inside her mouth. She looked down when she saw Jack looking at her.

When the woman on the end of his cock had had her fill, Jack made his way up to the shy lady. He stood in front of her, with his legs slightly apart in order to lower his cock to the level of her mouth. She looked up, embarrassed, but Jack gave her a nice smile which she returned. She then opened wide and reached out and grabbed both of his arse cheeks.

She sucked his bell end into her mouth and her tongue toyed with the smooth, purple head for a while. Then her hands pulled his arse towards her and her lips slid down the shaft towards the base. They then began to travel up and down the shaft at an easy tempo.

Meanwhile, other women’s hands were all over his arse. Suddenly, a hand came from behind between his legs. A thumb and forefinger gripped his ball bag and gave it a squeeze.

“Aaaaargh!”

The shock caused Jack’s cock to jerk forward. The helmet shot down the lady’s throat. Jack wondered what her reaction would be, but she wasn’t the least disturbed.

He thought he heard a soft “Mmmmmm”.

Shy and retiring she may have been, but she knew how to handle a pork sword.

Jack then heard a scraping noise coming from the stage. A quick glance revealed the girls getting the sex beds set up. A few minutes later, he heard Megan’s voice in his ear again:

“Ok, boys, make your way back to the stage at the next opportunity.”

After the shy lady had had her fill, Jack went back to the stage. Tommy was already there and was being strapped down.

The beds had been set up sideways to the audience. Lola gestured to the empty bed and Jack laid down on it. Soon, he too was being tightly strapped down.

“Ok, ladies, form a line if you fancy either a cock ride or a tongue ride. There’s plenty for everybody.”

Soon, a woman climbed onto the bed over Jack’s cock. She leaned forward and kissed him and then reached down and grabbed Jack’s meat. She slid the helmet backwards and forwards along her juicy slit for a few moments before positioning it at the entrance to her love hole.

She then slowly descended, but she was tight, and instead of pushing its way in, Jack’s cock bent in the middle. She rose up again, and seeing the problem, an on looker reached in and gripped the middle of Jack’s shaft to prevent it bending.

The woman lowered herself down once again and this time, Jack’s man meat forced its way into her tight love tunnel. For a moment, she just sat there, totally enclosing Jack’s meat. Jack loved the feeling of her hot, tight twat hugging his manhood.

Then she began to slowly bounce up and down on him. As she rose up, it felt like her tight pussy lips were trying to lift Jack off the bed by his cock. Then when she dropped down again, it felt like she was trying to push his cock into his ball bag. But as soon as her girl juice got flowing, the movements became much smoother.

Jack watched her hairy pussy pump up and down on his stiff boy beef. But then everything went dark. A huge arse was descending on his face. He turned his head to look straight up and saw a quim rapidly descending.

The quim landed on his face. He extended his tongue and had a feel around and soon located the flaps. His tongue quickly worked its way between them and into the slit. The woman lifted herself slightly to give him better access. The tip of his tongue then began to lick its way along the soft, pink love valley, and soon he increased his range, and began licking all the way from her arse hole, through her slit and up to her clit, and then all the way back again.

“Oh, yes, oh, yes, oh yes.”

Encouraged, Jack kept up the good work. Soon, he began to taste girl juice. At first, it was just an isolated drip every 10 seconds or so, but soon it was almost a drip per second, all flowing into his mouth. Jack collected quite a mouthful and tasted it with his tongue. After a while, he needed to swallow. He jammed his tongue into her tight hole to stop the flow, then swallowed. When he removed his tongue, it was like turning on a tap. A long gush flooded out and nearly filled his mouth. He swallowed it down and then settled down for a nice relaxing tongue fuck.

In, out, in, out. His tongue pushed in and out of the tight love hole. Each time his tongue pushed in, the tight twat was stretched wide to accommodate it, and when he pulled back, it snapped shut again.

The constant stretching and relaxing soon had the woman on the brink.

“Oh my god. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeees!”

At the same moment, Jack felt his cock being rhythmically squeezed by the hot, pink love tunnel of the woman who was bouncing up and down on his stiff cock, and Jack realized she was about to climax as well.

“Oh, oh, oh, oh, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Both women remained motionless for a while as they got their breath back. Then they both climbed off, only to be immediately replaced by two more.

Jack reckoned about 12 women rode his cock that night, and he tongue fucked about the same number. He was at it for about 2 hours.

But then, Clarissa called time.

“Ok, ladies, it’s time for the prize draw. The two lucky winners will get to serve themselves some prime quality man milk.”

There was lots of activity as all the women went back to their seats and then tried to find their raffle tickets.

“Ok, the first lucky winner is number 100112.”

“Yes!”

The winner came forward and was greeted by Lola, who asked her name and then took her up onto the stage.

“Ok, Mary, as you’re the first winner, you get to choose your meat.”

Mary looked at one eight-inch man missile and then the other.

“I’ll have this one.” she said, pointing at Jack.

“Very good.”

“And our second lucky winner is ticket number 100043.” called Clarissa.

There was a scream and a woman came forward with a huge grin on her face and one hand high in the air clutching a ticket.

Lola led her up on the stage and up to Tommy. Then Lola removed both of the guys’ cock rings.

“Ok, ladies, you may begin the milking.”

Mary climbed onto the bed between Jack’s legs and crawled up between them. Propping herself up with her left hand, her right hand approached Jack’s ball bag palm upwards. It slid underneath and then rose up, cupping his walls and weighing them.

“Mmmmm. You feel nice and full, Jack.”

Her mouth then descended and her tongue made contact with the front of his ball bag and licked it up and down. Then she slowly licked her tongue up the surface of his shaft to the tip. Her mouth opened and she sucked his bell end inside and began to toy with it using her tongue.

“Mmmm. It’s so soft and smooth.”

Her right hand let go of his ball bag and instead she lightly gripped the base of his shaft between her thumb and forefinger. She slowly wanked it while she continued to suck his bell end.

After a few minutes, she placed both hands on the bed either side of his hips and then her soft lips slid slowly down his shaft to within two inches of the base. She only stopped when his helmet reached the back of her mouth.

Then she began to slide her lips up and down the hard rod. Up, down, up, down. She started off slowly but gradually picked up the pace. After a minute or two, she took the cock out of her mouth and grabbed it with her right hand.

She drew back slightly and admire the long, pink column of hard male flesh. She moved in and licked the outside surface up and down a few times and then opened wide and engulfed it once again.

Jack groaned.

Mary reached down and cupped his ball bag once again. She could feel it flexing and realised he was getting close. Her lips then began to slide up and down the pink pork at a blistering pace. At the same time, she sucked hard and rhythmically squeezed and released his ball bag.

It was all too much for Jack. Involuntarily, he tried to raise his arse off the bed and thrust his cock deeper into Mary’s mouth.

Jack cried out as his balls began to fizz. Mary could feel everything and her lips moved up to the base of his bell end and held it tight.

At the exact moment Jack’s ball bag began to pump, Mary squeezed it hard.

“Aaaaaaaargh!”

Jack cried out as a huge rope of man milk then surged from his balls, whizzed up his shaft and shot out of his cock and into Mary’s waiting mouth.

There were loud screams and then cheers from the audience as they realised what was happening.

Mary relaxed her grip on his bag to allow his balls to reload. Her timing was impeccable, and she squeezed Jack’s ball bag again at the exact moment the second, third and fourth ropes were sent on their way.

After the fourth rope, Jack was out of ammo and the barrage was complete, but Mary gave his bollocks a good squeeze for good measure. Then she gripped his shaft at the base between her thumb and forefinger and slid it up towards the tip, driving the remnants before her. She was determined to get every last drop.

Her lips slid off Jack’s cock and clamped tightly closed and she kneeled up. Her tongue swirled the hot, milky treat around in her mouth.

“Mmmmmm.”

She savoured the taste for a good ten seconds before gulping it all down.

Tommy had also been drained, and the two women stood up and took a bow.

“That’s all the entertainment for tonight, ladies. I hope you’ve all enjoyed yourselves. The bar will remain open for another hour.”

Jack and Tommy were led back to the basement where they both had showers and then had some supper and got their breath back.

Day 69

Clarissa only had Jack and Tommy until about midday on Sunday. After receiving their antidote infused breakfast, the guys were sent up to Megan to help with the cleaning up.

They first had to wipe down all the tables, then sweep the floor and then mop it. Tommy was then given the job of giving the floor a polish. while Jack was sent to Lucy in the kitchen.

“Wipe down all the surfaces then have a sweep up.”

“Yes, Mistress Lucy.”

Jack got on with it. Perhaps if he finished in the kitchen with time to spare, he would be given another task. He was hoping to be told to clean the offices. He wanted to have a go at breaking into Megan’s cabinet and stealing a capsule or two. He quickly completed all of Lucy’s tasks.

“Excellent job, Jack. Empty all the bins and then you can go.”

Jack took the three bins out one at a time and emptied them into the wheely bins. He finished with the black general waste bin. When he lifted the lid on a black wheely bin, he saw that it was almost full. Still, there were two more. He part emptied his bin into the wheely bin, then closed the lid and opened the lid on the next one. It was empty.

But as he picked up the kitchen bin again, something caught his eye. Sitting on top of the now half empty bin was a capsule. He couldn’t believe his luck. He quickly picked it up. Shit! The glass capsule was cracked and looked empty. He examined it carefully. No, there was the tiniest amount of liquid still in it. Jack wondered if it would be enough. Probably not. Be he took it anyway and stuffed it down one of his socks. It was something.

Jack emptied the kitchen bin, put it back in the kitchen and then reported back to Megan on the floor. He was dismissed and returned to the basement. Tommy was already there.

An hour later, Lola came for them. She handcuffed them and took them back to the prison and handed them over to Guardess Mila.

They relaxed in their cells.

“I’m glad that’s over.” said Jack.




Chapter 9 – Guinea Pigs

Day 70

The next morning, all the guys stood at attention for selection as usual. Tommy had tipped Jack off that they were both very unlikely to be sent to the dairy having just come back from a loan.

“Why not?”

“Well, the guardesses claim to not know or care what happens when a boy is out on loan. But they have a good idea what goes on.”

Sure enough, neither Jack nor Tommy were among those selected for the dairy.

“205, 207, 210. Out. To the dairy with Guardess Susan. Right turn. Move.”

And they weren’t selected for the road gang either.

“201, 202, 204, 211. Road gang. Out. Right turn. Move.”

Jack saw that Micky was still in his cell opposite. And there were two others further down. They all wondered what was in store for them.

“206, 208, 209, 212. To the lab. Out. Right turn. Move.”

Guardess Mila took charge of them and led them outside and across the courtyard to the Research Department which was attached to the prison. Inside was a laboratory. It had its own cell block with four cells, and the guys were made to stand in front of them.

Dr Sophie arrived.

“Good morning, boys. Strip off please. Leave everything on the floor and then get inside.”

The lab cells were smaller than regular prison cells, but spotlessly clean, and the floor, ceiling and three of the walls were made of a shiny white material. The fronts, including the doors, were all made of toughened glass.

They all stripped off. Jack retrieved his empty capsule from his sock and palmed it. When he went into the cell, he lodged it under a corner of the mattress. Apart from the mattress and a few blankets, there was a bucket and a bottle of water.

Jack wondered what would happen to them. But nothing did. Apart from when they brought them meals, they saw no more of Dr Sophie or the guardesses that day.

Jack knew his neighbours were just the other side of the walls, but he couldn’t see them. And when he tried to speak to them, he got no reply, and his own voice sounded strange. Jack suspected that the cells were soundproof.

Day 71

The next morning, a guardess brought each of them their breakfast. It was the usual porridge and orange juice. It was handed to them through a small window in the glass, which could be opened from the outside. Shortly after the empties had been taken away, Dr Sophie arrived with her assistant, Daisy.

Daisy had a clipboard and appeared ready to take notes. Sophie read something off a card fixed to the front of Jack’s cell and then she selected a glass capsule from a box she was carrying.

“212. Sample 47-B. 20 millilitres. Time: 09:35.”

She was talking to Daisy, who took notes.

“Drink this down, 212. All of it.”

Sophie handed him an antidote capsule. She had removed the lid. Jack wondered why it hadn’t been added to his food as usual. As he drank it, he was aware of Sophie watching him.

“Give me the empty capsule, 212.”

Jack handed it back. Sophie and her assistant moved on to the next cell. All the guys received the same sample, 47-B. Jack assumed they would be given more of the same on the following mornings and wondered if it would be possible to palm the capsule without drinking the contents and had back his empty capsule instead. His capsule was cracked so he would need to drop it before handing it over to account for the damage. He resolved to try his plan the next day.

Day 72

The next morning, when he saw Dr Sophie and Daisy approaching after breakfast, he retrieved his empty capsule from where he had hidden it under the mattress and popped it into his mouth, without the lid.

“212. Sample 47-B. 20 millilitres. Time: 09:41.”

Daisy took notes as Dr Sophie handed the capsule to Jack.

Jack hesitated for a moment, waiting for a moment when Sophie wasn’t watching him too closely. The moment came as she glanced at Daisy as she spoke to her. Jack quickly placed his thumb over the open end of the capsule and tilted his head up to suggest he was drinking it.

At that moment, Sophie looked back:

“Hurry up, 212. Drink it and hand the capsule back.”

Jack removed his thumb and drank the antidote. Then he handed the empty capsule back. Sophie took it from him and moved on to the next cell.

Jack stood still trying to work out what had just happened. He had fully intended to palm the antidote and drop the empty capsule onto the floor. But as soon as Sophie spoke, he just felt compelled to obey. It seemed this new sample contained a stronger and longer lasting obedience drug than the older variant.

The small window was still open so Jack could hear what was being said. He noticed that the other guys were not specifically commanded to drink the antidote. Probably because they did so without hesitation. Jack resolved to try again the next day.

None of the guys, including Jack, were happy with being confined to their cells all day, and they all wondered how long it would go on. Dr Sophie must have read their minds, as after they had all had their doses, she addressed them:

“Just one more dose, boys, and then tomorrow we’ll let you out. We have to be sure the old dose has worked its way out of your systems and you’re up and running on 47-B.”

Day 74

Jack was nervous the next morning. He had decided to make another attempt to keep hold of a sample of antidote 47-B. He would again try to switch the capsule Dr Sophie gave him with the empty capsule he had found at Clarissa’s Night Club.

He wasn’t sure the plan would work. He would have to move without hesitation, even if Dr Sophie was looking right at him, so that she did not feel the need to order him to drink the antidote.

When he saw Dr Sophie and Daisy approaching after breakfast, as before, he retrieved his capsule and popped it into his mouth.

“212. Sample 47-B. 20 millilitres. Time 09:37.”

Jack took the capsule that Sophie handed to him, placed his thumb over the opening and immediately tilted his head back as if drinking it. With his hand covering his mouth, he let the empty capsule fall to the floor.

Chink!

Dr Sophie heard the capsule hit the floor and looked round to see Jack starting to bend down to retrieve it.

“Ooops, sorry Dr Sophie.”

Jack picked the capsule up and handed it through the window. Dr Sophie took it and saw that it was cracked.

“You clumsy oaf. Did you drink the sample before you dropped it, 212?”

“Yes, Dr Sophie.”

Seeing that the capsule was empty and believing that Jack needed the antidote to survive, Dr Sophie saw no reason to disbelieve him, and she moved on to the next cell.

Jack retrieved the lid that had been on the broken capsule and screwed it onto the full one and then hid the capsule under his mattress. He congratulated himself on his success. He was making progress with his mission. He would now need to look for a way to escape.

When all the guys had been given their antidote, Dr Sophie addressed them.

“Right, listen up, boys. For the last three mornings, you have been given a new improved version of the antidote. This new version should give you better protection but without the side effect that we sometimes see of drowsiness and docility.”

Jack noticed that she made no mention of the obedience drug that they were adding to the mix.

“We will now loan you out for four days to see how you get on in a variety of real-world situations. The women who are borrowing you have all borrowed beta test boys before. They will ask you to do various tasks and exercises and will monitor your performance carefully and take notes. They will also watch out for any unexpected side effects. You will be with each woman for one day and will be returned here the following morning.”

“For security reasons, you will get your next dose of antidote here before being loaned out to the next woman.”

“Right, today’s assignments. 203, you will be going to Mistress Lydia at North Bank farm where you will be put to work in the fields alongside her agricultural droids.”

“206, you’re going to Mistress Beatrice at Freetown Brickworks. 209, to Mistress Emily at Freetown Lumber Mill. 212, you will be going to Warden Layla.”

Staff working for the first three arrived over the next half an hour and took their guys away, but Jack was left alone in his cell. He couldn’t figure out what sort of work he could possibly do for the warden. Did she want him to become a guard or something? And why hadn’t she collected him yet?

Late in the afternoon, Jack noticed Daisy walking by and called out to her.

“Mistress Daisy?”

“What do you want, 212?”

“When will I be going to work for Warden Layla?”

“Oh, she said she doesn’t need you until 9pm, 212.”

“Oh. And what sort of tasks will she have for me?”

“Oh, I’m really not sure, 212.”

Daisy seemed embarrassed and quickly walked off.

Jack guessed that if the warden wanted him at 9pm, he would be working in her house and not in the prison. The warden’s house was adjacent to the prison but not part of it.

It seemed they hadn’t given much thought to physical security measures for any of the guys. They were clearly assuming that the obedience drug and the need for a regular supply of antidote would keep them in line. Jack figured it should be quite east to get away as long as he wasn’t under observation all the time. He grabbed his capsule of antidote and dropped it into one of his socks and pushed it down to his ankle.

Just before 9pm, Guardess Ellie came to collect Jack from his cell.

“Out. This way. Through that door.”

Jack walked out followed by Ellie, who gave directions as needed.

“Turn right. Wait there, I have to unlock the door. Ok, out.”

They went out of the prison through a side gate. The warden’s house was just a few yards away. Jack was directed into the kitchen entrance, and then up some stairs and into a bedroom.

“Wait here. Do not touch anything. And do not leave this room.”

“Yes, Guardess.”

Ellie left and closed the door behind her.

Jack looked around. This clearly wasn’t the warden’s bedroom. It was far too basic. Apart from the bed, there was a cupboard and a wardrobe. He looked in both, they were empty. He then examined the bed. It was just a regular bed.

Jack was left standing and wondering for about half an hour. Then the door opened and someone looked in. It was Warden Layla. She was wearing black, knee-high leather boots, stockings held up by red garters around her thighs, black leather knickers and a black leather bra. Her breasts, pussy and arse crack were all covered, but when she turned around, her big, round arse cheeks were on full display.

“Ah, there you are, boy. Come with me.”

Jack followed Layla. She led him to her bedroom which as well as a large bed, contained a sofa, a wardrobe, a chest of drawers with a chair in front of it, and a small dining table with two chairs. On one side were two internal doors which Jack guessed would be an en-suite and probably a dressing room.

Layla did a twirl.

“Do you like what you see, boy?”

“Yes, Warden. But what am I doing here?”

“I am going to check what your performance is like with the new drug. Being the warden does have its perks! And servicing a woman is, after all, one of a man’s most important tasks.”

Jack didn’t mind. His balls hadn’t been emptied for six days. And the warden was actually quite pretty for her age. She was what you would probably call a MILF.

“But first, I see from your record that you are overdue your weekly punishment. Take your clothes off, 212.”

Jack stripped off and looked around for the caning horse, but there wasn’t one.

“Stand there, 212.”

Layla directed Jack to stand at the side of the bed facing it.

“Lean forwards and brace your hands on the bed.”

Jack bent over but was surprised that he wasn’t being secured in any way.

“I will now cane your arse. While you are being caned, you will not move from this position.”

Then it occurred to Jack that the new antidote contained a stronger obedience element. Perhaps Dr Sophie wanted to see if the urge to be obedient was strong enough that restraints would not be needed. Jack decided to be as obedient as possible. If he could convince Layla that the new drug was working well, and that he would obey her every command, it should be easier to make his escape.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

“Aaaargh!”

Layla sent a salvo of whacks onto Jack’s arse, and he cried out in surprise.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

“Aaaargh!”

After a brief pause, his arse received another barrage. Layla waited longer after the second salvo. Jack’s arse was still dark red from his first punishment and only needed a bit of topping up. Layla was waiting to see which areas of arse needed attention.

She now began striking Jack’s arse with single, aimed shots, putting full force behind each one.

Swish! Thwack.

“Aaaargh!”

She was evidently colouring in those areas she thought weren’t purple enough.

Swish! Thwack.

“Aaaargh!”

“That’s better. Your arse is now a lovely shade of purple all over.”

Smack!

“Aaaargh!”

She gave Jack’s arse a hard spank just before she walked to a cupboard to put the cane away.

“OK, 212, sit down on the sofa.”

Jack obediently sat down. Layla wandered over and sat down next to him, on his right. She then turned sideways towards him, lifting her right leg up and crossing it over his.

“You may touch me, 212.”

Jack didn’t know what he was meant to do, so he rather hesitantly moved his right arm behind Layla’s back until his hand came to rest on Layla’s right arse cheek, which he began to stroke gently. His cock woke up and started to grow.

“That’s nice, Jack. You see, we do like men. We want men back on Caeruleus 2, Jack. We’re working hard on the antidote, and as soon as it’s ready, we want men to come and live here. As long as they know their place. Men need to be obedient. What about you, Jack? Do you think you could be obedient?”

“Yes, Warden.”

Jack kept stroking Layla’s arse cheeks while Layla ran her hands over his chest. Then Layla slid on to the floor on her knees.

“Lean back, 212.”

Layla pushed Jack and he turned sideways and laid down on the sofa with his left leg on the floor.

Then she moved up between his legs and grabbed his cock which by now was on red alert. She kissed the purple helmet.

“You know, 212, you’ve got such a nice cock. I’ve been craving this meat ever since I saw it at the night club.”

“You were there, Warden?”

“Yes, 212. I enjoyed the show, but I prefer to take my meals in private, so I was unable to get my hands – or my lips – on you that day. But now your mine.”

Layla paused to have a good look at Jack’s dick which had now reached its full 8 inches.

“Mmmmm. It’s so nice and hard.”

Layla opened her mouth and took the helmet inside and ran her tongue over the smooth surface. Then she slid her lips most of the way down the shaft and then pulled them back up. Down, up, down, up.

She took her mouth away.

“Mmmmm. You’re so tasty, 212.”

She leaned down and her tongue touched the centre of his ball bag and then slowly traced its way up the shaft all the way to the tip. She then licked her way back down again.

Then she kissed his ball bag, and then opening wide, she sucked a ball into her mouth and bathed it with her tongue. The other ball then got similar treatment.

“Oh!” moaned Jack.

Layla stood up and removed her bra and panties.

“Stand up, 212.”

Jack stood up and Layla sat down in the middle of the sofa and pulled her legs back and outwards.

“Eat me, 212.”

Jack kneeled down and approached Layla’s pussy.  He extended his tongue and pushed it into her pink slit and began to run it up and down.

“Oh my!” cried Layla.

She pulled her left leg all the way back and held it there with her left hand. Her right hand found its way onto the back of Jack’s head and pressed it down.

Jack’s tongue continued to lick up and down the length of Layla’s slit. His left hand pushed her right leg back and away and his right hand gripped her left thigh just above the red garter.

With both of Layla’s legs folded back, her slit opened wide. Jack pulled back for a moment to admire the view, then extended his tongue and dived back in. His tongue plunged straight into her gaping woman hole.

“Aaargh!”

Layla screamed in surprise.

“Oh, yes, baby.”

Jack settled in for a leisurely tongue fuck. It was one of his favourite activities. He loved the feeling of his tongue prising open a woman’s tight love canal. Layla pressed down on Jack’s head even more and Jack pressed his hands onto her thighs either side of her pussy and pushed sideways, trying to open her up as much as possible.

He pressed his lips hard onto Layla’s pussy and extended his tongue to the utmost, trying to reach in as far as possible. Then he moved his tongue about from side to side and up and down.

Layla’s hips bucked and she screamed.

“Holy fuck holes, baby. Aaaaaargh! Yes.”

Soon, Jack’s tongue began to ache, so he pulled it out and went back to slit licking, taking in the whole length from Layla’s arse hole, through her slit and up to her clitoris. Up and down, he went. Each time he reached the clit, he toyed with it in a different way. Either flicking it up and down, or flicking it from side to side, or tracing little circles around it, or sucking on it.

Layla began to moan, and at the same time, the hand on Jack’s head began to slide backwards and forwards through his hair.

“Oh my god, yes, baby. Yes, suck my clit.”

Jack stopped the slit licking and just concentrated on the clit, flicking and sucking it and even gripping it lightly in his teeth and pulling it. At the same time, his right hand moved to her pussy, and he inserted a finger into her minge and began finger fucking her.

After a minute, he inserted a second finger. His hand was palm up, and his fingertips bent as he searched out her G spot.

He knew he had found it when Layla screamed and bucked her hips. Jack kept sucking her clit and finger fucking her, his fingers now soaked with girl juice. Then, Layla’s love hole began to rhythmically grip and release his fingers as she began to climax.

“Aaaaargh! Oh my god. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeees!”

Jack slowed down during Layla’s climax and then stopped to allow her to recover.

She stood up.

“Sit down on the sofa, 212. I want to ride you.”

Jack sat on the sofa and Layla climbed up and kneeled on it, her knees either side of Jack’s waist. She grabbed his cock and aimed it at her minge and then lowered herself down onto it. Jack reached up and grabbed her waist, and then Layla braced herself on his shoulders.

She began to ride him. Slowly at first but using the full portion of meat. Down she went until her arse cheeks rested in his thighs and her quim reached his ball bag, and then up she went until her tight twat contained just his bell end.

After a short time, she began to speed up. As her tight quim slid up and down his pork sword, Jack’s hands moved from her waist and slid over her big, round arse cheeks.

“Oh, yes.” cried Layla as she bounced up and down on Jack’s meaty missile.

Slap!

“Aaaargh!”

Jack gave one of Layla’s arse cheeks a hard slap.

“Oh yes, baby. Again.”

Layla seemed to enjoy it, so Jack smacked her arse a few more times.

Beginning to tire, Layla leaned forward and slowed down for a while to get her breath back. But leaning forward meant her quim was only able to slide up and down the top half of Jack’s beef, so as soon as she had recovered, Layla sat up again.

She enjoyed the extra penetration this provided. Then she had an idea and sat bolt upright. Jack reached out and grabbed her waist once again, and Layla grabbed Jack’s arms near his elbows.

She then began a fast power fuck, bouncing up and down as if she was on a galloping horse. Jack watched as her tits bounced up and down with the motion.

“Oh, shit! Yes, yes, yes.”

Slap. Slap. Slap.

Layla’s arse cheeks made a loud slapping noise each time they came into violent contact with Jack’s thighs, and then she launched herself up again. But it was hard work, and after a while, Layla decided she needed to relax.

She stood up.

“Finish me off with doggystyle, 212.”

Jack got up and Layla kneeled on the sofa facing the back, then turned to the left and leaned over the armrest. Jack approached from behind. His right leg was bent with the foot on the sofa while his left leg rested on the floor.

He aimed his helmet at the entrance to Layla’s pleasure pipe and pushed in, his hands resting on top of her arse cheeks.

He then began a fast paced, full-length pumping.

“Aaaargh!”

Layla screamed, taken aback by Jack’s pace.

“Oh yes, baby, fuck that hole.”

Jack was happy to obey. His pork sword pumped in and out of Layla’s tight hole at lightning speed.

“Oh my, god, yes.”

Jack kept at it. In, out, in, out. Jack misjudged one of his pumps and his cock fell out, but he was pumping away at such a pace that he was already on his way back before he realized. His bell end missed the entrance, striking the slit about an inch too high, then it slid up before coming to a halt at her arse hole.

Layla laughed.

“Not that hole, boy. Maybe next time.”

Jack quickly steered his man meat to the correct entrance and pushed back in and resumed pumping, powering his pork sword in and out of the slippery hole. It was too much for Layla, and after a few more pumps she could hold out no longer.

“Oh my, god, keep going, aaaargh, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Jack began to slow down.

“Keep going, boy. I want to feel your hot jizz on my back.”

Jack was happy to oblige. He resumed full speed pumping, and six thrusts later, his ball bag began to flex. He pulled out just in time and wedged his milk dispenser in Layla’s arse crack.

Then, a moment later, four long jets of hot, white splooge shot from the end of his cock and landed on Layla’s back, where they quickly merged to form a puddle of man goo on the small of her back.

Jack wanked out the few remaining drips into Layla’s arse crack.

They both remained motionless while they got their breath back. Then Layla looked at Jack.

“Go into the en-suite, boy. Bring me a small towel.”

Jack fetched the towel and used it to mop his splooge off Layla’s back. Layla then went into the en-suite and had a shower. When she came out, she told Jack to take a shower. When they had both freshened up, Layla went over to her bed.

“Get in, boy. You will remain here until the morning. You will not leave this room without permission. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Warden.”

“Good.”

Layla switched the light off and they both tried to sleep.

Jack waited for a few hours. Then he listened carefully. He was sure Layla was asleep. He carefully got out of bed and headed for the small dining table where his clothes were draped over one of the chairs.

Suddenly, he heard Layla’s voice.

“Where are you going, 212?”

“I need a piss, Warden.”

“Fine. But don’t leave the room without permission.”

“No, Warden.”

Jack grabbed all his clothes and went into the en-suite. He got dressed and had a piss and then flushed the toilet. He then waited for a minute, hoping Layla would have gone back to sleep.

But then he noticed the en-suite had a large opening window. He couldn’t see out because it had frosted glass, so he carefully opened it and looked out. He was on the first floor. It was quite a drop. But there was a drainpipe within reach.

Jack decided to go for it. He climbed out and manoeuvred himself onto the drainpipe. He closed the window as much as he could. He didn’t want Layla to notice a draught and wake up to investigate.

A few seconds was all it took for Jack to shin down the drainpipe and arrive on the ground. He was in Layla’s back garden, but he quickly left via the driveway at the side and arrived on the prison approach road. He turned down it away from the prison and headed down to the main road.

Freeport was just half a mile to his left. And knowing roughly where the space port was from his location, and having been there before at night, he soon identified the coloured lights that adorned the hangars and the disused comms tower.

Jack decided that going into town or the space port were both far too risky. He headed north, away from town. He would find somewhere to hide out and wait for the CIS agent to come to him.

After only 100 yards, the tarmac road he was on turned into a dirt road. He kept going for half an hour and then turned off when the road ran through a wood. He leaned up against a tree a short distance inside.

When it got light and he could see, he selected a better hiding place. He found a spot where he felt hidden but could also observe the road. He assumed the CIS agent would come by car. If he saw a car pull up and a woman get out and start looking around, he would assume that must be her.




Chapter 10 – The Fugitive

Day 75

Layla woke up the next morning and reached out to touch Jack. When she couldn’t feel him, she sat up.

“212! Where are you?”

There was no reply. She got up and quicky checked the en-suite and the dressing room. Then she went back into the en-suite. This time she noticed that the window was slightly ajar. She opened it and looked out. There was no sign of Jack. He was gone.

Later that day, a government committee held a meeting. As usual, Governor Riley took the chair, and also present were Chief Madison, Major Chloe, Dr Sophie and Warden Layla. They were discussing the disappearance of 212.

“So, you are absolutely certain that he had taken three doses of the new antidote, 47-B?” asked Governor Riley.

“Yes, that’s right.” replied Dr Sophie. “Although, to be honest, even two doses should be plenty.”

“And what about the other three test subjects?”

“No problems at all. All three were brought back this morning and Lydia, Beatrice and Emily report no problems at all. All three were totally obedient.”

“What about 212? How did he seem, Layla?”

“He did everything I asked him to do during the evening.” replied Layla, without going into details.

“Did you order him not to leave your room?”

“Yes. He got up during the night to use the toilet, and I specifically ordered him not to leave the room without permission.”

“What do you think, Dr Sophie?” asked Riley.

“Well, there are three possibilities here. 1. He didn’t take the antidote. 2. He was kidnapped. Or 3. The obedience drug doesn’t work on him for some reason.”

“So, let’s take them one at a time. Did you actually witness him taking his doses?”

Dr Sophie thought long and hard.

“The first two doses, yes 100%. The third dose, I remember glancing away and looking back because he dropped the capsule.”

“Can you be sure he drank from the capsule before he dropped it?”

“Well, he picked the capsule up straight away and handed it back to me. It was cracked but not broken. It was empty and there was no liquid on the floor. So, although I didn’t actually see him drink it, my conclusion is that he did. And like I said before, even two doses should be enough to cause obedience.”

“Ok, let’s look at the second option, then. Males are a rarity on this planet, and he would fetch a high price on the black market. Could he have been kidnapped? Chief, what do you think?”

“Difficult. There was no sign of a break in at Layla’s house. And even if someone got in, I don’t see how they could get into Layla’s room and kidnap 212 from her bed without her noticing. If he left the room, it would be feasible, but then we’re back to the question of how he disobeyed Layla’s direct order not to leave the room.”

“OK, that leaves the third option. The obedience drug has no effect on him. Which means any apparent obedience was faked as a deliberate tactic so that we wouldn’t feel the need to put any physical security measures in place, which means he always intended to escape. Dr Sophie, is it possible the obedience drug doesn’t work on all males?”

“Well, admittedly we’ve only ever tested the drug on 13 males in total, but it has worked perfectly well on the other 12. But there’s something else we need to consider. He knows he needs a daily dose of antidote to stay alive for more than 2 or 3 days. So, what’s he planning to do?”

“Any ideas, Chief?” asked Riley.

“Well, there’s three possibilities. Firstly, he has a supply organized. Secondly, he intends to somehow get into the safe zone. Or, thirdly, he’s just stupid and hasn’t thought about it.”

“Ok, let’s take those one at a time. Has any of our stock gone missing?” asked Governor Riley.

“No.” replied Madison. “I’ve already checked. All the official government stock is accounted for. There are of course a few trusted civilian employers who sometimes get boys on loan. But none of them never have more than 5 or 6 days of stock at any time. And if they suddenly start requesting more stock when we haven’t loaned them a boy, we’ll know something’s off.”

“Dr Sophie, is it possible that someone else has worked out how to produce antidote independently?”

“I doubt it, it took an enormous amount of time and effort for our team to develop it. I can’t imagine anyone being able to do that in a back room.”

“How about Caeruleus 1?”

There was silence for a moment.

“Theoretically, but they would have to send males here to verify their results. I just think it’s impractical.”

“Ok, let’s look at the second option. He knows he has to get into the safe zone within the next 2 to 3 days. Chief?”

“Security is tight at the space port. I can’t see him breaking in.”

“Ok, the third option. What if he just saw the opportunity to make a break for it and took it without thinking of the consequences? Major Chloe?”

“Well, in that case, assuming he’s just hiding out somewhere in the back woods enjoying his freedom, he’ll have to come back in when he gets hungry or when the man-germ starts to bite. Either that, or he’ll die out there.”

“Dr Sophie, if he dies and we find the body, can you still perform useful tests?”

“Well, we could do some tests, but we wouldn’t be able to run any tests relating to obedience. Overall, it would be much more beneficial to get him alive.”

Major Chloe spoke up.

“Also, it’s much easier to find a fugitive than it is to find a dead body.”

“Ok, this is what we’ll do. Chief Madison, make sure security at the space port is stepped up. I want it tighter than a camel’s arse in a sandstorm. And increase police patrols in town. Respond quickly to any reports of burglaries. He’ll need to come into town to get food.”

“Major Chloe. He won’t have gone far. Mobilize the militia and organize sweeps of likely hiding places in the countryside around Freetown.”

“Dr Sophie. From now on, we’ll have physical security for the test subjects until we understand more about 212’s condition.”

“And I’ll arrange for the news media to alert the public that a dangerous pirate is on the loose from Freetown prison.”

“Ok, ladies, that’s all. Thank you for attending the meeting.”

Day 76

Jack stayed overnight in the woods. A stream ran through the woods, so water wasn’t a problem, but he had no food. Still, he was well away from town, so the CIS agent must know he had escaped. It was surely just a matter of waiting.

So far, Jack had not seen any vehicles on his road, although it was clearly used now and again. The land was cultivated, so Jack guessed the road merely gave access to agricultural land. That suited Jack. It meant he could relax and just listen out for a vehicle. When he eventually heard one, there would be a good chance that it was his CIS contact.

But no vehicles came by that day and Jack began to worry. He was starving. He decided to stay where he was for the time being. If the CIS agent had not made contact by the end of the next day, he would move. He wondered about trying to break into the space port using the route he had used before. But he had been spotted, and Sue had opened a window and covered for him. He wondered if he would make it without her help.

He would worry about it when the time came. He prepared to spend a second night in the woods.

Day 77

At dawn the next day, Jack finally heard a vehicle approaching. He moved forward to get a better view of it when it appeared but stayed hidden for the time being. But the next moment, he backed into the woods. As the noise became louder, he realized it was not a car. It sounded more like a truck.

Sure enough, a moment later, it came into view and stopped a short distance away. The door opened and a woman jumped out of the cab. Jack immediately recognized the militia uniform she was wearing. She went to the back and said something and a moment later, the tailgate of the truck slammed down and girls began jumping out. Jack counted two dozen of them.

The woman who had got out of the cab seemed to be in charge. Jack figured she was an officer. She began issuing instructions, although Jack couldn’t make out what they were.

The troops began fanning out into a line along the road. At first, Jack was tempted to run off, but then he noticed that they were all facing away from him. It seemed they were planning to search the wood on the other side of the road.

As there didn’t seem to be any urgency, Jack guessed that they had no specific information that he was in this area. He wondered why they had decided to search that particular wood. The only explanation he could come up with was that they were searching everywhere where he could possibly be hiding within a certain radius of the prison. Which meant they would search his location sooner or later. He would have to move. He wondered how large that radius was.

He decided to let them set off into the wood on the other side of the road. When they were a safe distance, he would set off in the opposite direction. The safest course would be away from town, but he would need food soon so that was out of the question. He decided to make his way closer to the space port and assess the chances of breaking in.

Ten minutes later, it seemed quiet enough and so he set off deeper into his wood and away from the road. It didn’t take him long to come to the edge of the wood. He looked out. Open fields. Pasture, although no animals were on the first field. The next wood was about two miles away. Still, he had no choice. He couldn’t stay where he was, he had to move.

He remembered the advice he had received on his crash course on C1. How to move across country without being seen. Stick to forests and woods whenever possible. When not possible, walk close to a tree line, hedge or wall. Don’t cross open fields.

Jack set off around the edge of the field even though it added distance. Twenty minutes later, when he was about halfway to the wood he was trying to reach, he heard voices and glanced back. Two people were at the edge of the wood he had left, and they were looking in his general direction. They must have seen him in his bright orange prison outfit.

He wondered what to do. If he broke into a run, he would reach his wood sooner, but that would tell the women that he knew he had been seen. He decided to just keep walking but at a faster pace and save his energy. He might need it.

He glanced behind occasionally as he walked. The women didn’t seem to be pursuing him. Jack became suspicious. Maybe there was road access to the wood he was heading towards. Maybe they had sent some militia to intercept him. Jack broke into a run. He would feel a lot happier when he was out of sight.

After 6 or 7 minutes, he made it into the wood. He then kept going but at a slow, careful pace. He wanted to make progress without making too much noise. He couldn’t see very far in the dense wood, but the sound of a twig snapping under his feet would carry a considerable distance.

He kept going for 20 minutes and then stopped for a rest and sat on a fallen tree trunk. He stayed absolutely quiet and listened.

He heard nothing for 15 minutes. But then just as he was about to get moving again, he heard something. It was a dog barking. He listened. It could be someone taking their dog for a walk.

But wait. It wasn’t one dog. It sounded like several, and they sounded excited. Were they tracking him with dogs? First the militia and now this. They seemed to be pulling out all the stops in their efforts to catch him.

Jack grabbed hold of some grass and wrenched it out of the ground. He held it up as high as he could and let go. He wanted to check the wind direction. On his course, they had told him to move downwind when being tracked by dogs, as this would mean his scent blowing away from his pursuers.

They had also advised him to run around in a circle a few times before setting off after a break, to create a scent mass. Apparently, this would spread scent in all directions and confuse the hounds and cause them to lose the trail.

It seemed a bit farfetched to Jack, but he figured it was worth a try, so he did it and then headed off roughly down wind. He tried to remember the other tips he had been given. Rolling around in mud was one, but Jack was cold and wet enough already and didn’t fancy doing that. And crossing water apparently always helped.

Walking through fields of sheep or cows was another, but that meant being exposed in a field and Jack preferred to stay out of sight in the woods.

He made off at a fast pace. After an hour, he realized that he couldn’t hear the dogs anymore but kept going anyway. He was starving. How long had he been on the run now? Jack figured it was just coming up to 3 days.

Tomorrow morning, it would be 4 days since he had last been given an antidote capsule. He hadn’t taken the last one, and he didn’t need them, but they didn’t know that. The effect of the antidote tailed off gradually. Four days was the absolute limit for survival. Three days was more likely. So, Jack presumed that after four days, they would assume that he had expired somewhere, unless he had somehow got into the space port and away. Either way, surely their efforts to find him would wind down. Jack decided to head back into town the next day. He would assess the chances of getting into the space port, but if that looked too difficult, he would have to find food. Maybe he could break into a shop or a residence.

Day 78

The following morning, Jack backtracked through the woods and headed back towards town. On the way, he had a long drink at a stream. But he hadn’t eaten for several days and all he could think about was food. He dreamed of a nice juicy steak, with onion rings, mushrooms and chips. And a lovely steak sauce.

Around midday, he could see the edge of town half a mile ahead, and the space port a mile further off to his left. He headed for the space port, pushing through the dense wood until he emerged just short of the boundary fence. There was the 10-yard-wide strip of land between the edge of the woods and the fence.

He quickly ducked back into the woods. A patrol was passing on the inside of the fence. He waited until they were safely past and then emerged once again.

Past the fence, he could see the hangars. He must be very close to the spot where he had climbed in last time. But things had changed. There was now coiled barbed wire along the top of the fence. Jack figured it was still climbable, but it would take a lot longer. You had to avoid getting snagged at all costs.

He ducked back again. Another patrol was coming past. Shit! That was barely 10 minutes. Jack didn’t know whether the regular patrols had been stepped up, or whether this was a temporary measure on his account. But either way, 10 minutes was barely long enough to scale the fence. But he had no choice. He had to go for it.

He waited for the patrol to go past and then waited one minute. Then he quickly made his way to the fence and began to climb. The first six feet was easy enough, but the overhang topped with the coiled barbed wire turned out to be almost impossible to get over.

Each time he moved, a barb, or usually several, snagged his clothes. He would then have to spend time pulling the barb clear. After five minutes, he decided it was taking too long and began to back down, but he was still getting snagged. In frustration, he tried to rip himself clear, but this just tore his clothes and still left him snagged.

He eventually pulled himself clear of the last barb, but too late.

“Hey you!”

The last patrol that had passed was now on its way back and had spotted him. Jack jumped the last four feet to the ground and rolled over.

“Halt! Stay where you are!”

The two women of the patrol had arrived a few feet away on the other side of the fence. Jack glanced at them. They were armed with pistols. He quickly picked himself up and rushed back into the woods, noting that one of the women was talking on her radio.

Jack pushed his way into the woods, trying to retrace his steps. He needed to hurry. He had to get well away before the militia arrived and cordoned the area off.

But then he froze. He heard a noise coming from up ahead. Surely, they hadn’t managed to get here already. Or did they have patrols in the woods as well? Jack hit the ground and lay still and listened. There was someone creeping about nearby.

Jack raised his head slowly. He wanted to see but didn’t want to make any noise. There it was again and it was getting nearer. Then he saw a shadow through the branches. He lay as flat as he could, hardly daring to breathe.

“Jack!”

Someone called his name. He turned to look.

“Jack, where are you? It’s Sue.”

Jack popped his head up in disbelief. Then he saw her.

“Sue! What are you doing here? How did you find me?”

“Your tracker of course.”

Sue had a device in her hand, which she now put away.

“You mean . . .”

“Yes, Jack. I’m your CIS contact. That wasn’t very wise, Jack, trying to break into the space port. Quickly, the militia will be here in no time. We’ve got maybe half an hour, tops. Follow me, I know my way around these woods.”

Jack stood up and used his hands to brush all the dead leaves and dirt of his clothes as best he could.

Then they hugged and kissed.

“Sue, I don’t know how to thank you.”

“There’s no time for that now. Let’s go.”

“Where are we going?”

“To the safe house. My place. It’s about 2 miles. I’ve been trying to make contact since you escaped. But it’s been difficult getting around especially in a car. The police set up roadblocks on every road out of town. Every vehicle was getting searched. And the militia have been doing sweeps throughout the nearby countryside.”

“Yes, I know, I barely avoided them on two occasions.”

“And your mug shot has been all over the news. There’s a big reward for sightings leading to your capture.”

They kept on through the woods as they talked.

“Has it calmed down now?”

“No, and that’s what’s so strange. They’re still looking. When was your last shot?”

“Over four days ago.”

“Just the regular stuff?”

“No, they were feeding me some new shit.”

“Oh. Maybe the new stuff has a longer lasting effect.”

“I guess that’s possible.”

They then came upon a well-trodden footpath through the woods.

“Wait here, Jack. I’ll go on ahead. Follow me at a distance. If you see me bend down to check my shoelaces, it means someone is coming. Probably a dog walker. If that happens, take cover off to the side and wait for me to come back for you.”

“Got it.”

They walked for another 15 minutes but didn’t encounter anyone. Then Sue stopped. Jack stopped and wondered what was happening, but Sue then waved him forward, so he carried on.

When he caught up with her, he saw that they had arrived at the end of a residential road. It had been built with later extension in mind, but for the time being, it just came to an abrupt end.

“This is my road. That’s my bungalow over there. The third one on the right.”

“How are we going to do this?”

“Well, you could hide here until it gets dark.”

“Or?”

“Or I could go on ahead and have a good look around and unlock the door. Then when I give you the signal, run as fast as you can and come straight in the front door.”

Jack was absolutely ravenous. He couldn’t bear the thought of waiting another 6 hours or so before getting something to eat.

“I’ll risk it. You go ahead, Sue.”

“Ok.”

Sue casually walked towards her front door, looking left and right to see if any neighbours were working in their front gardens or looking out of their front windows. When she got to the front door, she unlocked it and opened it and had one last look around. Then she waved.

Jack legged it. He ran as fast as he could. But just before he reached the front door, the door of the bungalow opposite opened and a woman stepped out, carrying some shopping bags.

Moments later, Jack was safely inside, but the woman was staring at Sue.

“Hi, Mary. How are you today? Are you off to do some shopping?”

“Hi, Sue. Yes, I’m off to the supermarket. Who was that?”

“I’ve got my younger sister visiting me today.”

“Oh. Ok.”

Sue closed the door and went into the lounge where Jack was sitting in an armchair.

“Did she see me?”

“Yes, but I told her you were my younger sister.”

“Did she buy it?”

“I don’t know. But she didn’t question it. So, did you manage to get a sample of antidote?”

Jack reached into his sock and retrieved the capsule.

“This is the very latest recipe. It’s not in general use yet, they were beta testing it on four of us.”

Sue took the capsule.

“Excellent. I’ll sneak this into the space port on my next shift and get it sent back to C1. Right. When did you last eat?”

“It’s been over four days. I’m ravenous.”

“Right, while I’m getting the dinner going, would you like to take a bath?”

“Great idea!”

Sue showed Jack where the bathroom was and got the water running.

“Dump your clothes in the laundry basket, Jack.”

Then Sue went to the kitchen.

Jack got into the hot bath and relaxed. He had four days of dirt and sweat to soak off. Soon, he could smell something cooking. Twenty minutes later, Sue knocked on the bathroom door.

“Serving in ten minutes, Jack.”

Jack got out of the bath, dried himself off, and put on a dressing gown that Sue had given him. Sue then put Jack’s dirty clothes into her washing machine and switched it on.

A few minutes later, Jack had a huge bowl of chicken casserole in front of him, and a plate of crusty buttered bread. A minute later, he also had a big mug of tea.

Sue watched as he ate. She had a smaller portion herself.

“Had you given up on me, Jack?”

“Not completely. But when I was surrounded by the militia, I realized you would have great difficulty making contact.”

“What were you planning to do at the space port?”

“I was assessing whether it would be possible to break in like last time. But it looks like security is a lot tighter now.”

“Yes, they’ve added barbed wire on top of the fence, and as a temporary measure, they’ve stepped up the number of patrols.”

“Yes, I saw. I was just about to head back to town when you turned up.”

“And do what?”

“I was thinking of looking for a likely place to break in and steal food.”

“Difficult, with the number of police patrols there are at the moment.”

“I had a backup plan. I could always . . .”

“Yes?”

“Well, males are in very short supply here. As a last resort, I was thinking of maybe knocking on a door and asking for a meal in exchange for, how can I put this, overnight services.”

Sue grinned.

“I think that was an excellent idea, Jack.”

“Do you think so, Sue?”

“Yes. And now that you’ve had your meal . . .”

“What?”

“Stand up, boy.”

Jack stood up. Sue pulled him close and gave him a long tongue kiss.

“Now that you’ve had your meal, and it’s getting dark, I think I could do with some overnight services.”

Sue took Jack by the hand and led him into her bedroom.

She took most of her clothes off, leaving on only a pair of thin, yellow panties that covered her pussy and arse crack but left her arse cheeks uncovered.

She crawled onto the bed and turned to face Jack who was standing just inside the door, still wearing the dressing gown that Sue had given him.

“Come here, Jack. And lose the dressing gown.”

Jack folded the dressing gown over a chair and approached the foot of the bed.

Sue crawled up to him. She opened her mouth and used her tongue to lift Jack’s limp cock up to the horizontal and then sucked it into her mouth.

“Mmmmm.”

Jack’s cock began to grow. Sue’s right hand came up and took control of the shaft while her lips gripped the end of the helmet and her tongue toyed with the head inside her mouth.

Jack could see over Sue’s head and his eyes fixed on her beautifully smooth, shiny, round butt cheeks that seemed to be enhanced by the thin yellow panties that neatly divided them. The view, together with the sensation of Sue’s lips sliding up and down his shaft, soon had his cock at its full 8 inches.

Sue alternated between sliding her lips up and down his hard man meat, and admiring it while wanking it with her right hand.

“Mmmm. Your cock’s so tasty, Jack. But I need to feel it in me.”

Sue turned around on the bed and faced the pillows, still on her hands and knees.

Jack reached out and placed a hand on her arse cheeks and gently slid it over the smooth, round surfaces.

Slap!

“Ow!”

Then he gave her right arse cheek a hard spank.

Jack spotted that her panties were tied at each side of her waist. He quickly untied both sides while Sue looked back at him, grinning. He then pulled the yellow panties away, revealing Sue’s arse crack and slit in all their glory.

He kneeled down on the floor. Sue knew what was coming, and giggled and then moved her arms out to her sides and let her head and chest lay directly on the bed. Her arse bulged out even rounder and her arse crack and slit parted slightly.

Jack pushed her legs apart slightly and moved in with his tongue extended. He made contact with her flaps and pushed past them into her pink slit. He then made long slow licks starting from her clit and moving up to her arse hole and then back again.

After licking up and down a few times, he concentrated on her slit. His mouth remained stationary, but his tongue rapidly flicked up and down her pink love valley.

“Oh my!”

After a few seconds, he moved his mouth up to her arse hole, his tongue all the while flicking up and down. Then he moved back down to her slit once again.

He then went to work on her clit. He surrounded it on all sides with his lips and sucked hard, trying to get it to come out and play. Then he used his tongue to flick it first one way and then the other.

“Oh yes, baby, yes.”

He then pressed his hands on both Sue’s arse cheeks and prised them apart. He admired her pink woman hole for a few seconds until his tongue could wait no longer. It dived in. Jack forced his face hard into her arse cheeks so that his tongue could reach into her hole as far as possible.

He then wiggled his tongue about in all directions.

“Oh, my god, yes.”

Jack then treated Sue to a delightful tongue fuck than lasted over a minute. Sue began to drip girl juice and Jack leaned in and tried to lick them up. But with Sue kneeling on the bed and Jack on the floor, he only managed to lick up a fraction.

To solve the problem, Jack turned over and got between Sue’s legs face up. He reached up and held onto her waist while his tongue homed in on her crack from below. His tongue dived straight into her woman hole once again. A few seconds of thrusting in and out was enough to turn her twat tonic tap full on.

“Aaaarrgh! Oh, my god. Yes.”

Jack detected a sudden increase in girl juice. He removed his tongue, opened his mouth wide and pressed his lips hard onto her pussy. He was just in time. A half second long squirt of woman wine shot out of Sue’s hole and straight into his mouth, followed shortly after by another and then a third.

He swilled the juice around in his mouth, savouring the flavour and then gulped it down.

“Oh, baby, put it in me. I need your man meat.”

Sue stayed where she was, but Jack wriggled out from under her and then climbed up onto the bed behind her, on his knees. He aimed his pork sword at her tight hole and slowly pushed all the way in. Then he took hold of both of her arse cheeks and began to pump.

He started with long, slow strokes, pulling his length out until he could see his bell end, and then pumping back in, balls deep. But as soon as he got used to the distance, he sped up, pumping at a much faster pace, his thighs making a slapping sound each time they slammed into Sue’s arse cheeks.

After a while he slowed down again. Then he took his hands off Sue’s arse and let them hang by his sides. He looked straight down at Sue’s butt. She had really nice, shiny round arse cheeks, with a neat round bum hole as their centre piece. And just below that was her tight woman hole. He loved watching his pork sword sliding smoothly in and out, like the piston on a well-oiled machine. It turned Jack on and made his cock even harder.

“Oh, baby, I want to ride you.”

Jack got onto the bed in Sue’s place. He ley on his back with his head on the pillows. Sue climbed on at the foot of the bed and crawled forward. She gave Jack a long tongue kiss and then got onto her knees astride his waist. She reached back and grabbed his meat missile and guided the warhead to the entrance to her love cave. Then she slowly lowered herself onto it, forcing it up into her quim.

Jack reached back and rested his hands on the tops of her arse cheeks. Sue then began to ride him, moving her hips up and down, which then made her minge slide up and down his hard length.

Jack could tell she was an experienced horse rider. She rode his cock the same way she rode a horse. She started off at a trot, her minge sliding gently up and down his length. She kept it up for a few minutes.

“Oh, this is nice.”

Then she broke into a canter. Her arse moved up and down in jerks and slapped hard onto his thighs on each downward stroke.

Finally, she was off at the gallop. She got up into a squat and her minge rammed up and down on Jack’s cock at full speed, but her arse rarely came all the way down to make contact with Jack’s body.

A few minutes of hard galloping was enough for Sue. She couldn’t hold out any longer.

“Oh my god, I’m coming.”

Sue paused at the top of a stroke, her minge barely holding onto Jack’s helmet. He could feel her quim alternately gripping and releasing his helmet as she came.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Sue leaned forward on Jack’s chest, motionless. Jack compensated by thrusting instead. He was also close and after 6 or 7 full length thrusts, he was on the vinegar strokes. He felt his balls fizzing and took his cock out and rested it in Sue’s arse crack. He managed just 2 seconds of arse crack fucking before his ball bag had had enough. It pumped out three long ropes of hot, sticky spunk which all landed on Sue’s back and began to trickle down and through her arse crack and onto Jack’s belly.

They both laid still in silence while they got their breath back.

“Oh, baby! That was wonderful. I so needed that.” said Sue after a while.

“You were marvellous, Sue.”

They both got up and rushed to the en-suite to take a shower, trying to get there before Jack’s splooge dribbled off onto the carpet. Then they got dried.

“Get in bed, Jack. I’ll make us some cocoa.”

“Thanks, Sue. Are you at work tomorrow?”

“Not until 6pm. Then I’m on overnight. I’ll be back the following morning.”




Chapter 11 - Recaptured

Day 79

Sue woke up at first light the next morning and turned over. She was startled when her hand touched another person. Then she remembered Jack. It was the first time she had woken up in the morning with a man in her bed for many years.

Her movement woke Jack, and he yawned and then turned to look at her.

“Oh, morning Sue.”

“Good morning, sleepy head. Fancy a quicky?”

Jack grinned and nodded. Sue disappeared under the sheets and got into position. A moment later, Jack felt a pair of soft lips grip his manhood, and within a minute, his rod had grown to its full 8 inches, and Sue was taking full advantage of it, her lips sliding smoothly up and down its length.

Jack relaxed and listened to the sounds of the morning. Birds were chirping, and car doors were opening and closing as the neighbours went to work. Jack moved his legs a bit further apart to give Sue better access. This was the life! After everything Jack had been through lately, he figured he deserved this.

Suddenly, there was a huge crash. Someone had smashed the front door in. Jack started to sit up but within seconds, a police officer burst into the bedroom.

“One male.” she shouted.

Jack heard other voices shouting “Clear” from different rooms around the house.

“Where’s Susan? Where’s the owner of this property, boy?”

Then she realized the lump under the blankets could not be explained by Jack’s posture alone. She grabbed the blanket and pulled it off, uncovering a shocked Sue.

“What’s the meaning of this?” demanded Sue.

“Stand up. You’re under arrest.”

Sue got off the bed, stood up and reached for a dressing gown and put it on.

“What for?” asked Sue.

“For harbouring a fugitive.” said the officer.

She glanced at Jack. His 8 inches of man meat was still standing straight up.

“Although, I can understand your motivation.”

Two other officers then entered the room.

“All the other rooms are clear, Debbie.” said the first.

Then she noticed Jack.

“Mmmmmm.”

“Come with me.” said one of the officers to Sue. “And bring your clothes.”

Sue left with the officer.

“Ok, boy. Stand up and face that wall. Place your hands behind your back.”

Debbie, who appeared to be in charge, had drawn her man-prod, so Jack obeyed without hesitation. He stood as close to the wall as his pork sword would allow.

“Cuff him, Mel.”

Jack felt the hand cuffs go on.

“Ok, let’s go.”

Jack was escorted outside, completely naked, past another officer and in full view of all the neighbours who were all watching to see what was going on. Jack was shoved into the back of one of the two police cars that were parked outside.

The driver and another officer then got in the front. They drove off, just as a third police car arrived.

A few minutes later, Jack was locked up in a cell in Freetown police station. He was left on his own for two hours. Then two officers arrived in front of his cell and one of them unlocked and opened it. The other officer handed Jack his clothes. The bright orange prison clothes that Sue had washed for him, and also his underwear and shoes.

“Get dressed, boy.”

He was then escorted to an interview room.

“Stand there and don’t move.”

After a few minutes, an officer arrived and sat behind the desk. Jack recognized her. It was Chief Madison who had interviewed him when he had first been captured.

“Right boy. Talk. I want to know everything that has happened and everywhere you have been since you escaped from Warden Layla’s house four days ago.”

Jack remained tight lipped.

“Talk boy!”

Jack stayed silent.

“Listen, boy. You’re not getting any more antidote until we get some answers.”

Jack looked up. This put him in a very awkward position. He didn’t need the antidote, but if he remained silent and they followed through with their threat to withhold it, they would soon realize that he was in fact immune.

As long as they didn’t know, Jack felt that sooner or later he would get another opportunity to escape. But if they found out, they would realize that just the lack of easily available antidote was not enough to keep Jack in check. They would step up their physical security measures, and he would be a prisoner for life. Plus, they would likely perform all sorts of intrusive test on him. Jack decided that he had to talk.

“Ok, I’ll talk.”

“Yes, I knew you would. Now, what were you up to? Where were you planning to go?”

“I just wanted to be free, Mistress. I saw the opportunity and took it.”

“But males can’t survive on this planet without the antidote. You know that, boy.”

“Yes, I know. I would have handed myself in.”

“When your supply of antidote ran out?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Really? You were seen trying to break into the space port. Who was that woman you were with, boy?”

“She told me her name was Sue and she works in the space port.”

“So, you were trying to meet up with her in the space port?”

“No, Mistress. I hadn’t even met her at that time.”

“So, what were you doing in her house, later?”

“I was starving, Mistress. So, I knocked on a door and begged for food.”

“So, she fed you in exchange for your services?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Why that house?”

“It was as good as any, Mistress.”

“So, you picked it at random?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

There was silence for a moment. Madison just stared at him.

“I don’t believe you, Jack. We searched the house. Guess what we found?”

“My spare capsule of antidote, Mistress?”

“Yes, that. But also, this.”

Madison opened a drawer and took a device out.

“Do you know what this is, boy?”

Jack saw that it was the device that Sue had been holding when she found him.

“It’s a tracking device. And it gives me a range and bearing. Let’s see.”

Madison switched it on.

“In front of me. About 3 yards. It’s found you, boy. You’ve got a tracking device implanted in you.”

Jack didn’t know what to say.

“Admit it boy, Sue is a CIS agent and so are you. Or, at the very least, you’re working for them. Come on boy, Sue has already admitted it.”

Jack couldn’t see any point denying the obvious.

“Yes, Mistress. I was working for the CIS.”

Madison grinned, satisfied with her progress so far and confident of more.

“So, what was your mission, boy? Sue has already confessed, but we want to hear it from you.”

“The mission was to smuggle a sample of antidote back to C1.”

“Good boy. We knew that.”

Jack felt a sense of relief. Now that he had told them what they wanted to know, he expected to be sent back to the prison. Then it was only a matter of waiting for an opportunity to escape again.

“Now, tell me where you got the antidote.”

Jack looked up, surprised. The capsule was clearly marked as 47-B. It was obviously a sample of Dr Sophie’s latest experimental recipe.

“It was one of the capsules that Dr Sophie gave me. I pretended to drink it, but in reality, I palmed it.”

“Yes, obviously. Only a small amount of 47-B has been created, and it’s all accounted for. So, you must have been surviving on the old stock. You must have taken a dose on the day you palmed the capsule of 47-B, and another 3 or 4 since then. Where did you get it, who supplied it to you and where have you hidden the remainder? We didn’t find any at the house.”

Shit! Jack hadn’t thought of that. He would have to pretend that he had a supplier. The alternative was to reveal that he was immune. He didn’t want that.

“I’m sorry, Mistress, but I’m not prepared to betray my supplier.”

“Let me remind you of what I said earlier, boy. You won’t be getting any more antidote until we get satisfactory answers. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“So, are you going to tell me the name of your supplier or not?”

Jack remained silent.

“Very well. Take him back to his cell.”

Jack was worried. He couldn’t tell them his supplier since he didn’t have one. And he didn’t want them to know he was immune. But if they went through with their threat of not giving him any more antidote, it would soon be obvious. He had to escape again, and quickly.

Later that day, Governor Riley called a meeting. Also present were Chief Madison, Major Chloe, Dr Sophie and Warden Layla.

Governor Riley opened the meeting.

“Well done everyone. You got him. It was a great effort from all involved. So, Madison, what do we know?”

“He was working for the CIS. We got a tip off from a neighbour and raided a house and found him. The woman who lived there was his handler and a CIS agent. We arrested her as well.”

“So, what was their mission?”

“They wanted to smuggle a sample of antidote back to C1. I guess to evaluate it and maybe produce it themselves.”

Major Chloe spoke up.

“If they manage to do that, there’s nothing to stop them invading and taking over. The militia is no match for their marines.”

“A lucky escape then. But they are apparently aware that a working antidote has been produced. Dr Sophie, what’s the latest on 47-B?”

“All good, Governor. It seems to be working just as we expected. It lasts 3 times longer than the old 46-A, and the obedience urge is much more powerful. We need another week or two to complete the tests, and then, if no problems have emerged, we can begin mass production.”

“Good. We’ll plan on making the announcement in 4 weeks. I’m confident we’ll have plenty of applications. Once the gynarchy is up and running with a large population of obedient males, there won’t be a lot that C1 can do about it. Anything else?”

“Yes, Governor.” said Madison. “We now know how the boy, 212, got hold of a capsule of 47-B. He palmed a dose that he was meant to take. But if he palmed it, he must have taken something else instead. He must have had a stock of the old 46-A. We don’t know where he got it from. He must have a supplier. Someone working in the government. Someone with security clearance. Someone who had access to him or at least was able to leave it where he would be able to collect it.”

“We need to find out who it is. And quickly. We can’t have a traitor in our midst.”

“We’ve questioned the boy, but he refused to talk. We told him he’s not getting any more antidote until we get answers, and we’ve left him to think about that.”

“How long will he last if you did that?”

“He’s young and healthy and very fit, so he’ll probably last longer than most. We gave him a dose this morning, so he’s probably got three days, maybe four at the outside.”

“If he’s as obstinate as you say, he might call your bluff thinking that you won’t actually let him die. Because if he dies, we’ve found out nothing.”

“Maybe, but he’ll talk in the end. They always do.”

“But that could be three days or more. That’s too long.”

Riley was deep in thought.

“Withhold the antidote. But have a go at beating the information out of him in the meantime. We need answers, and quickly.”

“Very well, we’ll get the girls on to it straight away.”

Later that afternoon, Chief Madison and two other officers appeared in front of Jack’s cell. Jack recognized the officers from the raid on Sue’s house. One of the officers was holding a man-prod. The other opened the cell door and entered with a pair of handcuffs.

Jack turned and faced the wall and held his hands behind his back.

“Turn around, boy.”

Jack turned and faced the officer and she cuffed his hands in front.

“This way, boy.” said Madison.

Jack followed Chief Madison and the other officers followed him., He figured he was off for another interrogation. Sure enough, Madison led him to an interview room. There were the usual desk and chair, but the chair had been moved off to the side. Three canes had been placed on the desk. Jack guessed he was in for a beating.

Madison picked up the canes.

“Lean over the desk, boy.”

Jack did so.

“Further. That’s it.”

Someone then fixed some leg shackles to Jack’s ankles. And then, a rope was looped around the leg shackles and handcuffs and pulled tight and tied. Jack found himself fixed to the desk. The next moment, someone pulled his trousers down, followed by his underpants.

“Right, boy. We’re going to discuss your supplier again. Who is she, boy? Talk! If you don’t tell us, we’re going to cane your ass so hard you won’t be able to sit down for a month.”

“Shit!” thought Jack. Maybe their plan to withhold the antidote was just a bluff. But a severe caning was hardly an improvement.

“Talk, Jack. Where did you get your stock of 46-A?”

“46-A, Mistress?”

“The old type of antidote, boy. Where did you get it? Who gave it to you?”

Jack didn’t speak.

Chief Madison sat down in the office chair and nodded to one of her officers.

“Ok, Debbie, give him ten.”

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

“Aaaaaargh!”

Debbie gave Jack’s arse 10 hard whacks with a cane. It was painful and Jack cried out.

“Who was it, Jack?”

Madison waited 5 seconds for Jack to reply, but when he didn’t, she nodded at Debbie.

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

“Aaaaaargh!”

“Talk boy. You don’t need to suffer like this.”

Nothing.

“Mel, you have a go.”

“Yes, Chief.”

Mel looked nervous.

“What do I do? I’ve never done this before.”

“Just whack his arse as hard as you can, Mel.” said Debbie. “Aim for his hole but it doesn’t really matter where you hit.”

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

“Aaaaaargh!”

“Excellent, Mel.” said Debbie.

“Well, boy? Are you going to talk? No? Give him ten more, Mel.”

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

“Aaaaaargh!”

Mel grinned.

“Hey, this is fun.”

“Come on boy. Talk to us. You don’t need to suffer like this.”

Jack just quietly sobbed.

“Stand aside, Mel.”

Chief Madison picked up a cane herself.

Swish! Thwack. “Aaaaaargh!”

She went for brute force rather than a rapid assault.

Swish! Thwack. Snap.

The cane broke and part of it went spinning across the room. She picked up another and put absolutely everything into the stroke.

Swish! Thwack. “Aaaaaargh!”

Jack screamed out loud and then began sobbing.

“Talk to me, boy.”

Madison paused, but Jack showed no sign of wanting to speak.

Swish! Thwack. “Aaaaaargh!”

“Please, Mistress, no more.”

“Are you ready to talk, then?”

“Jack nodded.”

Madison grinned at the other two officers and then went around the desk to Jack’s head. She grabbed his hair and lifted his head up.

Meanwhile, Jack’s mind was racing as he tried to come up with something.

“Well, boy? What have you got to say? Who supplied you with 46-A?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

“What do you mean?”

“I never met her.”

“How did you get your stock then?”

“It was left for me in a prearranged place.”

“Where?”

“In the dairy.”

“Where in the dairy?”

“Under the table where we put our clothes.”

Chief Madison and her two officers had a talk, but Jack couldn’t hear what was said. Then, Jack realized he was being released. He pulled his underpants and trousers back up and the officers then took him back to his cell.

Jack took his trousers and underpants off again and laid face down on his mattress and tried to rest.

Day 80

The next morning, Chief Madison appeared in front of Jack’s cell. With her was Officer Debbie and also Dr Sophie.

“Stand up, boy. Strip off and then face the wall.” commanded Madison.

Jack did so and held his hands behind his back, expecting to be handcuffed.

“Hands by your sides.”

It was Dr Sophie’s voice. He felt her touch the welts on his arse. She appeared to be examining him. After a while, she went back out of the cell and conferred with Madison.

“Well?” asked Madison.

“He’s badly welted. He can take another beating, but not as much as you gave him yesterday.”

“Hmmm. That’s not much good. If yesterday’s beating didn’t make him talk, I can’t see a lesser beating today doing the job.”

“Well, his arse needs a few days before its ready for another full-scale assault.”

“Fine. Ok, thanks for looking in Dr Sophie.”

“No problem, Chief.”

Dr Sophie went away.

“Turn around, boy, and listen up. We’ve looked into your story, and it doesn’t hold up. You’ve only been used in the dairy one time. Susan was first in and she didn’t see anything under the table. And Ms Millie had a tidy up and swept the room before you arrived and swears there was nothing under the table. You lied to us boy.”

Jack said nothing.

“Now, we want the truth. You’ll get no more antidote and no food until we get answers. If you don’t talk, you’ll die. It’s up to you.”

Jack wondered if it was a bluff. He figured most males would hold out for a while but talk in the end. Would they really withhold the antidote until a boy died? If he didn’t talk and they withheld the antidote long enough, they would realize he was immune.

He wondered if he could simulate the symptoms and pretend to get worse and worse over time. Maybe they would then relent and give him the antidote. But he wasn’t sure what the symptoms were exactly. He just had a vague presumption that it must involve shortness of breath and tiredness.

Day 82

Two days later, Chief Madison and Dr Val, a local doctor that the police used, arrived at his cell. Jack was laying on his mattress, trying to look poorly. Dr Val hadn’t been told that Jack’s antidote was being withheld.

“This is the boy, Val. He’s been feeling poorly since yesterday.” said Madison.

Madison unlocked the cell and nodded at Dr Val who went in and examined him. She took his pulse and then listened to his internal sounds using a stethoscope. She spent quite a while on him,

“So, what do you think, doctor? How is he?” asked Chief Madison.

“You know what? I think he’s fine. All his vital signs are perfectly normal. I think he’s pretending to be poorly, no doubt to get a day off work. I can’t find anything wrong with him at all.”

Day 83

The next day, Chief Madison brought Dr Sophie from the research lab with her. As soon as Jack saw them, he put on his poorly act and tried to breathe short rapid breaths.

Madison looked at him.

“You don’t look well, boy. And you’ll get worse every day. It doesn’t have to be like this, boy. Tell us what we want to know, and it will all be over. We’ll give you antidote and a nice big juicy steak. Come on boy, it’s not worth dying over.”

Jack just groaned.

Dr Sophie entered the cell and gave Jack a thorough examination.

“Are you sure he hasn’t been getting any antidote?”

“Of course. Why do you ask?”

“There’s nothing wrong with him. He seems perfectly normal. The virus doesn’t seem to have affected him so far.”

“Well, that’s strange. Well, let’s see what he’s like tomorrow.”

Day 87

Four days later, another government meeting was held. It had been requested by Dr Sophie. In addition to Governor Riley and Dr Sophie, Chief Madison, Major Chloe and Warden Layla were also present.

“Thanks for coming in, ladies.” began Governor Riley. “Dr Sophie has requested this meeting to discuss a remarkable but worrying discovery. Carry on, Dr Sophie.”

“Thank you, Governor. We have a male in our possession, 212, also known as Jack, who has immunity from the virus.”

There were gasps from Major Chloe and Warden Layla. The Governor and Chief Madison already knew.

Chief Madison spoke.

“This means there’s good news and bad news. The good news is, we don’t have a traitor in our midst. 212 never had an antidote supplier. Because he didn’t need one.”

“What’s the bad news?” asked Warden Layla.

Dr Sophie answered:

“As soon as we suspected the boy was immune, we did a full range of tests on him. His immunity is a side effect of his extremely rare blood group, Rh-Null. Only about 1 in 6 million people have it.”

“How is that bad news?” asked Major Chloe. “There are only about 2,500 people on Caeruleus 2 and less than 50,000 on Caeruleus 1. With those numbers, the chances of there being any others with that blood group are extremely remote.”

“True, but it’s not the blood group itself that’s the issue. It’s what it reveals about how the virus works. Our researchers have now realized that a permanent cure is easily possible.”

“A permanent cure?”

“Yes. Just one injection and you’re sorted for all time. We reckon we could produce such a cure within a month.”

“Shit! If Caeruleus 1 get hold of this information . . .” began Warden Layla

“We think they already know. About his immunity at least.” said Governor Riley.

“What do you mean? How?”

“C1 tipped us off about this boy when he landed on our planet in an escape pod. They said he was a crew member who had bailed out from a damaged pirate ship, but that’s clearly just a cover story. We now know he was working for CIS. He might even be a CIS agent himself. He was sent to try to get hold of a sample of our antidote. He was obviously chosen for the mission because of his immunity.”

“Shit!” said Warden Layla.

“There’s one crumb of comfort.” said Governor Riley.

“If they had worked out how to produce a permanent cure, they wouldn’t be interested in our antidote.”

“So, we think they know he’s immune, but they haven’t figured out why?” asked Warden Layla.

Dr Sophie replied.

“I find it hard to believe that they wouldn’t have carried out a battery of tests on him, just as we have. They must have discovered his rare blood group. It’s only a matter of time before they realize it’s significance, if they haven’t already, and put two and two together and start work on a permanent cure. They don’t have the advantage of being able to do real life trials like we can, but they have more advanced facilities than we have. So, if they started looking into it Around the time that 212 arrived on C2, they could have a cure ready to go around about, well, now.”

“So, what do we do about it?” asked Warden Layla.

“We begin Operation Pilgrim immediately. We’ll start mass production of 47-B. We’ll announce that the virus has been defeated and invite applications from male immigrants with free antidote supplies for all.”

“Our settler program will provide free land for males, with or without a partner, who can prove they have sufficient funds to develop their allocation. And the partner program will allow single males in if they can find a resident female sponsor.”

“So, the idea is to get the males in and dependent on 47-B and thus obedient to females before C1 can come up with a permanent cure that doesn’t have the obedience element in it?” asked Chief Madison.

“Exactly.” replied Riley. “And let’s not take any chances. We have no idea how far advanced C1 might be. Major Chloe, put the militia on stand-by just in case.”

“Yes, Governor.”

“What about 212?” asked Chief Madison.

“Hand him over to Layla. Layla, lock him up tight. Solitary.”

“He’s a risk. As you say, C1 might already have figured out his significance, but if they haven’t, it might be wise to bump him off.”

“Good point. But hang fire for the moment, Layla.”

“Yes, Governor.”

The announcements were made. There was great excitement on C2 at the thought of getting the men back, and most of the women enrolled as potential sponsors. This meant they would be able to choose a partner from the list of male applications on a web site. The first few males appeared on the site within hours, although selections would not begin for another week.

Day 88

The next morning, Jack was removed from his cramped cell in Dr Sophie’s research lab and taken to one of the C-Block solitary confinement cells. They now knew he was immune. There was no more information they wanted from him, so no more beatings.

Warden Layla brought him his breakfast. Jack was surprised.

“212, you will be going on trial next month for espionage. I advise you to make a full confession. If you do, your conviction for piracy will be quashed.”

“What is my sentence likely to be, Warden Layla?”

“It will almost certainly be life imprisonment, 212.”

“So, there’s no difference then.”

“It will be life imprisonment only. It will no longer include weekly punishment.”

“Well, that’s something. Why am I being held in solitary confinement, Warden?”

“For security reasons, 212. B-Block isn’t as secure as C-Block because – well, it just isn’t.”

Jack knew the reason. B-Block wasn’t as secure because it didn’t need to be. The prisoners there were all under the influence of the obedience drug.

“How long will I be in solitary, Warden?”

“It’s hard to say at the present time.”

Warden Layla didn’t want to tell him the truth. That it was until they felt the time was right to bump him off. She went away.

Guardess Nancy then arrived with his breakfast.  She wasn’t privy to the high-level discussions and didn’t know why he was in solitary. She felt sorry for him and tried to cheer Jack up.

Jack told her he was being charged with espionage.

“Don’t despair, 212. That would make you a political prisoner. There’s a very good chance that at some point you will be exchanged with a prisoner being held on C1.”

“Is there any one being held in A-Block, Mistress?”

“In the female wing? No. Why do you ask?”

“I just wondered.”

Jack wondered what they had done with Sue. Had they deported her? He doubted it. More likely they were holding her at the police station, to save the cost of opening B-Block for just one inmate.

Jack was getting depressed. Now that they knew he didn’t need their antidote, and they had figured out that their obedience drug had minimal effect on him, they were keeping a much closer watch on him. He chances of escape had massively diminished.

Was this his lot now, solitary confinement with the vague hope that he might at some point in the future be exchanged?

But in fact, at that very moment, a small scout ship had just landed on a remote area of Caeruleus 2, only 20 miles from Jack’s abandoned K-class ship. On board, were 2 crew members, a medical team, and 3 volunteers.

After landing, the volunteers disembarked through an air lock and made camp a few hundred yards from the ship. They were guinea pigs who had been given an experimental new drug that had just been developed. Their mission was simply to stay outside for a week and perform a series of daily exercises that the medical team had come up with. Every evening, they re-entered the ship for a quick health check before returning to their camp.

The government on Caeruleus 1 was kept up to date on the evaluations each day. A week later, they finally re-embarked for good and the ship took off and returned home.




Chapter 12 – The Invasion

Day 98

One morning, a few days after the scout ship had left Caeruleus 2, Officer Wendy was on duty at the customs desk at Freetown space port. A C-class freighter was due in that morning. She looked out of the window when she heard the engine noise. There it was. It landed in front of hangar 1 and then taxied in.

Wendy monitored its progress. When it was safely inside, she pressed a button on her control panel to close the airtight hangar door. Then she pressed the button to recirculate the air. She waited an hour as per regulations and then pressed the button to open the internal door to hangar 1.

The crew came out of their ship. Three headed straight to the safe zone facilities, while the captain came to Wendy’s office to complete the paperwork. Everything was in order, and Wendy ordered the droids to begin unloading the cargo and then load the few items that were being shipped back to C2.

The captain then went off to join his crew who were now most likely settled into the bar with a pint of beer each.

Wendy got herself a cup of coffee and then sat down at her desk to catch up on some paperwork. But then she heard more engine noises.

She looked out of the window and sure enough, another ship was approaching. Odd. No more ships were due today. It was quite a large ship of a type she did not recognize. Then to her amazement, she saw a second and then a third.

Then, to her horror, she realized that the ships were landing in disused bays 5, 6 and 7.

Wendy made a call to security.

“Hello? Miranda? Three ships have just landed in the disused bays. What’s going on?”

“I don’t know. Wait. What the fuck?”

But then the line was cut.

Wendy returned to the window to look out and a moment later she was joined by the chef from the kitchen and then by the bar maid and the crew from the C-class ship.

“What’s going on?” asked Clare from the bar.

“I don’t know. Three ships have just landed in the disused bays.”

The captain of the C-class had a good look.

“They’re L-class Navy transport ships from C1. What the hell’s going on?”

Just then, a buzzer sounded. Wendy checked her control panel.

“Someone’s opened the outer door of the air lock. It must be Miranda.”

They all walked over to the inner door of the air lock. After a short time, it opened and Miranda stepped through.

“Miranda, what’s . . .”

Wendy stopped when she saw that Miranda wasn’t alone. A dozen males in military uniform followed her out.

“What’s going on? Who are you?”

“Captain Reynolds of the Caeruleus Marines. Who are you?”

“Wendy. Customs officer.”

“Who else is here, Wendy?”

Wendy had a quick look around.

“This is everybody. But there are also about a dozen worker droids. They’re busy in hangar 1 unloading a C-class ship.”

“Fine.”

Captain Reynolds sent some of his men off to double check.

“What’s going on, Captain?”

“Caeruleus 2 is taking over the planet.”

“But what about the . . . “

“Don’t worry about it. We’ve all been vaccinated. We’ve already taken Ginsburg, and right about now, the government here in Freetown will be getting an ultimatum.”

At that very moment, Governor Riley was waiting to open a hastily convened emergency meeting. With her was Warden Layla and Dr Sophie. They were still waiting for Chief Madison and Major Chloe.

“Ladies, we’ve just received an ultimatum demanding the surrender of Freetown to the armed forces of Caeruleus 2. They claim to have already taken Ginsburg and also the space port here in Freetown.”

Layla and Sophie were shocked.

“But how?” asked Layla.

“They claim they have developed a permanent vaccine. We feared it might happen and it looks like it has.”

Just then, Chief Maddison arrived.

“It’s true, Riley. We’ve not been able to get through to the space port, so I sent a patrol. The front gate is manned by marines, and our patrol was turned away at gun point.”

Then Major Chloe arrived.

“What’s the news from Ginsburg, Chloe?”

“I got through to Lieutenant Janet, she said they were surrounded and outnumbered, and the mayor was negotiating surrender terms as we spoke.”

“What do you think we should do?”

“Well, I’ve already ordered the mobilization of the Freetown militia. We’ve got nearly 250 troops available. They won’t get in without a fight.

“Do we know how many they are?” asked Dr Sophie.

“We’ve had reliable reports that 3 L-class transport ships landed at the space port.” said Chief Maddison.

“They can carry a crew of 4 and 24 marines with their equipment.” added Major Chloe. So, 72 marines. It’s 250 against 84 if you include their crew. Plus, they might send a few more up from Ginsburg.”

“More may be on the way.” said Dr Sophie.

“Or maybe not.” said Governor Riley. “They’ve probably rushed this mission in response to our announcement. They may not be fully ready. Perhaps they’ve sent the maximum number they can with the amount of vaccine they’ve produced so far.”

“Yes, that’s possible.” said Dr Sophie.

“Ok, we’ll reject their ultimatum. Major Chloe, tell your girls to resist with full force. We’ll demand their marines leave. Instead, they need to send representatives to negotiate a compromise.”

“Very good, Governor.”

Meanwhile, the Freetown militia had set up roadblocks and defensive positions on the five approach roads. They had stationed 50 troops on the roads from the space port and from Ginsburg and 25 on the other three. They had also set up two mobile response squads of 25 troops equipped with a truck each, and there were another 25 stationed at militia HQ.

On the roadblock on the space port road, there was confusion and speculation as to what was going on. Some said pirates had landed and taken over the space port and were either planning to sack Freetown or maybe to break comrades out of the prison. Others thought the whole thing was just an exercise.

Lieutenant Leonora, commander of the detachment at that roadblock, received instructions via radio, and passed them on to her troops.

“Listen up, everyone. The enemy is in possession of the space port. It is believed they will attack us at some point. We are to resist with all means at our disposal. Good luck, girls. Stay focussed.”

Leonora had 50 troops under command, comprising two 3-girl heavy machine gun teams, 40 rifle troops and a 4-girl medical team. All were part time volunteers, and none had been in action before other than rounding up downed pirates.

In fact, the militia’s main purpose was to defend against pirate incursions, which were theoretically possible if breathing gear was worn, or in the unlikely event that the pirates somehow discovered and then got hold of stocks of antidote.

“Just let them try it. We’ll mow them down like grass.” said Trooper Holly as she lay prone behind her machine gun.

Nothing happened for two hours, but then they heard the sound of vehicles.

“Everyone to your positions.” shouted Leonora. “Get ready to fire but wait for my command.”

Lieutenant Leonora took cover behind the roadblock. Beside her was her second in command, Sergeant Imogen.

A truck appeared in the distance, driving quite slowly. Leonora looked through her binoculars.

“It’s a space port delivery truck. And there’s another behind it. Two trucks.” she said.

“Yes, but who’s driving them? Can you make them out?”

“Not yet. But whoever it is, they’ve slowed down. They must have seen us.”

The trucks kept coming but slowly.

“I don’t want them getting too close.” said Leonora.

“Holly! Fire a burst over their heads.”

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

Brrrrrrrrrrrr.

Holly fired a short burst and the truck drivers slammed on the brakes and the trucks came to a halt.

“That did the trick.” commented Leonora.

Nothing happened for nearly a minute. Then a door on each truck swung open, and two people got out and walked to the front of the lead truck and stood still, as if discussing what to do. Then one of them held a white handkerchief high in the air.  They began slowly walking towards the roadblock.

“Keep them covered but don’t fire!” yelled Leonora.

She had another look through her binoculars.

“They’re both males. And they appear to be wearing uniforms.”

Several nearby troopers overheard Leonora, and the news that two males were approaching them, apparently undaunted by the man-germ, quickly spread.

“They’re both armed. They’ve got pistols.”

When they got closer, Leonora stood up and walked out in front of the roadblock. Imogen went with her.

“That’s far enough. I am Lieutenant Leonora and this is Sergeant Imogen. We are members of the Freetown Militia. Who are you?”

“I’m Captain Reynolds of the Caeruleus Marine Corps. And this is Sergeant Smith.”

Leonora and Imogen were gobsmacked.

“But how . . . what about the man-germ?”

“We’re vaccinated. We’re effectively immune. It’s over girls, the men are coming back.”

“We’ve been ordered to resist.”

“Yes, I know.”

“Sergeant Imogen, get on the radio and tell them that the force that landed is in fact the Caeruleus Marines and they have made contact. Ask for instructions.”

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

Imogen walked some distance to the side so that her conversation would not be overheard. Then she came back.

“Major Chloe said we are to arrest these two and then resist with all means at our disposal.”

Several troops aimed their rifles at the guys, but at the same time a murmur went around the troops. There was clearly some unrest.

Those troops who could hear what was going on spread the news to those who couldn’t. Soon everyone was discussing the unexpected situation. Holly was the first to voice it.

“Lieutenant Reynolds, permission to speak.”

“Go ahead, Holly.”

“We didn’t volunteer for the militia to fight against Caeruleus 1. It was to protect the town against possible pirate raids.”

There were lots of voices in agreement.

“We want the men back, don’t we?”

There was a chorus of voices in agreement.

“So, why are we proposing to fight them?”

Leonora spoke again.

“Captain Reynolds, the government has already invited males to apply for immigration. So, why are you here? Why has your government sent you?”

“Your government wants to set up a gynarchy. Any men that come back under your government’s scheme will have to use government issue antidote which also contains an obedience drug. We’re here to pre-empt that. Our researchers have developed a vaccine that is a one-time cure with no side effects.”

Leonora was shocked.

“Can you prove that?”

“I can.”

Most of the militia girls were now discussing the situation amongst themselves. Leonora realized she was losing control. She would have to make a decision, and quickly.

“What’s your mission if we let you pass?”

“I’ve got 60 troopers with me. There’s 10 more at the space port. My mission is to arrest certain members of the colony administration and then set up a provisional government.”

Lieutenant Leonora made up her mind.

“Girls! Everyone back to the barracks.”

“Imogen. Send runners to the other roadblocks. They are to tell them that Caeruleus Marines have landed and have been allowed into town.”

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

Captain Reynolds waved to his truck. Both trucks quickly drove up.

Sergeant Smith gave instructions, and 60 marines jumped out of the trucks and set to work dismantling the roadblock.

The militia girls stood wide eyed and open mouthed. They had never seen so many fit, handsome males before. Most of them stood around watching, grinning and smiling each time they caught the eye of one of them, until eventually the marines reboarded their trucks. The militia then began to make their way back to their barracks to get changed and go home.

“Lieutenant Leonora. Would you like to come with me?”

“What for, Captain Reynolds?”

“As I said, we intend to set up a provisional government. It will consist of myself, two civilian officials who are currently waiting at the space port, plus three trusted locals who were not involved in the gynarchy plan. I would like you to be on the team.”

“Very well, Captain Reynolds.”

Day 99

The next morning, Sergeant Smith arrived at Freetown prison and conferred with former Guardess Ellie, who had been appointed warden that very morning as a replacement for Layla.

“Good morning, Warden. Captain Reynolds would like a list of your inmates please, together with their convictions and their sentences.

“Certainly, Sergeant.”

Sergeant Smith looked through the list.

“I see A-Block is completely empty. Why is that?”

“A-Block is the female wing, Captain. There are no female inmates at the moment.”

“I see you’ve got 14 in B-Block, all convicted of piracy, and one more currently in solitary, also piracy.”

“That’s right. What should we do with them?”

“I think the government has plans to review their sentences and maybe transfer them to the prison on Caeruleus 1 and close this place, but that’s in the future. For the time being, keep them locked up here.”

“Ok, Captain.”

Later that day, Warden Ellie and Guardess Nancy appeared at Jack’s cell.

“Stand up. Face the wall. Hands behind your back.”

Nancy opened the cell and handcuffed Jack.

“I don’t know why Warden Layla had you moved to solitary, 212, but I’m moving you back to B-Block.”

Jack was relieved.

“Thank you, Guardess.”

“It’s Warden, 212.”

Jack was surprised but made no comment. A few minutes later, he was back in his old cell, B-3.

He was surprised to find all the guys still in the cell block. None had been sent out on work gangs.

“Jack! You’re back. We heard you had escaped. What’s going on?”

It was Micky.

“Hi, Micky. I got recaptured. After being interrogated, I was brought back here, but they’ve had me in solitary in C-Block.”

“No, I mean what’s going on in town?”

“What do you mean? Everything seemed normal while I was on the run.”

“There are all kinds of rumours. We think there may have been some kind of power struggle. Maybe even a coup. They say Warden Layla has been arrested, and Ellie is now the warden.”

“Yes, Ellie is now the warden, but other than that, I don’t know anything. What have you heard?”

“Everything was normal until yesterday morning. Four guys were sent off to the dairy and the rest of us were just about to set off to join a road gang when all of a sudden, they changed their minds and we were all ushered back inside and locked in our cells.”

“Why?”

“We don’t know. It’s obvious something was going on but they wouldn’t tell us anything. Then this morning, there’s been no dairy allocation and no road gang.”

Just then Guardesses Mila, Ruby and Susan arrived in the cell block.

“208, 209 and 212. Punishment. Strip and then out.”

Jack stripped naked and stepped out into the corridor.

“Turn. Walk.”

Jack and the other two guys made their way to the punishment block. Jack remembered he had a court case coming up. He would make a full confession and get his piracy conviction quashed. Then maybe they would leave his arse alone.

“Right, get on the caning horses.”

They all leaned on and a short time later they were all strapped firmly in position.

“Begin.” commanded Mila.

Swish Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaargh!”

The guardesses each delivered 10 rapid full-strength whacks on their allotted arse and then paused for a moment to check the colour.

“Wait!”

The guardesses all turned to find Warden Ellie standing in the doorway.

“Release 212.”

“Yes, Warden.”

Guardess Ruby, who had been whacking Jack’s arse, unfastened the waist belt and released the shackles.

“Come with me, 212. Carry on, girls.”

Jack followed the warden out of the room. As he followed her along the corridor, he heard sounds coming from the room he had just left.

Swish Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

Jack was surprised when Ellie took him to his cell and told him to get dressed. He was even more surprised when he saw the clothes on his mattress. Not his orange prison clothes, but the civilian clothes he had been wearing when he was captured.

He got dressed and then Ellie led him through the inner and outer doors and out of B-Block. They crossed the courtyard and Jack realized she was taking him to her office.

He wondered what was going on. Maybe his new trial had been brought forward. But when he entered the warden’s office, he was stunned.

“Ah, there you are Jack! Great to see you again.”

It was Agent Daniel from the CIS.

“Dan! But I don’t understand. What are you doing here? What’s going on?”

“It’s over, Jack. The marines are in town. A provisional government is running Freetown now. I’m sorry nobody came to get you yesterday. I came straight here as soon as I arrived from C1. Anyway, you’re free now.”

Jack looked at Warden Ellie.

“Yes, it’s true. You’re free to go, Jack. I’m sorry, I didn’t realize you were a CIS agent. Your file just says you were arrested for piracy.”

“Yes, that was my cover story. No hard feelings, Ellie.”

They shook hands.

“Come on Jack, let’s get out of here.”

They went outside and got into a scout car that Dan had borrowed. It had “Militia” marked on it. Dan headed back into town.

“So, have you all taken antidote, or what?” asked Jack. “Did Sue manage to get the sample back to you after all?”

“No, but we didn’t need it. When our research scientists looked into why your blood group gave you immunity, they realized they could create the same effect using a vaccine. They developed it in record time and then sent a team to a remote part of C2 to test it.  Then, when the administration here on C2 announced that the antidote was ready and invited immigration applications, we knew we had to act fast. We quickly assembled an invasion force and here we are. We’ve all been inoculated. It’s one shot and it’s permanent.”

“So, my mission wasn’t really necessary then?”

“Maybe it was. I assume they discovered your blood group?”

“Yes.”

“We thought so. We figured they had discovered it and had realized the potential for a permanent vaccine the same as we had, and that caused them to rush their immigration scheme before they were really ready. So, you probably did help but not in the way we expected.”

“That’s good to know.”

“So, what are you going to do now then, Jack?”

“I don’t know. Back to Caeruleus 1, I guess.”

They stopped at Militia HQ in town where the CIS now had an office. Jack was given a CIS identity card.

“If you want to head back, just head to the space port when you’re ready. There are military ships coming and going all the time. Just show your ID and they’ll give you a ride. In the meantime, we’ve commandeered several hotels in town, and you can get a room there if you need to.”

“Thanks. But I just want to get out of here.”

Jack decided to get something to eat, but all the bars and restaurants were packed. Then he remembered the bar in the safe zone. He decided to head for the space port, arrange a ride back to C1, and then while he was waiting, he would have a meal in the bar.

There was a lot to take in, and Jack was feeling overwhelmed. He decided a walk in the fresh air would do him good and set off for the space port which was 2 miles away. Half an hour later, he arrived at the gate, which was manned by two women of port security.

For a moment, Jack felt nervous, but then he realized he had nothing to fear. He showed his CIS pass and was allowed in. He went in through the outer and inner doors of the airlock which were now wedged open.

The port was busy. There were three L-Class military transports as well as a civilian C-Class in the hangars and standing in the bays. Jack went up to the customs desk.

“Hi, I’m Officer Wendy, can I help you?”

Jack showed his CIS identity card.

“I’m looking for a ride back to C1 on one of those L-Class ships.”

“Oh. I’m only handling civilian cargo. I have no involvement with those military ships. You’ll have to speak to the captains yourself. You’ll probably find them or their crew in the bar.”

“Ok, thanks.”

Jack made his way to the bar and looked around. He had never seen it so busy. But before he could decide who to speak to, he heard a familiar voice.

“Jack!”

He turned around.

“Sue!”

Jack’s heart fluttered as he took Sue into his arms and hugged and kissed her.

“Sue, what are you doing here.”

“Working. It’s all hands on deck. I’ve never seen it so busy.”

“I meant, what happened to you after you were arrested.”

“I was interrogated. It was obvious that I was a CIS agent, so I admitted it.”

“Where did they lock you up? You weren’t at Freetown prison.”

“No. They kept me at the police station for a few days and then I was tagged and placed under house arrest.”

“They let you go home?”

“Yes. But I had to check in at the police station every day. They said it might be a few months before they could arrange an exchange deal. So, what are you going to do, Jack?”

Jack was hesitant. He really liked Sue, but he wasn’t sure how she felt about him.

“I don’t really know. I had intended to head back to C1. What about you, Sue? Are you staying here or going back to C1?”

“I’m not sure. It depends.”

Sue looked sad.

“What’s the matter, Sue?”

Jack gave her another big hug and kissed her again. Then he noticed tears rolling down her face.

“Sue?”

“Jack. I love you. Please don’t leave me.”

Jack grabbed her again and gave her a long kiss that lasted almost a minute.

“I won’t, Sue. I love you too.”

They embraced again for a long time,

“What now Sue? Do you want to stay on C2? I expect you’ll be wanting to go ahead with your plans for the stud farm.”

“I’m afraid not, Jack. Property and land values have virtually quadrupled overnight. There’s no way I can afford it now.”

“There’s plenty of virgin land south of Ginsburg. I’ve seen it with my own eyes.”

“I know, and it’s available at very low prices on a government scheme to encourage development.”

“Well then, let’s head down there, find some land and put a bid in.”

“The government is worried about speculators and profiteers. The land is cheap, but you can only buy if the government approves your plans and you can prove you have the funds to develop it.”

“How much would we need?”

“The land plus the development costs of a house, stables and all the outbuilding, plus the stock would easily run to a million or more. I was planning on starting out really small and building up slowly, but the government won’t allow that. They want to get things moving quickly. C2 is a long way behind C1 in terms of development. But I don’t have anywhere near the number of credits it would take.”

“No, neither have I. I didn’t realize it would be that much.” said Jack, deep in thought.

“I know. But that’s ok, Jack. It was just a dream. We’ve got each other. I’ve got my job and I expect you’ll be able to find work in town.”

“No, it’s beautiful down south. We’ll go ahead with the stud farm idea.”

“Jack, are you mad? Neither of us have the credits it would take.”

“Not yet. But we’ll get it. Hear me out, Sue. My old K-Class ship is still out there in the boonies.”

“But I thought you said it wasn’t recoverable.”

“Well, technically it was always recoverable. It was just impractical. It would need a repair crew to come all the way from C1, assess the damage, then make a return trip to C1 to get the equipment and parts needed, and then finally do the repair and then fly it off. And all the work would have to be done while wearing breathing equipment. It would have cost a fortune. Far more than the ship was worth.”

“And now?”

“Now that males can move about freely on C2, I’ll hire some trucks and a crew, find the old girl and break her up for salvage.”

“How much do you think it would raise?”

“Something like 2 to 3 million after expenses.”

“Oh, Jack!”

“We’ll set off as soon as things settle down.”

“We?”

“Yes. You’ll come with me. I’ve got some land in mind that I want to show you, near a village called Allison. It’s beautiful, with mountains in the distance and lakes all around.”

“Oh, Jack it sounds wonderful.”

Sue handed Jack a key.

“Do you remember where I live, Jack?”

“Your bungalow? Yes, I think so.”

“Go and wait for me there, Jack. I’ve got another 2 hours here and then I’ll join you. I’ll bring something back for dinner, and then tonight, you’re mine.”
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