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Chapter 1 – Victoria School for Boys

Friday 25 April 94

“Ok, that will do for today. You may go. But don’t forget, it’s caning day tomorrow, so those of you with demerits, report at the gymnasium in the morning.” said Eliza, a teacher at Victoria school for boys.

All 991 boys stood up as the teacher left the classroom. The boys then filed out, row by row, monitored carefully by the twenty or so female teaching assistants.

Luke and all the other boys were coming up to age 18. They were the batch of males produced in the year 76 at the Victoria baby factory and they had all grown up together. They now had only one week of school left before graduation. They would then begin 20 weeks of slave training, before being auctioned off.

Luke wasn’t his real name. That would be given to him by his first owner. They might ask what name he used, and if they liked it, they might let him keep it. But they could just as easily decide on a different name. And his name could be changed on a whim by any subsequent owners. The staff always referred to him by his number, 4079. Officially, he was 76-1-4079, but the prefix was rarely used since it was the same for all the boys in the class. 76 was the year of production, and the 1 indicated the Victoria baby factory.

But all the boys also had unofficial nicknames that they used amongst themselves. Luke had chosen Luke because he claimed he remembered matron calling him by that name when he was very young, before he had started school. A claim all the other boys scoffed at. Matron and her assistants always referred to boys by their numbers, they said, never by their nicknames.

After tea, Luke joined a crowd of boys around one of the noticeboards. It took him a few minutes to get close enough to check the results of today’s test which had just been posted. He scanned the list until he found his number, 4079, and then he checked the result. He had scored 24 out of 25. He had got one question wrong. The tests were considered to be easy and were all multiple choice with four answers. The teacher expected 100% on every test. Each incorrect answer earned a demerit. Luke had got 5 demerits for incorrect answers over the past four weeks, and six each on two occasions for allegedly not paying attention in class. A total of 17 demerits.

Each demerit earned you a cane stroke. The huge class sizes made it impractical to apply punishments at the time, so they were accumulated, and dealt with every fourth Saturday, on what was known as caning day. Tomorrow. Luke had certainly had his share of canings. A caning day without Luke in attendance was a rare event.

Victoria baby factory, which created a batch of about 1000 males once every 3 years, carefully selected the egg and sperm donors to enhance the chances of creating obedient, subservient males. It would take many generations before the selection process would produce really reliable results, but the early signs were promising. At least, they were in most cases. Clearly, Luke was an exception. He wasn’t happy with his situation at all. He didn’t see why he should be a slave. And that made him prone to the sulks and occasional disobedience.

Most of the other boys had fallen for the official Queendom line. Basically: “We created you in the lab, and if we hadn’t done that you wouldn’t even exist, so you should be grateful for the life we gave you.”

Saturday 26 April 94

The next morning, Luke made his way to the school’s gymnasium and joined the queue of just over 250 boys that had accumulated demerits over the preceding 4 weeks.

There were 4 classes at the school. In addition to class 76, there were also classes 79, 82 and 85, and 250 boys from the total of around 4000 was about average for caning day.

The gymnasium had been prepared the previous day. Every fourth Friday evening, the caning horses would be set up, usually about 25 of them, and reception and exit desks would be positioned.

Luke joined the queue and slowly made his way to the reception desk.

“Class?”

“76, Mistress.”

The reception desk woman, who Luke recognized as a classroom assistant, found the list for class 76.

“Number?”

“4079, Mistress.”

She found his number on her list and ticked him off. Then she searched a box marked with “Class 76” and found his punishment card and handed it to him. It had his class, number, and list of offences on it, and at the bottom, the all-important total, 17.

Luke took the card, moved along and joined the queue of boys waiting to be allocated to a caning horse. A woman was directing the boys each time a horse became free. Luke recognized her as a secretary from the administration department.

Luke scanned the gymnasium. All the caning horses were now in operation, and the sounds of canes striking arses, and the screams and cries of boys filled the room. Most of the teachers and classroom assistants were given the weekend off, so caning days relied on volunteers, but fortunately, there never seemed to be a shortage of ladies who were willing to roll their sleeves up and give a boy’s arse a few hard whacks. Most of the caning horses were manned by one woman each, although Luke noticed that some were manned by two, one older and one younger. Luke recognized most of the women, who were mostly administrative staff from the school.

Luke was now at the front of the queue, and after another minute, a horse became free.

“Ok, boy, over there.”

Luke made his way to the indicated caning horse, which was one of those that was double manned. The older woman was in her mid-40s, but the younger looked about Luke’s own age, and was wearing a school uniform. Luke realized it was a teacher and pupil from Victoria High School for girls. The young lady was getting some tuition as part of her Mistress training. Luke handed his punishment card to the older woman. She glanced at it.

“Ok, 4079, bare your arse and lean over the horse,”

Luke dropped his trousers and underpants and leaned over, and the two women shackled his wrists and ankles to the sides of the caning horse and then tightened a wide belt over his waist, completely immobilizing him.

The older woman then spoke.

“Ok, Amy, off you go. Just relax and remember what you learnt in the classroom. You did very well on the dummy, but now it’s time to have a go on a real arse. Give him 17. And remember what you were taught. Start off moderate and adjust later if needed. And don’t forget, save the middle of his arse to the end. I’ll count.”

“Yes, Ms Mary.”

Swish. Thwack! “1.”

Swish. Thwack! “2.”

Swish. Thwack! “3.”

“A little harder, Amy. Remember, we want to see nice purple welts but no broken skin.”

“Yes, Ms Mary.”

Swish. Thwack! “4.”

Swish. Thwack! “5.”

“That’s better, Amy. But try to keep the strokes parallel and close together. I want to see a nice tight grouping.”

Swish. Thwack! “6.”

Swish. Thwack! “7.”

“Try and get the strokes a bit closer together, Amy. You’ve got to fit 17 strokes on, ideally without overlaying.”

Swish. Thwack! “8.”

Swish. Thwack! “9.”

“That’s better. You can see the first strokes welting up now. Those pink lines. Ideally, they should gradually darken until they’re purple. That’s when you can tell that you’re hitting with the correct force.”

Swish. Thwack! “10.”

Swish. Thwack! “11.”

“Those first strokes are fully welted now, Amy, and you can see now that they’re not going fully purple. That’s a sign that you’re not hitting hard enough. Don’t worry, it’s not your fault.”

Mary reached out and stroked a finger over Luke’s arse.

“Have a feel of his arse, Amy.”

Amy did as she was told.

“Can you feel how thick his arse skin is? It’s probably taken a lot of whacks over the years. He’s probably been a very naughty boy. But it means you’ll need to increase the power a bit. In time, when you’ve got more experience, you’ll learn to judge the initial power to apply by giving his arse a quick feel. Until then, just start off with moderate power, and then you adjust later when you can see how the welts develop.”

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaargh!” “That’s better. 12.”

The increase in power took Luke by surprise and he cried out.

Swish. Thwack! “13.”

Swish. Thwack! “14.”

But for the next two strokes, he was more prepared and managed to stifle his cries.

“Ok, Amy, for the last three strokes, I want you to hit him with maximum force. It’s much more difficult to get good accuracy when applying maximum force, which is why it’s a good idea to save the middle of the arse for the big finish. Right, give him three maximum strength whacks right on his hole. Don’t worry about overlays, but I want to see that pink stripe turn deep purple.”

“Yes, Ms Mary.”

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!” “15.”

The power stung Luke’s arse and made him cry out.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!” “16.”

Luke cried out again and tears dripped from his eyes.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!” “17.”

Luke cried out again but at last it was over.

“Well done, Amy. You did really well.”

Luke felt the waist belt and the shackles being released. He stood up and pulled his underpants and trousers back up. Ms Mary signed his punishment card and handed it back to him.

“Ok, 4079, you may go.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Luke limped over to the exit desk and showed his punishment card to the woman seated behind it. She found his number on her list and ticked him off.

“Ok, 4079, off you go.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Luke made his way out of the gymnasium and went back to his bunk room.

Friday 2 May 94

A week later, Luke and all the other boys of class 76 took their final exams and graduated. They all lined up to formally say goodbye and shake the hand of their teacher, Mistress Eliza. She had been their teacher throughout their time at the school - 12 years.

“Well, 4079, you’re basically a good boy but you need to concentrate more. Stay focused and stop daydreaming and things will go much better for you. Well, good luck to you, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Eliza. Thank you.”

Luke sought out and said goodbye to several of the assistants who had treated him relatively well over the years and then went back to his bunk room. He and the other members of class 76 would have the weekend off and then on Monday they would begin 20 weeks of slave training.

Eliza and her assistants would get 6 weeks off and then begin all over again with a new intake, class 88, nearly a thousand boys all just about to turn 6 and begin their schooling. Eliza wouldn’t see the class through, though. She was earmarked for promotion to headmistress in a couple of years when the present incumbent retired.

Luke remembered his own early life. Before starting school, he had been brought up in the male nursery of the Victoria baby factory, along with nearly a thousand other toddlers, looked after by a matron and 50 assistants. Luke was particularly attached to one woman who had treated him with such love and kindness and devoted so much time to him, but then she had disappeared and the remaining assistants were much more brusque and remote. They did their jobs but without showing any real affection. Luke had been very upset by the sudden disappearance of his favourite and had taken a long time to come to terms with it.

Then, all of a sudden, the boys were done with the nursery. Luke remembered starting school as a scared 6-year-old as part of class 76. For the first 5 years, they were taught reading, writing and basic arithmetic at a slow pace three days a week. The other two days were games, sports and physical.

Then from age 11, the curriculum expanded to English, more advanced arithmetic, Queendom history, male etiquette, cooking, household tasks and gardening. Again, at a slow pace, three days a week, with two days a week of sports and physical. The Queendom wanted their males strong and fit. Then, in their last year, female pleasure theory was added as an additional subject.

All the learning was by rote, and all the tests were multiple choice. Luke found the process boring, even if the subject itself interested him, and as a result, he was often caught daydreaming and given demerits.

Luke mostly daydreamed of colonies he had heard about in the south of the island where males and females were equal, and slavery did not exist. He dreamed of maybe one day escaping from the Queendom and making his way there for a life of freedom. But his dreams had been dashed at the start of this year when the headmistress had announced that the colony of Green Bay had been incorporated into the Queendom – it was the first time that the boys had heard the existence of Green Bay officially admitted – previously they only knew of it through rumours.




Chapter 2 – Slave Training 1 - Obedience

Monday 5 May 94

The following Monday, the boys from class 76 assembled in the gymnasium. A desk had been set up at the exit where some teaching assistants were organizing paperwork. After half an hour, they were ordered to begin filing out past the desk. At the desk, their neck chips were scanned, and their numbers were ticked off.

When he had been ticked off, Luke was allowed to proceed. He followed the line of boys ahead of him. As they passed a woman, she tapped each of them on the shoulder and counted them off. She was dividing them into groups of 50.

“37.” she said as she touched Luke.

Luke followed the line to the rear of a truck. A woman scanned his neck chip again and called out his number.

“4079.”

Another woman made a note, and Luke climbed into the truck. It was a drop side truck covered by a tarpaulin over a frame and had benches down each side, but they were both fully occupied, so Luke found a space on the floor in between. As soon as the truck had its complement of 50 boys, the tailgate was raised and latched and the truck set off. After 2 hours, they stopped and were ordered out.

They were then organized into groups of 40. The first 10 out of Luke’s truck, including Luke himself, joined 30 boys from the previous truck, while the remaining 40 would form another group.

Two women took charge of them. They both wore short black skirts, black thigh high boots and white blouses and had whips mounted in holsters on one of their boots, and man-prods in hip holsters. The boys were escorted into a building and down a corridor until they stopped between two doors. On the left was Training Room 7 and on the right Training Room 8.

One of the women unlocked Training Room 7 with a key.

“Inside. Strip off. Everything. Leave it all on the floor. Then get into the cells and no talking.”

She counted off 20 boys. Luke was one of them. The other 20 would go into Training Room 8.

Luke stripped off and picked a cell. The room was about 10 yards square with 10 cells along each side, and the cells were 1 yard wide and 2 yards deep. The sides and end were masonry. The entrance to the cell was a door of vertical bars, which had been raised straight up to allow entry.

Half an hour later, the training room door was unlocked and 2 males entered. They wore white slippers and white shorts, and their shorts had black numbers on each side. They were trustees – trained slaves owned by the Department of Slave Training who helped the guardesses with menial tasks. They collected the pile of clothes from the floor in bags and left.

An hour later, their guardesses entered.

“I am Guardess Jasmine and this is Guardess Susan. We are your training officers. Your training will start tomorrow.”

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

“Yes, Guardess Jasmine.”

Jasmine and Susan then turned and left the room.

The trustee spoke:

“Ok boys. This is Victoria Slave Training Centre where you’ll spend the next 10 weeks doing your obedience training. After that, you will be transferred somewhere else to do 10 weeks of work experience training. Come out and I’ll show you around.”

There were two doors at the end opposite the entrance. One led to the showers and toilets and the other led to a kitchen with a large table and 20 chairs.

“You get up at 07:00 and have a shower and get dressed and then tidy your cells. Make your own breakfast in the kitchen. Then all the rooms need to be cleaned. They have got to be absolutely spotless, ready for inspection at 11:00. At 12:00 you get morning discipline, with extra punishments if any issues were found during the inspection. 13:00 is mid-day rest. You make your own lunch. At 15:00 you will be taken to the gymnasium for a workout. Then back here to shower at 19:00, then you prepare for evening inspection at 21:00 followed by evening discipline. After that, the time is your own until lock up at 24:00. Your new clothes will be here shortly. Any questions?”

There weren’t any but just then another trustee entered.

“Here are your new clothes, boys. Get dressed and make sure you get the right belt.”

The clothing comprised stretchy slippers for the feet and a 2-inch-wide black cloth belt with their numbers on it. Luke grabbed a pair of slippers and found the belt with 4079 on it and put both on. Other than these items, they were all completely naked.

Half an hour later, they were all taken to the medical room where they were given a brief check. They were all declared fit for slave training. Then they were brought back to the training room and left to their own devices. They made their own supper and had a tidy up and then returned to their cells.

At 24:00, 7192 returned, made sure everyone was in their cells, then went over to a control panel on the wall, just inside the door and unlocked it with a key.

“Stand clear of the doors!”

He pressed a button, a loud buzzer went off, and all the cell doors descended.

“See you in the morning, boys.”

Tuesday 6 May 94

The next day, 7192 unlocked the door, entered, and buzzed open all the cells. They all got showered and had breakfast, then had a tidy up and cleaned everything in sight.

At 11:00 they were ready for their first inspection. Guardesses Jasmine and Susan turned up. Jasmine spoke:

“Morning, boys. I hope you had a good night’s sleep. Right, everyone stand up and face the wall.”

The Guardesses scanned their neck chips, verified they were wearing the correct belt, and then wrote the number on a piece of card which was then placed in a card holder fitted to the left of each cell.

“Ok, turn round and get into inspection position.”

The boys turned and got down on their knees just outside their cells with hands clasped behind their backs. The guardesses then began their inspection. When they had finished, Jasmine addressed them:

“Not up to standard, boys. But because this is your first time, you won’t be punished. From now on, though, we expect perfection. 7192 will explain where you went wrong and how to put it right. Right, discipline. You will all receive discipline twice a day during the first phase of your training, which lasts 10 weeks. Discipline isn’t punishment. Discipline is to remind you of your subservience to females and to condition you to obey instantly and without question. Right, first two boys, get on the horses.”

The boys in the cells nearest the entrance on each side of the room stood up and went over and laid down on the horses. Jasmine and Susan each shackled their boy to a horse but neither of them bothered with the waist strap.

Luke watched as the first two boys got caned. One of them whimpered at first but neither of them cried out. Queendom boys were well accustomed to being caned on the arse. This was only discipline. Although the guardesses used full strength, they only gave them six whacks each. Punishment was a different story, especially if delivered with a whip rather than a cane.

“Next!” called out Jasmine and Susan simultaneously, and Luke and another boy walked over and got on the horses.

Jasmine had Luke shackled in no time.

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

Jasmine caned Luke’s arse with six rapid full-strength strokes but Luke didn’t make a sound. He had been caned so often that the skin on his arse had actually thickened, and it now required a lot more power to cause him pain. As he went back to his cell, it occurred to him that he should perhaps keep this to himself. He made a mental note to whimper slightly the next time he got caned.

When discipline was finished, the guardesses left but trustee 7192 remained behind and explained where they had fallen short in their cleaning and tidying, and then, after lunch, he took them to the gymnasium where they spent a couple of hours working out.

Then, in the evening, they had another round of discipline and Luke’s arse acquired six more welts.

Monday 12 May 94

About a week later, Luke and 3 other boys were given the task of cleaning the floor in each of the four toilet cubicles using old toothbrushes. The other boys were given tasks equally demeaning in other parts of the training room.

Luke dipped the toothbrush in his bucket of soapy water and began scrubbing. It worked as long as he scrubbed long enough and hard enough, but it just seemed so pointless.

“Fuck this.” said Luke. He got up and went to the cleaning cupboard and got a regular scrubbing brush.

“That’s better.” said Luke as he scrubbed away.

“What are you doing, 4079?”

Luke turned to see 7192 looking at him incredulously.

“I’m scrubbing the floor like you said.”

“I said to use the toothbrush!”

“It’s much more efficient this way.” said Luke. “I can get the floor much cleaner and in a much shorter time.”

“It’s not about getting the floor clean. It’s about training you to follow orders without question. I won’t say anything this time, but for fuck’s sake use the toothbrush before the guardesses see you.”

“I’m not cleaning the floor with a toothbrush. It’s fucking ridiculous.”

“Use the toothbrush, 4079. Don’t cause a scene!”

“I’m not scrubbing the floor using a frigging toothbrush!”

“What’s going on here?”

They both turned to see Guardess Susan.

7192 stood to attention.

“4079 says cleaning the floor is more efficient using a scrubbing brush, Guardess Susan.”

“Is that so? Did you order him to use a toothbrush?”

“Yes, Guardess Susan.”

“4079, why are you not scrubbing the floor with the toothbrush?”

“I started to, Guardess Susan, but it was taking too long so I switched to using the scrubbing brush, as it’s much faster and more efficient.”

“It’s not about being fast and efficient, 4079, it’s about obeying orders. Now, resume scrubbing with the toothbrush.”

Luke thought about obeying, but he had always had a stubborn streak. He didn’t know what he was trying to achieve. All he knew was that he wasn’t going to scrub the floor with a toothbrush.

Luke picked up the scrubbing brush, dipped it in the soapy water, and resumed scrubbing the floor. Guardess Susan walked away. Luke looked up, not sure what that signified. He glanced up at 7192. The trustee was looking worried and shook his head from side to side when he saw Luke looking at him.

Ten minutes later, Guardess Susan was back, accompanied by two more guardesses. Luke looked up from his scrubbing. He noticed the two new guardesses both had “Response Squad” printed on their uniforms. One of them reached down.

Buzz.

“Aaaaaaargh!”

Luke was man-prodded. The shock made him go weak at the knees, and he then felt arms grab him and pull him up. He was then vaguely aware of being dragged through the training room and out into the corridor. The next thing he knew, he was in another room and was being shackled to a St Andrew’s cross.

“Give him 10, Guardess Lucy.”

“Very good, Guardess Susan.”

Luke was just getting his head clear again. He looked around just in time to see Lucy select a snake whip from a storage cupboard. She then took up position behind him and off to one side.

Swish! Crack! “1.”

Swish! Crack! “2.”

Lucy lashed him across the top of his back.

Swish! Crack! “3.”

Swish! Crack! “4.”

Luke stifled his cries, but tears began to flow from his eyes. His arse may have become hardened to cane strokes, but he had never been whipped before. His back was pink and tender.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaargh.” “5.”

Luke couldn’t bottle it up any longer. He cried out with the pain.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh. No.” “6.”

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh. No more please, Mistress.” “7.”

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaaargh. Please, Mercy.”

“That’s 8. Maximum force for the last two, Guardess Lucy.”

“Very good, Guardess Susan.”

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaaaargh. Please Mistress, no more.” “9.”

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaaaaargh.”

“And that’s 10. Thank you, Guardess Lucy.”

All three guardesses left, but a few minutes later, 7192 arrived with another trustee and they began to unshackle him from the cross.

“Help me get him on the stretcher.”

They got Luke onto the stretcher and took him back to his cell in the training room and placed him face down on his bunk. 7192 went to fetch some lotion and came back and began rubbing it into the welts that were forming on Luke’s back.

“See, what did that achieve? Just do as they say next time, however stupid it sounds.”

Luke just lay motionless on his bunk. He was incapable of doing chores for the rest of the day but had recovered enough by the evening to get up and tidy his cell in time for evening inspection.

The guardesses were satisfied with their inspection. By now, the boys knew what to do and what the guardesses would look for.

“Right, it’s time for evening discipline. First two boys on the horses.” said Guardess Jasmine.

Luke was hoping he might be exempted from discipline this evening, but it wasn’t to be.

“Next!”

Luke got up and hobbled over to the caning horse and leaned over it. Jasmine shackled him on and began laying into his arse.

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

Luke’s arse got ten rapid full-strength strokes instead of the six that all the other boys got. It was painful, but nothing to the whipping he had got earlier. He remembered to moan a bit for the last few strokes.

Tuesday 13 May 94

The next day, Luke and 3 other boys were again given the task of cleaning the floor in each of the four toilet cubicles using old toothbrushes. Luke dipped a toothbrush in his bucket of soapy water and began scrubbing. He heard a noise and glanced behind. Guardess Susan was standing behind him watching him, with her arms folded.

After a while, he heard her talking to one of the other boys.

“You! 719. You’re taking too long. Go and get a scrubbing brush and use that instead.”

“Yes, Guardess Susan.”

She then gave the other two boys the same instructions and went away. But half an hour later she was back.

“Stand up. Out. Stand by the wash basins.”

She then inspected the floors they had been scrubbing.

“That is satisfactory, 719. You may return to your cell.”

“Yes, Guardess Susan.”

The other two boys were also dismissed. Then she carefully checked Luke’s floor.

“Hmmm. You’re making progress but you’ve a long way to go, 4079. Keep going.”

Luke kept scrubbing away. Susan made another inspection one hour later but wasn’t satisfied. Then, an hour after that, she made a third inspection.

“That will do, 4079. You may return to your cell.”

“Yes, Guardess Susan.” said Luke.

Wednesday 14 May 94

The days passed and each day was pretty much the same boring routine as the day before. Up at 07:00, then shower, breakfast, cleaning, inspection, discipline, lunch, workout, shower, inspection, discipline, bed. The only break in routine was when, on three occasions, they had marching drill instead of workout.

However, Luke regularly got casual whacks on the arse or across the back for allegedly slacking off. Actually, Luke put a shift in as much as any other boy, but since the guardesses always kept a close eye on him, he tended to get punished for things the other boys might get away with.

On two occasions, Luke complained about his unfair treatment, which resulted in formal punishments for answering back. On both occasions, the punishment was 6 lashes on the St Andrew’s cross.

Friday 12 July 94

Finally, their ten weeks at the training centre were up. Guardess Jasmine addressed them all one evening after discipline.

“Well done, boys. You have completed phase 1 of your slave training. Phase 2 starts on Monday. Phase 2 is work experience under close supervision. This is to teach you work ethic. Tomorrow you will be taken to your place of work. So, heads down and get an early night.”




Chapter 3 – Slave Training 2 – The Road Crew

Saturday 13 July 94

The next morning seemed like any other morning until just after 11:00, when the guardesses had finished a briefer than usual inspection. Guardess Jasmine addressed them.

“Right, boys. Here are your assignments. The following boys are assigned to South Side brickworks. When you hear your number, say ‘Yes, Guardess Jasmine’ and go out into the corridor and form a line.”

Jasmine slowly read out a list of numbers, waiting for the boy to reply and leave the room before then reading the next one. Luke’s number wasn’t among them. After reading out 14 numbers, Jasmine paused.

“Right, the following boys are assigned to Construction Director Angela at the Queendom Department of Works. You will be joining a highway construction crew.”

Jasmine glanced through the list then rapidly read out six numbers without waiting for any reply.

“It’s all six of you. Wait here for the moment.”

Jasmine left the room and locked them in.

An hour later, the door opened and Guardess Jasmine and two other guardesses entered together with two trustees. Jasmine spoke:

“Boys, this is Guardess Keira and Guardess Eve. They will take charge of you now. Good luck boys.”

“Ok, boys, get out of those belts and slippers and put these on.” said Keira.

One of the trustees gave them work clothes. Trousers, shirts, socks and underwear, stout boots, and high viz jackets. He then picked up their old gear and went away.

“Ok, turn around and face the wall so we can cuff you.”

The second trustee had a box containing handcuffs. Keira and Eve cuffed the boys’ hands behind their backs.

“Ok, this way, boys.”

They followed Keira and Eve outside to where a drop side truck was waiting with its tailgate lowered. They climbed up into the truck, helped by two trustees. Ten boys from various other training rooms were already in the truck, making sixteen in all.

“Move forward. Eight on each side.”

Keira and Eve climbed in after them and sat towards the back. The driver then boarded and the truck set off.

Keira spoke again: “You may talk amongst yourselves but keep the noise down. We’ll be stopping in about 6 hours.”

The boys wondered where they were going. Most of the boys didn’t have a clue but Luke had a better grasp of the geography of South Vena than most.

“From here, the only road takes you north to Victoria, which is about two hours.  Then from Victoria there are three colonies that are about four hours away, so it’s going to be Stakarov, Diana or St Agnes.”

Six hours later they stopped.

“Right, everyone out.” said Keira.

They all jumped down and formed a line. Luke was at the front. They were outside what looked like a cheap hotel.

“Ok, follow me.” said Keira as she went inside the building. Eve followed up at the rear.

“Wait!”

Luke stopped. Keira had rung the bell at the reception desk and soon a woman appeared.

“Ms Mandy?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“I’m Guardess Keira, we’ve got four red list rooms booked for these boys.”

“Yes, that’s right. Rooms 21-25 on the second floor.”

They were escorted to their rooms, four to a room and released from their handcuffs. Each room had two single beds, but two camp beds had been added as a temporary measure. The windows were barred but the rooms were adequate and had a basic en-suite toilet and shower. Luke tried the door. It was locked.

“I guess ‘Red List’ means we’re confined to our rooms.” said Luke.

“Where do you think we are, Luke?” asked 719, nickname James, one of Luke’s friends from Training Room 7.

“We’re in Diana. In Mandy’s Slave Hostel. It was on a noticeboard in reception. But I doubt this is our final destination. I think this is just an overnight stop. So, as we’re heading east, we must be on our way to St Peter.”

“Where’s that?”

“It’s on the east coast.”

Later, meals were brought to their rooms.

Sunday 14 July 94

The next morning, they were loaded into the truck again and set off east. Two hours later, they arrived at St Peter and turned north and after another half an hour, they arrived at the main works site.

“Out you get, boys.” said Keira.

The boys got out and stood together in a group. Keira and Eve removed their handcuffs and stowed them in a box in the truck. Soon they noticed a woman wearing high viz and a hard hat approaching them.

“Reinforcements, Keira?”

“Just 16 boys, Angela. That’s all they could spare.”

“Ok, raise a hand if you have road construction experience?”

The boys all looked at each other. No one raised a hand.

“They’re just trainee slaves on their work experience, Angela. None of them have any relevant skills.”

“Shit. Oh well, at least they look fit. There are plenty of manual tasks they can do. We can allocate one to each gang.”

“I think the chief wants to keep them together, Angela. Oh, here comes the chief now.”

Another guardess was walking towards them. She stopped in front of the group and stared at each of the boys. She was a big, powerful woman who looked like she wouldn’t stand for any nonsense.

“These are the trainees from Victoria, Chief.” said Keira.

“Ok, listen up, boys. You have been brought here to work on the St Peter to King George highway project. This is Construction Director Angela, in charge of construction. I am Chief Guardess Marley, in charge of security. You will work under the direction of Angela and her team. Any slacking or insubordination and you will have me to deal with.”

“Angela was asking about allocating one to each gang, Chief.” said Keira.

Marley turned to Angela.

“Sorry, Angela, but they’re not fully trained yet, so we need to keep them together so we can keep a close eye on them.”

“Ok, Chief, fair enough. Hmmm. I know what we’ll do. Betty’s been telling me she’s been having difficulties with the roller crew in zone 7. Apparently, they are about used up. We’ll send her these boys as replacement. We’ll put her existing crew to work on lighter duties for a while.”

“Ok, Angela.” said Chief Marley. “Keira, Eve, take them up to zone 7.”

“Yes, Chief. Ok, boys, back in the truck.”

They set off again, and drove for half an hour, first over completed highway, and then over rough ground next to a part of the highway that was under construction. They passed several slave gangs on the way. Finally, they arrived close to what would be their work site.

Construction Assistant Betty had been informed that a new crew was being sent, and her old crew was waiting for the truck to arrive, together with their guardess.

Guardesses Keira and Eve got out of the truck and walked round to the back and dropped the tailgate.

“Ok, boys, out you get.”

They all got down.

“Ok, the truck’s yours, Mary.”

“Thanks, Keira. Ok, boys, up you get.”

Luke and the boys watched as the crew they were replacing climbed into the truck. Some of them had difficulty getting in. They looked absolutely exhausted. Luke wondered how long they had been working here.

Mary got into the driver’s seat, waved goodbye, and the truck set off.

It was getting late and the light was fading. The boys were shepherded over to where there was a caravan and a cluster of tents. Nearby, some slaves had a large pot over a fire. They were all given a bowl of hot liquid.

“What is it?” asked Luke.

“It’s soup. It’s not much good, but it’s all there is.”

Guardess Keira then addressed them.

“Boys, when you’ve finished here, go to the stores tent over there and collect a blanket, then find a spot in one of these tents. You’ll be up at 06:00 in the morning so get plenty of sleep.”

Keira and Eve then walked over to the caravan, which was their accommodation and also served as the local headquarters and communications centre.

Monday 15 July 94

The following day, Keira and Eve collected the boys, and they all made their way to a section of highway that was under construction. Two tipper trucks were driving slowly along with their bodies raised. A woman in high viz approached them.

“Hello boys, I am Construction Assistant Betty. Thanks for joining us. You’ll be working on this mile long section of highway. As you can see, it’s already been graded and the topsoil has been removed. The trucks have nearly finished tipping the gravel for the sub-grade layer and they’ve done a decent job of getting a good spread so only a small amount of shovel work will be required. Your main job will be to compact the gravel using those hand rollers over there. We do have several steamrollers, but we’re way behind schedule, so we’ve decided to speed things up by bringing in hand rollers on the flat sections.”

They all walked over to look at the hand rollers. There were eight of them, comprising a heavy cylinder, about 3 feet wide, mounted in a frame with a T bar fixed to it. Two boys would pull each roller by pushing on the T bar.

It looked like hard work, and the boys were all glad that their section of road was dead flat.

“Right boys. First of all, let’s get the rollers up onto the road.”

It took four pulling, and as many as could fit behind to push, to get each roller up from the side and onto the gravel.

“Right, first two boys on this roller. Get it over here. That’s it. Now, off you go. Keep as close to the left as you can while staying on the gravel. When you get to the end of the gravel, stop and rest. It should take you about 45 minutes.”

The first two boys set off.

“Right, next two boys. You go down the right. Keep as close to the right as you can while staying on the gravel.”

The next two boys set off.

“Right. Next two teams. One on the left and one on the right. I want you to overlap the previous team’s roll by no more than six inches. If you overlap too much, there’s a danger that eight roller widths won’t cover the 20-foot width of the road. Ok, off you go.”

They set off, followed a minute later by two more teams.

“Right. Last two teams. First one on the left. Off you go.”

They set off and then the last team, comprising Luke and James, got ready.

“Right, boys, you’re the last team. If we’ve done this right, you should have a lane of unrolled gravel less than 3 feet wide to roll. Try to overlap both sides equally.”

Luke and James set off. They had to really push hard to get the roller moving and keep it moving.

“How many times do they have to roll it, Betty?” asked Keira.

“Eight should do it. Keep them at it until it’s done, girls.”

Betty walked off to supervise other things. Keira and Eve followed behind Luke and James.

“Shit! This is hard work.” said James.

They were both sweating buckets by the time they got to the end and joined the other boys, who had all collapsed at the side of the road.

“Ok, boys. You’ve got a 15-minute break, then it’s back the other way.”

“How many times do we have to roll it, Guardess Keira?” asked Luke.

“Eight times. You started at 7. With the break it’s an hour each way, and we’ll take an hour for lunch, so we should be finished at 5.”

It was tiring work. The boys’ legs ached more and more as the day went on. But each roll was slightly easier than the previous one as the surface became smoother each time. Nevertheless, when they finished shortly after 5, they were all worn out.

They went over to the cook tent to get their meals. Brown goo with potatoes and thin gravy.

“What is this shit?” asked James, picking at it.

Luke examined it closely.

“It’s offal and boiled potatoes.”

James tried a piece of the so-called meat but immediately spat it out again.

“Oh my god, it’s disgusting.”

“But we have to eat. Leave the pipes and the gristle if you can’t bear it but eat the potatoes.”

Tuesday 16 July 94

The next day, they were back at the same stretch of road with Keira and Eve. Two tipper trucks were again driving slowly along with their bodies raised.

“What are we doing today, Guardess Keira?” asked Luke.

“Same as yesterday, boys. Road rolling.”

All the boys let out a groan.

“Which section are we working on today, Guardess Keira.” asked James.

“You’ve got to do the same mile of road all over again.” replied Keira.

“Why, did we do something wrong?”

“No. Yesterday was apparently the sub-grade. Betty says today is the base layer and tomorrow will be the asphalt.”

There were more groans.

“Come on boys, the sooner you start, the sooner you finish.”

As soon as the tipper trucks had finished, the boys got on with it. Even though the material they were rolling was finer today, which made the work slightly easier, it was painful work, as they were all developing blisters on their hands, which slowed them down. As a result, they didn’t finish until 7.

Because of their late finish, their meal was not only disgusting but also cold.

Wednesday 17 July 94

The following day was asphalt day. It was agony for many of the boys. Most of them had badly blistered hands. Various remedies were tried, including applying lotion which the guardesses gave them, or wrapping rags around the T bars.

The asphalt was prepared, heated up and spread by a machine driven by a slave. The boys got their rollers lined up in echelon. They had to follow the machine and roll the surface before the asphalt had cooled too much, while trying not to breathe in too much of the fumes. But the good news was that they only had to do one roll through.

When they had finished, they then had a short break and then they had to help with relocating the tented encampment one mile nearer to King George, which took most of the afternoon. When that was done, they were given a meal.

Because of the relocation, the cooks hadn’t had time to prepare a hot meal, so they were all issued a sachet of slave food, or cat food as it was generally known by the slaves. Normally, cat food was regarded as disgusting, but compared to what they were used to, it was one of the better meals. After their meal, they all collapsed in the tents.

They had only been working here for three days, but they were already exhausted.

Thursday 18 July 94

The following day, they started on the next mile of road. It was the same process all over again. First day, sub-base. Second day, base layer. Third day asphalt and then relocate the camp. The boys groaned at the thought of three days of rolling, but Keira then cheered them all up:

“Boys, I know it’s hard work, but the good news is, after every 2 miles, you’ll get a day off. So, on Sunday, if you’ve kept to schedule, you will be able to take it easy.”

The boys cheered.

Sunday 21 July 94

Sure enough, after relocating the camp on Saturday, they were told they had the next day off.

“Just don’t stray too far from the site.” said Keira.

Luke had a long lay in on Sunday morning. But around 11, he had had enough sleep, although his body still ached all over. He got up. Bored, he decided to wander over to the cook tent and ask for a brew.

“Sure, mate. Here you go.”

Luke sat down at one of the trestle tables they used for mealtimes. This was only their seventh day on site, and he was already worn out, and his hands were cut to ribbons. They had ten weeks of this. Luke wasn’t sure he would make it.

“Are you ok, boy?”

Luke looked up. Two guys who looked to be in their mid-20s had also got brews and had sat down nearby.

“You look depressed.” added the guy who had spoken.

“I guess I’m not enthralled with the prospect of a lifetime of slavery.”

“Tell me about it. I’m Jake and this is Bobby.”

“Luke.”

“You look kind of young, Luke. Where are you from?”

“I’m a trainee slave on work experience. One week done, nine to go. I’m not sure I can take it. I’m seriously thinking about just legging it out into the moors.”

“Don’t. Without rations you’ll starve. And it’s over 300 miles to Green Bay.” said Bobby.

“What good is Green Bay anyway? It’s a Queendom duchy now.”

“True. But you’ll get much better treatment in Green Bay than anywhere else in the Queendom. It will take a generation before the local girls are fully indoctrinated into Queendom ways.” said Jake.

“How do you know so much about Green Bay?”

Jake smiled.

“Because we’re both from there. Or from Mount Vernon to be precise.”

“So, how did you end up here?”

“Punishment. They said it was mutiny. We were both in the Mount Vernon militia and resisted the Queendom army when they moved in. But we lost, they arrested us, took us to Victoria, gave us all 50 lashes, and then enslaved us. And here we are.”

“You fought in the Battle of Mount Vernon?”

“Yes.”

“Respect, man. But it didn’t do any good. They rule the world now.”

“What do you mean?”

“The Queendom. They rule the entire planet.”

“Only the south island. The north island is still free.”

“The north island? What’s that?”

“There are two islands on Vena. The Queendom control South Vena, but North Vena is still free. There are 8 colonies on North Vena. Romulus is the largest. Didn’t they teach you geography in school?”

“Yes, but they never made any mention of North Vena. In fact, I only knew Green Bay existed because of rumours. Green Bay was never officially mentioned until the day they announced it was part of the Queendom.”

“That’s typical of the Queendom.” said Bobby.

“So, if the north is free, have you ever thought of trying to get there?” asked Luke.

“It’s nice to dream. It would be great, but I don’t see a way to do it. To be honest, I’d be happy just to get back to MV. I’ve got family and friends there. It would be great to see . . . Are you ok, boy?”

Luke had tears running from his eyes.

“It must be great to have a family.”

“You’re a test tube boy?”

Luke nodded.




Chapter 4 – On Strike

Sunday 12 August 94

Three weeks and 6 completed miles later, they had moved ten miles nearer to King George, by-passing a hilly section that would be done by the steamroller. They were all worn out from relocating the camp the previous day.

Luke woke up and realized dawn was breaking. “Shit!” he thought. “It must be nearly time to get up.”

But then he realized it was Sunday. He could have a long lay in and rest his aching muscles. He pulled the blanket higher and turned onto his side and closed his eyes and drifted back to sleep.

But then something woke him up. He opened his eyes to see Guardess Zara standing over him.

Guardesses Zara and Nancy had replaced Keira and Eve the previous week. Apparently, it was Chief Guardess Marley’s policy to switch the guardesses around frequently. She believed that if the guardesses stayed with the same boys for too long, they might become attached to them and go easy on them.

“Get up, boy.” Said Zara.

“Guardess Zara! What is it.”

“Get up boy. Then get the others up and tell everyone to assemble at the cook tent.”

Luke woke James up and then the two of them woke up all the other boys.

“What’s going on? It’s our rest day.”

“I don’t know. Zara just said to get up and assemble at the cook tent.”

When they had all assembled, Guardess Nancy addressed them.

“Sorry, boys, but there’s been a change of plan. Construction is behind schedule, so the director says we have to proceed without further delay.”

“But Mistress Nancy, today is our rest day.” said James.

“Sorry, boys, but rest day is cancelled. I wasn’t told until late last night. There’s nothing we can do about it, so we’ll just have to accept it. Come on, the sooner we start, the sooner we’ll finish.”

There was a lot of murmuring, but the boys made their way to the work site. Luke thought he saw a look of relief on Guardess Nancy’s face.

They couldn’t immediately start as the sub-grade was still being applied. So instead, they stood around and discussed their predicament.

“I say fuck ‘em.” said Luke. “So, what if they’re behind schedule. If we refuse to work, they’ll be even further behind.”

“But if we refuse to work, they’ll punish us.” said one of the boys.

“Yes, if one boy refuses to work, it won’t affect the schedule very much and they’ll cane his arse off as an example.” agreed Luke. “But if everyone refuses, that’s a different story entirely. They can’t cane the arse off everyone. Well, they could, but then nobody would be left to do the work. Superiors will get involved. They’ll want to know why there’s been no progress. And they’re only interested in results. They’ll do whatever it takes to get back on schedule.”

“I hope you’re right, Luke.” said James.

“What if we go on strike but nobody else does?” asked a boy.

“Well, in that case we’ll all get our arses caned off.” replied James.

“Someone has to go first.” added Luke.

A truck horn bipped. Luke looked up and saw that it was Jake driving the truck. Jake waved.

“One more load of gravel and then you can start. Bobby’s bringing it over now.”

Luke glanced around and saw another truck a short way off.

“Tell him not to bother. We’re not doing the roll.”

“What do you mean?”

“They’re over working us. We don’t get enough food and what we do get is shit, and now they’ve cancelled our rest day. We’ve had enough. We’re going on strike.”

“Do it! I’ll pass the word. A lot of the other crews have been on the brink for ages. I’m sure they’ll join in if they know they’re not alone. Let’s do this.”

Luke watched as Jake drove back. When he reached Bobby’s truck, both trucks stopped, and Luke could see they were talking. Then Jake drove off back towards the supply dump. But Bobby switched off and got out and walked over and joined Luke’s crew.

After a few minutes, Guardess Nancy noticed that the boys hadn’t started rolling yet. She walked over, saw that the sub-grade hadn’t been completed, and then noticed Bobby.

“What’s up? Something wrong with the truck?”

Luke replied.

“The truck’s fine, Guardess Nancy. But we have grievances. We want a meeting with the Director.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean we’re on strike until our grievances get resolved.”

Nancy stood open mouthed for a few seconds, not knowing how to respond.

“Are you sure you want to do this, boys? They’ll come down on you like a ton of bricks. Get back to work now and we’ll say no more about it.”

“Our minds are made up, Guardess Nancy. We want to speak to the Director.”

Nancy stood still for a few seconds and then turned and walked away towards the caravan. On the way, she met Construction Assistant Betty who was walking over to see what the hold-up was.

“What’s going on, Nancy?”

“The boys have gone on strike.”

“Shit! I’ll have to report this to Angela. Come on.”

Betty and Nancy went back to their caravan. After a minute or two, the boys all went back to the tents and hung out around the cook tent.

“What’s going on?” asked one of the two cooks.

“We’ve gone on strike. We’ve demanded to speak to the Director.”

“Shit!” said one of the cooks.

“You should join the strike.” said one of the boys.

“Too right.” said another. “Then maybe we won’t have to eat that shit you call food.”

There was laughter.

“It’s not my fault.” said the cook. “I can only work with the ingredients they give me.”

“I know, man. No one’s blaming you.”

“Thanks, man. Tell you what, let’s get a brew going. Tea’s coming right up.”

Just over an hour later, they heard a truck and turned to watch. It was coming from the St Peter direction. It stopped near the caravan. Chief Guardess Marley and six other guardesses got out and were joined by Nancy, Zara and Betty.

After speaking for a few minutes, Marley approached the boys accompanied by Nancy. Betty and Zara remained at the caravan, but the other guardesses followed at a distance.

“Right, boys, who’s talking?” asked the chief.

“I am, Chief Marley.”

“And you are?”

“4079, Chief Marley.”

“So, what’s going on?”

“We have grievances, Chief Marley. Demands. We want to speak to the director.”

“The director is too busy to see you today. She may be able to see you in a day or two, but in the meantime, you have to get back to work. We’ve got a schedule to keep.”

“Sorry, Chief, but we’re not going back to work until our demands are met.”

“I see. So, what are your demands?”

“We want shorter working hours, a rest day at least once a week, and better food.”

“Very well. I will inform the director of your demands, although I can’t guarantee an immediate resolution. But you have to go back to work in the meantime.”

“Sorry, Chief, it’s not happening.”

The chief turned to Nancy.

“What’s the immediate hold up?”

“They haven’t finished tipping the gravel for the sub-grade. Until that’s been tipped, they can’t roll. That’s the truck over there.”

“Who’s the driver?”

“That one.”

Nancy pointed at Bobby.

Chief Marley approached Bobby.

“Get in your truck. Now.”

Bobby didn’t move.

“Now, I said, or I’ll string you up and lash you until your bones show.”

She sounded like she meant it. The boys had already agreed that Bobby would complete the tip if forced. It wasn’t fair on Bobby to make him the one to hold up construction and take all the consequences on his own.

Bobby nodded his head slowly and began walking towards his truck. Luke thought he saw Nancy grin for a moment before resuming a serious expression.

They all watched as Bobby climbed into his truck and drove up to the construction zone. He then got out and unlatched the tailgate. Then he got back in and partially raised the body and slowly drove forwards, tipping the gravel smoothly out as he went. A lot of skill was needed to get an even distribution. It wasn’t enough to know how to drive a truck. You needed to have a feel for how the load would behave as you drove along.

Bobby completed his run and turned around, then looked out of the window.

“Return to your depot.” shouted Chief Marley.

“And you boys, get back to work on the rollers.”

“We’re not moving until our demands are met, Chief Marley.”

The chief drew her man-prod and prodded Luke.

Buzz.

“Aaaaaaargh!”

Luke collapsed to the ground in shock. He felt weak and was unable to stand. His legs felt like jelly.

Chief Marley made a sign and the six guardess who had been hanging back then drew their man-prods and approached.

“Move, boys, or you’ll all get prodded.”

But before the boys could decide what to do, there was a shout. They all turned to look as Zara came striding over from the caravan. The Chief moved to meet Zara so that they could speak without being overheard.

The Chief looked annoyed. Then she called all the guardesses over, including Nancy and Zara and spoke to all of them for a few minutes. Then to the amazement of the boys, Chief Marley and the six guardesses got back into their truck and left.

Zara went back to the caravan, but Nancy came back to the boys.

“Ok, boys. Just take it easy while we get things sorted out.”

James helped Luke back to his feet and they all hung out around the cook tent. The cooks finally gave them all the long-promised mugs of tea.

“What do you think made them rush off like that?” asked James.

“There’s only one thing it can be.” replied Luke. “The strike is spreading.”

Monday 13 August 94

Early the next morning, the boys gathered around the cook tent once again. They all looked up as they heard a truck approaching.

“It’s a tipper.” said James.

When it arrived near the end of the completed highway, it stopped and the driver got out.

“It’s Jake.” said Luke.

The guardesses came striding over from their caravan.

“What’s this?” asked Nancy.

“It’s the first load of gravel for the base layer, Guardess.” replied Jake. “My work schedule said to bring it here this morning, but I can see the sub-grade hasn’t been rolled yet. What should I do? Should I take it back?”

“Wait here.” said Nancy as she returned to the caravan to get instructions.

As soon as Nancy had left, Luke spoke to Jake.

“What’s happening, Jake? What’s the news?”

“The entire workforce has gone on strike, more than 250 slaves.”

“There’s only about 25 guardesses.” said James. “They have no choice. They’ll have to listen to our demands.”

“I’m afraid it won’t be that simple.” said Jake.

“What have you heard, Jake?” asked Luke.

“They’ve asked for help. They’ve requested assistance from the army. According to rumours, a whole regiment is on its way and is expected to arrive this morning.”

“Shit!” said Luke.

“But what can they do? They can’t shoot everyone. If they do that, the road won’t get built.” said James.

“They won’t shoot everyone.” said Luke. “They’ll probably pick one or two from each crew and make an example of them, to frighten the rest back to work.”

“What, just pick out boys at random and shoot them? That’s insane.” declared James.

“Probably not at random.” said Jake. “My guess is they’ll pick out those they see as the ring leaders. Try to behead the strike, so to speak. And you’re sure to be one of those they pick, Luke.”

“You’re probably right. We’ll see.”

Just then, Nancy returned.

“You! Driver!”

“Yes, Guardess?”

“You are to return to your depot.”

“Yes, Guardess.”

Jake walked back to his truck and drove off. The boys just sat around outside the cook tent. Some suggested making a run for it into the moors, but they didn’t have the rations to feed everyone for more than a day or two at the most, and where would they even go? They decided there was nothing they could do except await events.

After an hour, Jake felt tired, probably the result of having been stunned by the man-prod. He went for a lay down in a tent.

An hour later, he was woken up.

“Luke, wake up. There’s a truck approaching.”

It was James. Luke got up and they both stood and looked out of the tent. The truck arrived and women began climbing out. One of the women was Guardess Keira. She was accompanied by a squad of eight soldiers armed with assault rifles.

They quickly surrounded the boys who were still lounging around outside the cook tent.

“Which one is it, Keira?” asked a soldier. She appeared to be in charge of the squad.

Keira scanned the boys.

“I don’t see him, Charlie. You! Where’s 4079?”

“He went for a lay down, Guardess Keira.”

The soldiers began heading towards the sleeping tents. Keira stayed with the boys.

“It’s a snatch squad. Run for it, Luke.” said James.

Luke looked at James. He thought the chances of getting away were slim. But he also didn’t much like the idea of being shot. Luke reached for James’s hand and shook it.

“Best of luck to you, Luke.”

“Thanks, James. See you around.”

Luke left the tent at the rear. At the same time, James went out of the front with his hands raised. Within seconds, he had been grabbed by several soldiers and was being marched back to the main group.

“Charlie, that’s not him.” said Keira when they got closer. “Hey, there he is!” she said, pointing. They all turned to see Luke running off through the moors.

“You four, after him.” said Charlie. “The rest of you, back to the truck.”

Luke ran through the moors. He looked around and saw the four troopers running after him. There was very little cover here. It was all ferns and grasses, mostly about waist high at best, and hard to push through in places. But at least the troopers weren’t gaining on him.

Then he heard the noise of the truck. They had found an area that was more or less drivable and overtook him about 200 yards on his right. When they had got far enough ahead, they stopped and four troopers got out. They ran across his line of advance cutting him off and effectively surrounding him.

Luke dropped to the ground and began crawling off to the left. Now they could not see him, but his progress was much slower. He crawled as fast as he could, aiming for a dense area he had spotted while he was still running. But before he got there, he came to a small shallow depression. It was only about six inches deep, but it was better than nothing.

Luke crawled in and stopped. He figured he couldn’t be seen from more than about six feet away. Maybe they would pass by without seeing him and figure he had crawled away somewhere else. Maybe they would start searching in the wrong direction.

Luke stayed still and silent, barely daring to breathe. He heard shouts and then the sound of running feet. And then silence. The four troopers who had been following him should have arrived and passed his position by now, but he hadn’t heard them. He decided to risk a look. He peered out between the long blades of tall grasses, first forwards. He could only see one trooper up front. She appeared to be scanning the area, but she was not moving.

Luke carefully turned to look back towards the road. There they were. Seven of them. They had organized themselves into a skirmish line and were now slowly walking his way. Luke estimated there was maybe 20 feet between each trooper. If he was lucky, two of them would pass 10 feet each side of him and maybe he wouldn’t be seen. If he was unlucky, one of them might step right on him.

Luke wriggled back down into his depression and lay absolutely still. There was nothing he could do except lay in silence and listen to the approaching footsteps as they got louder and louder.

On and on they came, closer and closer. Luke had the urge to look around and see where they were but thought better of it. The movement might give him away. His best bet was to stay as still as possible. As he was laying sideways on to their direction of march, he had a view towards their left, and after a couple of minutes he saw a trooper slowly walk by. He estimated she was at least 15 feet away. Then he heard footsteps behind him and to his left. They were getting louder and louder. Luke prayed that soon they would pass behind him and get quieter and quieter. He listened. Strange. Now he couldn’t hear them at all.

Buzz!

“Aaaaaargh.”

Luke blacked out.

When he came to, he was lying face down on the ground. His hands had been cuffed together, as had his ankles. He felt something. The troopers were threading a long pole between his arms and legs, under the cuffs. Luke realized it was one of the poles that the engineers had hammered into the ground to mark the course of the road.

The next moment, the pole was lifted by two girls on each end, with Luke hanging underneath it.

“Ok, take him back to the truck.”

The troopers made their way back down to the truck with Luke between them hanging under the pole. There was nothing he could do except watch the ground pass by a few feet below him. As they passed the tents, they paused. Someone grabbed his hair and pulled his head up. It was Keira.

“Yes, that’s him, that’s 4079.”

Luke was removed from the pole and manhandled into the truck and dumped on the floor. Another boy was already there.

“Luke! Are you ok?”

“Jake! So, they got you as well.”

“Quiet! No talking. Ok, girls, let’s go.”

Seven troopers climbed up into the back of the truck. Trooper Charlie got into the driver’s seat and Guardess Keira sat next to her. The truck set off, and an hour later, in the early evening, they arrived at the main works site, where Construction Director Angela had her office.

Luke heard Keira talking to Angela.

“Here’s the last two, Director. Sorry for the delay, but one of them ran off into the moors and we had to chase after him.”

“That’s ok, two others did the same and have only just been brought in. But we’ve got all 15 now, so let’s get on with it.”

A few minutes later, Jake and Luke were hauled out of the truck and marched into a tent. They were released from their cuffs. Two guardesses were in the tent with their man-prods at the ready.

“Strip. Everything off. Leave your clothes on the table.”

After they had stripped off, they were handcuffed again, but this time with their hands in front.

“Right, outside. Move!”

Luke and Jake moved out, following one of the guardesses. Soon, they arrived at a whipping bar that had apparently been built that day. It was a long horizontal bar, supported by posts at each end and one in the middle. The end posts were braced with diagonal supports. Ropes hung down from the bar.

Five boys were already hanging under the bar, and others were being attached. Soon it was Luke’s turn.

“Stand on this box, boy.”

Luke stood on the wooden box which was about a foot high. A small step ladder was placed in front of Luke, and two guardesses steadied it while another climbed up and grabbed a rope. She looped it through Luke’s handcuffs and tied it off.

“Step off the box, boy.”

Luke stepped off and was now hanging from his cuffs that were roped to the bar. His feet were about six inches off the ground. The box and step ladder were moved along and Jake was then attached.

Soon, all the 15 boys who had been identified as ringleaders or troublemakers were hanging from the whipping bar. Luke found himself slowly rotating which gave him a chance to take in his surroundings.

On one side was the works site with the caravans and tents that formed the administrative headquarters of the construction project and the accommodation for the staff. Then there was a vehicle park, containing a few trucks and some off-road vehicles as well as some regular road cars.

Then, on the south side, the army had parked their vehicles. A scout car and four trucks. Luke had learnt by listening in during the truck ride that the troopers were all members of the Diana Light Infantry and had been diverted here on their way back from a military exercise. Most of the troopers were now hanging around near their vehicles, watching the proceedings.

Luke became aware of movement and glanced around to see ten guardesses approaching, all armed with huge bullwhips. They took up positions, five on each side of the whipping bar. Luke didn’t recognize either of the guardesses who would be whipping him.

Chief Guardess Marley blew a whistle, and the guardesses began whipping the boys. Each guardess began by delivering a lash about once every ten seconds, but this gradually slowed to about once every 20 seconds or less as the guardesses tired. As each guardess had 3 targets to aim at, the boys wouldn’t get hit every time. In fact, Luke was untouched by the first two lashes from each side but still flinched at the sound of ten lashes landing on bare backs followed by many screams. Then, on the third round, twenty seconds into the punishment, he received two lashes simultaneously.

Swish Swish. Crack! Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

After that, the sounds became mixed together as the guardesses all whipped at slightly different intervals.

Swish swish swish crack aaargh crack aaargh swish crack aaargh swish swish crack aaargh crack aaargh swish . . .

There was a cacophony of swishes, cracks and screams as the guardesses laid into their targets without mercy. The troopers and many administrative staff looked on in fascination. Serious punishment whippings were actually quite rare and usually carried out in private. Most of the onlookers had never witnessed such a spectacle before.

swish crack aaargh crack aaargh swish crack aaargh swish swish crack aaargh crack aaargh swish . . .

“Aaaaaaaargh!”

Luke screamed out each time he got lashed. The irregularity somehow made it even worse. He had no idea when the next lash would arrive. Sometimes, there would be a long interval between lashes, on one occasion it was almost a minute, but then he would get a lash from each side just a few seconds apart, or even at the same time.

swish crack aaargh crack aaargh swish crack aaargh swish swish crack aaargh crack aaargh swish . . .

The whipping went on for almost half an hour. Luke reckoned he must have received 50 or 60 lashes altogether. Then all of a sudden, Chief Guardess Marley blew her whistle, and it was all over. The guardesses began getting the boys down amid a background of groans and cries.

Suddenly, Luke heard Jake call out:

“Tommy! Tommy, is that you?”

“Silence male!” Swish crack. “Aaaargh!”

“Jake? Jake!”

Luke looked to see who Jake was calling out to. It was a male standing amidst the army girls. He was wearing khaki green shorts and a white T-shirt with ‘Diana Light Infantry’ on it. Luke wondered who it was.

Then Luke became aware of a step ladder in front of him. A guardess was standing on it and untying the rope attached to his cuffs. When the rope released, Luke dropped the six inches to the ground and collapsed.

The guardesses ignored the line of collapsed boys until they had released them all. Then they began dragging them off one by one and loading them into a truck. It was a tipper truck that was being sent back to Victoria for an overhaul.

Some water bottles and blankets were thrown into the truck, but the boys weren’t given any clothes. The work clothes they had been wearing were the property of the Queendom Department of Works.

No guardesses watched over them. The sides of the tipper were quite high, and the boys were in no fit state to attempt to climb out.

Chief Guardess Marley spoke to the driver.

“That’s the lot. Get going. Take these worthless pieces of shit back to Victoria.”

The truck set off and drove to Victoria overnight with a brief stop in Aurora to give the driver a break. The boys huddled under their blankets. As they had been whipped on their front, back and sides, there was no position they could lay in which was comfortable, and they all spent the journey turning first one way and then the other and groaning with pain.




Chapter 5 – State Slave

Tuesday 14 August 94

Very early the next morning, the truck arrived in Victoria and made its way to Victoria Slave Barracks. This was where most of the state slaves who worked in the capital were housed. The truck drove into the trade entrance at the rear. The driver got out and reported to reception.

“Good morning. I’m Rachel from the Department of Works. I’ve got a delivery for you.”

“Good morning, Rachel. I’m Emily.”

Emily peered out at the tipper truck. She wasn’t aware that they were expecting a delivery of sand or gravel.

“What have you got for us?”

Rachel handed over the paperwork.

“It’s a truck load of slaves.”

“Oh, the 15 slaves being returned from the highway project.”

“That’s right.”

“Just a moment.”

Emily picked up a phone and a few moments later, two guardesses came through from somewhere inside the building, then went out to the truck with Rachel.

Rachel unlatched the tailgate and it dropped down with a loud clang.

“Out you get, boys.”

There were loud groans, but no one moved.

“Boys! Wake up! You’ve arrived. It’s time to get out.”

There were more groans but still no movement.

“Sue, help me climb up.”

“Ok, Lou.”

Sue helped Lou to climb up into the truck. She prodded the nearest boy with her foot.

“Up, boy. Get up.”

There was no reaction, so Lou grabbed his blanket and yanked it off.

“My goddess! Look at the state of him. What happened?”

“The guardesses at the highway project gave them all a serious thrashing. I witnessed the whole thing. They must have got 50 lashes each, maybe more.” said Rachel.

“Did they get into the truck by themselves?” asked Sue.

“No, they had to be manhandled in.” replied Rachel.

“I don’t think they’re getting out by themselves either.” said Lou. “We’re going to have to stretcher them all. Hold on, I’ll get some more help.”

Lou went off, but 10 minutes later, she was back with two more guardesses and two stretchers.

“Can you move the truck over there?” said Sue, pointing. “We’re taking them in through those doors.”

“Sure, just give me a moment.”

The guardesses stood aside as Rachel manoeuvred the truck and then got back out.

“How do we get them off?” asked Lou. “It’s one thing to stretcher them away but climbing in and out of the back is going to be a killer.”

“I can dump them all on the grass there if you like.” said Rachel.

“That’s a good idea.” said Sue.

Rachel got back in the truck and soon the body started lifting up and then stopped. The guardesses arranged themselves at the back, ready to catch each boy as he slid out.

“A bit more.” shouted Sue.

The body raised up a bit steeper.

“More.”

The body raised up more. Suddenly all the boys started sliding back. The guardesses tried to catch them but were soon overwhelmed as all the boys came sliding down together and ended up in a big pile on the grass.

“Well, that’s one way of doing it I suppose.” said Lou.

“Ok, Rachel. They’re all out.”

Rachel drove forward a bit and lowered the body. Then she came back to latch the tailgate, said goodbye to the guardesses and then drove off.

“Right, let’s get this lot into the cells.” said Sue.

They began to sort out the pile of naked boys and blankets, taking one of each, placing him on a stretcher, and then carrying him off to the cells before scanning his neck chip to see who each boy was. Just over an hour later and the job was complete.

Wednesday 15 August 94

By the following day, Luke had recovered sufficiently to be able to stand up and move around in his cell, although his body still felt sore all over.

That morning, two guardesses arrived outside his cell. Luke recognized one as the guardess in charge of the cell block. The other he hadn’t seen before, but he noted her DST uniform.

“Here he is. This is 4079.”

“Ok, thanks Sally.”

“Boy, turn around and face the wall.”

Luke did so. He heard the cell door open and then felt his hands being cuffed behind his back.

“So, what’s so special about this one?” asked Sally.

“He’s just a trainee. He was on work experience. So, he’s still our property. But the other 14 are owned by the Department of Works.”

“Oh, I see.”

Luke was marched outside and placed in a cell in a cage van. Just 15 minutes later, Luke found himself in another cell, but this time in the basement of DST headquarters in Victoria.

Monday 20 August 94

The following Monday, Guardess Anne, who was in charge of the small cell block at the DST, collected Luke from his cell and a short time later he found himself standing to attention in an office. In front of him, a DST officer sat behind a desk, reading through various reports. Guardess Anne stood behind him. After ten minutes, the officer looked up and stared at Luke.

“4079, do you know what I’ve got here?” she said, indicating the reports on her desk.

“No, Mistress Lorraine.”

“I’ve got your school report, your phase 1 slave training report, and now a report from the Department of Works. I’ve never read anything like them. Disobedience, insolence, idleness at every turn. You’re a disgrace, boy. A troublemaker, intent on stirring up trouble wherever you go. You can forget about ever becoming a companion-domestic. With a record like this, no self-respecting woman is going to want to take you on.”

Luke stared at the floor ahead of his feet. It was well known that becoming a companion-domestic was the best a boy could hope for in the Queendom. Becoming a woman’s domestic slave, usually her only one, meant relatively easy days doing cooking, laundry, housework, gardening, often eating the same food, and usually taking care of her sexual needs at night. But the officer was right, no woman would want someone with Luke’s level of disobedience.

“You’ve still got 5 weeks of your phase 2 slave training to do. But no one is going to want you for work experience. Even the farms and factories will be reluctant to take on a boy with a record like yours.”

Lorraine picked up a letter and waved it.

“Even our own establishments don’t want you. This is from Warden Olivia at South Side Brickworks, which is owned by the DST. Even she is reluctant to take you on. Well, boy, you’ve made your bed and now you’ll have to lie in it. You’ll stay here until we find someone mad enough to take you on. In the meantime, we’ll try to convince the corporation to use you for odd jobs. But if we get any reports of insolence, disobedience or misbehaviour of any kind, you’ll go back in solitary and stay there for good. Is that clear, boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Lorraine.” mumbled Luke.

“What’s that, boy? Speak up!”

“Yes, Mistress Lorraine.”

“Very well. Take him back to his cell, Anne.”

“Yes, Ms Lorraine.”

Thursday 23 August 94

Three days later, Anne and another woman turned up outside Luke’s cell.

“This is him, Lara, 4079. He has road construction experience. This is Mistress Lara, boy. You will be working with her crew today as one of her workers is sick.”

“Yes, Guardess Anne.”

Anne unlocked the cell door.

“Out!”

“This way, boy.” added Lara.

Luke followed Lara outside to where a yellow pick-up was parked. Luke noticed the Victoria City markings. The front of the truck had four doors and two rows of seats and could hold 6, the rear was an open cargo area containing various tools and equipment.

Lara opened a rear door.

“Get in, boy.”

Three guys were already in the truck, one in the front and two in the back. Lara got in the driver’s seat and they set off.

“This is 4079 who’ll be helping us today, guys.” said Lara.

The guy in the front turned to look.

“I’m Simon, the foreman, and this is Mark and this is Eric. Do you have a nickname, boy?”

“Luke.”

“Ok, Luke. You’ll be helping us with some pothole repairs today.”

“Fine.” said Luke.

Simon was looking at a document of some kind.

“Left here, Mistress Lara, then it should be 100 yards ahead on the left.”

They pulled up and stopped, and Lara and Simon got out and walked a short distance ahead and examined a pothole with a traffic cone sitting in it.

“Standard repair, Simon.” said Lara. She then got back into the truck and pulled out a paperback and began to read.

“Right, boys. Let’s go. Mark, cones. Eric, get the jackhammer out. Luke, help Eric.”

Soon, they had the area coned off. Simon chalked a rectangle around the damaged area and Eric got to work with the jackhammer, digging out the affected material. Meanwhile, Simon prepared a batch of asphalt filler. When Eric had finished, he told Luke to remove all the loose material and dump it in the truck, using first a shovel and then finishing with a brush. Simon then poured the asphalt while Eric and Luke put the jackhammer back and got a roller down instead, using a lift incorporated into the back of the pick-up.

“Have you used one of these before?” Eric asked Luke.

“Yes, but a two-man one, not a small one like this.”

Simon had by then finished pouring and spreading the asphalt.

“Off you go then. Before it cools too much.”

Luke grabbed the handle of the roller and tried to push it over the repair, but it didn’t budge.

“No, no, no. It’s electric. Use the twist grip. This way for forwards, this way for backwards.” said Eric.

Luke twisted the grip and there was a hum, and the roller set off, pulling him along with it.

“You got it. Now go forwards and backwards over the repair until it’s nice and flat.” said Simon.

“We could have done with something like this on the highway.” thought Luke.

“Ok, that will do.” said Simon. He looked around and signalled to Lara, who got out and examined the repair.

“Yes, that’s fine. Ok, load up.”

Lara got back in the truck and wrote something on some paperwork. Meanwhile, the guys got all the gear back onto the truck but left the cones out. They would be collected later once the repair had had time to set.

They did two more repairs that morning, then had their lunch in the truck. Lara met up with a friend and went to a restaurant for her lunch. Then in the afternoon they did three more repairs, and then Luke was dropped off back at the DST and escorted to his cell.

Friday 24 August 94

Luke worked with the same repair crew again the next day. Luke enjoyed working with them. It was hard work, but they had some laughs, and even Lara referred to him by his nickname rather than his number.

Unfortunately, it didn’t last. The sick worker was fit for work again on Saturday, so Luke wasn’t needed. He spent the weekend confined to his cell.

Monday 27 August 94

All the following week, Luke was allocated to a refuse collection crew, again due to a sickness absence. Luke didn’t enjoy it at all. Victoria used metal dustbins which had to be lifted, carried and then emptied into the back of the refuse truck. The bins then had to be cleaned. They didn’t have to be spotless, but all loose material and anything that might smell had to be removed, and then the bin had to be returned to its original position.

Luke struggled with the weight, and by the end of the week all his muscles ached, and he had sores where the bins pressed against him while being carried. He hoped the sick worker would be back next week and he would get an easier job.

Sunday 3 September 94

On Sunday, Luke had a visitor. Guardess Anne arrived with another woman.

“4079, this is Mistress Sarah. She is here to examine you.”

“Yes, Guardess Anne.”

“Strip off, 4079.”

Luke stripped off.

“Hands together behind your back.”

Anne unlocked the cell door. Sarah entered while Anne stood just outside.

Sarah looked to be about 45 and was slightly overweight but was still quite pretty.

“How old are you, boy?”

“18, Mistress Sarah.”

“Open wide.”

Luke opened his mouth and Sarah had a quick look. Then she placed her hands on his chest and ran them down his body.

“Nice muscles. Turn.”

Luke turned around. Sarah grabbed his arse cheeks and gave them a squeeze.

“Nice and firm. Turn.”

Then she grabbed his ball bag in a cupped hand and fondled it.

“Nice tight balls. Tell me boy, are you a virgin?”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah.”

Sarah grabbed his cock and gave it a quick wank. Lukes cock quickly started to get hard.

“Nice cock. Ok, Anne, I’ve seen enough.” said Sarah as she left the cell.

“Ok, 4079, relax.” said Anne as she locked the cell door.

The two ladies then went away, leaving Luke to wonder what it was all about.

Monday 4 September 94

The following day, Guardess Anne came to collect him again.

“Bins again, Guardess Anne?”

“No, 4079, Mistress Lorraine wants to speak to you.”

Luke wondered what she wanted. A few minutes later, he was standing in front of her desk in her office. Anne stood behind him.

“Ah, 4079. We’ve had you working for a road gang and a refuse collection crew over the last two weeks and we’ve not had any bad reports, so well done there. Maybe there is hope for you after all. But the fact remains, we’re not likely to get much for you at auction, even if we found someone prepared to take you on. At a debut auction, your reports are all the bidders have to go on, and let’s face facts, yours are not good. It’s different when you’re sold as a used slave, in that case, the bidders mostly go on references from your previous owners. So, we think what you need is a steady position so that you can prove yourself. And we think we’ve found just such a position for you. Mistress Sarah, the lady who examined you yesterday, is prepared to give you a chance. She says she could use a boy like you. Technically, you haven’t finished your slave training, but this is too good an opportunity to ignore. Another offer like this might not come along. So, we’ve decided to accept Sarah’s offer. Her employees will be collecting you tomorrow. Good luck with your first owner, 4079.”

“Thank you, Mistress Lorraine.”

“Ok, Anne, take him back to the cells.”




Chapter 6 – Sarah’s Safari Park

Tuesday 5 September 94

The next morning, Guardess Anne brought two women to Luke’s cell.

“4079, these two ladies work for your new owner, Mistress Sarah. This is Mistress Sophie and this is Mistress Chloe.”

“Hello, Mistresses.”

“Hello, boy.”

Luke thought both women were probably in their late 20s. They both had man-prods in hip holsters.

Anne unlocked the cell.

“Get changed into these, boy.” said Sophie, handing him some dark blue shorts and a white T shirt.”

As he got changed, Luke noticed lettering on the T shirt. It read: Sarah’s Safari Park. Sophie and Chloe then took him outside to a waiting van. It was a standard cage van with 3 cells. Chloe opened the rear door.

“Get in, boy.” said Chloe. “Any cell.”

Luke got in and chose the nearest cell. Chloe closed and locked the cell door and then the rear door. Then they were off. They arrived at their destination about 40 minutes later.

Chloe took charge of Luke and led him into a side entrance of a building that appeared to be a hotel set in a park. They went downstairs to a basement level and arrived at a locked door. It had a combination lock on it. Luke heard Chloe press 5 buttons but couldn’t see which they were. Chloe opened the door and ushered Luke in.

“Hi, Mandy. This is our new boy, 4079. Can I leave him with you?”

“Of course, Chloe.”

Chloe went away, closing the door behind her. Mandy was sitting behind a desk just inside the door.

“Do you have a nickname, boy?”

“Luke, Mistress Mandy.”

“Ok, we don’t have a Luke at the moment, so you can keep that name for the time being.”

“Mark!”

A moment later, a male appeared. Luke thought he looked 24.

“Yes, Mistress Mandy?”

“This is our new boy, Luke. Show him room 3 where he’ll be sleeping and then show him around.”

“Yes, Mistress Mandy. Come with me, Luke.”

Luke followed Mark along a corridor. There were 6 doors on the left and 3 on the right.

“These doors on the left are our rooms. They’re twin rooms although up to now, we’ve had a room each. But as there are 7 of us now, you’ll be in room 3 and share with Tom. He’s 21. Sarah seems keen to buy more boys, so will no doubt all end up sharing.”

Mark opened the door to room 3 and Luke looked in. It was a decent enough room with two single beds, a wardrobe and some cupboards. A boy was laying on one of the beds reading a book.

“Tom, this is Luke, he’ll be sharing this room with you from now on.”

“Hi, Luke.”

“Hi, Tom.”

Then Mark turned his attention to the doors on the right.

“This first door is the showers and toilets. Then it’s the kitchen/diner. And finally, the last door on the right is our common room. You’re free to come and go as you like down here. But you can’t go out of the main door where the desk is without permission. Come on.”

They both went into the common room. Four boys were inside.

“Hey, guys. This is Luke who Sarah has just bought. Luke, this is Rob, that’s Ray, that’s Steve and at the end is Trevor.”

They greeted each other. Luke looked around. There were two sofas and two armchairs, a small table with four chairs, a TV, and a pool table. There was also a table made to look like a bar with bottled beer and soft drinks and also snacks.

“This is nice. I didn’t expect a bar. I see you’ve got beer. Am I allowed to . . .”

Mark grinned.

“You’re not 21, are you?”

“No.”

“Don’t worry, Sarah isn’t too strict on that point. You don’t have to pay for anything but don’t take too much. We get a set amount each week and when it’s gone it’s gone. By the way, how old are you, Luke?”

“I left school this year. I’m 18.”

“Only 18? You can’t have finished your slave training then.”

“No. They gave up on me halfway through phase 2. They said that with my record of disobedience, nobody would bid for me at an auction anyway.”

“So, you’re a bit of a rebel, then?”

“Apparently. But in that case, I don’t understand why Mistress Sarah wanted me.”

“Believe me, you’ll fit right in.”

“So, what is this place, anyway?”

“This is Sarah’s Safari Park. Rich women pay good money to stay here and hunt in the park.”

“So, I assume we do maintenance in the park and look after the animals, then?”

The other boys laughed.

“Yes, we do park maintenance, but we don’t look after the animals. Mainly because there aren’t any, except for the horses.”

“So, what do they . . . oh.”

“Yes, that’s right. We’re the prey.”

Wednesday 6 September 94

Early the next day, Chloe collected Luke and took him outside in front of the hotel. She began to explain how things worked.

“So, basically, Luke, we run two types of hunt here. First, there are the team hunts, which are usually run on Wednesday’s. All the boys are sent out at 09:00, and then an hour later, hunter teams, usually two, are sent out on horseback to try and round them up. The team that brings back the most boys wins. The hunt ends at 16:00, and any boys not yet caught can then return. To encourage the boys to make an effort not to get caught, the ladies cane the boys when they get back, and the number of strokes depends on the order of their capture. If any boys evade capture, they don’t get caned. If all the boys are captured, then the one who was captured last doesn’t get caned. Everybody else gets 5, 10, 15 etc strokes depending on the order in which they were captured. The ladies enjoy it and have a lot of laughs. A lot of firms pay to send their employees here as a team building exercise. In the evening, they all get a nice three course meal. And it’s reasonably priced. Any questions so far, Luke?”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe. What weapons do the hunters have?”

“They have man-prods. Not the type they issue to police and guardesses, but simpler ones with just a fixed setting. They will typically knock you out for a minute or two, but no more than that. And there are two types to choose from. They all get hand-held prods mounted in hip holsters, but if they want, they can also have what we call a lance, which is basically the same prod but fixed to a long wooden pole. But they’re more difficult to handle and some of the ladies prefer not to use them. And they also get a selection of ropes for securing their catches.”

“I see.”

“Right, the other type of hunt is the man hunt, which is the up-market option and much more of a challenge. It’s also more expensive and lasts two days, usually on a weekend, but also during public holidays, such as Queendom Day. There is only one customer, but she can have assistants with her if she wants. She chooses the boy she wants to hunt. As before, he is sent out at 09:00 and the hunt starts an hour later and she’s got until 16:00 to catch him. If she catches her boy, he’s hers for the night to use as she likes. If she doesn’t catch him, she can choose one of the others at no extra cost. Lots of important ladies like to do the man hunts. And they really want to catch their chosen boy. They say the meal is always nicer when you catch the meat yourself. You look puzzled, Luke.”

“I was just thinking, Mistress Chloe. It seems like it should be quite easy to avoid getting caught. I mean, what’s to stop you, for example, just climbing a tree and sitting there? How would the hunters even get you down if they found you?”

“You won’t be able to do anything like that, Luke. You’ll understand why shortly. Anyway, I’m going to hand you over to Mark shortly. He’s going to show you the equipment and then give you an idea of the layout of the park. Then on Thursday and Friday, you’ll get some practice in with me and Sophie hunting you. We don’t want you getting caught too easily. The ladies want to catch you, but they also want a challenge. And then on Friday, you will do your first real man hunt.”

“Who will be hunting me, Mistress Chloe?”

“We don’t know yet. On-line bidding is tomorrow. The winner of that will be your hunter. Sarah is expecting a good price for you because you’re still fresh.”

“You mean new, Mistress Chloe?”

“No, I mean because you’re a virgin, Luke. Rich, important ladies love to hunt a virgin.”

“Oh, I see.”

“Ah, here’s Mark. He’s all yours, Mark.”

“Thank you, Mistress Chloe.”

Chloe went back inside.

“Follow me to the despatch hut, Luke. That building over there. That’s where you start off from, and where you report back to if you didn’t get caught. It’s also where we keep the gear.”

Mark unlocked the hut and they went in.

“Right, here’s where we keep the walking shoes. Let’s get you fitted.”

Luke tried some shoes and soon found the right size.

“There are walking socks in here. It’s one size fits all.”

“I see.”

“And this is your escape belt.” said Mark, grinning.

“What the fuck?” said Luke.

It was in fact a wide leather belt that went around the waist. It had another leather strip that went from the front to the back under the groin.

“How do you even wear that? And what are all these loops for and that ring?”

“The easiest way to understand it is by trying it on.” said Mark. “So, strip off.”

Luke stripped off.

“Ok, now step into the belt and pull it up to your waist. Your cock and balls go through that ring in the groin belt. That’s it. Shove them right through. You can adjust the tightness of the belt using that buckle on your left side.”

Luke tightened it up a bit.

“Right, now hold your hands behind your back. Ok, stand still.”

“What are you doing?”

“These loops at the back buckle around your wrists and hold them firmly behind your back.”

“Shit! I see now why Chloe laughed when I suggested hiding up a tree. You’re practically defenceless wearing this.”

Mark laughed.

“And what’s this loop here for?” asked Luke, looking down at the front of the belt.

“That’s for attaching a tow rope.”

“A what?”

“If you get caught, the ladies can attach a rope to that loop so you can’t run off. Then the other end will be tied to a horse.”

“I see.”

“Right, now I want you to try something. Lay down on your belly.”

“Like this?”

“Yes. Now try to get up.”

“Shit! How do you do it?”

“This is one of the most important skills to learn. If you fall over or get knocked over, you need to be able to get back up. The best way is to roll onto your side, and then sit up, then get into a kneeling position and then you can stand. Try it.”

Luke managed to do it after several failed attempts.

“Good. That’s a skill you need to master, and quickly. Right, let’s go back outside.”

“So, how big is the park anyway?”

“That’s what I was coming to next. The hotel faces west. As you can see, the approach road bends round to the left and heads south towards Victoria. That hedge line you can see just beyond it is the western edge of the park. The Victoria to Aurora railway is just the other side. Most of the park is this way.”

They both turned to face east.

“It’s about 5 miles to the eastern edge of the park, and it’s about 3 miles from north to south. It’s mostly wild moorland over low foothills, so most of it is good horse-riding country. There are some shallow valleys with fast flowing streams, and some small woods in the valleys.”

“How do you know when you’ve reached the edge of the park?”

“There’s no fence, but there are boundary posts at intervals.”

“Still, that’s 15 square miles. With an hour’s head start, it seems like it should be easy to not get caught.”

“Except for one small detail. This.”

Mark pointed to a bulge on Luke’s belt.

“What’s that?”

“A tracker.”

“Shit! So, the hunters know exactly where you are?”

“No. The staff do, but the hunters don’t. The hunters have one of these.”

Mark switched the receiver on, pressed and held a button, and it immediately let out a three second beep. He switched it off again.

“What does the beep mean?”

“The beep tells them roughly how far away a boy is. More than a mile and there’s no beep. Not unless two or more of you are in the same place, if so, it has a slightly longer range. Under a mile and they’ll hear a single beep. Under three quarters, 2 beeps, under a half, 3, under a quarter, 4. Then when they’re within 100 yards, a single three second beep.”

“Cool.”

“And the needle gives the bearing, but it doesn’t work when the distance is less than 100 yards and you get the three second beep.”

“I see.”

“But the receiver doesn’t operate continuously. You have to press and hold this button. It works for 3 seconds and then it’s disabled for the next 15 minutes.”

A sound made them both look round. They saw a motor coach coming along the approach road.

“Let’s get back into the despatch hut. You need to get changed and then we have to get back inside. There’s a team hunt on today.”

“Are you on it, Mark?”

“Yes, it’s all of us except you.”

Thursday 7 September 94

Luke spent the next day getting used to wearing the escape belt, exploring the park, and being hunted by Chloe and Sophie. Whenever they caught him, they would discuss why he had got caught and what he could have done to avoid it and then gave him time to get away again.

The first time, Luke had been caught in a narrow valley with a fast-flowing stream running through it.

“You need to be aware of your surroundings at all times, Luke. You need to be mindful of your reduced mobility in your escape belt. Your hands being fixed behind you restricts where you can go more than you think. For example, you can’t climb up or down, and you can’t scramble up a slope that’s too steep to walk up.” said Sophie.

“And it effects your balance as well. So, this stream for example, with hands free you could easily cross it using those rocks as stepping stones, but without free hands, you would likely lose your balance and fall in.” added Chloe.

“And don’t walk in the open for too long. Try to keep close to some kind of cover that you can dash into when you hear horses approaching. A wood, or bushes or rocks or something. If you have to cross a long, open area, have a good listen first, and then do it quickly.” said Sophie.

“Remember, on the team hunts, the longer you hold out without getting caught, the less you’ll get caned.” said Chloe.

Later, in the evening, Luke was sitting in the common room. All the other boys except Mark were also there, two were playing pool, and the others were either watching TV or chatting.

Mark came in.

“Lady Isobel won the bidding. She’s one of the Queen’s senatresses. And I gather it was quite a high bid.”

“Have you seen her before?” asked Luke.

“Yes, she’s been here before. The last time was four weeks ago when she hunted Tom.”

“So, what’s she like?”

“She’s about 50 and overweight. She’s usually accompanied by two younger women, members of her staff I believe. She’s a committed gynarchist, a total believer.”

“I guess you’d have to be to be on the senate. How did you get on, Tom?”

“She’s a fucking animal.” said Tom and looked away. He didn’t want to talk about it.

“He got caught and she was very rough with him.” said Mark. “She turned his arse purple and then had her way with him all night. Poor Tom was out of commission for a week.”

“Shit! So, it’s best not to get caught then?”

“Well, yes. But you will be caught tomorrow. I guarantee it.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“Because it’s Lady Isobel. She’s an important person and Sarah won’t want to upset her. So, she’ll make sure you get caught.”

“How? Will the girls tell Lady Isobel where I am?”

“Not directly, but either Sophie or Chloe will accompany her, and if the time is getting on and they haven’t caught you yet, they will start making suggestions of where to look, but without letting on that they know where you are. They’ll want Lady Isobel to have a challenge but to succeed in the end. Sarah’s running an entertainment business, after all.”

“Shit! Do they do that all the time?”

“No, only on the man hunts, and they only do it for important customers. But they never do it on the team hunts, it wouldn’t be fair to the other teams.”

Friday 8 September 94

The next day, Luke continued his training. He was gaining in confidence. He headed up a valley he thought he had been up the day before. He wanted to explore a small wood that he had seen but had not had time to check out.

But as he made his way along, he realized he had gone the wrong way. One valley looked very much like another. But he knew where he had gone wrong, and so he back tracked, only to run into Sophie and Chloe.

“That wasn’t a good choice, Luke. There’s no cover in this valley and there’s only a few places where you can climb out without needing to scramble.”

“Yes, I know, Mistress Chloe. I made a wrong turn. I didn’t intend to come this way.”

“Yes, a lot of the ground looks very similar. But don’t worry, you’ll get used to it in time.”

“So, what happens if I actually get lost?” asked Luke.

“Your tracker tells us where you are. If we see that you’ve wandered out of the park, we’ll activate your tracker and make it beep at 10 second intervals. You then need to back track until it stops. If you get lost inside the park, you’re on your own until the hunt ends. And then, if it looks like you’re still lost, we’ll send someone out to fetch you.” replied Chloe.

“How do I know when the hunt has ended?” asked Luke.

“The tracker will beep. Three quick beeps, which repeat every 30 seconds.” said Sophie.”

Saturday 9 September 94

Saturday was the day of Luke’s debut hunt. Despite Mark’s prediction, Luke had decided he didn’t want to get caught. Lady Isobel sounded much too rough. He decided to make his way to a high point he had seen where two valleys merged. It was above the confluence of two streams and Luke expected it to have good all-round views.

The direct ascent looked manageable on foot with hands available but impossible without, but importantly, it also looked impossible on horseback. But Luke reckoned he would be able to reach it by going a long way up one of the valleys and then coming back along the ridge line. That route would also be manageable on horseback.

Crucially, Luke reckoned he could just about manage to descend directly, whereas the horse riders would have to go back the way they came, giving him a half hour head start on them if he waited until they were almost on him before he bolted.

Luke got ready in the despatch hut. Chloe approached him with a key.

“Stand still, Luke. I have to turn your tracker on.”

She inserted the key and turned it and then checked her own device.

“Yes, it’s working.”

Luke was released at exactly 09:00 and set off with a purposeful stride along a track that led through the manicured grounds and then through a gateway and out into the park proper. After what he guessed was about half an hour, and one mile distance, the point he was trying to reach was above him on his left. He stared at it as he carried on. Yes, the approaches were bare rock, confirming what he suspected. Easy enough to climb with hands available but impossible without. Coming down would require several jumps of three or maybe four feet straight down. Probably best to sit down and shimmy forward to the edge and then drop. He would play it by ear. It certainly looked impossible on horseback in either direction.

Luke carried on up the valley, following a faint trail that had been worn into the ground by horse riders or walkers. After another half an hour, he found a place where he could double back along the ridge line. It was a point where the valley was wide but shallow. At this point, the ground was strewn with large rocks and several streams came together and washed around the rocks before merging into one. It actually looked like not a bad place to hide. There were any number of small gaps between and behind the rocks where you could hide, and the ground would be difficult for riders.

But then it occurred to Luke that the hunters would be after him by now, so he decided to carry on. Luke wondered whether they would gallop around at random until they got a contact from the tracker, or would they have a more methodical plan. Mark said Lady Isobel had hunted here before. Luke should have asked how many times. He wondered how well she knew the park.

It took Luke another half an hour to reach his lookout point. There were no trees, probably because of the exposed location, but there was plenty of bracken, gorse and heather to hide amongst.  After having a good look in all directions and seeing nothing, Luke surveyed his immediate surroundings and decided on the escape route he would take if he was approached from the ridge line. Then he found a spot amongst the heather where he felt hidden yet could see out in most directions.

Luke felt thirsty and wished he had had a drink at the stream in the valley, but it was too late now. He stayed alert for what seemed like an hour but saw no sign of the hunters. He figured it must be midday by now. Maybe this would be easier than he thought. Maybe no one had thought of coming to this spot before. He lay back and relaxed. Three – probably four – horses would make a lot of noise. He would listen out for them. Before he knew it, he had dozed off.

Sometime later – Luke didn’t know how long – he heard a horse whinny. He opened his eyes and listened. Now he could hear the clopping sound of horses walking. He crawled forward to take a look. There they were! Four of them coming up the valley. In a short time, they would be level with him. The big woman in front must be Lady Isobel. At the back was Sophie. Between them were two younger women who were obviously the assistants that Mark had mentioned.

They were no more than a quarter of a mile away and they were getting closer. They would already have pinged his tracker.

Luke watched as they went past at the nearest point and continued up the valley. But then they all stopped. Then they all looked around in his direction. Luke guessed that they had just used their receiver and it had given them his bearing and direction. They now knew roughly where he was.

Lady Isobel was getting something out of her saddlebag. Shit! Binoculars! Luke ducked down. For the next ten minutes, he heard nothing except the occasional whinny from a horse. They were still there. Luke wondered what they were doing but it was too risky to look out. Finally, after 10 minutes. He heard the sounds of horses walking and looked out. They were carrying on up the valley.

Luke wondered what to do. Should he make his way down now? But they might expect that and double back in a few minutes. If so, he would be caught in the open. Or he could wait until he saw them coming along the ridge line. He decided to hang tight for the moment.

Luke kept watch on the valley but there was no sign of them. They hadn’t doubled back, but he was getting nervous. Should he stay where he was, with a good view along the ridge, or start moving along the escape route he had decided on earlier? He decided to move but stop when he got to the first place where he would need to jump. He would have to jump down off a rock to a lower level. It was only a four-foot drop so it was not a problem at all. He would just sit down, then shuffle forward and dangle his legs over the edge, then slide over and drop. The problem was that he wouldn’t be able to come back up again. So, he would stay here until he was sure they were approaching along the ridge line.

He thought about sitting on the edge ready to drop but thought better of it. If they did double back, he would be in full view. So, he stayed back from it and kept his ears open. He couldn’t see the ridge line from this position, but horses made a lot of noise.

Fifteen minutes later, he heard a horse whinny. Then he heard horses’ hooves. But they were slow and quiet. It sounded like they were moving very cautiously. Finally, he heard voices.

“Felicity, check over there. Verity, have a look behind those rocks.”

“It’s time to go.” thought Luke.

He dropped off the rock onto the lower level and hurried along, picking his way between rocks. On two more occasions, he had to drop a few feet straight down, but he managed it without problems, and then he was onto a manageable slope that he could walk down without too many problems. He only slipped over once but quickly got back onto his feet and carried on down.

Then he heard a loud voice.

“There he is!”

He looked around and saw one of Lady Isobel’s assistants looking down at him. After a few seconds she turned and disappeared.

About five minutes later, Luke was back down on the faint trail that ran along the valley floor. He turned right and headed down it. He reckoned he had half an hour until they caught up with him, less if they galloped once they got back down to the valley floor. He would need to turn off the trail soon.

But then a noise made him turn. He listened. Surely not! Yes, it was horses’ hooves and they were travelling fast. How had they got back so quickly? Luke started running, looking about him for somewhere to hide. There were only isolated trees in the valley. There were no dense woods to take cover in. Luke kept running.

He glanced around. Shit! He could see the first rider coming into view. And then another, and then a third. Where was the fourth?

It then occurred to Luke that the fourth was still on the ridge line. And she was the only one who had been up there. He had been duped! They had sent a rider up there to flush him out. The orders he had heard were fake.

He heard a scream and looked around. They had seen him and had broken into a gallop. Luke veered off the trail and ran into the heather then dropped to a crawl and tried to make his way further from the trail. He kept crawling until he thought they were getting too close, and then he stopped and laid flat. They galloped past him but then stopped and turned, realizing that they had gone too far.

“He must be in here somewhere.”

Luke crawled under a bush in the middle of the heather. The women meandered around the area on their horses, their height above ground allowing them to scan large areas easily. But after 10 minutes, they had not found him.

Then Luke heard the sound of a galloping horse.

“Here’s Verity.”

“Hi, Lady Isobel. Have you found him?”

“Not yet, but we think he’s in this heather somewhere. The tracker’s continuous.”

“Ok, girls, now that we’re all here, let’s get more organized. Let’s start over here.”

Luke heard them moving back up the valley a little way. He could hear them talking but they were too far away to hear what they were saying. He risked a look. They had formed up in line abreast, about 20 yards apart, and were now slowly heading his way.

They would pass right over him. Luke decided to crawl sideways to their line of advance and set off. But after only 10 yards, he found the heather came to an end. There was a wide swathe of meadow grass before the next patch of heather. There was no way he could cross it without being seen. And now they were getting close.

Out of desperation, Luke stood up and bolted. Immediately, he heard a shout and then whoops and screams and the thundering sound of four sets of horse hooves hammering into the ground. He ran as fast as he could, but the sounds of hooves kept getting louder.

He glanced behind to see a rider preparing to lance him. He dodged it just in time and then made a sharp turn. The riders swung towards him, and another attempt was made to lance him, but Luke ducked and then turned and ran back between two riders and headed back the other way.

The manoeuvre bought him maybe 10 seconds as the four riders slowed down and then turned. He glanced round and saw all four of them charging after him. Luke ran as fast as he could. There was no cover within reach. All he could think of doing was to repeat his previous manoeuvre when they were close behind. But he couldn’t keep doing that forever. He was already beginning to tire. He ran as fast as he could. When he heard a rider getting too close, he glanced around. Shit! They were in line abreast. Whichever way he turned would take him into the path of another rider.

But he had to turn, a rider was almost on him. Luke dodged left and ducked and then looked up just in time to see a second rider almost on top of him.

Buzz!

“Aaaaargh!”

A lance knocked him over and stunned him and he blacked out.

When he came to a couple of minutes later, he felt dizzy. He gradually became aware of something warm and furry pressing into his face. And then he realized he was upside down. Or at least his head was. He opened his eyes and glanced left and then right. He had been draped over a horse. His belly was resting on the horse’s back just in front of the saddle and his hands and feet were at that moment being bound together under its belly.

“There! That should hold him, my lady.”

“Excellent. Let’s get back then.”

Lady Isobel’s voice came from above and Luke realized it was her horse that he was draped over. Luke groaned. His head hurt.

“Ah, he’s back with us.”

Slap! “Aaaaaaargh.”

Luke cried out as Lady Isobel gave his arse a hard slap.

“Well done, boy. You gave us a jolly good hunt.”

Just over half an hour later, they arrived back at the front of the hotel where they were greeted by Sarah.

“Welcome back, Lady Isobel. I see your hunt was successful. I hope you enjoyed yourself.”

“It was excellent, Sarah. It was a really good hunt. Most enjoyable.”

“Take the catch upstairs, girls.” said Lady Isobel to Felicity and Verity.

“Yes, Maam.”

Sarah smiled at the two girls and then continued talking to Lady Isobel.

“I’m glad to hear it. Dinner in, shall we say, one hour?”

“That would be lovely, Sarah.”

Sarah and Lady Isobel then went inside while slaves took the horses back to the stables.

On the first floor, Felicity and Verity had luxurious bedrooms, but Lady Isobel had a suite comprising a bedroom, a lounge and a bathroom. It also had an adjoining pleasure room which also had an entrance from the corridor and had its own en-suite.

Felicity and Verity took Luke directly into the pleasure room. They released his hands from the escape belt and then began removing it. Luke looked around.

The room contained the latest model powered pleasure bed, with remote controlled restraints. There was also a St Andrew’s Cross, a caning horse, a sex chair, two man-cages, plus a wide selection of whips and canes and a cupboard containing lotions, lubricants and sex toys.

“Boots and socks off and then in the shower.” said Felicity.

“Yes, Mistress Felicity.”

Ten minutes later, Luke got out of the shower and dried himself off.

“Ok, in the cage, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Felicity.”

She passed a bottle of water into the cage.

“We’ll be back to set you up later.”

The door to the suite opened and Lady Isobel looked in. She grinned when she saw Luke in the man cage.

“He looks so cute.”

Felicity smiled.

“And so young and innocent. How do you want him presented, maam?”

“I think I’ll start off by giving him a good caning. His arse looked much too smooth and white for my taste. A boy’s arse needs to be red at least, if not purple. But gag him. I hate hearing a boy scream.”

“Very good, maam. We’ll get him set up for you after dinner.”

“Thank you, Sarah. Let’s all get ready and meet back here in 40 minutes.”

“Very good, maam.”

Lady Isobel went back into her suite to get ready. Forty minutes later, Luke heard voices as the ladies met up again and then went downstairs for dinner.

Luke didn’t know how long they would take so he laid back and dozed off.

It was late into the evening when he was woken up by noises and looked up to see Felicity and Verity. They were both wearing knee high black leather boots, black leather hot pants and black leather bras. Felicity unlocked the man cage.

“Get out, boy.”

Luke got out and stretched.

“Ok, get on the caning horse.”

Luke did as he was told, and in a few moments, Felicity and Verity had shackled him on and tightened the waist belt. Then Verity forced a ball gag into his mouth and buckled it tightly behind his head.

Felicity gave him instructions.

“Lady Isobel will be with you shortly. She’ll probably keep you restrained, but if she releases you, make sure you obey all her commands. Don’t speak unless spoken to, although she’ll probably keep you gagged anyway. She doesn’t like to hear males speak. And don’t come without permission. If she has any complaints, me and Verity will cane your arse down to the bone. Understand?” said Felicity.

Luke nodded and the girls left.

Twenty minutes later, the connecting door opened and Lady Isobel entered. She was naked except for black thigh high boots. She walked over slowly and examined Luke from all sides.

She ran her hands over the scars on his back, still clearly visible from his thrashing at St Peter nearly a month ago.

“Hmmm. That’s a lot of scars. It looks like someone’s been a very naughty boy. What have you been up to? Was it disobedience? Or insolence? Idleness? I hate disobedient males. It’s usually down to a too lenient upbringing. Not enough discipline. I mean look at your arse. All smooth and white.”

Isobel placed a hand on Luke’s arse cheeks and ran it lightly over the smooth surface,

“A boy’s arse should always be kept red, if not purple. It’s a sign of subservience to women. A sign of respect. A white arse is a sign of neglect. But look at yours. All white and shiny and smooth. There’s no respect at all. I think you’re disrespecting me boy. I hate disrespectful males. And disrespectful males must be punished. Get ready, boy. I’m going to teach you to show respect to women.”

Isobel selected a three-foot dragon rattan cane from a selection hanging on the wall. She made a test stroke through the air.

Swish!

“Get ready boy. It’s time to take your punishment.”

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

Isobel gave Luke’s arse 10 rapid full-strength whacks. Luke made a muffled grunt. It was painful but he’d had worse. But Isobel certainly had a strong right arm.

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

Ten more rapid whacks arrived. Luke winced and tears flowed from his eyes. He had to give Isobel her due. Twenty whacks and so far, not a single overlay. She had managed to hit fresh arse every time and her whacks felt like they were evenly spread, ranging from just above his thighs to just below the small of his back.

Isobel paused, and Luke realized she was studying his arse, and observing the darkening colour. Apparently, she wasn’t satisfied with the colour, because the next moment:

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

She paused again.

“Hmmm. Your arse skin is very thick boy. Very whack resistant. I bet it’s seen a few canes in its time, eh? Another sign of a disobedient upbringing. And disobedience must be punished.”

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

Isobel whacked Luke’s arse as hard as she could and then wiped her brow. This was hard work, and Luke’s arse had so far only turned medium red. She decided to call for back-up and pressed the call button on the wall. A moment later, the connecting door opened and Felicity and Verity appeared.

“You called, maam?” said Felicity.

“Yes, Felicity. I’m not happy with the colour of this arse. The skin seems to be very thick. I’ve already given it 40 hard whacks and it’s only gone red. I want you to turn it purple.”

“Yes, maam.”

Felicity and Verity walked over, and both selected 4-foot dragon rattan canes. They had a short discussion and then got to work.

Felicity positioned herself 6 yards behind Luke and a yard off to the left. She was as far back as she could get, right up against a wall. Then she took a run up and smacked the cane onto Luke’s arse with maximum power as she ran past.

Swish. Smack! “Gnnnnnn!”

Luke tried to scream out in agony, but the ball gag prevented it. All he managed was a muffled groan. His arse had just taken the hardest cane stroke it had ever received. He watched through his tear-filled eyes as Felicity passed in front of him to his right and headed back to her starting position. Clearly, she was going to give him another whack. Luke decided to use the few seconds respite to get himself prepared.

Swish. Smack! “Gnnnnnn!”

Luke groaned again. Shit! He had forgotten about Verity. They were double teaming him.

Swish. Smack! “Gnnnnnn!”

Felicity again. Luke tried to move even though he knew it was pointless. All he succeeded in doing was wiggling his arse slightly.

Swish. Smack! “Gnnnnnn!”

Verity again and more agony. If anything, Verity’s whacks were slightly harder than Felicity’s. Luke was now reduced to continuous sobbing, interspersed with muffled screams every time his arse received an impact.

Swish. Smack! Ping! “Aaaaaaaaaaargh!”

The ball gag couldn’t contain Luke’s screams. One of the straps broke and the gag flew out and bounced across the floor.

“Please, Mistresses, mercy, no more, please. I can’t take any more.”

“Quiet boy.”

Swish. Smack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Lady Isobel had wandered over to check the progress. She watched the darkening welts for a few seconds while Luke whimpered.

“Ah! That’s better. Look, the first one is turning purple now. A lovely deep shade. I’m sure the others will follow shortly.”

They all watched for another minute.

“Yes, that will do nicely.”

Slap! “Aaaaaaargh.”

Isobel gave Luke a hard spank on the arse, impacting about half a dozen welts at the same time. Luke’s arse reacted by jerking up, causing the caning horse to judder and shift half an inch across the floor.

“Ok, girls, take him off. I want him strapped down under the sex chair next.”

“Yes, maam.”

The girls unshackled Luke from the caning horse. Luke could barely walk, so they had to half drag him over to the sex chair. They moved the chair out of the way while they laid him down on the mat and then shackled him to the floor. They then moved the sex chair into position over him and went back into the suite.

“Well, you’ve had your fun, boy, so now it’s my turn.”

Isobel sat down on the sex chair. It creaked under her weight, and her big arse cheeks overlapped the sides. It was electrically operated. A lever on the right armrest raised or lowered the seat, and a joystick on the left gave limited forward and backwards and sideways adjustment. She glanced down and operated the controls to steer her pussy towards Luke’s mouth.

“Stick your tongue out, boy. Let’s see what you can do.”

“Luke extended his tongue. He had been taught what to do at school, but that was all theory. His tongue had never touched a pussy before, let alone been inside one. He wasn’t sure what to expect.”

His eyes were still full of tears, but as his hands were shackled, he was unable to wipe them away. He tried rapidly opening and closing his eyes, but it had little effect, so he settled for closing them and working by touch.

He extended his tongue as far as he could and waited. He could hear the motors operating in pulses as Isobel jabbed the buttons to make fine adjustments to her position. Then there was a longer whir as she pressed the down button.

Luke felt something touch the tip of his tongue. He moved his tongue over it to get a good feel and found another one. He realised they were Isobel’s flaps. There was another pulse of the motor and suddenly Isobel’s flaps descended another half an inch.

Luke began to run his tongue along them, first one side and then on the other and then lightly over the surface.

“Get in between them, boy.”

Luke tried to work his tongue between them, but they seemed to be stuck together. Luke’s tongue felt its way up and down, looking for any slight opening that he could push his way into to prise them apart.

Damn! Luke wished he hadn’t been daydreaming when they covered flaps in his female pleasure lesson at school.

But eventually he found an opening and pushed his way in. He then ran his tongue down the length of her slit, and her flaps parted in front of it like a bag that was being unzipped.

He then stroked his tongue up and down her soft, pink valley for a short time. It was perfectly smooth except for a bump at one end, and he soon realized that he had found her woman hole. The hole felt quite small, but he remembered from his lessons that women liked a boy to push his tongue inside. So, he positioned his tongue at the hole and pushed. The hole seemed to change shape to accommodate him, and soon he had managed to push his tongue in about an inch.

Then his tongue detected something. Girl juice! He had never tasted it before. He withdrew his tongue and licked his lips. He quite liked it. He shoved his tongue back in to taste some more.

“Tongue fuck me, boy!”

Luke began to rapidly insert and withdraw his tongue. He found it to be quite difficult. He tried a different approach. He kept his tongue extended and moved his head up and down instead. That worked much better, but his neck rapidly began to ache, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to keep it up for very long.

So, he went back to slit licking for a few seconds to give his neck a rest, before resuming the tongue fucking. Isobel didn’t complain. She seemed to be enjoying it, as evidenced by a sudden gush of girl juice that squirted straight into Luke’s mouth. He withdrew his tongue, swallowed, and licked his lips, and then went back to the tongue fucking once again.

“Oh, yes, baby, yes. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Isobel moved around a bit while she came, so Luke went back to slit licking for the duration of her orgasm.

“Well done boy. That was nice.”

Luke felt proud of himself. It was the first time he had made a woman come.

Isobel sat still for a while to get her breath back. When she had recovered, she stood up and pressed the call button.

Felicity and Verity came in.

“You called, maam.”

“Yes, girls. I want him on the bed, face up. And gag him again.”

“Yes, maam.”

The girls moved the sex chair out of the way and then released Luke. They took him over to the electric pleasure bed and placed him on it, face up, with his head on a pillow. Then they connected his wrists and ankles to the corner shackles.

Felicity then used the remote control to retract the shackles, forcing Luke into a spread-eagle position. She then got a new ball gag from the cupboard and forced it into his mouth and tightened the strap behind his head. Meanwhile, Verity got a stretchy ring from the cupboard. She stretched it open and snapped it into place around the base of Luke’s ball bag. Within a few seconds, his ball bag swelled up like a tangerine, and his cock hardened and extended until it reached its full 8 inches. The girls then went back into Isobel’s suite.

Meanwhile, Isobel had gone over to a control panel mounted on a wall and was browsing a list of music tracks. She selected one and it started playing. The track had lyrics, but to Luke, they didn’t seem to make much sense. The female singer seemed to repeat the same few phrases over and over again to a basic tune that was repetitive and had a background drum beat of once every half second.

Isobel adjusted the volume, seemed satisfied, and then approached the bed. She climbed on and squatted over Luke’s cock, facing his feet. She reached down and took hold of his man meat and guided it to her pussy. She then moved his helmet up and down her flaps for a few seconds, managed to part them and then moved the helmet up and down her slippery slit, gathering up some of her minge moisture. Then she positioned it at her hole and lowered herself down and engulfed it.

She adjusted her feet slightly and braced her hands on Luke’s knees. She then began to squat ride him in time with the music. She took full advantage of Luke’s 8 inches, rising up until his bell end just started to show and then plunging all the way down until her arse cheeks bounced off his lower belly.

She was a big woman, and Luke was surprised by her energy. She had a lot of weight to manipulate. He glanced forward to see the action. He stared at her body as it bounced up and down to the beat of the music. His eyes fixed on the top of her arse crack for a while, where it started just below the small of her back. Then his eyes travelled down. He took in her huge bulging arse cheeks, whose width overlapped his own body by a considerable distance.

Then he looked down further still. Each time she rose up, he could see his cock through the gap between her two huge arse cheeks. It was the first time his man meat had been inside a woman. He was surprised by the sensation as her warm, wet love tunnel took hold of his hard meat. Each time she rose up, he felt her pussy lips grip his rod as if they didn’t want to let go.

Lady Isobel continued to bounce up and down to the beat. She wasn’t interested in any other position. And she didn’t release Luke’s hands so he could help by pushing up on her arse cheeks. She liked to be in total control all the time. She didn’t want any help from a male.

She glanced down for a moment and then moved one of her hands to Luke’s swollen ball bag. She gripped it lightly with her fingertips and then gently squeezed and released it a few times. Luke had been told during pleasure training that experience ladies could judge how close a boy was to coming using this method.

Although Luke’s ball bag felt like it would like to rid itself of its sticky contents, the stretchy ring seemed to be preventing him from shooting.

Luke heard Isobel gasp. She stopped bouncing for a few seconds, at the top of her thrust, but then resumed at a very slow pace, and with short strokes, so that her twat slowly caressed just Luke’s purple bell end. Girl juice took the opportunity to leak out and run down the length of Luke’s rod and onto his ball bag.

Then, suddenly, she was off at full pace again. But less than a minute later, she began to gasp once again.

“Oh, my goddess, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

When her orgasm started, she sat down, placing her full weight on Luke and moving about slightly in all directions. Luke felt a strange sensation, as if Isobel’s pussy was alternately gripping and releasing his meat.

Isobel remained seated for a few minutes while she got her breath back. Luke lay still, looking straight up. Isobel’s full weight on him, combined with the ball gag forcing him to breathe through his nose, was making him feel lightheaded, and it was a relief when she finally stood up.

“Mmmmmmm. That was nice.”

Luke wasn’t sure if she was talking to him or to herself, but the next moment, she opened the connecting door and went into her suite, closing the door behind her.

“Thank goddess that’s over.”  thought Luke. He glanced towards the door, wondering when they would come to release him.

It was 10 minutes before the door opened again. Felicity and Verity came in, still dressed in their skimpy outfits. They closed the door behind them. Verity turned the music off.

“Lift your head, boy.” said Felicity.

She then unbuckled the ball gag and placed it in a basket that was apparently provided for used items. Luke waited patiently for the restraints to be released, but it was not to be.

“You did well, boy. Lady Isobel is satisfied. But now you need to satisfy us.” said Felicity.

Just then, Luke was startled by a hand touching his ball bag. He glanced down. Verity was holding his bollocks in her cupped hand and was judging their weight.

“Anything left in the tank?” asked Felicity.

“He feels full. I guess Lady Isobel didn’t make him come.”

“Excellent. Well, don’t worry boy. We won’t let you go home empty handed. But as for the contents of your ball bag, well that’s a different story. We’ll be taking it all.”

Both ladies then took off their tight, leather hot pants and bras, but kept their knee-high boots on.

Then they both climbed onto the bed. Felicity positioned herself over Luke’s face, while Verity sat on his thighs, her pussy pressed against his cock. The two ladies faced each other, leaned in and kissed.

Verity then shuffled back and got between Luke’s legs. She leaned down and her tongue made contact with Luke’s ball bag, still swollen up like a tangerine by the tight ring that she had placed there earlier.

Her tongue travelled up his balls to the base of his cock and then continued up the length of his shaft to the tip. She then opened her mouth and took his cock inside. Her lips closed, clamping tightly onto his shaft just below the helmet. Her tongue toyed with the smooth purple surface for a while, and then her lips slowly made their way down the eight inches of boy beef.

Luke gasped. It was the first time his man meat had visited the inside of a woman’s mouth. He had often wondered what it would feel like. He was now finding out. It felt warm and wet. He loved the sensation of her moist lips gripping his cock, and her tongue caressing his bell end.

His balls seemed to enjoy it too. His ball bag kept contracting and expanding, but the tight ring prevented it from ejecting its milky load.

Verity now began to rhythmically slide her lips up and down the length of his meat.

“Mmmmm. It’s so hard. And so nice and smooth.”

Meanwhile, Felicity had adjusted her position and lowered her pussy onto Luke’s mouth.

“Lick me, boy.  Lick my slit.”

Luke extended his tongue. He had to work by feel. All he could see were Felicity’s arse cheeks less than an inch above his face.

He quickly made contact and began licking back and forth along the surface of Felicity’s flaps. Felicity adjusted her position slightly so that Luke could reach her clit.

“Keep going, boy.”

Luke applied long slow strokes with his tongue, going all the way from her clit to her arse hole and then back again. Each time he reached her clit, he flicked it up and down and then from side to side with the tip of his tongue. He remembered being taught that at school.

“Oooh, that’s nice boy.”

Then Felicity reached down and pressed her fingers into her skin either side of her pussy and pulled them apart. Her flaps parted and her slit stretched wide open. Luke’s tongue immediately began exploring the newly exposed love valley. He loved how smooth it felt on his tongue.

“Get in their boy. Ream my hole.”

Luke located her woman hole and pushed his way in. It was a lot tighter than Lady Isobel’s and, as he soon discovered, produced a lot more girl juice. He loved her taste and greedily licked up the juice as it dripped out.

“Oh my. Keep going.” cried Felicity.

Luke wanted more. He thrust his tongue in and out as fast as he could in an attempt to draw from the well. It was hard work and soon he could feel his neck beginning to ache, so he stopped tongue fucking and instead extended his tongue as far as he could into her hole and then moved it from side to side and up and down.

“Oh, baby, yes, yes.”

Suddenly, Luke was taken by surprise when Felicity’s woman hole squirted out a continuous two second jet of girl juice. Luke’s tongue was deep inside when the jet started, which caused the juice to force its way out between tongue and twat. The juice sprayed out in all directions, but most of it landed on Luke’s face. But he quickly withdrew his tongue and opened wide and took the majority of the squirt directly into his mouth. When she had finished, Luke closed his mouth and swished the juice around with his tongue before gulping it down. He then licked his lips and resumed tongue fucking.

“Mmmm. I need some of that meat.” said Felicity as she watched Verity’s lips sliding up and down on Luke’s pork sword.

“Ok, let’s swap.” said Verity.

The two ladies swapped over.

Felicity was now between Luke’s legs. She licked his ball bag up and down, going from the stretchy ring to the base of his cock and back again. She kissed one of his balls and then opened her mouth and sucked hard. The ball popped into her mouth. She bathed it with her tongue for a while and then opened her mouth wide and sucked even harder, trying to get the other ball inside as well.

She couldn’t get it in by suction alone, but after a few prods of her finger, in it popped. She had intended to give the whole ball bag a nice bath with her tongue, but in the event, Luke’s ball bag with its full load of man milk took up so much space that her tongue had no room to move.

Instead, she let his bollocks baste in her saliva for a while. The sensation of his ball bag inside Felicity’s mouth made Luke’s bollocks want to explode, but the stretchy ring wouldn’t allow it. After a while, Felicity took a deep breath in through her nose and then blew Luke’s bollocks out of her mouth.

She then turned her attention to his smooth, pink rod.

Meanwhile, Verity was bouncing up and down on Luke’s extended tongue. She didn’t allow Luke to tongue fuck her. She always wanted to be in control. So, she had ordered Luke to extend his tongue and stay still while she controlled the penetration herself.

It suited Luke. It meant he could lay back and relax. He was looking forward to tasting Verity’s lady liquor. It didn’t take long and soon he was lapping it up. He had waited 18 years for his first taste and now he had tasted three different varieties on the same day.

“Mmmmm.” said Luke involuntarily.

Verity heard him and laughed.

“Do you like the taste of my girl juice, boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Verity.”

“Well, I think it’s time we tasted his boy juice.” said Felicity.

“Good idea.” agreed Felicity.

The two ladies positioned themselves on either side of Luke’s cock. Verity removed the stretchy ring.

Then she lightly gripped Luke’s shaft near the base to keep it pointing straight up. Both ladies extended their tongues and began licking his meat in perfect synchronization. Up and down went their tongues, from base to bell end.

They kept it up for a couple of minutes. Luke’s shaft stiffened even more and soon his ball bag began to fizz. The ladies now concentrated on just his bell end. The tips of their tongues gently tickled each side of the purple head.

“Aaaaaargh.” cried Luke. He knew he was getting close.

Verity was still holding his shaft perfectly still, and Felicity was lightly gripping his ball bag with her fingertips. Although his shaft was perfectly still, the ladies thought they felt his helmet twitch.

Felicity detected Luke’s ball bag beginning to contract and expand.

“Here he comes.” she said.

Both ladies stopped licking and pulled back slightly, their eyes glued to the hole in the middle of his helmet.

Suddenly, a jet of hot, white, sticky man milk shot out of the end of Luke’s cock. The ladies glanced up to watch it as it shot upwards, slowed and then fell back and landed on Luke’s belly.

Felicity felt Luke’s ball’s reloading for another shot, and with perfect timing, she gave his bag a hard squeeze just as it fired. The second jet went even higher. The third jet was much smaller. Felicity leaned down to suck out any remaining drips.

Meanwhile, Verity leaned down and licked up the puddle on Luke’s belly. Luke laid back and stared up at the ceiling. He was in heaven. It was the first time his ball bag had been drained by a woman. And two at the same time!

“Happy now, boy?”

“Yes, Mistresses. Thank you, Mistresses.”

The two ladies took showers in the en-suite attached to the pleasure room, and then got dressed and left, heading back to their own bedrooms. They left Luke restrained on the bed and he dozed off.

Two hours later, he woke up to find Chloe releasing his shackles. She then escorted him back to his room. Luke flopped down and fell asleep.

Sunday 10 September 94

It was Sarah’s policy that her downstairs boys got every Thursday and Sunday off, which were the days following the hunts. There would still be some chores to do, though, such as making their own meals and then washing up.

The ladies had separate slaves to do upstairs domestic work such as cooking, cleaning, laundry and acting as servants and waiters for Sarah, her staff and her guests, and others to look after the stables, plus female overseers. These were reliable, obedient slaves, whereas the downstairs boys were chosen because they had a rebellious or disobedient streak, as this was thought to make them better quarries for the hunts.

Other than the hunts, the boys work comprised their own domestic tasks – cooking, cleaning, laundry – plus providing labour for outside work around the park. Gardening, landscaping, repairing fences and walls, etc.

So, that morning, Luke had a long lie in – on his belly - the day after being hunted by Lady Isobel. He got up and had breakfast and then went into the common room to relax. The TV was on, and Luke stood behind an armchair and watched the news.

Then Mark came in. He grinned as he noticed Luke standing up.

“Get caught?”

“Yes. I thought I’d got away with it, but they split up and flushed me out. I found what I thought was a really good place to hide, up . . .”

“Stop! Don’t tell me. It’s an unwritten rule here that you never tell anyone else where you hid – well, not if it’s any good – and you don’t ask anyone else about their places. So, anyway, how did they treat you? Lady Isobel and her crew, I mean?”

“Well, like Tom said, Lady Isobel is savage. I don’t think she likes males. I won’t be able to sit down for a week. And she never said a word to me, well not that I was allowed to reply to.”

“Yes, that’s just how Tom described her. How about the other two?”

“Felicity and Verity? They caned my arse purple, but on Lady Isobel’s orders. When they were on their own, they were nice enough though.”

“So, I take it you’re no longer a virgin.”

Luke just grinned.

“So, what’s happening this week?” asked Luke.

“We’ll be working in the gardens on Tuesday, so we’ll get the laundry out of the way on Monday. There’s a team hunt on Wednesday. All hands. But there’s nothing on today, so I’m going for a run this afternoon. Want to join me?”

“Sure.”

“Fine. I’ll clear it with Chloe.”

Wednesday 13 September 94

The following Wednesday, all 7 boys assembled in the despatch hut and got kitted out. Two teams of six each were competing in the team hunt today. One team comprised trainee teaching assistants who would eventually work at the Victoria school for boys, the other comprised staff from a Victoria investment firm who had been sent here as a reward for their success over the past year.

The ladies had all arrived and were currently inside having refreshments. Meanwhile, slaves were preparing the horses.

At 09:00, Chloe gave the boys the off, and they all set out. Steve immediately sprinted away, but all the other boys walked. They had an hour before the teams would come after them. Most of the boys had a rough idea of where they were going to hide but they were always on the lookout for somewhere better.

According to Mark, Ray and Trevor rarely hid for very long. They claimed it was better to always be on the move. But so far, the difference in results between the hiders and the movers was inconclusive.

Luke had decided to initially head for his previous high point, and then play it by ear, depending on what happened. At first, Luke walked along with Mark and Rob, but after a while, their paths diverged and they wished each other good luck.

An hour after setting off, Luke arrived at the rocky area where several streams converged, and he turned and doubled back along the ridgeline. He headed for the place he had hidden before, but as he approached, a noise startled him. He turned to look. It was Steve.

“Oh, hi Steve. Great minds think alike, I guess.”

“Hi, Luke. Plenty of room for both of us.”

Mark had advised Luke not to double up as it made them detectable at longer range on the ladies’ trackers. And the ladies could also tell that there was more than one boy, which obviously made them a priority target.

“No, it’s fine, Steve. You were here first. I’ll find somewhere else. Good luck mate.”

“Ok, mate, good luck.”

Luke started walking back along the ridge line while thinking about where to go instead. He decided to have a look at the rocky area where he had turned onto the ridge line. He might be able to hide among the rocks. If he couldn’t find anywhere suitable, then he would move on.

Half an hour later, he arrived and clambered around amongst the rocks. There were indeed many places to hide between and behind the large rocks. But there was a problem. The surrounding land was devoid of any cover, so any ladies who arrived here would get the continuous beep and know there was a boy within 100 yards. A quick look around at the bare ground surrounding them would then make it obvious that he had to be hiding amongst the rocks.

Sure, they would have to dismount and search on foot. But a methodical sweep of the whole area with say 5 ladies in a line would take no more than 20 minutes tops. And once flushed out, he would be run down easily if they had left one of their number mounted on a horse.

So, Luke decided against it. He could move back down the valley, but there was very little cover and no way to climb up out of it until he past below the high point, which would take 20 minutes. Luke decided that was too risky.

He could move further up the valley, but he thought he must be close to the end of the park, so he decided against it. That left the ridge line on the other side of the valley. Luke decided that was the way to go.

He started to move off. He crossed several streams using small rocks as stepping stones, moving carefully to avoid losing his balance. Just as he stepped down into the cut made by the last stream he needed to cross, he heard a horse whinny. He quickly ducked down. Then he carefully stuck his head up to have a look. Shit! Six riders had just come into view. A whole team, although one of the riders was towing a boy, which effectively prevented her from actively hunting. But Luke was trapped. And he wasn’t in a good position. He wasn’t even among the rocks. And he couldn’t get back to the rocks without leaving the cut, which wasn’t possible without climbing up out if the cut and revealing himself.

The only option was to follow the cut further upstream. The stream was running low at the moment, due to a long dry spell, and at the point where he had been crossing, the cut was wide and the stream flowed down the centre, leaving a kind of beach on either side partly covered by reeds. Luke walked along it. But after just a few yards, around a bend, there was a 20-yard stretch where the stream flowed through the narrow gap between two huge outcrops of rock and took up the full width between them.

Climbing out of the cut was out of the question. Luke could hear voices getting nearer. They knew there was a boy in the vicinity, and it sounded like they had dismounted to search for him.

Luke decided to wade up the stream even though it would soak his boots and socks. But he had only gone a short distance when he saw a waterfall. It was only a 3-foot drop but climbing it was out of the question. He was trapped!

He would have to climb up the bank. Once past the rocky outcrop, he found a place to climb out up a steep grassy bank. It was a 6-foot climb, but he would be shielded from view at the top by the rock. It would be a difficult climb with no hands available, but he had no choice. He began to climb, carefully selecting each foothold and trying to lean forward into the bank as he went. He had made it about halfway when he lost his footing and slid back down the bank and into the water.

He heard voices coming nearer and looked downstream. He couldn’t see them yet, but they weren’t far away. Then his eyes latched onto something. There seemed to be a hole in the end of the rock, facing the waterfall. And he could see light inside. A cave? Luke approached and looked closely. No, not a cave. It looked like water sometimes flowed through the hole. Probably after heavy rain.

Luke wondered if he could squeeze inside, but although the entrance looked just about large enough, it was blocked with a fallen rock. Luke put a foot on it and tried to push. It rocked. Given enough time, Luke figured he might be able to force the rock out of the way. But enough time was one thing he didn’t have.

Maybe the space was usable, or maybe not. He would have to investigate it another time. But in case it was, he didn’t want to draw attention to it. He began to make his way back downstream. He got back to the point where he had first seen the ladies and popped his head up to look around. There they were, the nearest one was only a few yards away. She had probably already looked into the cut and was now looking elsewhere. It seemed to Luke that they hadn’t organized a methodical search, and instead four of them were searching seemingly at random. However, they had left two riders on horseback. One had a boy roped to her horse and held onto the other horses. Luke saw that the boy was Rob. The other rider was ready to ride down any boy who got flushed out.

The nearest searcher had now turned and was coming his way and would see him within a few seconds. Luke decided the time had come to make a run for it. He would just have to hope that the time it took for a rider to find a way across the streams and between all the rocks would be sufficient for him to reach cover. He reckoned he could outrun the searcher, even with his hands bound.

Luke climbed up out of the cut and legged it, his sodden boots and socks squelching and slowing him slightly down as he did so.

“Hey, there he is!”

The searcher ran after him for a few seconds but then thought better of it and headed back to her horse. Meanwhile a rider had started picking her way through the rocks.

Luke glanced back. Shit! She had got through the rocks much faster than he had expected and was now galloping after him. Realizing that he had nowhere to go, Luke accepted his fate. He kneeled down and looked at the ground. Mark had told him that this was the sign of surrender, since they were unable to raise their hands.

Luke heard the rider approach and then slow down and stop.

“That’s it, stay like that. Good boy.”

She waited until the other ladies had arrived. When the rider towing Rob arrived, a lady tied a rope to the same horse and then approached Luke and tied the other end to the loop on the front of his belt. When she was done, she gave his cock a quick squeeze and said:

“Right, you’ll do.”

She then took out a key and inserted it into Luke’s tracker and turned it off. One of the other ladies then spoke.

“I’m still getting a signal. There’s another boy within half a mile. Let’s double back along that ridge line as we planned.”

They set off, with the rider at the back towing Rob and Luke as she went. When they approached the high point, Steve saw them coming and made off down into the valley, exactly as Luke had done on Saturday.

“There’s one!” shouted one of the ladies, and galloped after him, but she soon came back.

“He’s going down into the valley. It’s too steep for the horses, we’ll have to go back.”

Unfortunately for Steve, he was spotted coming down the hillside by the other team. They waited out of sight until he reached the bottom and then charged in and captured him.

When the hunt was over, they headed back to the hotel where Sarah, Chloe and Mandy greeted them, and slaves took their horses away.

As it was a sunny day, Sarah led them to a large patio beside an outdoor swimming pool. There were plenty of deck chairs to sit in as well as patio chairs and tables. The ladies sat down in their teams and slaves brought them refreshments.

Their captives were made to kneel nearby. The trainee teaching assistants’ team had captured Rob and Luke, while the investments team had captured Tom, Trevor and Steve. Mark and Ray had evaded capture.

Chloe announced the result: Investments had won by 3 to 2.

Chloe had also worked out the boys’ individual results, by checking the deactivation times of their trackers. Mark and Ray evaded capture, so they wouldn’t be caned. As for the rest, Steve would get 5, Trevor, 10, Luke, 15, Rob, 20, and finally, Tom with 25.

The caning horse had already been set up on the patio. Steve was up first. Chloe shackled him on and tightened the waist belt. The team that had captured each boy had the honour of caning his arse. One of the investments team ladies stepped up and took the cane.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack.

There was a cheer when she finished and she returned to her seat with a big grin on her face. Meanwhile, Chloe release Steve and shackled Trevor. He was another investments capture. A different lady from that team stepped up.

“Go on Sue, whack his arse.”

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

So far, neither of the boys had made a sound.

Luke was up next. He was determined not to let the side down by crying out or whimpering. A lady from the teaching assistants stepped up.

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

She hit hard but Luke was ready for it. He was well aware that arse caning was one of the skills that teaching assistants were required to learn.

Next up was Rob. Another woman from the teaching assistants took the cane. She looked round at her teammates and grinned. Her teammates started chanting, and the other team soon joined in:

“Cane that arse! Cane that arse! Cane that arse!”

She obliged:

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

Rob let out a slight whimper near the end, and Luke thought he saw tears in Rob’s eyes. Not surprising. Twenty hard whacks from a trained arse caner was a lot to endure.

Finally, poor Tom, who had been caught early on by the investments team, had earned himself 25 whacks. Luke was glad it was the investment team that had caught him. He had been watching and was sure they didn’t cane as hard as the teaching assistants.

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

Tom did the boys proud. He took his caning like a man and didn’t make any noise, although Luke thought he saw tears in his eyes.

Mandy came to escort the boys back to their basement, where they could take showers, have their meals and then relax in the common room.

Thursday 14 September 94

The next day when Luke and most of the boys were relaxing in the common room, the door opened and Mandy entered, accompanied by two boys.

“Boys, these are Freddy and Clive, who Sarah has just bought as additions to the team.”

Luke estimated that Freddy was 21 and Clive 24.

Clearly, Sarah’s business was doing well, and she was keen to expand. Mark took charge of the newcomers and showed them around as he had done with Luke the previous week.

Saturday 16 September 94

On Saturday, there was another man hunt, but Luke and the new boys were not involved. Tom was the chosen quarry. Mark said that Tom had been booked two weeks ago. But on Wednesday, there would be another team hunt with all 9 boys taking part.

Wednesday 20 September 94

On Wednesday at 09:00, Chloe gave the 9 boys the off from the despatch hut. There would be two teams of seven after them today. As usual, Steve immediately sprinted away. Luke walked with Mark for some distance before they split up.

Luke knew where he was going. He headed straight for the rocky outcrop at the stream. It took him just over an hour, and he approached it from the side rather than along the stream. When he reached the steep bank that he had failed to climb the previous week, he sat down and shuffled to the top of the bank, then turned over onto his belly and slid down. He examined the rock that was blocking the hole. He started working it with his feet and soon it was free of the mud that it had sat in, and he found he could move it quite easily. However, he found that he could neither push it in nor hook it out. It was trapped in place by the shape of the rocks around it.

It wasn’t especially heavy. If he had his hands free, he was sure he would be able to lift it out quite easily. He sat down and tried to lift it out with his feet, but he was unable to get a proper grip on it.

Despondent, he gave up. He now had to climb up the bank. With more time to pick and choose the correct footholds, he made it this time, although it took the best part of 15 minutes. Back on top, he decided to check the other end of the rock. Surely, if water had flowed in at this end, it must have flowed out at the other end. He had a good look around. There was no sign of anybody. He started walking towards the other end of the rock, wading through a large patch of tall grass.

Suddenly, he dropped four feet straight down. When he had recovered from the shock, he looked around. He was in the water tunnel behind the rock. Except, at this point, it was more like a trench, as the rock roof had collapsed. He looked in the upstream direction to where he had earlier tried to enter. It was dark and uninviting. But in the downstream direction, there was light just a few yards away. The tunnel was barely three feet high. He sat down and then shuffled forwards. The exit was blocked by reeds, but he would be able to push his way out quite easily if he needed to. He checked the roof. It was rock at this point and felt solid enough.

This could turn out to be a really useful find. However, he wasn’t many inches above the water level. Clearly this spot would be unusable after heavy or even moderate rainfall. But for the moment, Luke felt comfortable. He thought there was a good chance that even a really thorough search would fail to find him. He leaned back and dozed off.

An hour later, Luke heard voices. He sat up and listened.

“He must be around here somewhere.”

“Check over there.”

“Hey, Linda, look behind that rock in case he’s standing in the stream.”

But they couldn’t find him and went away in search of easier prey.

However, two hours later, Luke heard more voices. The ladies always seemed to end up on top of the big rock that Luke was under, as it was at the far end of the rocky area and usually the last place they searched.

“There’s nothing here either.  Check over there.”

“This is strange. We’ve searched everywhere.”

“Maybe he moves. He might have sneaked back to somewhere we’ve already looked.”

“This is too difficult. Let’s try somewhere else.”

“Wait, I hear something.”

Luke heard it too. Riders.

“It’s the other team. They’re coming this way.”

The sound of hooves gradually got louder.

“Hey, they’ve caught four boys, same as us.”

“Chloe said there’s nine, that means the one that’s around here somewhere is the last one.”

Luke listened as the two teams met and greeted each other. Both teams had apparently searched this area, at different times. They now decided to team up and do an organized sweep together. They would call it a draw, regardless of who caught him.

Both teams left a rider with their horses and boys and another standing by to chase. That left ten ladies to dismount and form up at the edge of the rocky area. They formed a line with a spacing of only 10 yards between each lady, then slowly walked back towards their riders. They would sweep the entire area.

“We’ll get him now.” said one of the chasers to the other. “He won’t be able to change position without being seen. They’ll flush him out in no time and then we’ll chase him down.”

But there was no sign of him.

“Oh, well. Eight out of nine isn’t bad. Let’s get back.”

Fifteen minutes later, Luke got the beep-beep-beep that told him the hunt was over. He pushed his way out through the reeds. He was muddy in places and decided to wash off, even though this meant getting his feet wet.

Just over an hour later, Luke reported in at the despatch hut.

“Well done, Luke.” said Chloe. “It’s your first time not getting caught.”

“Thank you, Mistress Chloe.”

Chloe escorted Luke back to the basement. He had a shower and then got dressed and went into the common room to relax and watch TV. An hour later, he heard the other boys return. After having showers and getting dressed, they came into the common room one by one.

Mark sat down next to Luke.

“Well done, Luke.”

“Cheers, Mark.”

Luke looked around. Most of the boys had taken a seat but Steve and Trevor preferred to stand and lean against a sofa or an armchair. You could always tell who had got caught first.

Friday 22 September 94

On Friday, Chloe informed Luke that he was on the man hunt the next day.

“Who is it, Mistress Chloe?”

“It’s General Michaela and some staff officers from army headquarters in Victoria. They’re very important people, Luke, so we need to make sure that they enjoy their time here. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

Luke understood all right. Chloe wanted him to give them a good run but make sure he got caught in the end.

“So, why did they pick me, Mistress Chloe?”

“I’m not sure. A lot of ladies prefer young boys, so that might be a factor. But they’re also army, so maybe the fact that you avoided capture in the week is a factor. They might see that as a challenge.”

Later, Luke walked into the common room and found Mark already there. He took the opportunity to ask Mark what he knew about General Michaela. Mark was sitting in an armchair.

“Well, she’s not been here, but I know of her. She was all over the news back in January.”

Luke leaned over the back of a sofa.

“Why, what happened?”

“She was the judge in the Mount Vernon mutiny trial. That was the trial of militia members who resisted the Queendom takeover of Mount Vernon. I remember she sentenced three of their leaders to death and the rest of them to 50 lashes and enslavement.”

“Shit! I heard about that trial, but I didn’t know that three boys were executed.”

“They weren’t. The Queen commuted their sentences. But she’s a real bad ass. Another hard core gynarchist. If I were you, I would sit down.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s the last chance you’ll get for a couple of weeks. Tomorrow night, she’ll have the skin off your arse.”

“But if she doesn’t catch me, she can choose someone else.”

“You’ll be caught. Chloe will make sure of it.”

Luke worried about it all night. Sarah and Chloe would be furious if he didn’t get caught. But he really didn’t fancy being at General Michaela’s mercy.

Saturday 23 September 94

The next day, Luke was waiting for the off in the despatch hut. But he had made up his mind. He wasn’t going to deliberately get caught. He decided to go straight to his hideout and stay there.

“Ok, Luke, off you go.” said Chloe.

Just over an hour later, Luke was settled in under his rock. The hunters would be on their way by now. He wondered which way they would go first.

Then it occurred to him that if they came this way and found his general location early enough, they would have hours and hours to search. And since he was the only quarry, they wouldn’t give up and go and look for someone else. And Chloe would no doubt be with them. At some point, she would check his exact location and hint them towards it. And when they still didn’t find him, Chloe would realize he must have found a secret hideaway.

“Well, it’s too late to worry about that now.” thought Luke, as he got his head down and dozed off.

Three hours, the hunters arrived. He could hear the horses. Luke estimated it must be about 13:00. If so, they had 3 hours to find him. Easily long enough to do a thorough search of the area 3 times over.

Luke relaxed and kept his ears open. After about an hour, he heard voices as they searched near his rock. Then half an hour later, they were back again.

Luke recognized Chloe’s voice.

“I’m sure I heard a cough. It sounded like it came from over here.”

Luke grinned. He hadn’t coughed. Chloe had obviously looked up his location. He wondered how accurate the tracker actually was. If it was really accurate, he had probably had it.

“Maybe he’s hiding in these reed beds.” said one woman.

“Hey, I saw a film once where they hid by laying on their backs under water and breathed through hollow reeds.” said another.

“But the stream water is clear. We would see him.”

“Yes, but there are some marshy areas back there. Maybe he’s in there.”

“Come on girls, I’ve had enough. Let’s get back.”

“Yes, General.”

Luke grinned. He now only had to wait for the beeps. They went off half an hour later. He pushed his way out and washed himself off. An hour later, he was back at the despatch office. Chloe was waiting for him.

“Well done, Luke. You evaded capture again.”

But she didn’t seem pleased as she released his hands from his escape belt. Then she noticed that his shoes and socks were soaking wet.

“Been for a paddle, Luke?”

“No, Mistress Chloe. But I got a bit muddy and needed to clean myself up.”

Shortly afterwards, Sarah and Chloe were entertaining General Michaela and her staff on the patio.

“I’m so sorry you didn’t manage to catch your boy, General.” said Sarah.

“Don’t worry, my dear. It wouldn’t be any fun if it was easy. Maybe I’ll try again another day.”

“Do we have any theories as to how he did it, Chloe?” asked Sarah.

“Well, one of the ladies suggested he might be hiding under water or in a swamp and breathing through a hollow reed. I don’t know whether he was, but I did notice that his shoes and socks were soaking wet when he got back.”

“Aha!” said the general. “What a crafty boy.”

“General, here’s our portfolio. Would you like to choose a boy for the night? Anyone other than Luke.”

General Michaela browsed the portfolio.

“I’ll take that one. Mark.”

“Fine, I’ll get him ready. How would you like him presented, General?”

“On the caning horse, please. And make sure there are plenty of canes available. I’ll need to take my frustration out on a boy’s arse.”

All the ladies laughed.

Sunday 24 September 94

The next day, after General Michaela’s party had left, while Luke was washing, he heard Chloe’s voice next door in the common room.

“Where’s Luke?”

“He’s in the kitchen, Mistress Chloe.”

Luke turned towards the door and a moment later Chloe appeared.

“Come with me, Luke. Sarah wants to talk to you.”

Luke dried his hands on a tea towel.

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

Ten minutes later, Luke was standing up straight in Sarah’s office.

“Luke, you didn’t get caught yesterday.”

“No, Mistress Sarah.”

“Why not?”

“I thought that was the idea, Mistress Sarah.”

“Mistress Chloe told you on Friday to make sure the general enjoyed herself. You knew very well what she meant.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah. But I didn’t get the opportunity.”

“What do you mean?”

“They cornered me when I was hiding. I was waiting for an opportunity to make a break for it and let them have a chase, but I couldn’t.”

“Why not?”

“They were so close to me, Mistress Sarah. Just yards away. If I had just stood up, I would have been caught straight away. It wouldn’t have looked like a realistic attempt to get away. It would have been too obvious.”

“So, you were in the swamp?”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah. I fell in accidentally when I saw them coming and then realized it was a good place to hide, so I grabbed a reed to breathe through and stayed there.”

“Ok. And where were you the first time you were searched for?”

“Oh. Erm. I was amongst the rocks, Mistress Sarah.”

“They searched everywhere, Luke.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah, but randomly. I was lucky, but also, I moved about and I ended up ducking down where they had already looked.”

Sarah looked at Luke long and hard, apparently deep in thought.

“Very well, Luke. You may go.”

Chloe escorted Luke back. Luke wasn’t sure if they were buying his story or not.

When Luke got back, he went into the common room to relax. Mark was there. He was standing up.

Wednesday 27 September 94

On Wednesday, there was another team hunt. Two teams of 7 were taking part. Luke decided not to use his usual hideout. It wasn’t so bad getting caught in a team hunt, especially if you were one of the last to be caught. He was also worried that Sarah might get someone to follow him or stake out the area around his hideout.

So, Luke went into an entirely new area. Initially, he hid in a small wood but then thought better of it. It was too obvious a place to search. Instead, he hid in a small patch of tall grass a short distance from the woods. His thinking was that when the teams got a bearing on him, they would see the woods and assume that’s where he was.

Luke relaxed and laid on his back in the grass. About ten minutes later, he heard a noise and carefully looked out. It was Freddy, and he was heading into the wood. Good! If a team arrived and searched the wood and found him, it might give Luke time to get away. He laid back down.

Nearly two hours later, a team arrived. They had been busy. One of their riders already had three boys in tow. Luke recognized Tom, Rob and Clive. As Luke had hoped, they immediately headed for the wood. He watched as six of them formed up in line abreast and proceeded slowly through the woods, while the other rider waited outside with her three boys.

Sure enough, just a minute later, Luke heard a shout:

“There he is! After him!”

Luke took the opportunity. It was certain that once they had caught Freddy and disabled his tracker, their next ping would point at Luke. And they would be able to ping in 15 minutes at the most, but likely much sooner. So, he had to go while he had the chance. He got up and ran away in the opposite direction, trusting that the riders would be fully occupied with Freddy. But unfortunately, one of the riders happened to glance his way at just that moment.

“Hey, there goes another. Betty, with me, after him.”

“Shit!” thought Luke. “I’ve fucked up.”

The only cover was more long grass, but they would see where he went to ground and would find him in no time. He couldn’t think of anything, so in desperation he just kept running while the sound of thundering hooves got louder and louder. He turned to see how close they were, only to get whacked on the shoulder with a lance.

Buzz.

“Aaaaargh!”

Luke fell to the ground and blacked out.

When he came to, he was roped behind one of the horses along with Tom, Rob, Clive and Freddy.

Half an hour later, the ladies got a signal telling them that the hunt was over. As it was not yet 16:00, that meant that all 9 boys had now been caught.

As it turned out, Luke was the seventh boy to be caught, bettered only by Mark and finally Ray. Luke was awarded 10 cane strokes. That wasn’t too bad, at least he would be able to sit down.

Friday 29 September 94

On Friday, Chloe informed Luke that he was on the man hunt the next day.

“Why me, Mistress Chloe? I was up last week!”

“I can’t help that, Luke. The ladies are free to choose whoever they like. But it’s another army officer, a Lieutenant Beatrice. Apparently, she’s a good friend of General Michaela, so possibly the general mentioned you and there’s a friendly rivalry of some kind going on.”

“You mean Lieutenant Beatrice is trying to outdo General Michaela by catching me when the general couldn’t manage it, Mistress Chloe?”

“Something like that. But I’ve got something important to tell you, Luke. You are to make sure you get caught tomorrow. We don’t want a repeat of last week. The ladies come here to enjoy themselves, not indulge in some kind of wild goose chase while you doze off in your secret hiding place.”

“Mistress Chloe! That’s not fair.”

“You’ll do as you’re told, Luke. This is a direct order from Mistress Sarah.”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

Luke went into the common room to relax. Ten minutes later, Mark came in.

“I hear you’re up for the man hunt again tomorrow, Luke.”

“Yes, that’s right. Me again. But it’s not even a real hunt this time.”

“What do you mean?”

“Sarah’s ordered me to let myself get caught.”

“Shit! So, what are you going to do? I mean, it’s obvious you’ve found a really good hideaway. Are you going to use it?”

“I’m not sure.”

“If Sarah’s ordered you to get caught and you disobey, you’ll be for it. She’ll use the bull whip on you.”

“Very likely.”

“So, who’s hunting you, anyway?”

“It’s a Lieutenant Beatrice. Apparently, she’s a good friend of General Michaela. Do you know anything about her?”

“No. I’ve never heard of her.”

Saturday 30 September 94

The next day in the despatch hut, Luke was waiting for Chloe to give him the off. He still hadn’t made up his mind what to do. He didn’t want to get caught. He was sure this Lieutenant Beatrice would cane his arse raw in the evening if she caught him. And then likely have her way with him all night. She was bound to be another ardent gynarchist. To become an officer in the Queendom Army, she would have to be. On the other hand, if he managed to not get caught, Sarah would have him flogged. He was between a rock and a hard place. He was thoroughly pissed off.

“Ok, Luke, it’s 09:00. Off you go.”

Luke set off on the track through the grounds. After a few minutes he came to the gateway that led out into the park proper. He stopped and pondered.

“Fuck it.” he thought. “They’ve ordered me to get caught. So, why bother making any effort?”

About 20 yards each side of the gateway, there were wooden benches facing back towards the hotel. Luke went over to one, sat down and stretched his legs out and dozed off in the shade.

At 10:00, Lieutenant Beatrice and her party mounted up and set off, accompanied by Chloe. One of the party glanced at Luke as they approached the gateway but thought nothing of it, assuming he must be a gardener taking a break.

They paused and the rider with the receiver pressed the button to get a ping. She was surprised to get the three second ping indicating 100 yards or less. The direction needle didn’t operate at that range, so everyone glanced around in all directions.

“Hey, I think that’s him. Sitting on the bench.”

Chloe stared.

“I think you’re right. Wait here please, ladies.”

Chloe rode over and stopped in front of Luke.

“Luke! What the hell do you think you’re doing? Why are you just sitting there?”

“I’ve been ordered to get caught, Mistress Chloe. So, I thought it best to wait here. I didn’t want to take any chances and displease Mistress Sarah.”

Chloe was not amused.

“I’ll deal with you later, boy. Don’t move.”

Chloe went back to the hunting party.

“My apologies Lieutenant Beatrice, ladies. We’ve got a bit of a problem. I’m afraid the boy won’t be able to take part in today’s hunt. But don’t worry, if you would all like to follow me back to the hotel, we will provide refreshments while you choose a replacement.”

The party returned to the hotel and within half an hour, Mark had been selected as Luke’s replacement and been kitted out and sent off. The hunt would begin in an hour.

In the meantime, Mistress Mandy had collected Luke and escorted him back and locked him in his room.

As soon as the hunt was underway, Mandy opened Luke’s door.

“Come with me, boy. Mistress Sarah wants to speak to you.”

A few minutes later, Luke was standing to attention in Sarah’s office.

“What’s the meaning of your behaviour this morning, boy? Explain yourself.”

“Mistress Chloe said I was to make sure I got caught, Mistress Sarah. I was just following her instructions.”

“You know full well what Mistress Chloe meant, boy. You were meant to give the hunting party a good run out and then let yourself get caught in the afternoon. Not give yourself up at the first opportunity.”

“Oh. I didn’t realize, Mistress Sarah. That’s not what she said.”

Mistress Sarah stared at him for a few moments.

“I think you’re being deliberately awkward, boy. And I won’t stand for it. You need to sort yourself out, or you’ll be out. I know some of the ladies can be a bit rough sometimes, but you only work once, or at most twice, each week. And the rest of the time, you have a relatively easy life. If you don’t buck your ideas up, I’ll sell you, and you’ll end up on a farm or in a factory, slaving away for long hours 7 days a week.”

Sarah waited for a reaction, but Luke just stared at the ground.

“Take him away, Mandy. Solitary confinement in his room until further notice.”

“Yes, Ms Sarah. Come on, Luke.”

Luke was taken back to his room and locked in. Tom was moved to another room.

The man hunt was successful. Mark was caught about 15:30 and was brought back head down over a saddle. While their horses and catch were led away, Chloe took the party over to the patio.

“Let me offer you some refreshments, ladies. Dinner will be served at 19:00 so you have plenty of time.”

A moment later, Sarah arrived.

“Ah, you’re back, and a successful hunt I see. I hope you all had a good time. Lieutenant Beatrice, how would you like your catch presented?”

“I usually like to start off with a good caning, to make sure they understand who’s in charge. But I had that boy’s bare arse in front of me all the way back, and it’s so welted already that I wouldn’t be able to see the wood for the trees.”

“Yes, he received a good caning just two weeks ago.”

“Pity. It’s much more fun caning a smooth, white arse. I like to know the welts I’m seeing are all my own work. Still, his back looked nice and smooth. I think I’ll have him mounted on the cross and give his back a good lashing.”

“Very good, Lieutenant Beatrice, I’ll get him set up for you.”

“So, what was the issue with the boy this morning, Ms Sarah?”

Sarah hadn’t intended to explain it to Lieutenant Beatrice, but as she had been so understanding and had even refused Sarah’s offer to reimburse her fee, she thought she owed it to her to come clean.

“Luke? We got him less than 4 weeks ago. He was a drop out from slave training. He’s got a reputation for disobedience and insurrection, so we got him cheap. We thought his attitude might actually make him more fun for a hunt. But that was a mistake. He’s more trouble than he’s worth.”

“So, what are you going to do with him?”

“Well, we bought 3 brand new boys at the VSA this morning. All fresh 18-year-olds straight out of slave training. So, we don’t need Luke anymore, so we’ll sell if we get the chance, but it’s hard to see anyone wanting him. So, we’ll keep him confined to his room and just use him for manual labour around the park. At least until his attitude changes.”

“I see.”

Sunday 1 October 94

Luke woke up, got dressed and sat on his bed. He hated being locked up in his room. He wondered how long they would keep him in solitary confinement. Maybe he should ask to see Mistress Sarah, apologize and beg for another chance.

He looked up as a key turned in the lock. The door opened and a boy brought his breakfast in on a tray.

“Mark! What are you doing here!”

Luke recognized the boy as one of his friends from class 76.

“It’s Jack now. They’ve renamed me. They already had a Mark.”

“Yes, of course. But what are you doing here?”

“I was auctioned off yesterday at the VSA. Mistress Sarah bought me. And not just me, she bought 3 of us. Do you know Harry 3420 and Simon 8866?”

“I’ve spoken to Simon, but I don’t really know him. But I don’t recall Harry.”

“No, nor me. So, what’s this place all about?”

“Haven’t they told you?”

“No, but the three of us have a meeting with Mistress Chloe this afternoon, I guess she’ll tell us.”

“Well, basically, they let you loose in the park, nearly naked, and then women on horseback hunt you down for sport.”

“Shit! What happens when they catch you?”

“They bring you back here, cane your arse until it’s purple, and sometimes have their way with you all night.”

“Fuck me! So, why are they keeping you in solitary?”

“I wouldn’t play along.”

“You always were an awkward one, Luke.”




Chapter 7 – The Awkward Squad

Friday 13 October 94

Luke was kept locked up in his room for days, only allowed out to use the shower and toilet. They didn’t even use him for manual labour in the park. Luke was depressed. He knew he was close to breaking. Each time Mandy looked in on him, he asked to be taken to Sarah so he could beg for forgiveness. His request was denied for nearly two weeks.

But then, one Friday morning after breakfast, the door opened and Chloe stood in the entrance.

“Come with me, Luke. Mistress Sarah wants to speak to you.”

“At last.” thought Luke. He would apologize, beg for forgiveness, and promise to behave himself in future.

Soon, he was in front of Sarah’s desk in her office. Sarah was filling in some forms. She briefly glanced up and then carried on with her paperwork.

“Mistress Sarah, I . . . “

“Silence, boy.”

Sarah finished her paperwork and then looked up.

“Luke, we made a mistake when we bought you.” said Sarah.

Luke looked sad.

“Mistress Sarah . . .”

“Quiet.”

Luke looked distraught. He looked down. Sarah’s face softened.

“Perhaps it’s not entirely your fault. Your school is partly to blame. They clearly didn’t discipline you enough when you were a boy. A good caning now and then would have set you on the right track.”

Luke thought it wise not to point out that he had rarely missed a caning day at school.

“But that’s all in the past. The fact is you are not suited to working in our establishment. So, I have sold you. Your new owners will collect you this afternoon.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah.”

“You will be released from solitary so you can get ready and say your goodbyes. That is all. Take him away, Chloe.”

“Yes, Ms Sarah.”

Chloe escorted Luke back to the basement.

“Mistress Chloe, who is my new owner?”

“I’m sorry, Luke, I have no idea.”

Luke said his goodbye to the boys and also to Chloe and Mandy, then went into the common room to wait. Later, in the afternoon, Mark looked in.

“Luke, Mandy wants you at the desk.”

Luke reported to Mandy at the basement entrance. Two military policewomen were also there.

“Luke, these ladies have come to take you to your new owners.”

“Yes, Mistress Mandy.”

“Ladies, this is 4079.”

Luke turned and held his hands behind his back.

“We’re not cuffing you, boy. Just follow us.”

“Good luck, Luke.”

“Thank you, Mistress Mandy. Goodbye.”

Luke was led outside to a car. One of the MPs opened the rear door.

“Get in, 4079.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Twenty minutes later, they were driving through Victoria and 15 minutes later still, they turned off the highway they were on and stopped at a barrier. It looked to Luke like an army base.

The MPs showed their passes to the sentry, the barrier lifted and they drove in. A few minutes later, they parked behind a building.

“Ok, boy, this way.”

They took him into the building and arrived at a lobby. There was a woman sitting behind a desk and another standing by the door.

“Hi, Charlie. This is 4079.” said Mary to the woman behind the desk.

“Ok, thanks Mary, thanks Jane. Leave him with us.”

The MP’s left and then closed the door behind them. Charlie pressed a button and then typed something at her computer.

Shortly, an internal door opened and a male entered. Luke guessed he was 30.

“Jamie, this is 4079. Show him around. We’ve given him bed 7.”

“Yes, Mistress Charlie. This way, 4079.”

Luke followed Jamie through the internal door. It led to a corridor with a few doors on each side and another one straight ahead at the end.

“Do you have a name, 4079?”

“It’s Luke.”

“Ok, Luke. I’m Jamie. Right. Let me show you around. Here on the left is our kitchen.”

He opened the door and they both looked in but it was empty.

“Here on the right is our lounge.”

They went inside. The room was fitted with sofas and chairs, a computer on a desk, a pool table and a TV, and there was also a small bar. A few boys were in there.

“Listen up, boys. This is Luke. Luke, this is Rick, Bunny, Doug, Eric and Chris.”

Luke said hello and then they went back out and continued down the corridor.

On the left here is our punishment room. Luke looked inside expecting to see a St Andrew’s cross, a couple of caning horses and a selection of whips and canes. But all he saw was a solitary caning horse covered by a cloth.

“How often do we get discipline?”

“We don’t.”

Luke was pleasantly surprised.

“Right, in here are the toilets and the other side are showers and some store cupboards.”

They then went into the door straight ahead.

“And this is where we sleep. You’re in bed 7, which is this one.”

It was an open plan barrack room with 12 beds divided into groups of 4 by the placement of the wardrobes.

“Where are we, Jamie?” asked Luke.

“This is Victoria Garrison, home of the Victoria Volunteers, the First Field Artillery and the Queendom Special Forces.”

“So, have I joined the army?”

Jamie laughed.

“No. But you’re now owned by the Defence Ministry.”

“What do I have to do?”

“That will be explained this afternoon, when you meet the boss, Lieutenant Beatrice.”

“Lieutenant Beatrice?”

“Yes. Why, have you met her?”

“Yes, but only briefly.”

Luke returned to the lounge and got a cup of tea and then relaxed and chatted with the other guys. But they were all vague about what they did. The best that Luke got was that they sometimes did odd jobs for the police or the army.”

Later, in the afternoon, Jamie came to find Luke.

“Luke, come with me, it’s time for your meeting with the boss.”

When they reached the lobby, Jamie reported to Charlie.

“Mistress Charlie, I have to take Luke to see the boss.”

Charlie made a note and then nodded to one of the sentries who opened the door and let them out. They entered an administration building and went up to a reception desk.

“Jamie and Luke to see Lieutenant Beatrice, Mistress.”

The woman at the desk pressed a button and spoke on an intercom. Then she looked at the boys and said:

“Lieutenant Beatrice will see you now. Do you know the way?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

A minute later they entered Lieutenant Beatrice’s office. Beatrice was seated behind her desk. Another woman was standing in the office.

“Ah, 4079. Luke. Come in. Sit down both of you. Luke, my name is Lieutenant Beatrice. This is my second in command, Corporal Maya.”

“Hello, Mistress Maya.”

“Hello, Luke.” replied Maya, smiling at him.

She was a pretty woman. Luke thought she looked to be in her early 20s.

“Do you remember me, Luke?” asked Beatrice.

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice.”

The boys sat down.

"Mistress Sarah told me all about you and how she thought she had made a mistake buying you and had decided to sell you. But you seemed to me like a resourceful guy, Luke. Someone who might be a good fit for the work we do here. So, that’s why I recommended you to my boss when she told me we needed to take on an extra boy. Well, that and the fact that we got you cheap. What do you know about this place and why you are here?”

“Only that it’s the Victoria Garrison and I’m now owned by the army, Mistress Beatrice.”

“This is the Victoria Garrison, but you are not owned by the army. You are owned by the Defence Ministry. And you will work for an organization known as SEFA. Or Simulated Enemy Forces Administration.”

Beatrice paused to see Luke’s reaction, but there wasn’t one. He had never heard of them.

“We are popularly known as the awkward squad.”

Luke gasped. He had seen them featured on TV several times.

“Ah, I see you have heard of us. What do you know about us?”

“Your boys are pretend enemies during army exercises, Mistress Beatrice.”

“Well, we do have a team that does that and that’s what the press always focuses on. And one day you might join that team, but only after you’ve been given suitable training. But the team you are now on mainly does security audits. For example, we might give you a fake permit and see how far you get with it. It could be a travel permit or a work permit or anything. And the permits will range from realistic to hilarious. Or we might send you to break into a supposedly secure site or building to see how far you get. We use the results to find weaknesses in our security and also to weed out staff who aren’t up to the job. Any questions so far?”

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice. What happens when you go on one of these audits and get caught with a fake pass?”

“Usually, once you’ve been detained, the mission is over. Someone will collect you and reveal it was just a test. Sometimes there’s a bit more to it than that. It all depends what aspect of security we’ve been told to check up on.”

“But what if they scan me, Mistress Beatrice? Won’t they guess that it’s a test when they see that my owner is the Defence Ministry?”

“No, because although your owner is the Defence Ministry, the records won’t show that. We’ll modify them in advance to suit the mission you are on. Currently, your owner is set to Mistress Alice. She’s a secretary who works for the Defence Ministry. Anything else? Ok, that’s all for now. Jamie, take him back. You’ll start work next week, Luke. Don’t worry, we’ll start you out with something simple.”

Monday 16 October 94

Luke got his first task on the following Monday. Lieutenant Beatrice issued instructions to 4 boys who were taking part.

“These are solo permits also known as waivers.” she said as she handed each boy a sheet of paper. “They’re permission to be outside without female escort. There are two types. There’s a plastic credit card sized permit for long durations, but those are quite rare. By far the most common type are the paper permits like these. They’re issued by the local police, usually to male truck drivers and they’re only valid for a day or two. It allows drivers to walk from their truck to the slave hostel where they’re staying. As you can see, these allow travel between two named points in the city that are about a mile apart, and they purport to have been issued by one of the police stations in the city. Any questions?”

“No, Mistress Beatrice.” said all the boys.

“Ok, I’m going to drop you off in various places around the city and I want you to walk back to the garrison. If you get stopped, you are to do your best to talk your way out of it. Ok?”

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice.”

They all got in a car. Corporal Maya drove, and half an hour later, Luke was dropped off on the southern edge of the city. To get back, he would need to walk through the High Street and through the city centre.

Luke checked his permit and then compared it to the street map he had been given. He had been dropped off near the warehouse his truck was supposedly parked at, and his hostel was halfway between the city centre and the garrison, so he assumed his route would actually be valid until he reached the hostel.

But then he looked at his permit. At first glance, it looked valid. But then his eyes alighted on the date. Valid 14-15 October 94. It had expired the day before. And his serial number was wrong. Instead of 76-1-4079, they had written 76-0-4079.

Luke set off towards the city centre. He didn’t come across many pedestrians until he got closer to the city centre. Then he entered the High Street. It was busy with shoppers. All female, although some had a male in tow, most of whom were carrying their bags.

Then he spotted two police officers up ahead, slowly walking in his direction but on the other side of the street, no doubt patrolling their beat. Sure enough, their eyes locked on to him for a moment and then they crossed over. They were now walking directly towards him.

When they were a few yards away, they blocked his path.

“Permit!”

“Yes, officer.”

Luke handed it over and one officer studied it while the other just stared at him.

“You’re parked at southern industry?”

“Yes, Officer.”

“There are plenty of hostels around there. Why aren’t you booked into one of those?”

“My Mistress said they were all full, officer.”

“I see. And why are you going back to your hostel at this time of day?”

“They’ve still not finished loading, officer. There have been production delays. They said it will be another four hours, and they didn’t want me hanging around. They told me to come back later.”

“I see. Wait a minute. This permit is expired.”

“Yes, I know officer, I’m sorry officer, I was meant to leave yesterday. As I said, there have been delays.”

“The warehouse manager should have called and arranged an extension. Who is it? JL Furniture. I’ll have a word with them. Don’t worry, it’s not your fault, boy. Who issued it? June, call South Side and ask for a one-day extension on permit VS-1016-019.”

“Ok, Mabel.”

Officer June called South Side police station on her radio. But a few minutes later:

“Something’s wrong, Mabel. South Side say they have no record of that permit.”

“Really?”

Officer Mabel studied the permit again.

“Is it a fake, Mabel?” asked June.

“It looks genuine to me, but somethings wrong somewhere. You’ll have to come with us, boy, to Central.”

“Please, Officer, can’t you let me go? I’m behind schedule already, this will delay the shipment even more.”

“Don’t give me that, boy, you’ve already told me you won’t be leaving for at least four hours. Now, come along, or do I have to put you in cuffs?”

“No, Officer.”

Twenty minutes later, the three of them were at the reception desk in the Central police station. The desk Sergeant looked up.

“What’s up, Mabel?”

“Expired permit, Sargeant. And when we called up South Side, they had no record of it anyway.”

The Sergeant examined the permit.

“Hmmm. Scan him and then lock him up.”

One of the officers held a device to the back of Luke’s neck and pressed a button. Then he was led away and placed in a cell. But just half an hour later, he was brought out and taken to an interview room.

An officer was seated behind a desk. Luke was made to stand in front of it.

“4079, your permit is fake. And even if it wasn’t, it’s expired anyway. And we’ve contacted the warehouse and the hostel on your permit. Neither of them has ever heard of you. What’s going on, boy?”

Luke didn’t know what to say. But just then, the phone rang and the officer picked it up and had a conversation with the desk Sergeant. Then the officer stood up and grinned.

“Ok, boy, follow me, your boss is here.”

Wednesday 18 October 94

Luke was given the next day off, but on Wednesday he was called into Lieutenant Beatrice’s office along with Jamie, Doug and Eric. A police officer was there with her.

“Boys, this is Superintendent Maud of Victoria police. You’ll be helping her with Operation Boygone for the rest of this week. It’s a sting operation. I’ll let Superintendent Maud explain.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant Beatrice. Boys, in Victoria with its large slave population, typically about 10 to 20 males go missing every week. Some of them were unhappy with their situation for whatever reason and planned their escape, others just saw an opportunity and absconded on a whim. But there’s nowhere for them to go, and we usually pick them up within a couple of days. Sometimes, they turn themselves in. Then we scan them and return them to their owners, and then back to work they go, no doubt after a good whipping. In fact, we actually have some regulars who will escape 3 or 4 times every year. But over the last few months, there has been an alarming increase in the number of boys absconding and not being recovered.”

Luke’s eyes lit up. Maybe it was possible to escape from the Queendom. He wondered how they were managing it.

“We suspect organized crime and believe most of them are still in Victoria, likely put to work in bonkhouses. So, this is where you boys come in. We’ll rig you up with trackers and put you on the streets as bait and see if you get taken. Three of you will have permits to be on the street. You’ll walk back and forth between a warehouse, where a lot of trucks are parked, and a hostel where we have rented a room, at about two hourly intervals. You, 4079, will impersonate an absconded slave, so you won’t have a permit. Your job is to sneak around looking suspicious, especially around the entertainment district. But try to avoid the local police, who aren’t in the know. If you do get picked up, we’ll send someone to collect you from the police station and then drop you off again, but it wastes time. Any questions so far?”

Eric had one.

“Yes, Mistress Maud. What’s a bonkhouse?”

“Oh, sorry boys, I assumed you would know. It’s an unlicensed brothel. They’re obviously disguised as something else, often as a male bunkhouse, hence the street name bonkhouse.”

“Why would customers use a bonkhouse instead of an official pleasure house, Mistress Maud?” asked Luke.

“Bonkhouses are cheaper because they don’t pay the license fee or taxes, and their boys are often stolen goods and are generally kept in cramped conditions and fed poor quality food. And bonkhouses ignore the laws banning illegal practices and limiting the amount of caning and whipping you can do.”

Luke wondered what the illegal practices were, but he didn’t dare to ask.

“Right, if there are no more questions, let’s get you fitted with your trackers.” said Beatrice.

She picked one up out of a box and held it up. It was a plastic cylinder about two inches long and slightly under half an inch in diameter, with rounded ends. The boys looked at each other for a moment, but they all knew what was coming.

“Drop your trousers and underpants, boys, and lean over the desk.”

The boys did so.

“Here, let me help.” said Superintendent Maud.

She approached the first boy, Eric, gripped his arse cheeks, and pulled them apart, stretching his arse hole open. Beatrice then pushed a tracker a little way in and then pushed it fully home using a pencil. They then moved along the line, finishing up with Luke.

“If it comes out when you, you know, give it a wash and then shove it back in.” said Beatrice.

“What’s the range, Mistress Beatrice?” asked Luke.

“About 10 miles in ideal conditions. That’s good enough to cover the entire city.” replied Beatrice.

“What happens if they take us out of Victoria?” asked Luke.

“Let’s not worry about hypotheticals at this point.” replied Beatrice.

“If we get taken, how long until we get rescued, Mistress Beatrice?” asked Doug.

“Superintendent Maud?” queried Beatrice.

“Well, we’ll keep track of you, but we won’t move in as soon as they take you. We’ll wait until Friday. Then, we’ll wait until it looks like everyone who has been taken has arrived at their final destination. And then we’ll raid all the locations at the same time.”

“Ok, boys. Any more questions? Ok, dismissed. Be ready to go in one hour.”

Ninety minutes later, all the boys had been dropped off at the warehouse in an industrial park. They had an office there, currently manned by Corporal Maya, with some camp beds to sleep on.

“Jamie, Doug, Eric. Corporal Maya will send you off at intervals. Make your way to the hostel. Stay there for half an hour, then come back.”

“Luke, your story is that you were working in a warehouse when you were left unsupervised. You seized the chance and fled. Your plan is to take it easy for a few days and maybe find a woman who will feed you in return for some fun. You’ll probably turn yourself in after a few days. Earlier, if you can’t get food. You’ve done this kind of thing before.”

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice.”

“Stick to the route we discussed. Try to get seen accidentally without making it obvious. Just work your way around the route and come back. Then you can have a few hours off before you do it again.”

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice.”

“Ok, good luck, boys.”

Beatrice left. She would take over from Corporal Maya later on.

“Ok, Eric. You go first. You’ll follow in 15, Jamie.”

“Yes, Mistress Maya.” said Jamie.

“Luke, I’ll send you off when the light fades.”

“Yes, Mistress Maya.” said Luke.

An hour later and Luke was about to leave. The other three had all gone. But just then, Eric returned. Luke paused to hear Eric’s report.

“How did you get on, Eric?”

“No problem in either direction, Mistress Maya.”

“Ok, Luke, it’s time for you to go. Take care.”

A few minutes later, Luke departed. Unlike the others, who could walk openly along the street, Luke had to sneak around in the shadows. Beatrice had explained the circular route he was to take, using a city map. They would track his progress. He was allowed to deviate from it to a limited extent but not by too much.

He started off along old residential streets that had dense, terraced housing. As Beatrice had promised, cars were parked on both sides of the street, which shielded him from the view of the occasional passing car. And he could switch sides if he saw pedestrians approaching, or even duck down between cars.

The shopping areas were largely deserted at this time of day. Soon, Luke could see the road that had most of the entertainment establishments on it. Pubs, restaurants, clubs advertising live boys, and of course, the pleasure houses.

As instructed, Luke made his way along a service road that ran parallel to it on the west side. It was an unmade track and gave access to the back yards of the buildings on the main road. He made a circuit of the area and returned along another service road on the east side.

At one point, he was spotted by a girl in a group queuing to enter a club.

“Hey, is that a male?”

“Where?”

“Over there.”

Luke increased his pace.

“I think it is.”

“Never mind, Lucy, we’re going in now.”

Soon Luke was back on the terraced street and looking forward to getting back to the office, taking a break, and having a hot drink. He crossed the coast road and was just approaching the industrial park when a car drew up next to him and stopped.

It was a civilian car. The window wound down and a woman looked out and flashed an ID card.

“Officer Sylvie, Victoria police. Come here boy.”

“Yes, officer?”

“Why are you out alone? Do you have a permit?”

Luke didn’t reply.

“Answer me, boy.”

As the officer opened her door, Luke began to back away, trying to decide whether to run for it or give up and wait for Beatrice to collect him from the police station. But before he could decide, he was zapped from behind by a woman who had got out of the passenger door without him noticing. Her man-prod was set to full strength.

Buzz.

“Aaaaaaaargh!”

Luke blacked out.

When he came to, he found himself in what appeared to be a basement filled with assorted junk. His right wrist was shackled to the wall and he had been gagged. Going by the number of shackling points fixed at various places to the walls and floor, Luke deduced that it had at one time been used as a slave punishment room, but no longer. A bucket and a bottle of water had been placed within reach. Luke wondered why they had bothered to leave him water when they had gagged him.

But one thing was certain. This was no police station. Luke figured that the two women who had abducted him were either corrupt officers, or more likely, not officers at all.

After another hour, a woman turned up. She looked to be about 40. She had brought a bowl of soup. She removed his gag.

“Where am I? What’s going on?”

“Silence. Drink your soup. You’ve got 15 minutes. If I hear a sound, I’ll be back and you’ll feel my whip and the gag will go back on. If you’re quiet, I’ll consider leaving it off.”

“Yes, Mistress.” said Luke, quietly, and then he began to drink the soup.

Just over 15 minutes later, the woman was back. Luke hadn’t made any noise, but despite her promise, she gagged him again. Luke was then left alone for what seemed like hours. After a while, he lay down as best he could and tried to sleep on the concrete floor. Whichever way he turned, it was uncomfortable, but eventually he drifted off.

Thursday 19 October 94

Later, he woke up. Luke had no idea what time or even what day it was. The basement had a ceiling light, but there was no window to show him whether it was day or night. Then he heard voices. Two women approached him. One was the woman he had seen earlier. She now had a man-prod in her hand.

“Here he is.”

“Hmmm. Let’s see what he’s got.”

“Stand up boy. Then drop your trousers and underpants.”

Luke did as he was told, although with only one hand free, it took him a little while.

“Turn!”

Luke turned to face the wall. He felt a hand grip his arse and then let go.

“Turn.”

The stranger then grabbed his balls with the fingertips of one hand and gave them a squeeze. Then she fondled his cock. Then she stepped back.

“20,000.”

“20,000? You must be joking. It’s not easy picking boys off the street.  We’re taking big risks. We want 30,000.”

“I don’t really need him. I’m doing you a favour taking him off your hands. It’s 20,000, take it or leave it.”

“Well, if that’s the way you feel, I’ll see if Mar – I’ll sell him to someone else. Good day to you.”

“Ok, 25,000, but that’s my final offer.”

“Very well, 25,000 it is.”

The two women shook hands and then the first woman turned to Luke.

Buzz.

“Aaaaargh!”

Luke blacked out again.

Friday 20 October 94

When he came to again, he found himself naked and locked in a cage about 6 feet by 4 feet and about 7 feet high. There were 8 such cages in the room which appeared to have been placed haphazardly. The room was well lit but had no windows. Luke suspected another basement. He could see stairs leading up at one end of the room.

Each cage had a mattress, a blanket, a bucket and a bottle of water. Five of the other cages were occupied, including the cage on Luke’s right. Luke looked at the other males. They were all either laying on a mattress or sitting on it and staring at the ground.

“Hey! Pssssssst!”

Luke tried to get the attention of his neighbour who was laying on his back. The boy looked at him.

“Hello mate. Welcome to hell.”

“I’m Luke.”

“Sammy.”

“Hi Sammy. Where are we? What is this place?”

“It’s a bonkhouse. But as to where, well I haven’t the remotest idea.”

“Are you stolen goods?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, were you snatched off the street? Who’s your owner?”

“No, I wasn’t snatched off the street. I’ve been passed around from owner to owner for as long as I can remember. I have no idea who my owner is at the moment.”

“So, what happens here?”

“This is a bonkhouse. You know what that is?”

“Yes, it’s an unlicensed brothel, where women can come for sex at much lower prices than at the regular pleasure houses.”

Sammy laughed.

“If only that was all it was.”

Noises made them both look towards the stairs. Two women were coming down.

Sammy immediately stood to attention facing the front of his cage and held his hands behind his back. All the other boys were doing the same thing. Luke decided it would be wise to follow their lead.

The two women began slowly walking around and looking in all the cages. One was dressed in black thigh high boots and a black leather body suit. She had a cane in a boot holster and a man-prod in a hip holster. The other woman was dressed in a business suit.

The businesswoman was carefully looking at all the boys. When she had looked at all 6 of them, she returned to Sammy’s cage, looked at him again for a few seconds, and then said:

“I’ll take that one, Ms Lydia.”

“Very good, maam.”

The two women went back up the stairs but a minute later, two more women came down. They were big strong looking women, both also wearing black boots and body suits and they both had canes and man-prods. They went straight up to Sammy’s cage. One of them drew her man-prod and reached in through the bars.

Buzz.

“Aaaaargh!”

Sammy collapsed to his knees. The women then unlocked his cage, grabbed him by the shoulders and dragged him away.

Ten minutes later, there was more activity as once again two women descended the stairs. One was the woman in black again, Lydia, who seemed to be the boss. The other woman, who was obviously a customer, was wearing jeans and a T-shirt. She was a small woman. She took her time looking at all the boys and then stopped in front of Luke.

“I’ve not seen this meat before. Is it new?”

“Yes.” said Lydia. “It’s fresh in today.”

“I want to see its arse.”

“Turn!” commanded Lydia.

Luke turned.

“Good. It’s nice and white and unblemished. I like to work with a blank canvas. Very well, I’ll take it.”

Lydia escorted the customer out.

A minute later, the same two women who had taken Sammy away came down the stairs. Luke guessed what was coming.

Buzz.

“Aaaaaaaargh!”

Luke fell to his knees. His muscles felt like jelly. The next thing he knew, the two women had grabbed him by the shoulders and were dragging him out of the cage and towards the stairs.

Luke was only vaguely aware of what was going on. It was as if he was drunk. His legs moved and he walked but he had no control. He merely moved in whatever direction the women pulled him.

He was taken into a room and felt himself being manhandled but was still in a daze and unaware of what was happening. When his mind began to clear, he realized he was being shackled to a caning horse. He felt the waist belt being tightened and then one of the women forced a ball gag into his mouth and fastened the strap behind his head.

Just as Luke was wondering what would happen next, a black hood was placed over his head. Luke wondered what was going on. He heard the sound of footsteps going away from him and then what sounded like a door opening and closing.

About 5 minutes later, Luke thought he heard the sound of a door again, but it was very faint. He listened. He was sure someone was in the room. He thought he could hear faint footsteps and breathing.

Slap!

“Gnnnnn!”

Suddenly, Luke felt a hard slap as a hand spanked his arse hard and stayed there.  He tried to cry out but the ball gag prevented it. Then he heard a woman’s voice.

“Such a nice arse.”

The hand then moved slowly over the surface.

“It’s so smooth.”

Another hand joined the first.

“Such lovely cheeks.”

The hands explored every inch of his arse cheeks.

“They’re so clean and white.”

Luke felt a pair of lips kiss one of his cheeks.

“But they should be a nice deep purple.”

A hand pinched one of his cheeks and rolled the flesh between thumb and fingers.

“I’m going to have so much fun colouring them in.”

Slap!

“Gnnnnn!”

The hands went away. Luke listened. He could hear faint noises but couldn’t make out what they were.

Swish! Thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack.

Luke’s arse was suddenly pounded by 6 rapid cane strokes.

Swish! Thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack.

Then, after a brief interval, the assault continued with six more. Luke assumed there would be more coming. The waiting was agonizing.

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

He was then subjected to a brutal assault as 12 more hard strikes landed on his arse. The woman wasn’t particular about where she struck. She clearly wasn’t a trained castigatrix. Most of the strikes were landing on the centre of his arse, give or take a couple of inches.

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

Another brutal assault had Luke in tears. The centre of his arse in particular felt like it was badly welted, as that’s where most of the strokes were landing.

Then Luke felt a hand touch his arse. It moved over the surface, exploring the welt bumps as they formed.

“That’s better. At least in the middle. But the top and bottom need more work.”

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

The lower part of Luke’s arse now received a battering. Then there was a pause and then another round.

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

Once again, a hand touched Luke’s arse and stroked his welts.

“Hmmm. That’s better.”

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

“Gnnnnnnnn!”

The top of Luke’s arse then came under a sustained assault as the woman gave him about 20 hard whacks.

Luke prepared himself for another assault but instead he felt a finger touch his arse and run all over its once smooth surface.

“Hmmmm. Nearly there but there are just a few areas that need a bit more colour.”

Swish! Thwack.

The woman was now doing precision attacks, trying to colour in the small areas of arse that had been lucky so far.

Swish! Thwack.

Luke wondered how long this would go on for and what would come after.

Swish! Thwack.

Was she warming his arse up as a preliminary to having her way with him?

Swish! Thwack.

Or did she just get enjoyment from caning a boy’s arse?

Swish! Thwack.

The finger was on his arse again, travelling all over and exploring the bumps and ridges of his welts. Then the finger went away. Luke braced himself for more whacks. But none came. He listened.

He could hear the woman moving about but had no clue what she was doing. Then he heard a click and, despite the black hood over his head, he detected a flash of light. She was taking photographs of his welted arse. Luke detected about a dozen flashes. And then, nothing. He listened carefully. Silence. Was she still there, or not?

After a few minutes he heard the door and louder footsteps. Then all of a sudden, the hood was removed from his head. Luke squinted as he got used to the bright light.

The ball gag was removed from his mouth and soon he was being released from the shackles. The two big women pulled him up off the caning horse, but Luke found he was in too much pain to stand by himself. So, the women simply dragged him back to the basement and dumped him in his cage.

Sammy was also back.

“How did you get on, Luke?”

“Not good. Some bitch caned the skin off my arse. And then she took photographs of it.”

“Really? That’s a new one.”

“What about you? How did you get on?”

“I got really lucky. Only a dozen hard cane strokes and then she fucked me amazon style. If only they were all that easy.” said Sammy.

“Why, what’s the worst that’s happened to you?”

“You really don’t want to know. It would fuck with your mind.”

“Sammy, have you any idea what day it is?”

“No. But what does it matter?”

“Aren’t you interested?”

“No. It makes no difference to me. I don’t even know if it’s day or night. I haven’t seen daylight for weeks.”

Just then, the two women in black, who Sammy referred to as the guardesses, came down the stairs again.

Luke and Sammy looked worried. Not again, surely. But then they noticed the women were carrying something.

“It’s ok, it’s lunchtime.” said Sammy.

One of the women had plastic plates and spoons and the other had an urn of soup. Soon, all the boys were slurping the thin gruel.

Luke was getting tired, so he laid face down on the mattress and pulled the blanket over to get some sleep. But the rough material of the blanket caused him pain whenever he moved and it brushed against the welts on his arse, so he threw it off and just slept naked.

Saturday 21 October 94

Hours later, Luke woke up. He glanced at Sammy, who was asleep.

Then, Luke heard voices and saw women coming down the stairs led by Lydia. Luke counted. There were four customers. By now, all the boys had woken up and were standing to attention in their cages.

Soon the women were examining all the boys.

“We’ll have that one. And that one.”

They arrived at Sammy’s cage.

“And that one.”

They looked at Luke but then passed by. Luke let out a sigh of relief.

“And this one.”

Then they started walking back, but as they passed Luke’s cage, one of them stopped and looked at him. Then she looked to see where her friends were and then whispered something in Lydia’s ear.

“Of course, Ms Cheryl.”

The party of women then went back up the stairs and a minute later, the two guardesses were back. They zapped a boy and dragged him away. Every 10 minutes they returned for another. Finally, they came for Sammy.

“Good luck, Sammy.”

“Thanks, mate.”

Buzz.

“Aaaaaargh!”

Ten minutes later, they were back again. They stood in front of Luke’s cage.

“Stand.”

Luke was confused. What did they want? He hadn’t been chosen. But he stood up anyway.

Buzz.

“Aaaaaargh!”

They dragged Luke away. When he got his mind clear, he realized he was on his back in a tiny empty room, about 6 feet by 3. Luke couldn’t see a door and guessed it was behind him. The two guardesses were busy working on him. They had laid him on his back on what appeared to be a 2-foot-wide plank of wood and were busy fixing him to it. Tight straps secured his chest, waist, thighs and feet to it. However, the plank stopped at his shoulders.

Then they grabbed his hands and fixed them to shackles that were attached to the plank either side of his thighs.

“Have you got the gag?”

“Yes, here you go.”

One of the women grabbed Luke’s nose and squeezed.

“Open wide.”

Luke opened his mouth wide, and the woman forced the gag inside and tightened the strap behind his head. Luke soon realised it was no ball gag.  It appeared to be a metal device of some kind that prevented him from fully closing his mouth.

Apparently, there were adjustment knobs on each side. The woman began turning them and the contraption moved, forcing Luke’s mouth to open ever wider until finally it was open at full stretch.

“Close your eyes for a moment, boy.”

Luke did as he was told and the women then slid him forward, in the direction his head was pointing. His head pressed up against something flexible. It felt like rubber and Luke could feel that there was a large hole in it. The women pushed hard. It seemed they wanted his head to go through. Eventually, the pressure forced the material to stretch. Luke closed his eyes tighter as his face and nose were squashed as they forced their way through the hole. Then, all of a sudden, he was through, and the rubbery material snapped back and gripped his neck. His head then bumped up against something hard. He opened his eyes, but he couldn’t see a thing. It was pitch black. His head appeared to be inside a box of some kind.

He then heard more sounds. It sounded like the women were moving something heavy. Luke felt it touch his neck. It felt like a heavy piece of wood, but it had a U-shaped cut-out to accommodate his neck.

“That’s it. That will do.”

Suddenly, Luke was dazzled as the light came flooding in. One of the women had opened the hinged top of the box.

“Ok in there, boy?”

She didn’t wait for a reply and both women walked away. A nearby door closed.

Luke’s eyes began to adjust, and he took in his surroundings as best he could. He couldn’t move and the shape of the box he was resting in even prevented his head from turning.

He was in a tiny room no more than 3 feet wide and 4 feet deep, with the door behind his head. His box appeared to be made of a shiny white material topped by a black plastic ring, and the lid also looked like black plastic.

Suddenly, Luke realized where he was. His head was inside a toilet. He couldn’t believe it. Surely, they wouldn’t use him. Maybe the idea was to scare him or tease him. Then he froze in fear as he heard voices. Lots of voices. Women talking noisily and excitedly but he couldn’t make out what they were saying.

Soon, Luke heard the sounds of canes striking arses, soon followed by the sounds of laughter and male screams. It seemed the four chosen boys were in the room, and the four women were starting their session by giving all their arses a good warm up.

They were apparently here for a group orgy, and Luke was their en-suite. Luke prayed that they hadn’t had a lot to drink.

The caning went on for about 10 minutes. Then Luke heard the door open and two new voices that he recognized as those of the two guardesses. Luke guessed that the ladies had called for help to get their boys set up in new positions.

Then after ten minutes, it sounded like the ladies were in action once again. Luke heard beds squeaking and lots of “ooohs” and “aaaahs” as the ladies bounced up and down on hard meat or sucked on stiff cock.

Then Luke heard footsteps getting nearer and the phrase he had been dreading.

“I need a piss.”

Luke saw the cubicle door open and close, and a woman looked down into the toilet bowl and screamed but then burst into laughter.

“Hey, girls, come and look at this!”

The woman lowered the lid, and it went dark for Luke.

Two girls were apparently too busy bouncing up and down on stiff cocks, but one girl took a quick break from her boy beef meal and came over to see.

“What is it, Lucy?”

“Look at this, Chrissie. Ready?”

“Yes.”

Lucy quickly lifted the toilet lid and both girls looked inside.

“Oh, my fucking goddess!” cried Chrissie and burst out laughing.

“Are you going to use it?”

“I’ve got no choice. I’m dying for a piss.”

“I’ll try it later.” said Chrissie and she went back to her meal.

Lucy closed and locked the door and then dropped her knickers, which was all she was wearing. She then sat down on the toilet. Luke watched in horror as Lucy’s arse descended and landed on the toilet seat. Luke was now in the shade, but he could still see as some light was able to shine in, between Lucy’s legs.

Luke quickly took a deep breath just in time. He then heard a hissing noise as a fast jet of golden liquid gushed out of Lucy’s pussy and shot straight into Luke’s mouth. Luke held his breath and didn’t swallow and within 2 or 3 seconds, his mouth was full and the remainder flowed down his cheeks and under his head, where there was an outlet.

Luke was hoping the flush would wash his mouth out before he would be forced to swallow, but it was not to be. Lucy seemed to take ages waiting for every last drip. Luke couldn’t wait that long. He desperately needed to breathe. He gulped down the mouthful of piss and then breathed in long and hard.

Meanwhile, Lucy was giving herself a wipe. The soggy toilet paper landed on Luke’s nose. He blew out hard through his nose and dislodged it and it rolled down one of his cheeks.

Lucy stood up. The sudden increase in light made Luke squint for a moment but then there was a crash and it went completely dark as Lucy dropped the lid.

“Thank god that’s over.” thought Luke.

But then there was a loud roar. Luke realized what it was just in time and quickly took another deep breath. A huge torrent of water flowed over Luke’s face and into his mouth. Normally, the thought of drinking toilet water would have horrified Luke, but at this moment in time, it was the best gift he could imagine. Clean, cool, fresh water. He allowed the water to fill his mouth and wash it out, and when the flush had finished, he swallowed the mouthful he had collected.

With the lid down and likely the door closed as well, Luke could hear even less of what was going on than he could before. He could hear the laughter and screams, but he couldn’t make out what was being said. He laid back and tried to relax, wondering what he had done to deserve ending up in a situation like this.

Then, after what seemed like ages, the noises in the room suddenly got louder, and Luke realized the toilet door had been opened and a woman had come in.

“Not again!” thought Luke.

He still couldn’t make out what was being said in the room, but he could hear the woman who had just come in.

“What’s that, Cheryl?”

There was a reply that Luke couldn’t make out.

“Yeah, in a minute, but I just need the toilet.”

“Oh, my holy goddess!” thought Luke.

The toilet lid was lifted, and the woman glanced down for a moment. She saw Luke’s face and screamed.

“Holy fuck holes!”

There was laughter from within the room. The other girls had stopped what they were doing and had been waiting to see her reaction. She turned around.

“What the fuck is this?”

“What’s up, Daisy?”

Cheryl, the only girl not to have seen it so far, came over. She looked in and burst out laughing.

“I asked Lydia to set it up for a laugh.” she said.

“Yes, very funny. But this is the only toilet we’ve got. What am I supposed to do?”

“Don’t be a prude, Daisy. Just go ahead and use it like you normally would. You’ll be fine. Lucy’s already used it.”

“But I need . . .”

She stopped as Cheryl had already returned to the cock she had been working on.

Daisy looked into the toilet bowl.

“I’m very sorry, boy, but I’m dying for a shit.”

She turned round and Luke watched as her arse descended and blocked out most of the light.

But just at that moment, the door from the corridor opened and a woman shouted.

“Everyone out. Quickly. It’s a raid.”

Daisy quickly stood up and rushed out. Luke heard a lot of shouting and noise as the women hurried to get dressed and rushed out of the room. Then there was total silence. But ten minutes later, there were more voices and noises. Daisy had left the toilet door slightly ajar and the lid up. Luke could hear some of what was being said.

“Shit! Look at this. Ok girls, untie them and take them out to the van. We’ll identify them back at the station.”

Luke heard the moans and groans of the boys as they were released and taken away. He was looking forward to his own release. But he couldn’t move or call out or do anything to attract attention.

From his position, he could just see the top of the toilet door. He watched as somebody opened the door and then fully closed it. They had obviously glanced in and seen that it was empty. Shit! Would they find him? Or would he be left here for hours, maybe even days?

Then after a short time, he heard more voices.

“I’m sorry, Lieutenant. We can’t find him. We’ve searched everywhere.”

“Well, he’s in here somewhere. At least, his tracker is. Maya, fetch the handheld device from the car. We’ll soon find him.”

“Yes, Superintendent.”

It went quiet again as Corporal Maya went back to the car, and Lieutenant Beatrice went to look in another room.

Ten minutes later, they were back.

“The signal is definitely coming from this room. It seems to be coming from over here.” said Corporal Maya.

“What, the toilet?”

“Yes – wait – no. It’s coming from behind the toilet.”

Luke heard a knocking sound as Maya tapped on the wooden wall that formed the side of the toilet cubicle.

“There seems to be a space behind the toilet.” said Corporal Maya.

“Maybe it’s a cupboard. Hang on, I’ll take a look.” said Beatrice.

Beatrice went out into the corridor and then into the adjacent room to see if there was a cupboard that opened into the space. Then she came back.

“I can’t find any access.”

She pushed against the side panel from inside the room. Then Luke saw the toilet door open wide and Lieutenant Beatrice came in but she was looking straight ahead. She pressed against the back wall of the toilet cubicle.

“Got it! There’s a false back in the toilet cubicle. Let’s take it out and see what’s . . .”

But just then she happened to glance down and saw Luke’s face looking up at her. She screamed.

“Oh, my fucking goddess!”

“What is it, Lieutenant Beatrice?”

Beatrice pointed at the toilet and Maya glanced in.

“Goddess in heaven!”

“Let’s get him out of there. Help me with this wall.”

They removed the false wall and saw Luke’s body stretched out into the space behind. They carefully slid him back out and then removed the gag and released the straps holding him to the plank. Then they helped him up and dragged him out and onto one of the pleasure beds.

“Are you ok, Luke? Luke?”

“Oh no, what have they done to him?”

Beatrice heard a sniffle and looked round to see that Corporal Maya had tears in her eyes.

“Pull yourself together, Maya.”

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

Luke was traumatised and unable to speak. His eyes were open wide, and he looked like he was staring into space. He was taking short, rapid breaths.

“I don’t like the look of this. Let’s get him down to General for a check-up.” said Lieutenant Beatrice.

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

Lieutenant Beatrice and Corporal Maya helped him to their car and put him in the back seat and whisked him off to Victoria’s general hospital.

A doctor had a look at him and then Beatrice and Maya told her what they knew.

“Yes, that would explain it. It looks like he’s gone into shock. He’ll be ok, but we’ll keep him in overnight.”

Sunday 22 October 94

The following morning, the doctor came to check up on Luke. She reached for his hand to take his pulse, but Luke quickly pulled his hand away. When the doctor again reached for him, Luke cried out:

“No, please!”

A nurse and a male orderly rushed over, and between them they managed to grab his hand and keep it still so the doctor could feel his pulse.

“Ok, hold his head steady.”

The nurse and the orderly grabbed Luke’s head and the doctor shone a light into his eyes.

“How has he been overnight, Nurse Mandy?”

“As you see, Doctor. Most of the time he just stares into space. And he flinches each time a nurse approaches to check up on him. In fact, each time he sees a woman.”

“Hmmm. It looks like whatever happened to him has left him totally traumatised and afraid of females.” replied the Doctor.

“We’ll have to show him that not all females are monsters. Take him to room 3. Then find a volunteer to de-stress him. Someone around his own age would be best.”

“Yes, Doctor.”

Luke was vaguely aware of being wheeled along a corridor and into another room. The door closed and he was alone. He wanted to get up and run away somewhere. Anywhere. But somehow, he just couldn’t move. He seemed to have no energy. His muscles felt like they were made of jelly.

Then the door opened and Nurse Mandy and another woman entered and closed the door behind them

“This is Luke.”

Luke looked at them.

“Oh, my goddess, he looks terrified, Nurse Mandy.”

“Luke, listen to me. This is Trainee Nurse Sarah. She’s going to look after you. Don’t worry, Luke, she won’t hurt you. Don’t be afraid. Ok, Luke?”

Luke stared at them but didn’t speak.

“Good boy. Ok, Sarah, give it your best shot.”

“Yes, Nurse Mandy.”

Sarah slowly slipped out of her nurse’s uniform, revealing white panties and a white bra. She then turned around slowly so that Luke could see her from all angles.

Then she unclipped her bra and let it drop to the floor, revealing small, neat breasts with pink nipples in the centre. Luke kept watching her.

She turned away and bent over and then slowly lowered her panties, gradually revealing more and more of her nice round butt cheeks. Then she stepped out of her panties and turned back to face Luke.

She slowly approached and reached out and gripped the sheets covering Luke and slowly pulled them back, revealing Luke’s naked body. She left the bedding scrunched up at the foot of the bed.

Sarah glanced at Luke’s man meat. It was relaxed. Something would need to be done about that. But first she slowly approached Luke. He shifted nervously as she got nearer and reached out a hand to touch him. He had a look of fear in his eyes. Then he froze when she made contact and stroked his cheek.

She carefully moved closer and closer. She reached down and pinned his arms to his sides and then kissed him on the lips. Then she kissed each eye and then returned to his lips and gave him a long, passionate tongue kiss. She could feel him shaking, but as she kept kissing him, the shaking gradually calmed down.

“Ok.” she thought. “Time for the next stage of the operation.”

She carefully climbed on to his chest, facing his feet. Queendom sexologists had determined that the best way to de-stress a male was to get a pair of sweet female lips around his cock and to coax his tongue inside a love cave. According to extensive research, it worked 95% of the time. Sarah hoped this would be one of those times.

First things first, she needed to get that cock hardened up. At the moment it was floppy and resting on his belly.

Sarah bent down and placed her hands on the bed on either side of his hips, and then she scooped up his cock with her tongue and sucked it into her mouth. Her tongue then started making circuits around the limp cock, stroking it on all sides. Because it was limp, she was able to reach right down to the base, and even lick the top of his ball bag, still with the cock in her mouth.

At first, nothing happened. Five minutes of stirring the cock with her tongue, interspersed with tickling the still soft bell end, produced no results. But then, just as she was beginning to despair, the cock responded. She felt it growing in her mouth.

She forced her lips right down to the base and held them there while she tickled the shaft with her tongue. The cock grew rapidly, soon 4 inches, then 6. Soon the cock reached her throat. It was still growing and it tried to force her lips back up his shaft, but she held her ground. She gasped as the helmet of the still growing cock slowly pushed its way down her throat. When it appeared to have reached its full length, she withdrew her lips up to the base of the helmet.

She licked the smooth, purple tip with her tongue, at the same time lightly moving the tip of the thumb and forefinger of her right hand up and down the shaft, while still bracing herself on her left.

Then, with both hands on the bed once more, she began moving her lips up and down the length of the stiff rod. She gasped with surprise as she felt Luke’s tongue make contact with her pussy. That was an excellent sign!

She adjusted her position slightly to give him better access and then got back to her task on the 8 inches of man meat.

Meanwhile, Luke’s tongue was busy licking Sarah’s flaps. First from side to side and then gently along their surfaces. Then he found his way in between them and began licking the length of Sarah’s pink slit. It wasn’t long before Luke detected girl juice. It was only just over 6 weeks since Luke had had his first taste of girl juice, but already he loved it and was fast becoming addicted. He slurped up every drop as soon as it dripped out. But he craved more. His tongue quickly located her hole and forced its way in, forcing her love tunnel to stretch to accommodate it. He began tongue fucking the tight hole. In, out, in, out. This produced a few more drips of pussy nectar which he quickly licked up. His neck muscles quickly tired, so he made his tongue rigid and extended it as far as he could and then moved it from side to side and then up and down and even tried moving it in a circle as if stirring a hot beverage.

“Oh, my fucking goddess, boy. Yes, keep going.”

This seemed to do the trick. After just a couple of minutes, a three-second-long continuous torrent of twat tang flooded out of Sarah’s soaking wet sex hole and straight into Luke’s mouth. He swilled it around with his tongue for a few seconds and then gulped it down.

“I need your pork sword inside my pretty pussy, boy.” said Sarah.

She kneeled up and shuffled forward and then lowered her pussy over Luke’s hardened meat missile. She grabbed the shaft and wiped the warhead up and down her slit to pick up the small amount of girl juice that Luke had overlooked and then aimed it at her woman hole and lowered herself down and surrounded it.

Luke loved the feeling of Sarah’s hot, wet quim gripping his man meat over its entire length. His balls liked it as well, as his bag instantly hardened and then seemed to flex, as if warming itself up for its expected task.

Sarah adjusted her position. She got up on her knees and into a squat, balancing herself by resting her hands on Luke’s knees. She then began to ride his cock. She started out with slow strokes, but at full-length. Luke watched the action. He could see under Sarah’s arse cheeks and watched as she rose up, exposing half of his bell end, and then dropped back down, her arse then smacking into his body before bouncing back up again.

She turned around so that she was facing Luke. She placed her hands on his chest and resumed her squat riding. Then she felt Luke’s hands arrive at the underside of her arse cheeks. He began applying pressure to aid her ascent on each stroke.

“Another good sign.” thought Sarah.

With the aid of Luke’s strong arms, Sarah upped the pace. Her tight quim now slid up and down Luke’s meat at the rate of about 2 strokes per second. The fast pounding caused Luke to gasp each time Sarah’s arse cheeks bounced off his thighs.

“Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!”

Sarah moved one hand back to lightly grab Luke’s ball bag with her fingertips to judge his progress. She could feel the bag beginning to flex.

“Not long now.” she thought.

“Come for me, baby. Fill me with your hot man seed.”

She moved her hand back to his chest and upped the pace even more. It was too much for Luke. His balls fizzed and he cried out.

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Realizing he was going to shoot, Sarah paused at the very top of a stroke, with just Luke’s bell end inside her. Without thinking, Luke raised his arse off the bed and tried to thrust his cock as deep as possible into Sarah’s love tunnel as the first burst of man seed jetted out of the tip of his cock and splattered the inside of Sarah’s womb. His arse then dropped back onto the bed.

A moment later, his arse rose up again as another spurt shot out. After the third spurt, Luke relaxed and allowed the remaining drips to do as they pleased.

Sarah leaned down and gave Luke another long tongue kiss. Then she kissed him on the forehead.

“There, there, baby. It’s all over.”

She got up and had a shower in the en-suite and then dried herself and got dressed. Just as she was finishing, there was a knock on the door.

“Come in.”

It was Nurse Mandy.

“How is he?”

“He’s fine. The operation was a complete success.”

Wednesday 25 October 94

Luke was given a couple of days off to finish his recovery. But on Wednesday, he was deemed ready to resume work. He was called into Lieutenant Beatrice’s office for the briefing. Superintendent Maud and Corporal Maya were also there.

Lieutenant Beatrice opened the briefing.

“First of all, Luke, good work on Operation Boygone. It was a great success. Thanks to you, the police arrested three members of an organized crime gang for stealing boys, and five others for receiving stolen goods, operating an unlicensed brothel, and permitting prohibited services.”

“What happened to the customers, Mistress Beatrice?”

“Yes, we caught seven customers on site. They were all given warnings and told not to do it again.”

“Only warnings, Mistress Beatrice? One of them pissed down my throat and another was about to shit in my mouth! Why weren’t they prosecuted?”

“Well, Luke, I’m afraid the prosecutrix decided there was insufficient evidence. She said the circumstantial evidence of you being found in the human toilet was not enough. There were no witnesses other than the four women, and they all denied that anything happened. Yes, I know you were there, Luke, but you know as well as I do that a woman will always be believed over a male in a Queendom court. OK, on to today’s business. Operation Copshop. Over to you, Superintendent Maud.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant Beatrice. Operation Copshop is an exercise to test the security of Victoria’s police stations. There are three of them. The main one is Central, which is highly secure and manned 28 hours a day. But there are also two smaller ones, South Side and North Bay. They’re part time and operate during office hours only.”

Superintendent Maud continued:

“We want to test the security of all three although obviously the bar is higher for Central. You’ll start with South Side, Luke.”

“What do I have to do, Mistress Maud?”

“For the sub-stations, all you have to do is break in while the station is closed, steal something and then get out again. You’ll probably get caught, but we want to see how far you get and how long the response takes. When you get caught, your story is that you’re an absconded slave looking to steal something that you can then exchange for food. You’ll get taken to Central. The sub-stations don’t have cells and there are no detectives based there. The night duty officer at Central is aware of the exercise and will inform Lieutenant Beatrice, and she will send someone to collect you.”

“If I do get in, what should I steal, Mistress Maud?”

“A notebook.”

“A notebook, Mistress Maud?”

“Yes. About 4 inches by 3 inches, unused except for a large M on the last page. I will arrange for it to be in the station somewhere. It won’t be in the safe and it won’t be hidden, but it won’t be in open view either. You will have to look for it. That will simulate the time a thief would spend rummaging around for something to steal.”

“Ok, but how do I get in, Mistress Maud?”

Lieutenant Beatrice answered.

“That’s up to you, Luke. Corporal Maya will discuss it with you tomorrow. She has maps and photographs for you to look at and will give you a drive by if you like. You can have basic tools of the kind an opportunist thief might be able to get hold of. Any other questions?”

“No, Mistress Beatrice.”

Thursday 26 October 94

Luke spent the next day with Corporal Maya, going over maps and photographs of South Side police station and its surroundings. It was a single storey rectangular building with a flat roof.

The door was just a regular door and none of the windows were barred.

“Am I allowed to break a window, Mistress Maya?”

“Yes. But I really don’t see how you can get in undetected, Luke. The station has an alarm connected to Central, activated by motion detectors. And broken glass falling inside will set it off. So, I guess your only hope is to find the notebook and get out again before they have time to respond.”

“How long have I got after the alarm goes off, Mistress Maya?”

“It depends where the nearest patrol car happens to be at the time. At most I would say 5 minutes, but it could be, well, less than a minute. But the alarm doesn’t go off immediately. It takes a minute after it detects motion.”

“Oh. Why’s that, Mistress Maya?”

“It’s so it doesn’t go off as soon as the staff come in in the morning. They need time to deactivate it.”

“And how is that done, Mistress Maya?”

“Either using the keypad just inside the door – but you have to key in the password. Or it can be done from an app on the computer terminal on the reception desk. But you would need to sign on to the terminal first, and you would need the terminal password for that. And no, I don’t know either of them. And I wouldn’t tell you if I did.”

“Will I know if the motion detector has triggered, Mistress Maya?”

“Yes. There will be a continuous tone from the control panel inside the door. Then if it’s not been reset within a minute, the actual alarm goes off. That’s a loud klaxon that will wake up the entire neighbourhood.”

“So, basically, I break in and then I’ve got maybe six minutes if I’m really lucky, but only 1 to 2 if there’s a patrol close by at the time?”

“Yes, that’s about the size of it, Luke.”

“Can we do a drive by, please, Mistress Maya?”

“Of course, Luke.”

They did a slow drive by, and Luke got a good look at the building. When they got back, Luke mulled over two options. He would break a window to get in, but it was a choice of the sky light on the roof, or a window on the side of the building.

“The side window is exposed, and someone might seem me climbing in or notice it was broken while I was still inside. On the other hand, the sky light is out of sight. I can climb the drainpipe to get there. But climbing back up a rope to get out and then shinning back down the drainpipe would take much longer than simply leaping out of a broken side window.”

“So, which one are you going for, Luke?”

“I’m not sure, I’ll have a think.”

Friday 27 October 94

The next day, Luke went over his plan with Corporal Maya. He had to get approval.

“I want to do the mission late tomorrow night.” said Luke.

“On New Year’s Eve?”

“Yes, Mistress Maya. I’m hoping the police will have given some of their officers the evening off.”

“I don’t think that’s very likely, Luke. It’s one of their busiest nights of the year.”

“Well, maybe those who are on duty will be busy monitoring the city centre celebrations and will take longer to respond.”

“Good thinking, Luke.”

“And I’m going in through the side window, Mistress Maya. Can I get a hammer?”

“Of course, Luke. Anything else.”

“Yes. Can we get hold of a firework? I want a really big rocket, but one that’s already been fired and crashed back to the ground? I want to dump it in the room that I’ve broken into.”

Maya grinned.

“So that they think the rocket set the alarm off?”

“Exactly. My plan is to break in and search for the notebook. If the police arrive before I’ve had time to find it and escape, I’ll hide and wait until they’ve gone. Then, I can come out, and I’ve got another 2 to 6 minutes to continue searching. Possibly longer, they might not rush out so quickly after the previous call out turned out to be a false alarm. What do you think, Mistress Maya?”

“I think it’s a good plan, Luke. Probably the best you could do in the circumstances.”

Saturday 28 October 94

Corporal Maya drove Luke to a quiet side street not far from South Side police station just after 27:30 on Saturday evening. There was still half an hour until the new year.

“Good luck, Luke.”

“Thank you, Mistress Maya.”

“I’ll be waiting here in case you make it back out, Luke.”

That wasn’t in the plan.

“You don’t have to, Mistress Maya.”

“I want to, Luke. Be careful.”

Luke was touched. He moved off and got close to the window he had selected but took cover behind some bushes. He had a hammer and a used rocket with him. His plan was to wait until midnight – he would know when that was by all the fireworks that would shoot up into the sky – then have a quick look to make sure it was all clear and then rush up to the window, violently smash it in with the hammer, then reach in and open the window from the inside, climb in, and close the window again.

Then he would drop the rocket on the floor and start his search. If he found the notebook before the police arrived, he would make his escape. If not, he would find somewhere to hide and wait until they had gone.

The minutes ticked by. Luke watched several rockets zoom up into the sky while he waited. There always seemed to be someone who couldn’t wait.

Then, all of a sudden, rockets zoomed up from all parts of the city, but especially from Victoria’s Central Park, where there was an official display.

Luke got up and had a quick look around. There was nobody in sight, and even if there was, they would most likely be looking up at the fireworks. He smashed the hammer into the window near the handle, hoping to make a rocket sized hole, but almost the entire pane shattered and fell inside with a loud crash.

Luke reached in carefully to avoid the jagged glass still adhering to the frame and opened the window. Then he quickly climbed in and closed the frame behind him. He was in an office. He dropped the rocket on the floor and walked out, being careful to avoid treading in the broken glass as much as possible.

Luke immediately began his search, to the accompaniment of the continuous tone from the alarm. He methodically checked every cupboard and every drawer. After a minute, the tone stopped and was replaced by an ear-splitting klaxon. Luke kept searching.

Bingo! A notebook. He picked it up and immediately saw it was full of handwritten notes. Clearly, this wasn’t the correct notebook. He checked the back page anyway in case the huge M was there. No. But what was this? JANE2970. Was that a password?

Just then, Luke heard a car pull up outside. He replaced the notebook, closed the drawer and rushed off to hide. He went inside the toilets. There were two cubicles, two wash basins and a broom cupboard. Luke chose the broom cupboard, got inside and sat down with his knees bent.

He listened. He heard keys turning and then the door opening. After a short time, the klaxon stopped and then he heard officers moving about. It was a small building, so it didn’t take them long to find the office with the broken window.

“Hey, Sally. There’s a rocket in here. A fireworks rocket.”

“Ah, that explains it.”

The voice came from close by. Luke realized they were having a quick look in all the rooms.

“Base from Mary. Yes, we’re at South Side, a firework rocket has smashed a window.”

Mary explained what they had found and received instructions, then they both returned to the reception area.

“What did the boss say?”

“They’re sending someone over to board it up. We’re to wait here until they arrive.”

But just 10 minutes later, they received new instructions. Some drunken girls were causing trouble in the city centre, and the officers already there had requested backup. Luke heard the door close and the patrol car drive away.

He hoped they hadn’t bothered to set the alarm again. But his hopes were dashed. As soon as he came out of the cupboard, the continuous tone started up again.

Luke remembered the notebook and dashed over to the drawer where he had found it. He picked it up and went over to the alarm controls. It comprised a keypad and a tiny display. On the display was: ALARM IN 48. It counted down every second.

Using the keypad, Luke typed in: JANE2970.

The display change to: WRONG PWD for a second and then reverted to ALARM IN 41.

Luke rushed over to the computer terminal. The screen was blank but as soon as he pressed a key, the words ENTER PASSWORD appeared in dark green lettering.

Luke typed in: JANE2970.

Nothing happened.

He then pressed Enter.

It worked! A text screen appeared. Just green text on a black background. Luke hadn’t used this type of computer before. He was used to graphic operating systems where you used a mouse and clicked icons.

At the top in green text were the words: “Main Menu”. Under it were a list of numbers with options next to them. Luke scanned the options. Option 1, Female Record Search, 2, Male Record Search. Number 8 was Alarm Controls.

Luke pressed 8 and then Enter.

The menu was replaced by another menu titled “Alarm Menu”. Option 2 was “Disable Alarm.” So, Luke pressed 2 and then Enter. The tone stopped. Luke grinned to himself. He wondered what else this terminal could do. He couldn’t see anything else he wanted to do on the Alarm Menu and wondered how to return to the previous menu.

Then he noticed the text at the bottom. F12=Cancel.

He pressed F12 and found himself back on the main menu. He looked through the various options. He selected option 2. Male Record Search.

A screen appeared, asking him to enter a number. He typed in his own number: 4079.

Error – Invalid serial number.

“Of course!” thought Luke. “It wants the full serial number.”

He typed in 76-1-4079.

Error – Serial number not on file.

Luke was surprised. He tried again and got the same result. Then he remembered his friend James from slave school and the road construction crew. His number was 719. Luke typed in 76-1-719.

The details of slave 76-1-719 appeared on the screen.

“That’s strange.” thought Luke. He tried his own number again but got the same error.

He decided to look for Superintendent Maud’s notebook. After trial and error, he found that F3 took him back to the menu, and then he noticed option 90. Sign out.

He typed 90 and pressed Enter. The screen now said: ENTER PASSWORD.

Luke resumed his search for the notebook, and after 10 minutes he found it. He then returned to the computer terminal, typed the password and found his way to the Alarm Menu.

Option 1 was Enable Alarm.

He typed 1 and pressed Enter and then logged off. The screen went back to ENTER PASSWORD again. Meanwhile, the alarm tone had begun sounding again, but intermittently this time.

Luke looked at the display. It said SET IN 45.

Luke assumed he had 45 seconds to get out before the motion detectors activated. He hurried back to the broken window, opened it, climbed out, and then reached in and closed it again.

Then he stopped. He had second thoughts. He didn’t want them to know that he had logged onto their terminal. He listened. The intermittent beep was still going. But then it stopped. Luke stuck an arm in and waved it about. The continuous tone started, and he made off into the darkness. Just as he crossed a road, the klaxon went off again. Luke grinned and began making his way to his pickup point.

Corporal Maya had dozed off. Luke knocked on the window and Maya woke up with a start. She unlocked the door and Luke got in, grinning and holding the notebook.

“You made it!”

“Yes, Mistress Maya. The plan worked a treat.”

Monday 2 January 95

Luke was given Sunday off to recover. Lieutenant Beatrice and Superintendent Maud also had New Year’s Day off, but on the Monday, they called Luke in for a debriefing. They congratulated him on his success but wanted to know every detail of what he had done. Luke told them he had discovered the target notebook just before he heard the officers arriving – which he hadn’t – and that he had then hidden in the cleaning supplies cupboard in the toilets – which was true. He then claimed he had remained hidden for quite some time after the officers had left and had then tried moving at extremely slow speed in an attempt to defeat the motion detectors. But when that didn’t work, he made straight for the broken window and escaped and was already in the next street when the klaxon went off again.

Luke gathered that the officers who had attended would receive a mild rebuke for not doing a thorough enough search of the station. Luke was then given a few days off before the next stage of Operation Copshop.

Wednesday 4 January 95

On Wednesday, Luke was called into Lieutenant Beatrice’s office to discuss his next mission. As before, Superintendent Maud and Corporal Maya were also in attendance.

Superintendent Maud outlined Luke’s task.

“This mission will be a lot more difficult than the last, Luke. We want to test the security and interrogation techniques at Central. As before, your mission is to try to get in, recover a notebook, and get back out again, although, to be honest, your chances are minimal. This time, you will pretend to be a Romulus agent. You will be given a battery powered diamond tipped drill and a borescope, of the type that Romulus agents use to break into safes.”

“I have to break into a safe, Mistress Maud?”

“No. Those items are for show, so that if you get caught, it looks like your mission was to break into my safe.”

“But what if I manage to get into your office, Mistress Maud?”

“In that case, open the safe using the combination, which I will give you. It’s 430419. That’s my birthday in year-month-day form. That’s not the usual combination, but it will be on the day of the mission. The only thing of apparent value in the safe on the day will be the notebook containing names and addresses of senior members of the government. It will be fake, but you don’t know that. Grab it and go. If you get that far and get caught after, they’ll query how you opened the safe. Your story is you knew my date of birth and tried it on a whim and were just as shocked as anyone else that it worked.”

Lieutenant Beatrice added:

“Corporal Maya will help you come up with a plan over the next few days, Luke. The mission is to take place within a week, but you can choose the day yourself. Any questions so far?”

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice. What happens if I get caught and they scan me?”

“They’ll get your serial number, but your records will be temporarily locked out, so when they look you up, it will look like your number is fake. That and the equipment you have on you should make them suspect you are an agent. They will want to know where you’ve been living so that they can raid the place and hopefully pick up your partner before she escapes.”

“My partner, Mistress Beatrice?”

“Yes, Romulus agents are nearly always a pair, a female and a male, with the male acting as her slave. It’s a natural arrangement for agents trying to look inconspicuous in the Queendom.”

“Mistress Beatrice, if there are two agents, one male and one female, wouldn’t it make more sense to send the female on a mission like this? Surely, it would look less suspicious.”

“There’s no real advantage to being a female, Luke. If you’re caught breaking into a secure building, or you get challenged when inside and don’t have the correct pass, you’ll get arrested, regardless. But the main reason that Romulus tends to use the male on the riskier part of a mission is due to the increased chance of getting caught. If the male gets caught, the female still has a good chance of getting away. But if the female goes in and gets caught, the male’s had it anyway. The chances of a boy getting out of the Queendom on his own are minimal.”

“So, they’ve caught me and are interrogating me. What do I tell them, Mistress Beatrice?”

“They’ll want to know where your partner is. If you don’t tell them, they’ll try to beat it out of you. Hold out for a while so that your partner would have time to get away and then give them the address that Corporal Maya will give you. When they raid the place, Superintendent Maud will be there and will reveal it was just an exercise, and then Corporal Maya will come and collect you.”

“How long do I have to hold out, Mistress Beatrice?”

“Try to hold out for an hour.”

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice.” replied Luke.

“Bollocks to that.” thought Luke. “There’s no way I’m taking a beating to protect a make-believe partner. As soon as they ask me with a cane or a whip in their hand, I’m talking.”

Thursday 5 January 95

Luke and Corporal Maya spent all the next day trying to come up with a plan that had at least an outside chance of success. They quickly figured that a physical break in was next to impossible and rather pointless as Central was manned 28 hours a day.

The best plan was stealth.

“I think the best plan is to just walk in the front door. said Luke. “What if I pretended to be a male under arrest? Perhaps you could pose as a police officer. Is that allowed?”

“I don’t think that would work, Luke. The officer bringing you in would be expected to take you to the front desk and book you in. As part of that, you would be scanned and they would see that your serial number is fake.”

“Do any males work in Central, Corporal Maya?”

“Yes, Central own a number of slaves that do menial tasks around the building. They wear black shorts and white T-shirts with Central Police Station on them. But police slaves can’t just come and go as they please, Luke. They live on site, so even with a uniform, you would still need to find a way to get in.”

“What about bin day, Mistress Maya? Who takes the wheelie bins out?”

“Good point. I’ll make some enquiries.”

Friday 6 January 95

The next day, Luke and Corporal Maya continued their planning.

“You were right, Luke. Police slaves take the wheelie bins out on Sunday evening. There are six black and six green bins. The bins are emptied early Monday morning, usually about 07:00, and then the slaves take them back in again.”

“Through the front entrance, Mistress Maya?”

“No, the bins are positioned outside the front entrance for collection, but they are moved in and out through a side entrance, near the kitchens.”

“What time does Superintendent Maud usually arrive, Mistress Maya?”

“Normally about 09:00.”

“Excellent. Ok, so here’s the plan, Mistress Maya. Take me to Central early Monday. I’ll be wearing police slave gear. We can park down the road with a view of the front entrance. As soon as the bin lorry has emptied the bins, we move up and park near the entrance. Then when the slaves come out to collect the empty bins, I jump out and join them.”

“They’ll see you, Luke.”

“Who?”

“The police slaves.”

“Of course, but they won’t say anything, Mistress Maya.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“Slave etiquette, Mistress Maya. Slaves never rat out other slaves. But to be sure, I could do with some bribes.”

“Such as?”

“How about chocolate bars, Mistress Maya? They are a delicacy rarely experienced by slaves.”

Maya grinned.

“Ok, I’ll get some.”

“Luke, if they catch you, they’ll be brutal if you don’t answer their questions. I shouldn’t really be saying this, but take my advice, don’t try to be a hero. When they start to whip you, tell them what they want to know.”

Luke had already intended to do that, but he was touched that Maya gave him that advice.

Monday 9 January 95

The big day came. Corporal Maya and Luke arrived down the road from the Central police station. Luke was wearing a police slave uniform. He had the drill and borescope taped to his sides just below his arm pits. The bulges weren’t too obvious if he kept his arms at his sides. He had also been given six chocolate bars to use as bribes. He had left one in the barracks to share amongst the boys but brought the other five with him.

The bin lorry passed them. The driver was a woman, but her crew were all slaves. It stopped next to the police station, and the crew soon had all 12 bins emptied and put back into place.

A few minutes later, they saw police slaves walking down the side of the building towards the bins.

“This is it, Luke. Good luck.”

“Thank you, Mistress Maya.”

Corporal Maya drove further forward and stopped next to the bins. Luke got out and grabbed a wheelie bin. He now saw that there were four slaves. They all looked at Luke in surprise.

“Morning, boys.” said Luke.

“Morning. Who are you?”

“Why do you care?” asked Luke, holding out the chocolate bars.

“We don’t.” said one of the slaves, taking one of the bars. Then the other slaves took one each as well.

“Here, you’ve probably got a friend.” said Luke, handing the remaining bar to one of the boys.

All five of them then set off pulling 5 wheelie bins behind them. Luke followed at the rear since he didn’t know where to take the bins. They parked them in a compound just outside the side entrance to the kitchens. Then they all returned to get 5 more bins.

They collected five more bins and once again made their way to the compound. Two of them then returned to get the last 2 bins. The other 3, including Luke, went into the side entrance.

“Hey, mate, where’s the store cupboard? I need to do some sweeping up.” asked Luke.

“Follow me, mate.”

Luke followed the police slave.

“In there, you’ll find brooms, dustpans and the like.”

“Thanks, mate.”

Luke grabbed a broom and a mop and bucket and made his way along a corridor hoping to find reception. Although he was unfamiliar with the building, he had kept track of his turns and knew he must now be heading back towards the front entrance. Sure enough, he went through some doors and there it was.

He could see the desk Sergeant looking at him, so decided to pre-empt her questioning by going up to her anyway.

“Please, Mistress, Superintendent Maud ordered me to clean her room this morning before she arrives.”

“Well, get on with it then, boy.”

“I don’t know where her office is, Mistress.”

The Sergeant lifted an arm and pointed.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Luke made his way to the office that had been pointed out to him. On the way, he passed another officer who was headed for the reception desk. She stared at him as she passed.

Luke went into the office and closed the door. He immediately lifted his T shirt and removed the drill and borescope. They had been painfully rubbing against his skin. He placed them on the desk.

Then he looked for the safe and saw it at the side of the room. He approached it, but his eyes were immediately drawn to the magazine that had been casually left on top of it. The title was: “Punishment Weekly”.

It seemed one of Superintendent Maud’s hobbies was punishing boys. But what drew Luke’s eyes was the cover picture. A close up of a severely welted and very purple arse bent over a caning horse. Luke was sure it was a picture of his own arse, taken when he was a captive at the bunkhouse.

Meanwhile, at the reception desk, the officer who had just arrived spoke to the desk Sergeant.

“Who was that boy, Maisie? I know most of the slaves, but I don’t think I’ve seen him before.”

“No, me neither, Bonnie. He says Superintendent Maud told him to tidy her office.”

“When? She’s not been in the office since Friday.”

“Has she not? Bring him out, Bonnie. It won’t hurt to do a quick check.”

Bonnie walked over and opened the office door to find Luke standing in front of the safe.

“What are you doing, boy?”

“Just dusting, Mistress. Then I’ll have a sweep up before I mop the floor.”

“Well, come with me. Sergeant Maisie wants to verify you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Luke came out through the door, hoping Bonnie wouldn’t see what was on Superintendent Maud’s desk. But his hope was in vain.

“What are those? Did you put them there boy?”

Luke looked around.

“I have no idea, Mistress. They were there when I got here.”

Bonnie was suspicious and drew the man-prod from her hip holster and followed Luke closely. Maisie noticed.

“Is something wrong, Bonnie?”

“I’ve just got a feeling. Scan him, Maisie. Lower your head, boy.”

Luke looked down. Maisie grabbed the scanner and moved it over Luke’s neck. Then she looked at the readout:

“76-0-4079. Are you from Green Bay, boy?”

Luke was puzzled. His serial number was 76-1-4079. At least he had always thought it was. But the database at South Side had not recognized that number. And why did the officer think he was from Green Bay?

“Green Bay, Mistress?”

“Yes, are you one of the males from Green Bay who doesn’t know when he’s beaten?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Well, let’s see who you are then.”

Maisie typed away at her terminal. Luke knew what she was doing. She was looking him up on the male database.

Maisie suddenly looked up.

“What is it, Maisie?

“Number not on file. His chip is programmed with a fake serial number.”

Luke felt Bonnie’s man-prod poke into his back.

“Don’t move, boy. Cuff him, Maisie.”

Maisie walked round from behind the reception desk with a pair of handcuffs, and soon Luke’s hands were fixed behind his back. Then she went back and used her intercom.

“Chief Inspector Lucy, we’ve got a boy here with a fake chip and wearing a police slave uniform. We caught him in the super’s office.”

“Yes, Chief.”

A minute later, Chief Inspector Lucy arrived.

“What’s going on?”

“He turned up a few minutes ago claiming he had been instructed to clean the Super’s office. But we got suspicious and checked him and found he’s got a fake chip.” said Bonnie.

“And he’s not on the roster of police slaves.” said Maisie, who had been typing away at the terminal.

“Also, there’s some suspicious items on the Super’s desk.” added Bonnie.

“You two!”

The Chief called out to two officers who were just about to head out of the front door to start a patrol.

“Yes, Chief?”

“Take this boy to interview room 1 and keep him there.”

“Yes, Chief.”

Luke was taken to the room and told to stand in front of the desk. Five minutes later, Chief Inspector Lucy came in followed by Bonnie. Bonnie placed two items on the desk. Luke saw that they were his drill and borescope.

“Here you are Chief. But what are they?”

Lucy picked up the drill.

“This is a diamond tipped drill. Made in Romulus. And this is a borescope. Also made in Romulus. If you drill a hole in the correct position, you can insert the borescope and look through the change-key hole and see the wheel pack while you rotate the dial. You can then work out the combination and open the safe.”

“Are these yours, boy?”

Luke made no comment.

“It requires a lot of skill. It’s not the sort of thing your average burglar could do. But a well-trained Romulus agent could.”

“Is that what you are boy? Are you a Romulus agent?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Chief, shouldn’t we call Military Intelligence, or maybe the QBI?” asked Bonnie.

“It would take too long. We’ve got a limited amount of time before his partner realizes he’s been caught and takes off. Take him to the punishment room. And ask Bertha to stand by.”

Ten minutes later, Luke was escorted into the punishment room. It was a room usually used for carrying out physical punishments awarded at the magistrate’s court.

“Ah, Bertha. This boy is a suspected Romulus agent. We want to know where he’s been living in Victoria. Time is of the essence. We’ll raid the address as soon as you get it from him.”

“No problem, Chief. It won’t take long. Strip him and attach him to the cross, please.”

Two officers uncuffed Luke, then stripped him naked and attached him to the St Andrews cross. Meanwhile, Bertha selected a huge bullwhip and then got into position.

Luke waited for the questioning to start. He would tell them the address Corporal Maya had given him without further ado. But they didn’t ask. As soon as the officers were clear, Bertha launched the whip at Luke’s back with full force.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Luke screamed.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

It was agony. But there was nothing he could do. Nothing at all. Bertha hadn’t asked him any questions and hadn’t demanded any answers. She had just launched into a furious assault.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaaargh! Please. Mercy.”

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaaargh! Please, Mistress, I’ll talk.”

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaaargh! Please, Mistress, no more.”

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

“Right, now that we’ve established the power dynamics here, we’ll start the questioning. Are you ready to talk, boy?”

“Yes, Mistress, please don’t whip me, I’ll talk.”

“Good boy. Over to you, Chief.” said Bertha.

“Thanks, Bertha. Excellent work. Ok, boy. Who do you work for?”

“For Romulus, Mistress. I’m an agent.” said Luke, keeping to the script he had been given.

The Chief grinned.

“Right, I want the address of your safe house. Where have you been living in Victoria? And keep in mind boy, if we find out you’ve given us a false address, you’ll get 50 more lashes before we even start questioning you again. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, So, give me the address.”

Luke blurted out the address he had been told to give. One of the officers rushed away to get the address broadcast to their patrols. Meanwhile, Luke was left on the cross.

Twenty minutes later, they received word that he had given a truthful answer, and they took him down and transferred him to the cells.

An hour later, Corporal Maya turned up to collect him. Luke was sitting on the bunk. He was still naked, but Maya had brought him some clothes which she placed next to him.

“Get dressed, Luke. It’s time to go.”

Luke grabbed the clothes and turned his back on Maya so he could get dressed without exposing himself. Maya admired Luke’s firm ass for a few seconds but then her eyes were drawn to his welted back.

“Luke! They lashed you! You silly boy. Why did you try to hold out?”

“I didn’t Mistress Maya. They lashed me before they even asked any questions.”

“I’m sorry, Luke.”

They drove back to the garrison. Luke had a shower and then dried off and got dressed again. Then he laid down on his bed. He kept thinking about when he was scanned in the police station. Was his number really 76-0-4079? As far as he knew, everyone else he was at school with was 76-1 something. Did the 0 mean he was from Green Bay? He had to find out.

But at that moment, Corporal Maya turned up.

“There’s no debriefing today, Luke. It will be tomorrow at 10:00.”

“Yes, Mistress Maya.”

“How’s your back?”

“It’s painful, Mistress Maya.”

There was silence for a moment. Maya seemed to be thinking.

“You need some lotion, Luke. It will ease the pain, and your welts will heal faster. Come with me.”

“Yes, Mistress Maya.”

Luke followed Maya out of the barrack block. At the front desk, Maya spoke to Charlie who was on duty.

“He’s got a badly welted back, Charlie. I’m taking him for some treatment.”

“Very good, Maya.”

They went outside and walked for about 10 minutes.

“Are we going to the med centre, Mistress Maya?”

“No, Luke. I’ve got some lotion in my room.”

They entered a building with a sign outside that read: “Block 29.” Luke realized it was a barrack block for NCOs. But it was totally unlike the male barracks. There was no reception area with staff and sentries checking who was going in and out. And the accommodation consisted of single rooms.

Maya took Luke into one of them. It was more of a suite than a room. There was a small lounge, a bedroom and a bathroom.

“This is a really nice room, Mistress Maya.”

“Yes, the accommodation in Victoria Garrison is great. For officers and NCOs, anyway. It wasn’t so great when I was just a trooper.”

Maya went into the bathroom and came back with a bottle of lotion.

“Ok, Luke, shirt off and lay face down on the bed.”

Luke did as he was told and a moment later felt the cold liquid dribble onto his back. Maya spent the next 10 minutes gently rubbing it in.

“How long is it since that episode in the bonkhouse, Luke?”

“It’s been just over 2 weeks now, Mistress Maya.”

“They really gave you a beating, didn’t they?”

“Yes, Mistress Maya.”

“Let me see how your arse is healing, Luke. It might need some lotion as well.”

“Yes, Mistress Maya.”

Maya grabbed Lukes shorts either side of his hips.

“Lift!”

Luke raised his body up, enabling Maya to pull his shorts down and then off. She then did the same with his underpants.

“Hmmm. It’s healing nicely, but a spot of lotion won’t do any harm.”

Maya dribbled a small amount of lotion on Luke’s bum and then spent the next 5 minutes moving her hands in circles over both of his arse cheeks.

“You know, you’re a very handsome boy, Luke. You’ve got a lovely body.”

“Thank you, Mistress Maya.”

There was a long pause before Maya spoke again.

“Do you think I’m pretty, Luke?”

“Yes, Mistress Maya.”

There was another pause.

“I want you, Luke.”

“I’m a slave, Mistress Maya. You can have me any time you like.”

“But I want you to want me too, Luke.”

Luke was still face down on the bed but turned his head when he heard a noise. He was shocked to find Maya had tears running down her face. What did this mean? He sat up and took Maya into his arms and gave her a big hug.

“Mistress Maya, whatever is the matter?”

“It’s just me being silly, Luke. Think nothing of it.”

Luke held her tight and gave her a long tongue kiss.

“You seem to be under a lot of stress, Mistress Maya. Why don’t you let me help you with that?”

“Thank you, Luke.”

Then he stood up and pulled Maya up with him. He spent the next five minutes slowly undressing her.

“Lay down on the bed, Mistress Maya.”

Maya lay down on the bed, face up, her head on the pillow. Luke climbed on and crawled up to her and gave her another long tongue kiss which lasted a full minute.

Luke reversed slightly so that his mouth was over one of Maya’s breasts. He leaned down and kissed the nipple and then licked it. Then he flicked the nipple up and down and from left to right with the tip of his tongue.

Maya moaned.

“Oh my.”

Luke formed a circle with his lips and engulfed the nipple and sucked. He toyed with it inside his mouth using his tongue. He glanced up. Maya’s mouth was open and she was staring up with a look of bliss on her face.

Luke moved sideways and gave the same treatment to the other breast before moving back to halfway between Maya’s breasts and gently kissing her chest. He then slowly shuffled back, stopping to kiss her body every couple of inches.

When Luke arrived at her pussy, he reached down under her knees and pushed her legs up and then back. Maya reached down and grabbed her own ankles and held her legs back, freeing up Luke’s hands.

Luke then moved in with his tongue extended. The tip made contact with the bottom of Maya’s slit and then slowly forced its way along her love valley, forcing her flaps apart as it went, until it arrived at her clit. He then pulled back and went back to his starting point. He spent the next minute making slow upward licks along her slit.

He then concentrated on her clit for a while. He used his lips to surround it on all sides, imprisoning it inside his mouth. Then he sucked hard for a while to encourage it to come out and play. Once exposed, he used his tongue to torture the helpless captive, flicking it up and down and left and right, and tracing circles around it.

“Oh, my goddess, yes.”

Luke then went back to deep tongue strokes along the length of Maya’s slit, but this time in both directions. Up and down, up and down, like a decorator painting a wall.

“I want it in me.” said Maya.

Luke looked up and grinned.

“Open it for me, baby.”

Maya reached down and gripped the skin each side of her pussy with her fingertips and pulled herself open. Her narrow slit transformed into a wide pink valley and her woman hole opened wide.

Luke moved in. The tip of his tongue quickly located her hole, and he pushed in as far as he could reach, about an inch.

“Oh my, yes, yes, don’t stop.”

He then spent the next two minutes slowly tongue fucking her. Each time he thrust in, his upper lip pressed into her clit. Luke increased speed to about one stroke per second. It was hard work, so now and then he paused with his tongue deep inside her, and either left it there, or pressed one way or another.

Just as he had hoped, Maya soon began leaking girl juice. Luke had been wondering what she would taste like. He was not disappointed. Maya had the sweetest twat tonic he had ever tasted. But he craved more, so he resumed rapid tongue fucking.

He adjusted his position slightly, and then instead of the regular tongue fucking that he had been doing, where his tongue would simply go wherever Maya’s vagina guided it, he pressed his tongue hard upwards, so that it would put pressure on her G spot. It was tiring and he knew he wouldn’t be able to keep it up for long, but it paid off. A short squirt of girl juice forced its way out between tongue and twat and splashed onto Luke’s face. Anticipating more, Luke withdrew his tongue and clamped his lips tightly around Maya’s love tunnel. He wasn’t kept waiting long. Three more short squirts were followed by a long one second burst, all jetting straight into Luke’s mouth. When satisfied that the delivery was complete, Luke closed his mouth and savoured every drop before gulping it down.

“I need your meat inside me, Luke.”

“Yes, Mistress Maya.”

Luke crawled back up, gave each of Maya’s breasts another kiss on the way, and then gave Maya another long tongue kiss.

Then he reached down and steered his man meat into Maya’s moistened minge.

Luke used his arms to push his body up and angled his feet so that he was resting on his toes. He then gave Maya a long pounding in the captain position. The only part of Luke’s body that she could feel was his 8 inches of man meat that was pounding in and out of her slippery hole.

Luke gave her rapid, full-length strokes. In, out, in, out. His cock had never been so hard. Maya didn’t hold out long. Luke’s tongue work had long had her close to the edge, so a minute of rapid pork pounding was enough to take her over the edge.

“Oh, my goddess, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeees!”

Luke was close too, so he slowed down. He hadn’t been given permission to come. Maya realized the problem.

“Come for me, Luke.”

Luke increased speed. A few seconds were enough. He felt his balls fizzing and the next moment, four long spurts of hot white baby batter shot out of his cock and splattered into Maya’s womb.

Luke relaxed for a minute to get his breath back but left his cock inside Maya.

Then they both got up and went into the shower together and then they got dressed.

“Come on, Luke, I’d better take you back.”

When they entered Luke’s barracks, Charlie was still on duty. She looked up.

“Ah, you’ve brought him back. How did it go?”

“I think the treatment was successful.”

Tuesday 10 January 95

The following day, Luke was called into another meeting with Lieutenant Beatrice, Superintendent Maud and Corporal Maya.

They first discussed Luke’s mission at Central police station.

“Don’t worry, Luke, you did your best. It was always very unlikely that you would succeed.” said Lieutenant Beatrice.

“We might have to have a rethink about how we keep tabs on police slaves, it looks like that might be a weakness. But at least the staff appeared to be alert, so that’s good.” added the superintendent.”

“Anyway, on to the next mission.” said Beatrice. “Superintendent?”

“Right, Luke. This time we want you to try to get into North Bay police station. It’s a small part time sub-station, very similar to South Side. But be warned, the report into the South Side break-in has been published. We’ve not admitted that it was an exercise, it’s been framed as a regular burglary. But officers will have read it and taken the lessons on board. So, you can expect them to be suspicious of rockets, tennis balls, or anything else that appears to have accidentally broken a window.  And no doubt any building searches will be more thorough.”

“Don’t worry if you don’t succeed, Luke.” said Beatrice. “The whole point of these exercises is to find weaknesses and fix them. You won’t be blamed if you don’t manage to break in this time.”

“You’ve done well, Luke. We’re very pleased. So, we’ve decided to send you on this year’s simulated enemy forces course. It starts in April. You’ll be taught the basics of how to be a soldier. In particular, you’ll be taught Romulus military doctrine and tactics. Then you’ll be transferred to the SEF team, and you’ll take part in Queendom Army exercises, taking the part of the enemy. I’m sure you’ll like it, Luke. It will suit you. Most of the boys on the SEF team really enjoy it. They say they love the comradeship and the freedom they get when they’re on exercise. But that’s in the future. Corporal Maya will provide you with maps and photos and help you plan the North Bay mission. Any questions?”

“No, Mistress Beatrice.”

Wednesday 11 January 95

The next day, Maya and Luke poured over maps and photographs of North Bay police station and its surroundings. But neither of them came up with any ideas. Both had their minds elsewhere.

Maya was unhappy with the prospect of Luke moving away to do a course in April. She wanted him for herself. She had been on the look-out for a companion-domestic ever since she had been promoted to Corporal and could realistically afford one. But the typical Queendom boy, submissive and obedient, just didn’t do it for her. She wanted someone with a bit of spirit, and even just a touch of disobedience. She thought that perhaps Luke might be that boy. But she wanted more time to be sure and then to raise the necessary funds.

It was Queendom policy that state employees, including members of the armed forces, could bid for state slaves that they were in charge of or familiar with, and the Queendom would usually agree to the sale if a fair price could be agreed.

Maya knew that Luke had been bought for a knock down price. She didn’t know exactly how much, but it was well below the average price of around 100,000 credits. But if Luke went on an expensive course, it would raise his value.

Luke also hadn’t been able to concentrate on the mission. He was thinking about his serial number and how he could investigate further. He wondered about asking Maya but then had second thoughts.

Thursday 12 January 95

The following day, they pondered the mission further.

“Have you had any ideas overnight, Luke?” asked Maya.

“I can’t think of a subtle plan, Mistress Maya. So, I think the answer will have to be speed. I’ll smash a window and get in and out as quickly as possible. I’ll have a minute before the alarm goes off, and then maybe two more if I’m lucky before a patrol arrives.”

“Do you think that’s enough?”

“I really don’t know. But I can’t think of anything else. But the layout of the building is exactly the same as South Side, so I already know exactly where I’m going to search.”

“Well, if that’s the best we can come up with, let’s go with it. When do you want to do it?”

“Saturday morning at 01:00, Mistress Maya.”

“Any particular reason?”

“I heard that Friday evening is the busiest time in the entertainment district, Mistress Maya. And 01:00 in the morning is chucking out time when there’s often trouble requiring a police presence.”

“So, you’re hoping the police will be busy, which will buy you a few more minutes?”

“Exactly, Mistress Maya.”

“Ok, let’s go with it. I’ll let Superintendent Maud know so she can place the notebook.”

Saturday 14 January 95

Maya drove Luke to North Bay police station just after midnight on Saturday morning. She parked a quarter of a mile away. They waited until 00:30, then Luke turned to Maya and said:

“Ok, Mistress Maya, I think it’s time for me to go.”

“Ok, Luke. Good luck.”

“Thank you, Mistress Maya.”

Luke began to open the door.

“Luke!”

“Yes, Mistress Maya?”

Maya leaned across and kissed Luke on the lips.

“I’ll be waiting here in case you make it back out, Luke.”

Luke got out of the car in a bit of a daze. He realized Maya had got the hots for him and wasn’t sure what to do about it.

But there was one thing he was sure of. He wasn’t breaking into North Bay police station. At least, not yet. He would make his way to South Side instead. He wanted to use the computer terminal. When he was out of sight of Maya, he turned south. Using back roads and residential streets, he carefully made his way to South Side police station. There was nobody on the streets at that time of night, but even so, it took him just over an hour to get there.

He would use the same entry as before. A quick glance showed him that the window had been repaired, so he looked around for something to smash it with and quickly found a hefty stone that should do the job.

He was confident of cancelling the alarm in time but wondered if anyone would hear the breaking glass and report it. But he decided he had no choice. He would have to risk it.

He stood at the window and holding the stone in his hand, gave the glass a hard knock. No effect. He hit it again, harder. A loud bang but still no effect. Harder still. Smash! A hole about 6 inches in diameter appeared and the glass fell inside. It didn’t make as much noise as he feared, mainly because most of the glass remained in the frame, although with long fracture lines all over it.

Luke knocked a bit more glass out so that he could safely reach through and unlatch the window from the inside. Then he climbed in. The warning tone was continuous. He rushed up to the terminal, logged on with the password he had memorized, then navigated to the alarm menu and disabled it.

Then he returned to the main menu and took option 2, Male Record Search.

He typed in his serial number again. First, 76-1-4079. He pressed Enter. The screen responded with: Error – Serial number not on file.

Then he tried: 76-0-4079.

Up came the details.

Serial number: 76-0-4079

Current owner: Alice

Owner ID: 72/10271

Luke remember being told that his official owner was Alice, but he hadn’t known her ID number. In fact, he hadn’t realized that females had IDs. He continued reading.

Owner’s address, blood group, eye colour, blah, blah, blah. Then suddenly, his eyes fixed on a line that read Population Centre. Luke knew that “Population Centre” was the official term for what everyone referred to as the “Baby Factory.”. But what caught his eye was what followed:

Population Centre:  N/A

Then the line underneath left him completely gobsmacked.

Mother, if natural birth: Connie

Mother ID: 55/718

Luke was stunned. He was natural born! He had a mother! He quit back to the main menu and sat motionless on the chair in front of the computer terminal, not knowing what to do with this information.

He glanced at the computer screen again. Option 1 was Female Record Search. Luke typed 1 and pressed Enter. Then he typed 55/718 and pressed Enter again.

Her details came up on the screen. He quickly looked for her current address. There it was. She lived in Victoria. Luke memorized it and went over to look at the Victoria street plan fixed to the wall. He found the street. It was at the north end of the city, not far from North Bay police station. Luke studied the map until he was sure he would be able to find the street. Then he returned to the terminal

He stared at the screen again, still in disbelief. Then his eye caught another entry that surprised him.

Criminal record: Yes

The record was listed underneath. Just one item.

“Failure to declare unauthorized male birth.”

Luke wasn’t sure what an unauthorized birth was. He wasn’t aware that females needed permission to give birth. Then he looked at the sentence that had been imposed.

“One year imprisonment of which 9 months suspended.”

Luke had seen enough.

He used the Alarm Menu to enable the alarm. It started its one-minute intermittent beep. Luke climbed back out of the window. He pondered whether he should trigger the alarm or not. If he didn’t, they might wonder how it had been disabled. But if he did, it increased his risk of getting caught.

He decided to trigger it. He stuck his arm through the hole in the glass until he heard the continuous beep and then made off as fast as he could. He was already halfway down the next street when he heard the klaxon go off.

A couple of minutes later, he heard a siren as a police patrol car rushed to the scene, but they used the main road, and not the residential road that Luke was on.

One and a half hours later, Luke arrived at the address he had memorized. Like many of the better properties in the Queendom, it was a decent sized detached bungalow. Luke went up to the front door and stood looking at it. He wondered what to do. It was now 03:30. His mother surely wouldn’t recognize him after all these years. What would her reaction be to being woken up in the early hours to find a lone male standing at the door? She might create a scene. And maybe she didn’t live alone. It was too risky.

Luke decided to wait until daylight and then observe. Maybe he should see who was living there before deciding what to do. He carefully opened a side gate and made his way into the back garden. It was neat and tidy, and best of all, there was a garden shed at the back. And it wasn’t locked.

Luke silently went inside. It contained gardening tools. The floor space wasn’t large, but Luke made the best of it and curled up and tried to get some sleep.

Luke tossed and turned all night. It was a cold night. He couldn’t get comfortable on the hard concrete floor and spent most of the night shivering. As soon as dawn broke, he gave up trying to sleep and sat on the floor leaning against one of the shed’s wooden walls. Every now and then, he would pop up and stare at the kitchen, which was at the back of the bungalow, to see if there was any sign of life. He wondered how long he would have to wait.

Then, it must have been about two hours after dawn, Luke heard a door slam. He popped up to have a look. There was a male in the kitchen. He looked like he had just arrived. Luke wondered who he could be.

Shit! Luke quickly ducked down. The male had glanced his way and Luke thought he might have been seen. He laid low, listening. But after about 15 minutes, he had heard nothing and was beginning to relax.

But then, he heard a door open and then a woman’s voice.

“Are you sure about this, Tommy? He might be dangerous. Maybe I should call the police.”

“Please don’t, Mistress. At least let me talk to him first.”

“Ok, Tommy, but be careful.”

A moment later the shed door was pulled open from the outside.

“Come out. And don’t try anything.”

Luke looked up to see a male who was probably in his early 30s. He had armed himself with a broom. Luke stood up.

“Who are you? What do you want?” demanded the male.

Luke didn’t want to say who he was until he was sure who the woman was and what her attitude was likely to be.

“I’m just a slave on the run. I needed shelter for the night. Don’t report me, I beg you.”

Tommy turned to look at his Mistress.

“It’s just a young lad, Mistress. A runaway. He’s harmless.”

“Ok. Bring him inside, Tommy.”

“Yes, Mistress. Come inside boy.”

Luke came out looking bedraggled and Tommy led him into the kitchen. Tommy closed the door and stood behind Luke, still with the broom in his hands. Luke dropped to his knees with his head bowed to show his submission.

“Please don’t report me, Mistress.”

Connie stood a short distance in front of him.

“So, you didn’t like your owner, boy, and you decided to run away, did you? Well, you won’t get far, but don’t worry, I won’t turn you in. I’ll feed you but then you’ll have to go. Head up boy. I want to take a look at you.”

Luke looked up.

“You’re right, Tommy. He’s just a boy. He’s 18 and a half, one of last year’s crop.”

Connie was spot on with Luke’s age, but then judging a male’s age was relatively easy in the Queendom. If Luke was a slave, he had to be at least 18, and since males were produced every three years in the Queendom, the youngest crop would now be 18 and a half and the previous crop would be 21 and a half. Luke looked very young, so Connie correctly deduced he was 18 and a half.

Connie continued to stare at Luke. Somehow, his features looked oddly familiar, but she just couldn’t place him.

On the other hand, Luke was convinced that the woman standing in front of him was his mother. There was something about her eyes and the way she looked at him, but mainly it was her voice that convinced him. Luke was sure that the woman in front of him was the woman who had loved him when he was a toddler. The woman who had caused him so much distress when she had suddenly disappeared.

Connie then noticed the way Luke was staring at her.

“What’s the matter, boy?”

“Mistress Connie?”

“Yes, that’s right. Do you know me? I’m sorry, boy, but I can’t place you. Where do you know me from?”

Connie racked her brains. Maybe he was a slave that she had been in control of at some point. But if so, it would have had to have been in the last six months, but she just didn’t remember him.

Luke was now looking down at the floor.

“Answer me, boy! How do you know my name?”

But Luke couldn’t speak. Connie squatted down in front of him and lifted his head again only to find tears rolling down his cheeks.

“Why, whatever’s the matter with you, boy? I said I wouldn’t turn you in.”

Luke sobbed, but between his sobs, he managed to utter one word:

“Mum!”

There was absolute silence for a few seconds. Connie was stunned.

“Is that you, Luke?  Stand up boy!”

Luke stood up. Connie stared into his face.

“Luke, is it really you? By the goddess, yes, it is. I can see it now.”

Connie grabbed Luke and held him in a tight embrace, and moments later, she burst into tears herself while rocking him from side to side.

“My baby. My darling boy. Let me look at you again.”

She held him away so she could get another good look at him and then pulled him in again and kissed his forehead and hugged him even tighter. Luke was overwhelmed and couldn’t speak. He could feel the love in the way she held him tight. He had never had that feeling since – well since the last time his mother had held him that way all those years ago. Eventually, after about 10 minutes, Connie looked up.

“Tommy, get the kettle on, and then make breakfast. For three.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Connie took Luke into the lounge, and they both sat down on a sofa.

“You were an accident, Luke. I’d been on a night out with the girls, and on a whim, we decided to visit a pleasure house for a bit of fun. But we didn’t have a lot of credits, so we chose an unlicensed brothel. I assumed my boy had been sterilised but apparently, he hadn’t been. I was so young and innocent. And I didn’t show very much. I didn’t even realize I was pregnant until a week before you were born. So, I had a week off work that I claimed was just a bad cold and my mother delivered you at home. In this very house, Luke. Of course, you were a male. And because I hadn’t been taking Queendom birth drugs to prevent a male birth, by law you became the property of the Duchess of Victoria. But I didn’t want to give you up. My mother urged me to, but I just couldn’t. So, I didn’t declare you. I quit my job and kept you at home in secret, and mother supported me. You were such a cute baby, Luke.”

Connie gave Luke another big hug and another kiss on his forehead.

“But then, just after you turned three, I was found out. One morning, there was a knock on the door. It was the police and an official from the baby factory. They arrested me and you were taken away. That was the last time I saw you. Until today. I was charged with not declaring an unauthorized male birth. I got a year but with 9 months suspended. So, I spent a month in Victoria prison.”

“I’m so sorry I caused you so many problems, mum.”

“Silly boy, it wasn’t your fault. But you’re back now, and I’m keeping you. But tell me, Luke, who’s your owner, and how did you get away?”

“My owner is Mistress Alice, mum.”

“What’s she like?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never met her.”

“What do you mean?”

“My official owner is just a cover. I’m effectively owned by the state. Specifically, by SEFA.”

“What’s that, Luke?”

“It’s the Simulated Enemy Forces Administration.”

“I’ve never heard of them.”

“Have you heard of the Awkward Squad?”

“Yes – my goddess, Luke. Are you a member of the awkward squad?”

“Yes, mum.”

“So, how did you get away?”

“They let me loose to attempt to break into North Bay police station to test their security. But I didn’t. I broke into South Side instead.”

“Why?”

“Because I knew how to get in without setting off the alarm, and I knew how to log on to the computer terminal there. I wanted to check my profile on their database. That’s how I discovered I had a mother. Then I found your address and here I am.”

“Oh, Luke. You’re so clever.”

“But what are we going to do now, mum?”

“I know exactly what we’re going to do. Something I thought about before I lost you. Something I should have done but didn’t and have regretted ever since.”

“What’s that, mum?”

“First thing Monday morning, I’m going to the Romulus embassy and I’m going to apply for Romulus citizenship for us both. We’re emigrating, Luke.”

With help from Tommy and Luke, Connie got a store cupboard set up as a bolt hole for Luke to use whenever unexpected visitors called. But most of the time, he would be free to roam the house.

About 17:00, Tommy said goodbye and went out. A car was waiting for him at the front.

“See you next week, Tommy.” said Connie.

“Yes, Mistress Connie. Bye.”

The door closed.

“Who is he, mum?” asked Luke.

“He’s my home help, Luke. He comes in once a week to do housework and laundry and sometimes gardening. And other things. I rent him. I can’t afford a slave of my own. But I’m worried, Luke. He might say something.”

“He won’t, mum. Trust me. Slaves never rat out other slaves.”

Earlier that day in Victoria Garrison, Lieutenant Beatrice held a debrief meeting in her office. Superintendent Maud and Corporal Maya were there.

“As far as we can tell, Luke made no attempt to break into North Bay station at all. However, South Side station was broken into, through the same window that Luke used previously.” said Maud.

“Do you think it was Luke?” asked Beatrice.

“I have no idea. But a patrol arrived within two minutes of the alarm going off, and they didn’t see anybody. And they did a thorough search of the building. There was no one hiding there. And nothing was missing.”

“Maybe it was an opportunist thief who didn’t know about the alarm, who then fled when it went off.” suggested Beatrice.

“Or possibly it was just petty vandalism, or even an accident.” added Maya.

“I guess we’ve no way of knowing. But regardless, Luke doesn’t seem to have made an attempt on North Bay, and he’s not returned. So clearly, he’s absconded for some reason.” said Maud.

“Did he seem ok when he set off, Maya?” asked Beatrice.

“Yes, he seemed completely normal.” said Maya.

But she wasn’t entirely convinced. She wondered if her kiss had upset him. She had meant it to convey how much he meant to her. But what if he didn’t feel the same way? He was only a slave so he wouldn’t have any say in the matter if she decided to bid for him. Maybe he felt that running away was his only option.

“Well, I’ve set his status to ‘absconded’, so it’s only a matter of time before he gets picked up.  I guess we’ll have to wait until then before we get any answers.”




Chapter 8 – Working for Romulus

Monday 16 January 95

“Right, Luke. I’m off to the embassy now. I’ve told my boss I’ve got a doctor’s appointment.”

“Ok, mum. Good luck.”

Connie returned two hours later but she didn’t look happy. Luke was dismayed and prepared himself for bad news.

“How did it go, mum? What did they say?”

“It’s not as easy as I thought. To apply for citizenship, you have to fill in a form and send it off, then you’ll get interviewed and they’ll do all kinds of background checks. It can take weeks to get a decision. And that’s only for a female.”

“What about males? Can’t males apply for citizenship, mum?” asked Luke.

“Yes, you can apply, but Romulus won’t help you to get out of the Queendom. You’re on your own there.”

“Another way is to claim asylum, but you can only do that in Romulus. You can’t do it at the embassy. So, either way, we would have to find a way to smuggle you out. But it’s next to impossible to smuggle a male out. Security at the airports and docks is tight.”

“Yes, I know. I was told 10 to 20 slaves abscond in Victoria every week, and most are rounded up in a few days. And any that aren’t are far more likely to have been stolen than to have escaped to the north.”

“But there is a third option, Luke.”

“What’s that, mum?”

“If you have a skill or knowledge or something of sufficient value, they will consider smuggling you out and then fast track your citizenship when you get to Romulus.”

“How does that help us, mum?”

“Well, they asked if you had any particular skills, and when I said you were a member of the awkward squad, their eyes lit up. They want to come and talk to you, Luke.”

“What about?”

“I don’t really know. But I agreed and they’re sending someone tonight.”

Late in the evening, after dark, there was a knock at the door. Connie opened it to find two women in their late 20s, both wearing casual clothes.

“Yes?”

“I believe we are expected?”

“Oh! Yes, come in.”

Connie brought the two women into the lounge where Luke was seated.

“I am Monica from the Romulus embassy here in Victoria, and this is Harriet who is, let’s say, an advisor.”

“Connie. And this is my son, Luke.”

“Ah, yes, Luke. Pleased to meet you.”

“Thank you, Mistress Monica.”

Monica smiled.

“Just Monica is sufficient, Luke.”

“Well, Luke, we want to know everything you’ve been doing since you left school. So, start from the beginning.”

“Yes, Mist – Yes, Monica.”

Luke went through his time at slave training, with the road construction gang, at the safari park, and finally with the awkward squad. Monica and Harriet, and even Connie, asked questions at various points.

Then Harriet spoke.

“So, Luke, any idea what you would have been doing had you stayed with the awkward squad?”

“Yes, Harriet. I would have continued doing various security audits until the end of March. Then I was due to go on a military training course and after that I would join the SEF team.”

There was silence for a few seconds. Connie took the opportunity to ask a question.

“So, Monica. Do you think his skills are of enough value to Romulus to qualify us for fast tracked citizenship?”

“I’m afraid his skills wouldn’t be of much use to us in Romulus, Connie.”

“What? But I thought –“

“He is valuable to us, but only as long as he remains a member of the awkward squad here in the Queendom.”

“But we want to get out of the Queendom. I thought I had made that clear.”

“Clear as day, Connie. So, here’s the deal. Luke goes back to the awkward squad and resumes his duties. But now he’s working for us. After 5 months, we’ll make arrangements to smuggle Luke out to Romulus. You’ll both get Romulus citizenship and new identities and a grant to get you started in your new colony. How does that sound?”

“Five months!” cried Connie.

“What would I have to do?” asked Luke.

Harriet placed something on the coffee table. It looked like a small coin.

“What’s that? asked Connie.

“This is our latest listening device. Or bug, if you like. It’s magnetic and it’s also sticky, so it will attach to almost anything. It’s powered by a tiny battery and has a range of up to 300 yards.”

“How long does the battery last?”

“Up to 90 days, but usually a lot less.”

“So, what do you want me to do?”

“We’ll supply you with some of these and we want you to plant them when you get the opportunity.”

“Where?”

“In the offices of high-ranking officials, in small meeting rooms, anywhere where it seems likely that important discussions might take place. Don’t waste them on the larger meeting rooms and lecture halls, though. And make sure you plant them where they can’t easily be found.”

“But don’t they have devices that can detect and locate listening devices?”

“Yes, but they only work when the bug is transmitting. And the latest model doesn’t transmit continuously, even when voice activated. Instead, it just records until one of our agents sends it a signal that triggers it into sending its data as a burst transmission. And burst transmissions are very short and very difficult to detect.”

“I see. So, once I plant a bug, your agents just swing by now and again, trigger the transmission, and off they go.”

“That’s right”

“How will you know where I’ve planted the devices.”

“Don’t worry about that. We’ll be keeping tabs on your movements.”

“But they do regular shake downs and body searches. They’re bound to find these devices before I even get the chance to plant them.”

“They fit in the heel of one of your boots.”

“So, what do you say, Luke?” asked Monica.

“I’ll do it. But I’ve absconded from the awkward squad. How do I get back in?”

“Just go to a police station and turn yourself in. When they ask why you absconded, say you just felt the urge to taste freedom. But now you’ve had your taste, you realize it was foolish. Slaves abscond all the time, Luke. Don’t worry, they’ll keep you on. You might have to take some punishment, but they expect occasional acts of defiance. It’s traits like that that got you into the awkward squad in the first place.”

“When should I turn myself in?”

“As soon as possible. Give me your left boot. We’ll take it away and get it modified with a secret compartment. We’ll be back in a few hours. Then you can turn yourself in tomorrow morning. Any questions?”

“Yes. What happens if I get caught?”

“If that happens, we’ll try to get you out if the opportunity arises. But we can’t promise anything.”

“Do you really want to do this, Luke?” asked Connie.

“Yes, mum. What have I got to lose?”

“Good. Connie, you can move to Romulus whenever you like. To avoid suspicion, book a holiday in Romulus and fly out. When you get there, report to police headquarters and ask to speak to an RIS agent.”

“Thanks, Monica. But I’m going to stay here while Luke is here. Once he’s safely out of the Queendom, then I’ll move.”

“Ok, well that’s all then. We’ll be off, but Harriet will be back later with the modified boot and will show Luke how to open it and explain how best to place the devices.”

Tuesday 17 January 95

The next morning, Luke said goodbye to his mum. She was in tears.

“I’ve only had you for three days, Luke. It’s not enough. It’s not fair.”

Luke gave his mum a big hug.

“It’s just five more months, mum. In five months, we’ll be in Romulus, and we’ll be free.”

“Be careful, Luke. I couldn’t bare it if anything happened to you.”

“Don’t worry, mum. I’ll be careful.”

Half an hour later, Luke walked into North Bay police station and went up to the reception desk.

“I’m Sergeant Emma. What can I do for you, boy?” asked the desk Sergeant, eyeing him suspiciously.

“Please Mistress, I’m 76-0-4079. I’m an absconded slave but I want to give myself up.”

“I see.”

Another officer overheard and walked over to help.

“Scan him, Becky.”

“Yes, Emma.”

Becky scanned Luke’s neck chip.

“Yes, he’s 76-0-4079.”

Emma typed his number into her terminal.

“Yes, he’s absconded all right. He went missing on Saturday. Ok, Becky, cuff him and take him into the office.”

Luke held his hands behind his back and felt the handcuffs go on. He was then taken into the office and told to sit down on a chair. Becky stood guard at the door. North Bay didn’t have any cells they could lock him up in.

Half an hour later, two officers came to collect him. He was taken out and placed into the back of a patrol car. A few minutes later, they arrived at Central. After being booked in, Luke was taken down and locked in a cell. But just an hour later, a woman Luke had never seen before arrived in front of his cell together with a police officer.

The officer unlocked the cell.

“Out you come, 4079. Your owner is here to collect you.”

Luke stood up. He was about to say something, when his owner gave him a stern look and he realize she was his official owner.

“Do you want him restrained, Ms Alice?”

“No, that won’t be necessary, will it Luke?”

“No, Mistress Alice.”

“Good boy. Right, come on then.”

Outside, a car was waiting. Luke got into the back. Corporal Maya was driving. She gave Luke a look.

“Everything ok, Luke?”

“Yes, Mistress Maya.”

An hour later, Luke was standing at attention in Lieutenant Beatrice’s office.

“Ok, Luke, so what happened on Saturday after Corporal Maya dropped you off?”

“I arrived at the police station and found a big stone and went up to a window. But I couldn’t go through with it.”

“Why not?”

“I knew the alarm would go off and I would get caught. It just seemed so pointless.”

“I see. So, what did you do?”

“My mind was in a daze, Mistress Beatrice. I’ve been so confused these last few days. So, I just wandered off.”

Maya looked down at the ground.

“Where did you go, Luke.”

“I just wandered across town, Mistress Beatrice. But when it started getting light, I headed for the sea front and hid under a beach hut. Then I just lay there trying to get myself together.”

“And you stayed there all that time?”

“No, I came out at night and wandered about.”

“And what made you decide to turn yourself in, Luke?”

“I realized I was just being silly and not achieving anything, Mistress Beatrice. And I was hungry. I’m so sorry, Mistress Beatrice.”

“Very well, Luke. As long as you’ve seen the error of your ways. We’ll say no more about it. But we can’t let you just wander off without consequences, Luke.”

Lieutenant Beatrice looked at Luke for a few seconds, thinking.

“Ten strokes of the cane. See to it, Corporal Maya.”

“Yes, Lieutenant Beatrice.”

“Dismissed.”

Maya collected Luke in the afternoon.

“Come with me, Luke. It’s time for your punishment.”

“Yes, Mistress Maya.”

Maya took Luke into the punishment room in the barracks. Luke had glanced into the room when he had first arrived but had never been inside.

Maya whipped the cover off the caning horse.

“Drop your trousers and underpants, Luke, and lay over the caning horse.”

Luke did as he was told. Maya then shackled him on and tightened the waist belt and then grabbed a 3-foot cane from a cupboard.

“Brace yourself, Luke. Let’s get this over with quickly.”

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

Maya gave him 10 rapid full-strength whacks across the arse. The pain brought tears to his eyes, but it was all over before he had time to scream.

Then, a moment later, he felt Maya pour some cold lotion onto his cheeks and begin rubbing it in.

“Was it because of me that you ran away, Luke?”

“Mistress Maya?”

“Because I kissed you? I like you, Luke. I really do.”

“No, Mistress Maya, it wasn’t because of you.”

Maya continued rubbing the lotion into Luke’s welts.

“Luke?”

“Yes, Mistress Maya?”

“How would you feel about it if I was to make a bid for you?”

“What do you mean, Mistress Maya?”

“I want a companion-domestic, Luke. My very own slave. How would you like to be my slave, Luke?”

Luke was touched. He really liked Maya. But he didn’t want to stay in the Queendom. He craved freedom. He wanted to start a new life in Romulus.

“I’m a slave, Mistress Maya. If you buy me, I’ll be yours.”

“But would you like that, Luke? You may speak freely.”

“I don’t think you should buy me, Mistress Maya. I don’t think I would be a good slave for you.”

Luke felt himself being unshackled. Maya then escorted him back to the barracks without saying another word. He could tell she was hurt.

Wednesday 18 January 95

On Wednesday, Luke was called into a meeting in Lieutenant Beatrice’s office. Present were Rick, Eric and Chris as well as Corporal Maya.

“Ok, boys. Next week you will take part in Operation Leonora. This is a fairly simple operation from our point of view. Your mission is to test the internal security of government house. Lieutenant Leonora is in charge of security there and has requested this exercise to keep her team on its toes. As you can imagine, security is very tight in government house. And everyone knows it. Perhaps for that very reason, there has only ever been one known security incident. That was many years ago when an absconded slave mistook the place for a hotel and broke in to try to steal valuables. Needless to say, he didn’t get very far. But Leonora is worried that the very lack of activity might be making her team a bit complacent. She wants to give them a taste of action to freshen them up and keep them on their toes. Carry on, Corporal Maya.”

“Yes, Lieutenant Beatrice. Government house owns a lot of slaves. There are usually 40 or 50 on duty at any time. They live on site and have all been heavily vetted, of course. The boys wear different coloured T shirts depending on what department they have been assigned to, and this also determines where they are allowed to go unescorted within the building. And there are quite a few places that boys are never allowed to go. You four will become blue shirts which means you are general purpose labourers. Your records will be updated to show that you are owned by Government House and have been for the last 6 months or so. And you will also be listed on Government House’s own database as blue shirts. So, you will have every right to be there and as long as you stay in your permitted areas, you will be fine. But we will then give each of you a mission which will involve you going to an unauthorized area and carrying out an illegal task. You will be briefed on your tasks separately.”

Thursday 19 January 95

The next day, Corporal Maya briefed Luke on his specific task.

“Your mission, Luke, is to try to get into the server room on the top floor. You won’t make it, but we want to see how far you get. How you make the attempt is up to you.”

“Are blue shirts allowed in the server room if they have an escort, Mistress Maya?”

“No boys are ever allowed in the server room. And boys are only allowed on the top floor under strict supervision.”

“I see. What sort of task might a blue shirt be asked to do on the top floor, albeit under strict supervision, Mistress Maya?”

“It would be things like cleaning, taking bins out, occasionally moving heavy items.”

Luke asked Maya if she could find out more about the bin routine. How many bins? How many boys were used? And how many women supervised them? Maya promised to look into it.

Friday 20 January 95

On their next planning meeting, Maya had the information Luke wanted.

“They’re paper bins, Luke. But not small wastepaper baskets. They do have those, of course, but the girls empty those themselves into 12 large collecting bins located near the top of the stairs. It’s strictly paper only, most of it shredded. Then once a week, on Wednesdays, those collecting bins are taken down to the ground floor, emptied into a refuse truck, and then brought back up. They generally use 6 boys with two supervisors.”

“I assume they have elevators, Mistress Maya?”

“Yes, but boys aren’t allowed to use them. They use the stairs.”

Luke was deep in thought.

“What are you thinking, Luke.”

“Is the top floor the only floor that has the collecting bins, Mistress Maya?”

“No, the other floors have them as well. They are emptied on the same day, but they just detail boys to do those and they do it unsupervised.”

“Ok, I think I’ve got my plan.”

Monday 23 January 95

The following Monday, the 4 boys were delivered to Government House. Leonora had told security to expect them. They were allegedly being returned to Government House after having completed a loan spell to another site.

They were taken to the slave quarters and allocated a bunk each. They then reported to Mistress Mabel who was in charge of the blue shirts. There were a certain number of routine tasks that were carried out at the same time each day, such as office cleans, and there were also ad-hoc tasks that came up now and then. For example, a department might call for some boys to clean up a spillage or move a heavy item. Mabel would allocate boys as needed. Between tasks, the boys would hang out in their staff room.

Luke bided his time doing the tasks he was requested to do and getting to know the layout of the building and figuring out which offices were important enough to be worth bugging, and which weren’t.

Tuesday 24 January 95

On Tuesday, Luke and Eric were given the task of cleaning the office of Lieutenant Leonora herself. Luke decided to plant his first bug. While they were both mopping the floor, Luke suddenly stopped and began fiddling with his boot.

Eric looked on amazed as Luke slid the heel of his boot back, removed a small felt bag, and clicked the heel back into place. Luke then removed the device from the bag and stuck the device in a corner on the underside of the desk.

Luke looked at Eric.

“You didn’t see anything.”

“No, of course not.”

Luke couldn’t help smiling to himself. Lieutenant Leonora’s exercise to test security had turned out to be a major security breach itself! But the big prize for Luke would be the server room. If he managed to get inside and plant a device, that would be some achievement. But, from what Maya had told him, he wasn’t hopeful.

Wednesday 25 January 95

Wednesday was bin day. Luke was hoping to get allocated to the group that were to empty the bins, but it didn’t happen. Instead, he and Eric were given the task of cleaning a large meeting room. Luke had been advised not to bother bugging large meeting rooms. Harriet had told him that the more people there were in a meeting, the less important the topic they were discussing. Anything even remotely important would be decided by a small number of top officials.

When they got there, they found a meeting already in progress. A security guard was at the door. She told them they would have a half hour wait. But they couldn’t wait just outside the door in case they overheard something.

“Go away and come back in half an hour.” she said.

This suited Luke. He wanted to keep his eye on the stairs.

“Let’s hang around over here.” said Luke, wandering over to the alcove next to the stair well that contained this floor’s collecting bins.

“Why here?” asked Eric.

“I’ve got something going on.”

Another security guardess came by. She stopped and looked at the boys.

“What are you two doing lounging here?” she asked.

“We’re waiting to clean Meeting Room 3, Mistress.” said Luke pointing. “But there’s a meeting going on at the moment.”

The guardess walked down to the meeting room, had a quick word with the guardess there, and then carried on.

At that moment, they heard lots of footsteps coming down the stairs. They both looked to see who it was. They knew it would likely be males. Females nearly always used the elevators. Sure enough, there were six boys, and they were all empty handed. One of the boys was Rick, another member of their team.

“Hi Rick. What have you been doing?”

“The bins, but we’re finished now. What about you?”

“Waiting to clean a meeting room.”

Rick and the others went on their way.

Luke grabbed one of this floor’s empty collecting bins.

“What are you doing?” asked Eric.

“They forgot one. Cover for me.”

Luke held the bin against his back and began ascending the stairs. When he got to the top floor, he looked around. There was a security guardess standing a short distance away. He called her over.

“Please, Mistress.”

The guardess looked at him and walked over.

“What do you want, boy?”

“Please, Mistress. Could you take this bin down to the alcove for me?”

“What? You want me to carry your bin?”

“Please, Mistress. I got delayed and the supervisors have already gone. I’m not allowed on this floor without a supervisor.”

“Well, I’m supervising you now. Put the bin away and then get out of here.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Luke carried the bin down to the alcove, which was only a short distance from the server room. When he got there, he put his bin down but there wasn’t room to slide it in. But he figured there would be if he moved all the other bins a bit closer together. He began adjusting them. While doing that, he looked at the server room door. It was secured by a combination lock. He toyed with the idea of placing a bug somewhere on the door frame but then thought better of it. He doubted it would pick up any conversations from inside.

Just then the server room door opened and a woman came out.

“What are you doing here boy?”

“I’ve just brought back the last of the bins, Mistress. I’m just straightening them up.”

“Where’s your supervisor?”

“Over there, Mistress, that guardess is supervising me.”

“Hmmm.”

The woman carried on. Luke suddenly realized that the self-closing door hadn’t fully closed yet. He stuck his foot out to prevent it. Then glancing towards the stairwell, he noticed that nobody was looking his way.

On a whim, he pushed the door open and went in. He stood there with a triumphant grin on his face, waiting to be challenged. He had made it into the server room. There were two women in there. But they were busy with their tasks. Luke couldn’t believe they hadn’t glanced his way. He ducked down behind a huge high-speed printer. He hadn’t expected to be in this situation.

Quickly, he got a listening device out and looked for a place to attach it. He chose the underside of the printer which was mounted on short legs. A few seconds after he had attached it, the door opened again and the woman who had just gone out returned. She was accompanied by the security guardess that Luke had spoken to earlier.

They immediately spotted Luke crouched down behind the printer.

“Here he is!”

“What is it, Marge?”

“There’s a boy down here.”

“What?”

The two women came over to have a look and soon Luke found himself surrounded by a security guardess and three technicians.  The guardess drew her man-prod.

“Stand up boy. What are you doing in here? Males are strictly forbidden from entering the server room. You know that.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The guardess made a call on her radio. Soon she was joined by two more guardesses. They grabbed Luke by the shoulders and dragged him away.

A few minutes later, Luke found himself standing in Lieutenant Leonora’s office.

“Stand there boy.”

Five minutes later, Lieutenant Leonora herself came into the office.

“We found him in the server room, Lieutenant.”

“Doing what?”

“Hiding behind a printer.”

Lieutenant Leonora grinned.

“Ok, girls. You may go.”

After the guardesses had left, Leonora spoke.

“Well, this is embarrassing. Well done, Luke. But now I want to know everything that happened. I want to know exactly how you got into the server room.”

Overall, Lieutenant Leonora was pleased with the exercise. All the guys had been apprehended when they had gone into restricted areas. Luke had got the furthest using his bin ruse, but he had only got into the server room by a lucky chance, said Leonora, and had been apprehended in little over a minute, before he had had a chance to do anything.

A real enemy agent would never have sneaked into the server room as Luke did, said Leonora, as there was zero chance of not being discovered. Luke only did it because he knew it was an exercise and that there were no real consequences to getting caught. On reflection, Luke had to admit she was right.

Friday 27 January 95

Operation Leonora ended on Friday, and late in the afternoon, the boys were all back in the barracks at Victoria Garrison.

Early in the evening, Corporal Maya cornered Luke in the games room.

“Luke, we need to speak.”

“Yes, Mistress Maya.”

“About my offer to bid for you, Luke.”

Luke looked at the ground.

“I know I could just bid for you, Luke, because I’m a Mistress and you’re a slave, and you would have no say in it. But I really like you, Luke. I want you to be my boy. Wouldn’t you like to be my personal slave, Luke? You would have a far better life as my companion-domestic than you would here in SEFA. I would treat you well, Luke, I promise.”

Luke remained silent.

“I don’t want a boy who doesn’t want to be with me, Luke. I know you like me, Luke. But I need to hear you say it.”

Maya reached her hand out to Luke’s chin and raised his head. She was shocked to see that Luke had tears running from his eyes.

“What is it, Luke? What is it that you’re not telling me?”

“Mistress Maya. I . . .”

Luke didn’t know what to say and ran out of the room, which technically was an offence when talking to a Mistress, but Maya let it slide. She wondered what secret Luke was concealing.

Monday 30 January 95

On Monday, Luke was told that he was being assigned a routine task the next day.

Lieutenant Beatrice led the briefing.

“Luke, we’ve been asked to test the security at Victoria Docks. The warehouses there often contain high value goods for a few days after unloading or just before loading. So, the whole dock area is enclosed by an 8-foot-high fence topped off with a 2-foot angled overhang edged with barbed wire.”

“I’ve seen the docks, Mistress Beatrice. The fences look climbable given enough time.”

“Of course, Luke. But you wouldn’t get a lot of time. You would need at least 10 minutes to get over without making too much noise, and probably more when you’re coming back with an armful of loot. Security guardesses patrol the inside of the fence line constantly.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Anyway, the mission is simple. You are an absconded slave and you’re desperate to steal something of value to trade for food. Try to get into the docks, make your way to one of the warehouses, steal something of value, and get out again. As usual, Corporal Maya will help you with the plan. She will drop you off at a place of your choosing. The mission is over when you get back with the stolen goods, or when you arrive at their guardhouse after getting caught. Any questions? Good.”

Maya and Luke discussed the mission that afternoon.

“It’s either over the fence, under the fence, through the fence, or bluff your way through the gate.” said Maya.

“I assume they have slaves working in the docks, Mistress Maya?”

“Yes, Luke, but Victoria Dock’s own slaves live on site.”

“So, there are no males coming and going during the day?”

“Well, inmates from Victoria prison are often used in the docks, but they’re generally chained together and arrive and depart under strict guard. I doubt you would be able to infiltrate with them. Then there are truck drivers, of course.”

“Hmmm. I think I will keep it simple, Mistress Maya.”

“What do you have in mind, Luke?”

“Well, I think burrowing under would take too long and would be easily spotted. And I think wire cutting is out. I would need to make at least 20 individual cuts. It would be far too noisy, and again it’s visible. Not as visible as burrowing, but still likely to be spotted. I think climbing over is the simplest. Ok, it’s risky, but if I make it inside, there’s no evidence that I’m in.”

“But it’s still noisy and you would be 8 feet and more off the ground for some time.”

“I’ll need to find the darkest place on the perimeter, and then it’s a question of timing and luck.”

“Ok, Luke, it’s your call.”

“Can we do a drive by, Mistress Maya? And maybe a walkabout?”

They drove near to the docks and got out and examined those parts of the fence that were accessible from public roads, without making it obvious what they were doing. Soon, Luke had identified the spot where he would climb the fence.

Tuesday 1 February 95

The next evening, after dark, the mission was on. Corporal Maya parked up a short distance from Luke’s chosen spot, just 200 yards from the ocean.

“Ok, this is it, Mistress Maya. Wish me luck.”

“Of course, Luke. Good luck.”

Luke wore a small rucksack for his loot and took a blanket to wrap over the barbed wire on top of the fence. He also had some listening devices with him. He thought it unlikely that there would be any decent places to plant one on this mission, but he brought them just in case. And anyway, there was nowhere he could safely leave them in the barracks. The hollow heel of his boot seemed like the safest place.

He crept to within 50 yards of the fence and hid in some bushes. They had already done research and determined that the security guardesses patrolled in pairs. Starting from the guardhouse next to the main entrance, one pair went out in each direction every 30 minutes until they reached the ocean and then came back. So, on average, a patrol would pass every 15 minutes. But at Luke’s position, near the end of the fence, the patrol would pass him in one direction, and then just 5 minutes later, it would pass him again on its return. He would then have 25 minutes until the next patrol came by.

There were also two pairs randomly patrolling inside the site, paying particular attention to the warehouses, and most of the area within the fence was lit by floodlights.

As Luke was only 200 yards from the ocean, he hoped the sound of breaking waves would help drown out any sounds he made climbing the fence.

Luke watched as a patrol passed by. He waited. A few minutes later, they passed by again, on their return journey. He gave them 5 minutes and then started climbing the fence adjacent to one of the concrete uprights. He climbed slowly and carefully, trying not to make the fence rattle too much. He had about 15 minutes until the next patrol got uncomfortably close.

It took him 2 minutes to reach the top, about 10 minutes to gingerly navigate the barbed wire, and 2 minutes to climb back down. He then crawled away to an area of long grass. It wouldn’t hide him in daylight, but it was good enough for night. He stuffed the blanket in his rucksack and then lay motionless. He would wait for the next perimeter patrol to come and go before moving off.

Again, he gave them 5 minutes to get clear. The nearest warehouse was several hundred yards away and much more brightly illuminated than where he was now. He couldn’t see a way to get there in any kind of cover. The only chance was to get there in the shortest possible time and just hope he wasn’t seen.

He looked in all directions. He couldn’t see anyone, so he got up and sprinted for the warehouse. Just as he arrived, he noticed a drainage ditch he could have used. Shit! Well, at least he could use it for the return.

The warehouse was huge and even had a railway track leading into it. Luke carefully crept towards a small side door and slowly tried the door handle. It opened. Luke peered in and listened carefully.

Then he heard footsteps and voices. But they were coming from outside. He stepped in and silently closed the door. The interior was lit. He quickly took cover amongst the crates.

A moment later, the door opened again, and a patrol came in. Two security guardesses. They walked from one end of the warehouse to the other and exited at the other end.

“Let’s get this over with.” thought Luke.

He tried the lids of various crates to see if he could get one open, but they were all screwed on tight. Then he saw something out of the corner of his eye. A slight change in the light level. He turned quickly, wondering what it was. Then he saw it. There was an elevated office off to one side. The office lights were on, but he was sure they hadn’t been when he had first entered the warehouse.

Luke took cover behind some crates and watched. Yes! There was a woman in the office. Luke sat down and leaned against a crate. He wondered what to do. But as he sat down, the crate seemed to move. He turned round and checked. The crate was heavy. Ah! The lid seemed loose. Luke tried to lift the lid off, but it was only loose in one corner and he was unable to. But he found that he could lift that corner up sufficiently to get his other hand inside. He had a feel about. He found something and got hold of it. What was it? A book?

He pulled it out. No, it was a big bar of chocolate, about 8 inches by 4. He reached in and pulled out five more and put them all in his rucksack. He grinned. That would do for his valuable prize. The boys would love these if he made it out.

Luke headed back and went out of the door and soon found his way into the drainage ditch. Luckily, they hadn’t had much rain lately and the ditch was dry. A noise made Luke look around. Security guardesses. Four of them. They were back quick. And they looked a lot more alert this time. They looked like they were searching rather than just patrolling. Luke began to wonder if the woman in the elevated office had seen him.

He crawled away quickly towards the fence. He arrived in the long grass where he had waited before and looked back. The guardesses had now come outside and were looking in his direction and shining torches. Shit! He had intended to wait for the perimeter patrol to come and go before scaling the fence, but there was no time for that now.

He hurried to the fence at a crouch. A glance behind showed torches coming his way. Luke decided speed was now of the essence. Even if they reached the fence while he was still climbing it, he would likely be over it and down the other side before they could get anybody around to intercept him.

He took the blanket out of his rucksack, grabbed the fence and began climbing it as quickly as he could. The fence rattled as he climbed, making a lot of noise.

“Hey! There he is.”

Luke heard the shout and turned to look. They were running towards him. He threw his blanket over the barbed wire and began to pick his way over it.

“Freeze, boy! Don’t fucking move or I’ll shoot.”

Luke stopped and looked down. He knew the rules. They weren’t allowed to use deadly force unless lives were in danger. But it was only an exercise, and he didn’t want to risk it. One of the guardesses was indeed pointing a gun at him. Then he heard more voices. The perimeter patrol had now also arrived. Six security guardesses were now standing below him looking up.

“Get down, boy. This is your last warning.”

Luke wasn’t sure what to do.

Bang!

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Luke now realized that it was only a stun gun. His muscles turned to jelly, and he lost his grip on the fence. He fell off and landed in a heap on the ground.

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Luke cried out again. He had landed hard and felt a sharp pain in his left foot.

The guardesses pounced on him and quickly removed his rucksack and then handcuffed him. He was then frisked but he had nothing of interest on him.

One of the guardesses then searched the rucksack. She quickly removed the six bars of chocolate.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me! You broke into Victoria docks just to steal six bars of chocolate?”

There was laughter. Then a car drove up.

“Right, let’s get him back to the guard room.”

Two guardesses grabbed him by the shoulders and half dragged him. Luke cried out.

“What’s the matter, boy?”

“My leg.”

“You should have come down when we told you.”

The guardesses pulled him along slowly and Luke hopped to the car on his right leg.

Ten minutes later, he was seated in the guardroom with the head of security standing over him and looking down at him.

“What do we have here, girls?”

“Sue saw him in the warehouse, Ms Irene, so we rushed over and searched it, but he wasn’t there, so we went outside and caught him trying to climb over the fence. He had six bars of chocolate on him.”

“Chocolate? Really?”

Luke groaned.

“What’s the matter with him now?”

“Emily stunned him and he hurt his leg when he fell down.”

“Ok, the police are on their way. Anne, have a look at his leg.”

Anne, one of the guardesses, was medically trained. She grabbed Luke’s left leg and felt it and then made her way down to his foot.

“Well, his leg’s not broken.”

She undid his boot laces and took his boot off and handed it to one of the other guardesses.

“Here, Mary, hold this.”

Then she gripped his foot and twisted it one way and then the other.

“His foot is ok as well.  It’s just a sprained ankle.”

Click.

“Hey, what’s this?”

They all looked at Mary who had Luke’s boot in her hand.

“What’s up?” asked Irene.

“There’s a secret compartment in his boot. And there’s something in it.”

Luke glanced at the woman holding his boot. Shit! He was fucked.

“What are they?”

“I’ve no idea.”

Just then, the police arrived.

“Good evening, Irene. Evening, girls.”

“Hi, Mandy, Jessica.”

“Ah, I take it this is our thief?” asked Mandy.

“Well, we thought he was a thief but now we’re not so sure. What do you make of these things?” said Irene.

Jessica took one and looked at it carefully.

“It looks like some kind of bugging device.” said Jessica. “Where did you find them?”

“The boy had them. They were in a secret compartment in the heel of his boot.”

“Really?”

“Who are you boy? What were you doing in the docks tonight?”

“I’m 4079, Mistress. I’m owned by SEFA. Tonight was just a security audit.”

“An exercise? So, what was your mission tonight, boy?”

“To test dock security by attempting to get into the docks, stealing something and getting out again. That’s it, Mistress.”

“Who’s your boss at SEFA?”

“It’s Lieutenant Beatrice, Mistress.”

“I’ll make some enquiries.” said Jessica, and she went back to the patrol car.

The girls figured he was probably telling the truth when he claimed to be owned by SEFA. It was so easy to verify that they couldn’t see any reason why he would claim it if it wasn’t true. The all excitedly discussed the evenings events and their part in it.

A few minutes later, Jessica returned.

“It’s true. Control just confirmed it. SEFA are sending a Corporal Maya to pick him up.”

They took Luke’s cuffs off and gave him his boot back. Luke laced it back up.

“So, what are these things?” asked Irene as she handed them back.

“They’re supposed to be a bug, Mistress. On some missions, I’m supposed to try and plant one.”

“Where?”

“Wherever they tell me, but it’s usually in an important official’s office.”

“But not today?”

“No, today I just had to steal something important.”

“Chocolate bars?”

“Believe me, Mistress, if I made it back home with 6 chocolate bars, I would have been a hero.”

The girls all laughed.

Just then, another car pulled up and a moment later, Maya walked in.

“Good evening. I’m Corporal Maya. I’ve come to collect 4079.”

“Good evening, Corporal Maya.” replied Irene. “So, did we pass?”

“Lieutenant Beatrice and your own General Manager are in charge of the evaluation, but I think you did well.”

They spent the next ten minutes discussing the exercise, and then it was time to go.

“Ok, Luke. Come on.”

Luke got up and they both left. Half an hour later, Luke was back in the barracks. He had a shower and then went to bed. Luke was so relieved. He really thought he was done for.




Chapter 9 – Treason

Wednesday 2 February 95

The next day, Corporal Maya collected Luke and they both went into Lieutenant Beatrice’s office. Superintendent Maud and another two women were also there. Luke wondered what the next mission would be.

“Luke, you know Superintendent Maud. And this is Agent Riley and Agent Lucy of the QBI. Do you know what the QBI is, Luke?”

“No, Mistress Beatrice.”

“It’s the Queendom Bureau of Investigation. They investigate organized crime and they are also in charge of counter espionage.”

“Take your boots off, Luke.”

“Mistress Beatrice?”

“Take them off, Luke. Now.”

Luke took his boots off.

“Put them on the desk.”

Beatrice fiddled with them for a while and then:

Click.

The secret compartment in the left boot slid open revealing two listening devices. Maya was gobsmacked. She hadn’t known anything about it. Like Luke, she assumed this was going to be another mission briefing.

Beatrice fiddled with the other boot but soon realized that it didn’t have a secret compartment.

“Superintendent Maud called me this morning. One of her officers handed one of these devices in and said it belonged you, Luke. She apologised for forgetting to hand it back to you yesterday.”

“Agent Riley?”

“They are Romulus listening devices. The very latest model.”

“Well, Luke? Where did you get them? And why were they concealed in your boot?”

Luke said nothing. He just stared at the floor.

“Nothing to say? Well, Luke, I’m afraid there’s nothing I can do. It’s out of my hands. He’s all yours, Agent Riley.”

Agent Riley moved slightly closer to Luke. Agent Lucy moved behind him.

“4079, you are under arrest. You are charged with treason and espionage for a foreign power. Place your hands behind your back.”

Agent Lucy put the cuffs on, and then Riley and Lucy took Luke away. On the way out, Luke glanced at Maya and saw that she was distraught and almost in tears.

Half an hour later, they stopped in a car park behind a government building. Luke was taken inside. He was booked in at a reception desk and then taken downstairs to a secure area containing four cells. His handcuffs were removed and he was pushed inside. The cell door closed with a loud clang. A minute later, a guardess handed Luke a new pair of shoes.

Thursday 3 February 95

The next day, two guardesses arrived at Luke’s cell. They handcuffed him and took him to an interview room. Agent Riley was behind the desk and Agent Lucy stood off to one side.

“Stand there, 4079.”

The two guardesses stood behind him.

“I will now ask you some questions and if you know what’s good for you, you will answer them.”

Luke had thought about it all night and had come to the conclusion that there was no point denying the obvious.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Right, boy. Who were you working for?”

“For Romulus, Mistress.”

“So, Romulus agents modified your boot and gave you the listening devices?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“How did they make contact with you?”

Luke lied:

“They kidnapped me when I was about to start a mission at North Bay police station.”

“Did you know they were Romulus agents?”

“Not at first, Mistress. I thought I was being stolen for sale.”

“But they convinced you to work for them?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And what was the deal they offered you?”

“They said if I worked for them for 5 months, they would take me to Romulus and give me citizenship.”

“And you agreed?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Why?”

“I wanted to live in Romulus. To be free, and not to be a slave.”

“How many listening devices have you already planted, 4079?”

“None, Mistress.”

“The compartment in your boot was big enough to hold five devices, 4079. You only had three. What happened to the other two?”

“They only gave me three, Mistress. I swear.”

Riley sighed.

“We know you had five, 4079. A forensic team examined the compartment in your boot. They can tell from the indentations in the leather that it once contained five devices. Now, I’ll ask you again, 4079. Where have you planted the other two?”

Luke wondered if that was really true. Maybe they were bluffing.

“There were only three, Mistress. Please believe me.”

Riley sighed again.

“Have it your own way. Ok, Lucy, let Cynthia have a go at him. Maybe she can get more out of him than I can.”

“Very good, Riley. Come with me boy.”

Agent Riley led the way and Luke followed. Close behind him were the two guardesses. They took him downstairs. Luke saw his cell, but they went past it and into a room that Luke hadn’t been in before. A quick glance confirmed his worst suspicions. It was a torture chamber.

“Stand there, boy.” said Agent Lucy.

Luke stood still. Lucy disappeared but the two guardesses remained closed behind him.  A few minutes later, Lucy was back with another girl. They came around and stood a short way in front of Luke.

“This is Cynthia, 4079. She will be looking after you.”

Luke was shocked. He was expecting a big brute of a woman, but Cynthia was a tiny little girl. Luke guessed she was 5 feet at most. And she was very young. About 18. She was wearing tight black leather shorts and a sports bra. She had a man-prod in a hip holster.

Cynthia stared at him for a moment.

“I think I’ll have him on the hook.”

Cynthia drew her man-prod and prodded Luke with it.

Buzz.

“Aaaaaaargh.”

Lukes muscles turned to jelly, and he collapsed to the floor. The guardesses then grabbed him, removed his handcuffs and stripped him. Then they cuffed him again but with his hands in front of him this time.

Cynthia pressed a button on a control pad which hung from a cable. A hook on the end of a chain descended rapidly. But Luke was in the wrong place. The hook came down 5 yards away from where Luke was kneeling. One of the guardesses went over and grabbed it. She came back with it and hooked it over Luke’s handcuffs.

Cynthia pressed a button and the hook began quickly ascending. Luke was jerked up off his knees and into a standing position. Cynthia kept her finger on the button. As soon as Luke’s feet were clear of the ground, his body swung as the chain tried to find its natural position. Luke swung one way and then the other, gradually slowing down until he was nearly motionless.

“Leg shackles.” said Cynthia.

One of the guardesses grabbed a pair and attached them to Luke’s ankles.

“That’s better. I don’t want him kicking and screaming.” said Cynthia. “Just screaming will be fine.”

Agent Lucy went away but the two guardesses remained and stood at the side of the room.

Meanwhile, Cynthia had picked up a 4-foot cane and was slowly walking around Luke and looking at him from all angles. When she saw Luke looking down at her, she smiled. She looked so cute and gentle, thought Luke. She surely wouldn’t hurt him.

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack!

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Suddenly, Cynthia began laying into Luke’s arse with her cane. Fast, full-strength strokes.

Thwack Thwack Thwack.

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

There was a pause and then Luke got three more hard strokes.

Thwack Thwack.

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

And then two more. Luke realized the whacks had caused him to slowly rotate on the end of the hook, but Cynthia was walking around and following the rotation so that she could continue her assault on his arse.

Luke looked down and as he rotated to face Cynthia, he saw that her eyes were wide open and she had a huge grin on her face.  She clearly enjoyed her work. She reached out to grab him for a moment and stopped his rotation, and then she walked behind him.

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack!

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

She appeared in front of him again.

“Right, boy, now that I’ve got you in the mood, is there anything you want to tell me? Like, where did you plant the listening devices?”

Luke said nothing. After a few seconds, Cynthia disappeared behind him. He heard her footsteps going away from him and then coming back again.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

Luke felt a sudden sharp pain on his back as a huge bullwhip lashed into him. The force shoved him forward, but he soon swung back again.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

Cynthia lashed him again, this time across his arse,

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

Another lash, this time over his upper back. Cynthia seemed to be timing her lashes so that they struck as he was swinging away. She soon had him swinging back and forth like the weight on a grandfather clock.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

“Anything you want to tell me boy?”

Luke decided to tell her about the first device, but he wasn’t going to mention the one in the server room.

“Yes, Mistress Cynthia.”

“Well?”

“I planted a device in Government House.”

“Where?”

“In Lieutenant Leonora’s office. Under her desk.”

Cynthia passed the information to one of the guardesses who then went off to report.

“And the other one?”

“That’s the only one I managed to plant, Mistress Cynthia. I only had four devices. I swear.”

“I don’t believe you.”

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

Cynthia began lashing Luke again. The first one was on his upper back.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

The second one hit his arse but wrapped around and struck his cock. Luke screamed in agony. To defend himself against further strikes, he bent his knees and adopted almost a sitting position, while still hanging from the hook. That didn’t suit Cynthia at all.

“Put your feet down, boy.”

Luke continued moaning and maintained his foetal position.

“Leg stretchers!” commanded Cynthia.

The other guardess returned just at that moment, and the two of them fetched a rope with a hook on the end. They hooked it over Luke’s leg shackles and then threaded it through a metal loop that was embedded in the ground below where Luke was hanging. They then pulled it tight so that Luke’s legs were stretched down and then tied it off.

“That’s better.”

Cynthia got back to work.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

She gave Luke’s back to more lashes and then moved round to his front.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

She then gave his chest some attention.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

But there were 10 second intervals between the lashes now. Cynthia had to aim carefully. Lashing the face or deliberately lashing the cock was not permitted.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Luke screamed out extra loud as a lash struck both of his nipples.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

Cynthia paused.

“Anything else you want to tell me, boy?”

Luke just sobbed.

Just then, Agent Lucy returned. Cynthia took a break and went over to confer.

“Well, he was telling the truth about the device in Lieutenant Leonora’s office. Have you got anything else out of him?”

“No, and I’ve gone about as far as I dare. Are you certain he planted another one?”

“No, five was the maximum number of devices that would fit in his boot, but they have no idea how many he actually had. Maybe there were only four. What do you think, Cynthia?”

“Well, he’s taken such a lot of punishment. I think he would have said if there was another device. He’s got nothing to gain except pain by holding out.”

“Ok, we’ll call it a day then.”

“Very good, Agent Lucy.”

The two guardesses took Luke back to his cell. Then later that day, he was transferred to the Central police station to await trial.

Friday 4 February 95

The next day, a guardess arrived outside Luke’s cell. Luke was laying on his mattress.

“Get up, 4079. There’s a Ms Riley to see you.”

“Agent Riley from the QBI, Mistress?”

“No, this is Ms Riley. She’s your defence counsel.”

Luke was shown into an interview room where Ms Riley was already waiting for him. The guardess waited outside so they could talk privately.

“I’ll try my best, Luke, but I don’t hold out much hope. You’ve already admitted spying for Romulus. I shall concentrate on mitigating factors. My argument will be that you were perfectly content until you went on Operation Boygone. Then you were badly abused. SEFA failed you and the result was that you felt your only hope was to escape. Then when Romulus made you an offer, you felt you couldn’t refuse.  So, it’s partly the Queendom’s own fault.”

“Is that enough to get me off, Mistress Riley?”

“I very much doubt it, 4079. But my hope is that it will lessen the punishment.”

Monday 14 February 95

Just over a week later, the case came up. Luke was escorted to courtroom 1. As his was the first case that day, he was taken straight in and shown where to stand. The public gallery was full to capacity as there was a lot of interest. The story had been all over the news. Luke studied the crowd and quickly spotted Corporal Maya. And then a few rows behind and off to the left, he saw his mother. Luke looked down. He was upset that he had brought this on himself. He wondered if he should have accepted Maya’s offer. But he just didn’t want to be a slave, even a well-treated one.

“All rise.”

Everyone stood as the magistrate and her two advisors entered. They took their places and then everyone except Luke sat down again.

“Begin.” called the magistrate.

The prosecutrix spoke: “The Queen versus male 76-0-4079.”

The magistrate looked up in surprise.

“From Green Bay?”

It was a fair assumption. The 0 meant natural born, and natural born males were almost unheard of in the Queendom. On the other hand, every male that the Queendom had inherited from Green Bay after the takeover in 94 was natural born and had the 0 indicator. But all this was over Luke’s head.

“No, your honour, he’s from Victoria.”

“Indeed! Read the charges, prosecutrix.”

“Yes, your honour. He is charged with:

	Treason. 

	Espionage on behalf of a foreign power, in this case Romulus. 



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

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

“Yes, your honour.” responded Ms Riley.

She went on to detail how Luke had been mistreated during Operation Boygone and how that had caused him to lose faith in the Queendom’s ability to protect him. She argued that the Queendom had partly brought this on themselves by SEFA’s misuse of the boys under their command, and that therefore 4079 had been forced into a course of action he would not otherwise have taken.

“Therefore, your honour, I argue that it is this court’s duty to dismiss the charges against him.”

The magistrate and her advisors then retired to discuss the case in private.

Two hours later, everyone stood as the three women returned.

“We find the defendant guilty of the charge of treason against the Queendom of Vena. We find the defendant guilty of the charge of espionage on behalf of a foreign power. We will now pronounce the sentence.”

The magistrate placed a black cap on her head. There were gasps from the public gallery.

“4079. Having been found guilty of the charges laid before you, this court sentences you to death by hanging.”

The magistrate then removed the black cap.

“Due to the imposition of the death penalty, this case will now automatically go to appeal. That is all.”

“All rise.”

Everyone stood while the magistrate and her advisors left the court and then two guardesses took Luke back to his cell. After that, the women in the public gallery began to file out while discussing what they had just witnessed. But not Corporal Maya. She sat motionless, just staring out into space and silently weeping, as women made their way past her towards the exit.

As the gallery emptied and the noise made by the many conversations decreased, Maya heard the sound of full-blown crying, not just quiet sobbing. She looked to see where it was coming from. She saw a woman of about 40, seated with her head in her hands.

Maya got up and approached her.

“Excuse me, maam. Are you ok?”

Connie briefly glanced up and saw the military uniform. She didn’t speak and looked down again.

“I can see that you’re very upset. Do you know Luke, maam?”

Connie looked up again. Luke had been referred to as 4079 in the court and on the news, so she was taken aback to hear him referred to by the name she herself had given him. Then she noticed that Maya also had tear stains on her cheeks.

“Yes. I’m his mother.”

Maya was shocked. She was aware that Luke was natural born and how he was taken into Queendom custody. But his mother wouldn’t have been advised of Luke’s serial number or his whereabouts. She wondered how she had realized that 4079 was her son.

“They’re going to kill my boy.”

Connie burst into tears again, and this time Maya did as well. When the two ladies realized they were both crying, they hugged each other for comfort.

“Come on my dear, we can’t stay here. Let me buy you a coffee. My name is Maya.”

“I’m Connie.”

Connie continued sobbing as Maya took her by the arm and led her away.

“Don’t despair, Connie. There’s still the appeal. Remember last year, when those three boys from the Mount Vernon militia were sentenced to death? The Queen commuted all their sentences.”

Tuesday 15 February 95

The next day, Luke was transferred from Central police to Victoria prison, on the sea front north of the city.

Luke was taken out of the car and escorted inside for processing. He was handed over to two prison guardesses. The guardess uniform was thigh high black boots, short black leather skirt and a white shirt. The guardesses had holsters on each boot, one containing a whip and the other a man-prod.

They removed Luke’s handcuffs and told him to strip naked and change into prison clothes. The prison uniform was a bright yellow jump suit with QPS on the front and back. QPS was the abbreviation for Queendom Prison Service. Luke’s hands were then cuffed again, and he was also fitted with leg shackles, which meant he had to walk with tiny steps.

A prison guardess poked him in the back with her man-prod.

“Get moving, boy. That way.”

He was taken to D-wing and put in cell 1.

Wednesday 16 February 95

The next day, Ms Riley visited him.

“Don’t despair, Luke. The date of your appeal before the Queen has been set. I’m hopeful of her commuting your sentence.”

“Will I have to appear before the Queen, Mistress Riley?”

“No, Luke. I’ll handle everything.”

Luke was silent for a moment, but then:

“Mistress Riley?”

“Yes, Luke.”

“I haven’t seen anyone else. Prisoners, I mean. Am I the only one here?”

“No, there are lots of prisoners in A and B-wings. But you’re the only one in D-wing.”

“Why is that, Mistress Riley?”

“Well, A-wing is for boys serving life sentences and B-wing is for foreign prisoners who might well be exchanged at some point in the future. There’s no C-wing. And D-wing is for boys who – Well, for boys in your situation.”

“I see. So, D-wing is death row. And I’m guessing that door at the end leads to . . .”

“Yes, that’s right, Luke. That’s the execution chamber. But don’t think about that, Luke. Think positive. The Queendom hasn’t carried out a death sentence in peacetime for more than 50 years, and I see no reason why they should start now. Now, take it easy. I’ll be back as soon as the appeal has been heard.”

Thursday 17 February 95

The next day, one of the guardesses turned up outside Luke’s cell at an unexpected time. It wasn’t a mealtime and it wasn’t time for Luke’s daily one hour of exercise.

“Hello, 4079.”

“Hello, Mistress Abby.”

Luke was laying on his mattress. He looked at the guardess and wondered what she wanted.

“We have a tradition in D-wing here at QPS. It’s called the condemned prisoner’s last meal.”

“But my appeal hasn’t been heard yet, Mistress Abby, and I’ve been told it’s very likely that my sentence will be commuted.”

“No doubt. But if it isn’t, the sentence would be carried out immediately. So, we always do the last meal before the appeal.”

“I guess that makes sense, Mistress Abby. So, when is this meal?”

“Right now, boy.”

“But I’ve only just eaten, Mistress Abby. I’m not hungry.”

“You don’t need to be, boy. It’s not that kind of meal. Come with me.”

Abby unlocked the cell and ordered Luke out without shackling him. She then took him to the D-wing office. They both went inside. The office also functioned as a staff room, and as well as an office desk and swivel chair there were also two armchairs and a sofa.

Guardess Phillis was inside when Abby and Luke entered but got up and left.

“See you later, Abby. Have fun.”

Abby slowly got undressed, leaving her clothes on the desk. When she was completely naked, she sat down in the middle of the sofa. She leaned right back and, placing her hands behind her knees, she pulled her legs up and back and held them at the sides of her body.

“Ok, boy. It’s mealtime. Eat me.”

“Yes, Mistress Abby.”

Luke looked forward to tasting Abby’s girl juice. It was just what he needed to take his mind of his situation and relieve some of his stress. He got down on his knees and shuffled up to her. He placed his hands on each side of her arse and gently gripped it and then moved in with his tongue extended.

His tongue made contact with Abby’s arse hole and then ran slowly up towards her quim, passing lightly over her flaps until it arrived at her clit. Then it made the journey back down again. Luke ran his tongue up and down over the surface of Abby’s flaps several times.

But then he increased the pressure and forced his tongue deep into her pink slit, and stroked it up and down the length, forcing her flaps apart as he did so.

“Oh my, yes, keep going.”

Lukes hands moved up and began to play with Abby’s breasts. He lightly rubbed a fingertip over each of her nipples, while his tongue continued to move up and down her minge.

Luke then sucked Abby’s clit into his mouth and began toying with it using the tip of his tongue. He flicked it one way and then the other and then made little circles around it.

“Oh my. Stick it in me, boy.”

Luke was happy to oblige. His tongue soon located Abby’s love hole and forced its way in. He held his tongue rigid and began making stirring motions with it.

“Oh, my fucking goddess.” cried Abby.

She let go of her right leg which she extended straight up for a moment before bending it again and resting her foot on Luke’s shoulder.

Abby’s hips then began to buck, causing her arse to bounce up and down on the sofa. Luke kept still and extended his tongue as much as he could, allowing Abby to tongue fuck herself on it.

Then Abby stopped moving. Luke wasn’t sure why, but he compensated by tongue fucking her himself. Then, the next moment, Abby screamed and a half second long squirt of girl juice sprayed out of the tiny gaps between tongue and twat and splattered Luke’s face. He withdrew his tongue and licked his lips and then resumed tongue fucking.

Feeling his neck beginning to ache, Luke had a rest by reverting to slit licking for a while, but after a minute he felt ready to dive back in. He pulled back for a moment and used his hands to lightly grip Abby’s pussy and pull her flaps wide open. For just a moment, he admired the sight of Abby’s glistening pink slit and her tight love hole. But he couldn’t hold back, so out came his tongue as he dived in once more.

He pushed his tongue in as far as he could and had a good feel about.

“Yes, oh my, don’t stop.”

But it was Abby who suddenly became rigid again. Luke knew what to expect this time. He quickly withdrew his tongue and then formed his lips into an O and pressed them tightly over Abby’s woman hole. The next moment, Abby screamed and a one-second-long squirt of twat tonic shot out of her hole and into Luke’s waiting mouth. After a short delay, there was another squirt, and then a third. Luke’s mouth was full to the brim and his cheeks were bulging. Satisfied that she had finished for the moment, Luke sealed his lips shut and drew back a little way. Then he swirled the girl juice around with his tongue to savour the taste, before gulping it down.

“I want your man meat, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Abby.”

Luke got up and got naked while Abby watched.

“Sit on the sofa, boy.”

Luke did as he was told. Abby got down onto her knees and pushed Luke’s legs slightly apart and shuffled up to him. She leaned down and sucked his cock into her mouth and started playing with it with her tongue. Luke’s dick soon started to grow. Abby kept just the bell end in her mouth until the cock was on full alert. Then she gripped the base of the cock with one hand and began moving her lips up and down the shaft, while her other hand fondled his ball bag.

“I think it’s ready.” she said.

Abby climbed onto the sofa and squatted over Luke’s cock. She braced herself with her left hand on the back of the sofa, while her right grabbed Luke’s meat and steered it into her gaping hole.

Then with both hands now holding the back of the sofa, she began to bounce up and down on Luke’s pork sword. She began with slow, full-length strokes. Up, down, up, down. Her hands moved to grip Luke’s shoulders. Luke’s own arms just rested on the back of the sofa.

Abby increased the pace, bouncing up and down. She whimpered and moaned in time with her movements. Luke heard a squelching noise and his thighs either side of his ball bag were suddenly drenched in girl juice. Luke wished he could lean down and lick it up.

Abby kept bouncing up and down but misjudged one of her strokes. She rose up too high. Luke’s man meat seized the opportunity and escaped, but Abby quickly reached down and recaptured it and then sentenced it to solitary confinement inside her tight love cave.

Abby fancied a different position. She got up and turned around and then began to reverse squat ride him. The sensations were the same for Luke, but now he got the chance to admire Abby’s tight pink bum cheeks. He placed a hand on each one and lightly traced circles over the smooth, pink surfaces.

Abby was getting tired. She sat down on him and then leaned right back and raised her legs.

“Grab my legs, boy.”

“Like this, Mistress Abby?”

“Yes. Now pull them back. Right back. That’s it.”

Luke’s arms looped behind Abby’s knees and pulled them back and his hands lightly gripped Abby’s neck.

“That’s it, boy. Now fuck me.”

Luke did his best, but it was hard work. He had to move his hips up and down to get any kind of thrusting going, and it was hard work with Abby’s weight on him.

Realizing it wasn’t working, Abby got off him and then got onto the sofa on her knees. She leaned over the armrest at one end.

“Do me doggystyle, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Abby.”

Luke got behind Abby. With his left leg he kneeled on the sofa but with his right he stood on the floor. He then aimed his helmet at Abby’s minge. He missed and his helmet slid and touched her arse hole.

“Hey, not in that hole, boy. Not today, anyway.”

Luke found the correct hole and pushed in and began thrusting. It was easy to get deep penetration in this position, and Luke gave Abby’s twat a high-speed full stroke hammering right from the off.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes.”

In and out he went. Although Abby had a tight twat, the amount of fanny fluid she produced allowed a smooth, easy rhythm.

Slap!

“Aaaargh!”

Luke gave Abby’s right arse cheek a hard spank.

Abby looked back.

“Faster, boy.”

Luke reached out and gripped both of Abby’s arse cheeks and increased speed to about 2 strokes per second. In, out, in, out, in, out.

Then he began spanking Abby’s right arse cheek in time with every inward thrust.

In, slap, out, in, slap, out, in, slap, out.

Abby began to scream. Luke knew she was close.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Luke continued thrusting throughout her climax, but when she had finished, he began to slow down. Abby looked round and said:

“Cum for me, boy.”

Luke increased speed again, but less than 10 seconds were needed.

Luke felt his ball bag clench and then the next moment, two huge spurts of hot man milk shot out of his cock and landed on Abby’s back. Luke wanked the remaining drips onto Abby’s arse.

Abby pointed to the desk. Luke looked and saw a box of paper towels. He grabbed a few and mopped his mess up off Abby’s back as best he could. Then Abby went over to the door and opened it. Apparently, that was a sign, because a few moments later, Guardess Phillis came in.

“Ok, boy, grab your clothes and come with me.”

Luke was taken to the shower. When he had showered, he was taken back to his cell and Phillis locked him in.

“Did you enjoy your last meal, boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Phillis. It was very tasty.”

Phillis laughed.

Tuesday 22 February 95

Nearly a week later, Luke got good news. Guardess Abby told him that the Queen had commuted his death sentence.

“Ms Riley will be here shortly to tell you officially, 4079, but it’s true. It was on the news.”

Even though Ms Riley had predicted it, it was still a relief. Ms Riley turned up an hour later.

“No doubt you’ve heard the news already, Luke, but I’m now telling you officially that the Queen has commuted your death sentence. Your new sentence is 50 lashes and imprisonment at Her Majesty’s pleasure.”

Luke was expecting the lashes. In fact, he had been told that when the Mount Vernon three had had their death sentences commuted last year, they had got 100 lashes each.

“What does ‘at Her Majesty’s pleasure’ actually mean, Mistress Riley?”

“It’s basically life imprisonment, Luke. The only difference is that the Queen or her successor can release you whenever they want, just by royal decree. But don’t get your hopes up, Luke. If it happens at all, it will be when you’re an old man.”

“Thank you, Mistress Riley. I’m grateful for everything you have done for me.”

Later that day, Guardess Abby arrived at Luke’s cell.

“4079, just to let you know, your punishment will take place tomorrow morning. Prepare yourself.”

“Thank you for warning me, Mistress Abby.”

Abby started to move off.

“Mistress Abby?”

“Yes, 4079?”

“Will you be doing it? Or Mistress Phillis?”

“No, 4079. There are no guardesses here qualified to perform punishment whippings of that severity. We’re bringing in professional castigatrixes from Central.”

Wednesday 23 February 95

The following morning, after breakfast, Guardesses Abby and Phillis and two more guardesses that he hadn’t seen before arrived at Luke’s cell.

“Stand up, 4079. Strip off and then face the wall. It’s time for your punishment.”

Luke got up and stripped naked and then faced the wall. He heard the cell door open.

“Hands behind your back.”

Luke felt the handcuffs go on followed by leg shackles.

“Ok, this way.”

Abby and Phillis led the way. Luke followed with the two other guardesses close behind him. Because of the leg shackles, he had to take short but rapid steps. The guardesses led him to the punishment room.

“Stand here. Don’t move.”

Luke was made to stand beneath a whipping frame, a large rectangular frame with shackles attached by chains to each corner.

Luke felt his handcuffs and leg shackles being removed and replaced by the chain shackles from the whipping frame.

Someone pressed a button and Luke heard electric motors whir. All 4 chains began to retract. They pulled Luke’s arms and legs towards the corners of the frame. The motors stopped when a preset tension was reached. Luke was pulled into spread eagle position, with his feet just barely in contact with the ground.

Two women in castigatrix outfits – tight leather shorts and sports bras – stood in front of Luke.

“Mistress Bertha!”

Luke recognized one of them. She was the woman who had bull whipped him during his audit of Central police station.

“Yes, we meet again, boy.”

Luke remembered the pain she had inflicted the last time. Six lashes of her huge bullwhip had him crying like a baby. And now he was about to get 50, and this time he couldn’t stop them by confessing. But at least it looked like they were only using snake whips this time.

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

Amanda picked up a 4-foot snake whip.

Swish. Crack! “1”

With 50 lashes to apply, Amanda started out with moderate force. Guardess Abby called out the count.

Swish. Crack! “2”

Swish. Crack! “3”

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

Swish. Crack! “4”

Swish. Crack! “5”

Swish. Crack! “6”

Pink lines began to appear on Luke’s back from the first strokes.

Swish. Crack! “7”

Swish. Crack! “8”

The pink lines were now turning red.

Swish. Crack! “9”

Swish. Crack! “10”

Bertha replaced Amanda for the second batch of lashes. Luke got an unexpected thirty second break. It had been painful, but Luke was proud of himself for not crying out so far.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “11”

Luke was taken by surprise when Bertha lashed him. He cried out. And she lashed him harder than Amanda had been doing.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “12”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “13”

The four watching guardesses were in awe at the skill of the professional castigatrixes. The gradually darkening welts on Luke’s back were so closely spaced and perfectly parallel. So far it seemed they had avoided giving him any overlays.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “14”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “15”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “16”

Luke screamed in agony. Fresh unmarked skin was now in short supply on Luke’s back and Bertha’s last lash had been an overlay.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “17”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “18”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “19”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “20”

Luke got another respite while Bertha and Amanda changed places once again. He assumed it would be thirty seconds like the previous one and used the time to mentally prepare himself.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “21”

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

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “22”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “23”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “24”

Luke screamed loudly. The pain was becoming too much to bear.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “25”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “26”

Luke’s legs gave way, and he was now hanging from just his wrist shackles.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “27”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “28”

Luke was crying continuously. The next break couldn’t come soon enough.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “29”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “30”

Luke screamed in agony again, but at least he had another break. He used the time to get back onto his feet. Bertha and Amanda changed places again.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “31”

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

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “32”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “33”

Luke’s legs gave way again. And now his wrists began to hurt as the shackles dug into them with his whole wait hanging from them.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “34”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “35”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “36”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “37”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “38”

Luke began to feel faint. He was aware of each lash, but each one just felt like a sharp sting. And he heard someone cry out each time, but he wasn’t sure if it was him or someone else.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “39”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “40”

Another break as Bertha and Amanda once again changed places. But Luke wasn’t even aware they had stopped. He was in a daze and only vaguely aware of his surroundings. He began to think random thoughts.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “41”

Amanda soon snapped him out of it as she put her absolute maximum force into her next lash. The impact broke Luke’s skin. Luke screamed out in surprise and agony.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “42”

Each lash was now damaging Luke’s skin and causing specks of blood to fly out in all directions.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “43”

This time some of the blood splatter hit Amanda.

Swish. Crack! “44”

There was no scream from Luke this time. He had passed out.

Swish. Crack! “45”

Amanda moved aside and Bertha took her place for the final five lashes.

Swish. Crack! “46”

Bertha became aware of Luke’s silence.

“I think he’s passed out.”

Abby stepped forward and checked.

“Yes, he’s out.”

“See if you can revive him.”

Abby pinched Luke’s cheeks. Luke groaned and Abby resumed her position off to one side.

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

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaargh!” “47”

Luke screamed loudly this time.

Swish. Crack! “48”

“He’s gone again.”

Abby pinched Luke’s cheeks again but there was no response.

“He’s still out.”

“There’s only 2 to go. Stand aside.”

Swish. Crack! “49”

Swish. Crack! “50”

“Ok, take him down.”




Chapter 10 – Prisoner: A-Wing

Thursday 24 February 95

Luke woke up in the night. Someone had laid him face down on a mattress and applied lotion to his welts. He groaned, got up and had a long, noisy piss in the bucket, then collapsed onto the mattress again.

The next time he woke up, it was daylight. He had no idea what time it was. But looking around, he realized he had been moved to a different cell.

An hour later, a guardess appeared in front of Luke’s cell.

“Prisoner 4079. Stand!”

Luke stood up.

“Listen carefully, 4079. You are now in A-wing. This is now your cell. I will now explain your daily routine. Starting tomorrow, you will get up at 06:00 every day. You will be taken to the ablutions where you will shit and shower. You will come back here and get dressed. At 06:30 you will be taken to the canteen for breakfast. At 07:00 you will leave for your work assignment. At 14:00 you will have lunch. This time may differ if you are working off site. By 19:00 you will be back in your cell. At 19:30 you will be taken to the canteen for your evening meal. At 20:30 you will be taken to the punishment room for daily discipline. By 21:30 you will be back in your cell. At 25:00, it’s lights out. Today you will stay in your cell until 19:30 and you will not be given discipline. Any questions?”

“No, Mistress.”

Luke sat on the mattress in his cell. So, this was the future they intended for him. He was to live out his life in this prison, doing hard labour every day and getting discipline every evening.

But Luke was determined not to get depressed. He would keep his eyes and ears open. No prison was totally escape proof. There was always a way. You just had to find it. And perhaps there would be escape opportunities from the off-site work details. He would watch and wait but if an opportunity arose, he would take it.

Luke checked out his cell. It was about 6 feet square. The door, which was formed of vertical bars, was power operated and lifted straight up. The sides and rear walls were masonry as were the floor and ceiling. There were no windows.

He had no bed, just a mattress. There was a small cupboard. He had a look inside, but it was empty. There was a bucket in a corner and a bottle of water on the cupboard.

A noise made him look around and he wondered if a guardess was coming. But it was another prisoner. He was pushing a trolley.

“Hi, 4079, would you like a magazine or a book?”

Luke chose a magazine.

“Who are you?”

“I’m 8890. And your 4079. In for life. For treason.”

“How do you know?”

“Your number is on the wall next to your cell. And you’ve been in the news. And news travels fast in prison.”

“What about you? What are you in for?”

“My Mistress was killed in an accident on a farm. They needed someone to blame, and I got chosen.”

“So, you’re in for life too?”

“Yes, everyone in A-wing is in for life. The Queendom doesn’t do short prison sentences. If it’s not serious enough for a life sentence, it’s a physical punishment instead.”

“So, how many of us are there in here?”

“It was 19 in A-wing. But with you it’s back up to 20 again. I have no idea how many there are in B-wing. They’re all foreign prisoners. And D-wing is empty now of course.”

“I see. But you said ‘back up to’. What does that mean?”

“Well, there were 20 of us, but we had an escape less than two weeks ago.”

“What? From inside the prison, or from an off-site work detail?”

“From inside. But the same guy had already escaped from a work detail a month earlier and been recaptured.”

Maybe getting out of here wouldn’t be so difficult after all, thought Luke.

“But he’s not been recaptured this time?”

“Well, that’s the thing. A prisoner who was working with him said he slid off down the main outfall pipe. But they say it ends a quarter of a mile out to sea. A guy tried it years ago and drowned, and the official line is that this guy also drowned. But we’ve been hearing rumours that he did in fact get away.”

“A quarter of a mile under water? That’s impossible.”

The prisoner who was with him said the guy seemed to know what he was doing and was confident that he would make it.”

“Hmmm. Doesn’t sound very likely. How did he escape from the outside work detail?”

“He just – Shit! There’s a guardess coming. I’ll tell you next time.”

Friday 25 February 95

The next day, after breakfast, all the inmates of A-Wing were assembled in the prison yard. Guardesses began dividing them up into groups of 4. Then each group of 4 had their left ankles shackled to a chain.

The 5 groups of 4 guys then set off through the prison main gate, escorted by 4 guardesses with whips drawn. Twenty-five minutes later, they stopped in front of a barrier that blocked the entrance to Victoria docks. One of the guardesses went into the guard house to confer with the head of security.

A few minutes later, they both came out again. Luke recognized Ms Irene, the head of security, but she didn’t notice him. She nodded to her gate guards and the barrier lifted. The prison guardesses then escorted their charges inside the docks.

After being made to stand still for nearly an hour without doing anything, two gangs, including Luke’s, were told they would be put to work on a grain ship. There were smiles all round. One of the guys in Luke’s chain gang whispered to him:

“Everyone likes working on board a ship. It’s much easier than working on the dockside, but the best thing is, because we’ll be trapped on the ship with the gangway as the only exit, they’ll release us from the chains.”

He was right. Once they had been shepherded on board, the guardesses released the 8 boys. Their job was to sack up the remnants of grain that the big grabber had been unable to collect. When that was done, they had to give the holds a good clean using hoses and brooms.

Their ship had 3 holds and the work took them until mid-afternoon. When they had finished, the guardesses told them they would have to wait for about half an hour for the other 3 chain gangs to finish their tasks. They would then all march back to the prison together.

“Stay up top where we can see you. We’ll shout when it’s time to go.”

Luke leaned on the handrail and looked down into the murky water. Then he looked along the sea front. To the north the prison was just over a mile away, set back slightly from the coast. To the south, beyond the dock area, was a sandy beach backed by beach huts.

Luke toyed with the idea of jumping overboard and swimming for the beach. It looked to be a little over half a mile away. Luke could swim but he wasn’t the strongest. He figured it would take him around 20 minutes to swim that far. The guardesses would have ample time to get there before him, and Luke decided it wasn’t a feasible plan, at least not in daylight.

“Ok, boys, time to get chained up.”

Soon they were on their way back to the prison and before long, Luke was back in his cell.

Before the evening meal, a guardess and the prison doctor arrived at Luke’s cell.

“Stand against the wall, 4079.”

Luke stood up and pressed himself against the back wall of his cell. He heard the door raise up. The doctor then examined the welts on his back. The door closed again.

“Excused discipline until Monday.”

“Very good, doctor.”

Monday 28 February 95

After breakfast on Monday, Luke was surprised to be told that he was not being allocated to a work detail today. He wasn’t told why. He was just left in his cell. But in the middle of the morning, Guardesses Abby and Phillis arrived outside his cell.

“Put these leg shackles on, 4079. And then up against the wall with your hands behind your back.”

Luke felt the handcuffs going on.

“This way, 4079.”

Luke was escorted to a small room.

“Stand still, 4079. An officer from SEFA will be here shortly to ask you some questions.”

Guardess Abby went away but Phillis stood just inside the door. Luke wondered who would be questioning him.

Ten minutes later, the door opened.

“He’s in here, ladies.”

Lieutenant Beatrice and Corporal Maya came in. Beatrice sat behind the desk. Maya stood off to her side. Phillis remained just inside the door.

“4079, during questioning, you admitted planting a listening device in Lieutenant Leonora’s office but claimed not to have planted any others. You lied to us, 4079. We have now completed comprehensive searches of all the places you visited during your time with SEFA, and I can tell you that we have discovered additional listening devices that you hadn’t previously told us about.”

Luke looked down at the ground.

“I now want a complete list of the locations of all the listening devices that you planted. Bear in mind that we now know some of those locations. If your list does not include all of the devices we have found, we will know that you are being untruthful. You will then get 25 lashes before being questioned again.”

“If you tell me which locations you know about, Lieutenant Beatrice, I can tell you if there are any more.”

“Nice try, 4079, but that’s not the way it works.”

Luke thought about it. It was a clever plan on their part. They obviously suspected that there were multiple devices still out there and they wanted Luke to give them a complete list. In their mind, Luke wouldn’t know which devices they had found, so he couldn’t give them a partial list without risking a lashing. The only way to avoid a lashing was to give them the complete list.

But their plan only really worked if they had actually found at least one device. And as the only device he hadn’t told them about was the one under the printer in the server room, Luke figured it had to be that one.

Unless the whole thing was a complete bluff and they hadn’t found any additional devices at all. The server room device had been in place for about a month, so it had only used up about a third of its battery life. On the other hand, knowing that there might be devices around, surely any secret discussions would be held in places they knew that Luke had never been.

On the whole, Luke decided he probably wasn’t giving much away if he gave them the complete list. Both locations.  And Romulus had promised to try to get him out if he was caught. Nothing was said about him having to resist questioning under torture.

“I will give you the complete list, Mistress Beatrice.”

“Good boy, 4079. Carry on, Corporal Maya.”

“Yes, Lieutenant Beatrice.”

“Guardess Phillis, I need to speak to Warden Ashley.”

“Of course, Lieutenant Beatrice. If you would follow me. Corporal Maya, I will need to lock the door. I won’t be long.”

“Of course, Guardess Phillis.”

“Ok, 4079, give me the list.”

“There were two, Mistress Maya. The first one was the one I already told you about in Lieutenant Leonora’s office. Then there was one in the server room in Government House. It’s under the printer. That’s all, Mistress Maya, I swear.”

While he was talking, Luke noticed Maya take a handkerchief out of her pocket and unwrap it.

“Don’t look so depressed, Luke. You didn’t give anything away. We found the one in the server room on Friday.”

Maya removed something from the handkerchief.

“Open your mouth, Luke.” she whispered.

Luke just looked at her in surprise.

“Trust me, Luke. Open your mouth and keep this safe. But don’t bite it or swallow it. Not yet.”

“I don’t understand, Mistress Maya.”

“There’s no time to explain, Luke. On Wednesday, you will be allocated to a road repair crew all day. Sometime early in the afternoon, I want you to swallow this capsule.”

“How do you . . .”

Luke stopped speaking when he heard the door being unlocked. He quickly opened his mouth, and Maya popped the capsule in. The door opened and Guardess Phillis came back inside.

“I’m finished with the prisoner, Guardess Phillis.”

“Very good, Corporal Maya. Ok, 4079, let’s go.”

Luke was escorted back to his cell and released from his handcuffs. His leg shackles were left on. He laid down on his mattress and took the capsule out of his mouth. He wondered what to do with it. In the end, he tore a corner of a page out if the magazine he had borrowed, wrapped the capsule in it and pushed it down between his mattress and the wall of his cell.

He wondered what it was. To Luke, it looked suspiciously like a suicide capsule that a spy might have when all was lost. Did they want to get rid of him? Maya had told him when to swallow it, so it seemed as if she had a plan. But that could just be a bluff. Maybe they thought If she had just told him to swallow it immediately, he would have refused.

Luke wasn’t sure what to do. He lay on his mattress thinking about it. He dozed off but was woken up at 19:30 by a loud buzz and the noise of all the cells opening at once. It was time for their evening meal. Luke got up and stood just outside his cell and stared at the wall opposite, as he had been instructed.

“Right face! Walk!”

Luke shuffled along to the canteen with the other prisoners and queued up for his meal. It was stew and crusty bread as usual. After the meal, they all shuffled back to their cells.

Luke didn’t bother laying down. He knew what was coming. Sure enough, 15 minutes later, the buzzer went off again and all the cell doors opened. Luke had been spared discipline up to now, because of the state of his back, but the doctor had taken a quick look at him earlier and declared him fit for discipline.

“Right face! Walk!”

Soon they were in the punishment room. They all lined up to await their turn. Luke was about mid-way along the line. They would each get 20 full strength whacks on the arse. This was much more severe than a slave would get on the outside. And a slave would generally get weekly discipline. Here in the prison, it was daily.

One of the other prisoners had told Luke that a guardess had once explained to him that they had to give them discipline every day, otherwise the prisoners might actually have an easier time than some of the slaves on the outside.

Luke looked up as the sounds of caning started. There were 4 guardesses today and they had to give 20 strokes to 20 guys. The guardesses would take turns but even so, it would take quite some time. In theory, the guardesses were supposed to remove the hand cuffs and leg shackles from each guy, make him drop his trousers and underpants, shackle him to the caning horse, tighten the waist belt, dish out the punishment, release him, let him get dressed, and then put his handcuffs and leg shackles back on.

But that would take far too long, so the guardesses had devised a simpler system. The boys were brought to the punishment room leg shackled but not handcuffed. Each boy would drop his trousers and underpants while the previous boy was being caned. As soon as the caning horse was free, he would shuffle forward and lay down on it and take his punishment without any significant movement. As soon as it was over, he would shuffle clear and get dressed.

If he couldn’t take his punishment without moving, then the guardesses would reluctantly shackle him on properly. But the price for inconveniencing the guardesses was a double dose of forty whacks, and likely much harder than the regular twenty. The next day, the prisoner would miraculously have learned how to keep still on the caning horse.

The guy in front of Luke shuffled forward and leaned on. Luke dropped his trousers and underpants. In less than a minute, it was Luke’s turn. He shuffled forward and lay down.

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

A guardess gave him 20 hard whacks at 2 second intervals. It was incredibly painful, but Luke managed to keep quiet. As soon as the caning had stopped, Luke quickly shuffled clear and then pulled up his underpants and trousers and then joined the line of boys who had been done. Soon after the last boy had been caned, they were escorted back to their cells.

Tuesday 29 February 95

The following day, A-wing was again assigned to Victoria Docks. Two gangs were put to work on a grain ship and the other three were assigned to work in the warehouses. Luke’s gang was on the ship. When they had finished, they were told they would be heading back in 25 minutes, when the warehouse gangs had finished their tasks. In the meantime, they were kept on the ship. Most of the guardesses were with the warehouse gangs. The ship gangs didn’t need so many overseers, as there was no way off except via the gangplank which two guardesses had been stationed at the whole time, with one other keeping an eye on the work.

And even if you managed to get off the ship, the whole of Victoria Docks was a secure area, as Luke had previously discovered. Luke wandered around the deck. Then he stopped. He could hear the captain and first officer chatting. Since they were both female, Luke had assumed they were from the Queendom.

But listening to their idle chatter, he realized that the ship was actually from Eugene on the north island. He began to wonder if it would be possible to stow away on the ship. Not today, but sometime in the future. He would need to convince the guardesses that he was no longer on the ship. He decided the plan needed more thought.

“Ok, boys, let’s get you chained up.”

They got back to the prison and had their evening meal and returned to their cells. There were about 15 minutes until daily discipline. Luke laid down on his mattress and thought about his scheme. Maybe he could throw something overboard to make a big splash – or get one of the other guys to do it. Maybe the guardesses would think he had jumped overboard to end it all. Perhaps after a week or two of pretending to be depressed.

Buzz.

Luke got up, but to his surprise, his cell door had not opened. He looked left and right, and his two neighbours were standing outside their cells.

“Right face! Walk!”

The boys shuffled off to the punishment room with two guardesses bringing up the rear. As she went past, one of the guardesses paused.

“4079, you are excused discipline this evening. Warden Ashley has a job for you.”

She continued on her way but a few seconds later, Luke heard her give the same message to another boy, and then two more. Less than half an hour later, the 16 boys who had gone to discipline were back in their cells.

Shortly after, Guardesses Abby and Phillis appeared outside Luke’s cell.

“Stand up, 4079. Face the wall. Hands behind your back.” said Abby.

Luke heard the door open and felt the handcuffs go on. He already had leg shackles on.

“Ok, out.”

Luke stepped out and joined another boy, and soon they were joined by two more.

“Listen up. Warden Ashley is holding a charity fundraiser tonight and has requested four raffle prizes. That’s you. Right, let’s go.”

The four boys were escorted out of A-wing and into the yard. The warden’s house was adjacent to the prison.  The boys were taken out through the main gate, and they then entered the warden’s house by a side entrance. They were taken upstairs to a guest bedroom. Their handcuffs and leg shackles were then removed.

“Right, strip off and put your clothes in one of these carboard boxes.”

Luke grabbed a box and put all his clothes in it and the other boys did the same. The guardesses stood by the door. Abby checked her watch.

“You’ve got about 20 minutes. There’s an en-suite through there, use it if you need to.”

About 15 minutes later, there was a knock on the door and Abby opened it. Another guardess looked in.

“When you’re ready, Abby.”

“Ok, boys. Put these rings on.”

She handed each boy two rubber rings each, one about 1 inch in diameter and the other about 2 inches.

Luke had never worn rings before. He guessed the smaller one was meant to go around the base of his cock, and he slipped it on. But he wasn’t sure where the larger one was supposed to go and he didn’t feel comfortable looking at the other boys to see how they were wearing theirs.

“Mistress Abby, where does this go?”

“Well, obviously it goes around your ball bag, 4079.”

Luke tried putting it on over his ball bag.

“No, not like that. You have to put your cock through as well.”

Sigh!

“Come here boy.”

Luke went over to Abby. She took the rubber ring, stretched it wide and looped it over Luke’s cock and balls. She let go and it snapped into place around the base of his ball bag.

“See?”

“Oh, yes I see, Mistress Abby.”

The tightness of the rings soon had Luke’s equipment on red alert. He assumed it had the same effect on the other boys, but he was careful not to look.

“Ok, let’s go.”

Abby led the boys back downstairs and Phillis followed up at the rear.

“This way boys, in you come. Right. Stand over there, in a line, behind the other prizes. When you’ve been picked, go and stand in the corner behind Guardess Phillis.”

There were loud cheers and screams as the boys entered the ballroom attached to the warden’s house.  Luke reckoned there must be about 40 ladies present, most of them were holding wine glasses and more than a few looked tipsy.

“Here are our four top prizes ladies.” announced the warden. “A night in a guest room with one of our boys to use as you like. And we’ve withheld their discipline this evening, so those firm male bottoms will be just gagging for a hard caning.”

There were more screams followed by comments about the equipment on display.

Luke glanced down, as well as the four boys, there were also more mundane prizes of bottles of wine and boxes of chocolates.

The warden nodded at Abby.

“Ok, ladies, it’s time for the prize draw. The warden will pull the first ticket out of the hat. The winner then chooses a prize and draws the next ticket. When you’re ready, Warden Ashley.”

“Thank you, Abby. The first ticket is number 1213.”

“Here!”

The winner was Ms Amelia, a local businesswoman. She walked to the front holding her wine glass. After a brief glance at the wine and chocolates, she turned her attention to the meatier treats on offer. She picked out the boy on Luke’s left. Guardess Phillis beckoned to the boy, and he went to stand behind her in the corner of the room. Ms Amelia then drew the next ticket from the hat.

“The next ticket is number 1770.”

“And it’s me!” said Warden Ashley.

“Fix!  Fix! Fix! Fix!” chanted the crowd.

“No, no, I swear.” laughed the warden.

Warden Ashley surveyed the three remaining boys and chose the boy on Luke’s right who then went to join Guardess Phillis.

“And the next winning number is 1409.”

“Yes!”

The next winner was Warden Olivia, the boss of South Side Brickworks. She also decided to choose a boy. After staring at each cock for about 10 seconds, she pointed at Luke.

“I’ll take that one. And the next lucky ticket holder is 1801.”

Luke joined Guardess Phillis. The next winner picked the last remaining boy, and once Phillis had gathered them all, she escorted them back to the guest room where they had stripped off.

“Ok, lose the rings. You’ll wait here until your winners are ready for you and we find out how they want you presented.”

Luke had a drink of water from one of the bottles that had been provided. Ten minutes later, Guardess Abby arrived with a younger girl who Luke hadn’t seen before. They took one of the boys away. Ten minutes later, they returned.

“4079!”

Luke followed them out of the room and into another guest room.

“Warden Olivia wants you on the caning horse, boy.”

Luke laid down on it.

“Ok, Macy, you do the front.”

Between them, they quickly had him shackled on and then they tightened the waist belt. Then they left to sort out the next boy.

A few minutes later, the door opened again and someone came in.

Slap! “Aaargh!”

Luke gasped with surprise as whoever it was gave him a hard spank on his bare arse.

“Mmmmmm. Nice.”

As she walked further into the room, Luke saw that it was Warden Olivia. She was a big woman in her mid-40s with big breasts and a huge arse. Luke watched as Olivia took her time getting partially undressed. She left her panties and bra on.

“So, you’re 4079 – Luke - the traitor who worked for Romulus! That was naughty of you boy. Very naughty. And naughty boys must be punished. And the best punishment is pain. That’s all you males understand.”

She walked around behind Luke.

Slap! “Aaargh!”

“This bottom is much too smooth and white, Luke. A naughty boy like you should have a purple ass. But don’t worry, we’ll soon get that corrected.”

Olivia walked around in front of Luke to a basket where an assortment of canes had been stacked.

“Let’s see. What have we got here?”

She picked one out.

“Oh, I like this one. A nice 3-foot dragon rattan. My favourite.”

She slowly made her way behind Luke once again.

Swish!

Luke flinched at the sound and then realized Olivia had made a practice swing. But then:

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaargh!”

Olivia warmed up Luke’s left arse cheek with 6 rapid whacks.

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaargh!”

Then she gave the right cheek the same treatment.

“Hmmm. I think you need more.”

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaargh!”

She attacked the left cheek again.

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaargh!”

And then the right.

Luke then felt a fingertip touch the surface of his left cheek and lightly travel over the surface.

“Hmmmm. You’ve got a tough arse there boy. I bet it’s seen a few canes in its time, eh? I think we need to up the stakes.”

Olivia returned to the cane basket and swapped the 3-foot cane for a 4-foot one.

“Let’s see what this fellow has to say about it.”

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Instead of assaulting Luke’s arse with multiple whacks, Olivia used all her power to strike Luke’s Arse with maximum force. Luke screamed out loudly as the cane impacted both of his arse cheeks. Despite being tightly shackled down, Luke’s body jerked and the caning horse moved half an inch across the floor.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Another maximum force strike impacted his arse an inch above his hole.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

The next one was just below the hole.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

And the fourth one was right on top of it.

Luke felt the finger again.

“Ah, that’s more like it. It’s welting up nicely now. And we’re starting to see some colour.”

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Yes, that’s better. If only you could see it, Luke. It’s a lovely shade of red.”

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

The fingers arrived once again and explored the surfaces of both cheeks.

“Yes, it feels nice and bumpy now. Just how a boy’s arse should be. Smooth bottoms are for females, Luke. A male’s bottom should always be bumpy. And just look at the colour now. A lovely deep purple. Beautiful. Well, mostly. There’s just one area that’s looking a bit off colour. Don’t worry, Luke, I’ll sort it. You wouldn’t want it to feel left out, would you?”

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Damn it! Too high. Hang on, Luke, I’ll get it.”

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Olivia missed again and landed bang on top of one of Luke’s worst welts. He screamed out extra loud in agony.

“Patience boy. Now keep still.”

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Yes, I think I got it that time. Bull’s eye! Yes, there it goes. Nice and purple. I love watching a boy’s arse change colour, Luke.  It’s so satisfying to look at it and think: ‘I did that.’ It’s one of my favourite hobbies. But it’s an expensive hobby. A boy’s arse takes about a week to heal up and it’s no fun caning an arse purple unless it’s smooth and white when you start. That’s why I own seven boys, so I’ve always got one ready to go.”

Luke groaned.

“Yes, your arse looks fine now, boy. But now that you’ve had your fun, I think it’s my turn.”

Olivia released Luke from the caning horse and then walked over to the bed. She kneeled on the floor at the side of the bed then bent forward, resting her hands on the bed, and still wearing her bra and panties.

“Get over here boy. I want you to use your tongue.”

Luke hobbled over and got onto his knees and inched forward close behind her. He looked down at Olivia’s huge arse. It was massive. He reached out and placed both of his hands on the back of her thighs and slowly moved his hands up them. Soon, they were sliding up Olivia’s big bulging arse cheeks. His hands moved up, and then forward over the summit, and then back down to the small of her back.

He moved his hands back to the centre of the cheeks and then slid them around in circles over the smooth, shiny surfaces. Then, placing his hands back down on the ground either side of Olivia’s knees, he extended his tongue and leaned in. He began to wipe his tongue up and down over the thin panty material deep inside Olivia’s arse crack.

He moved back for a second to get his bearings, and then went in again, this time aiming straight for her arse hole. He could feel it through the thin material and spent the next minute caressing and tickling it with the tip of his tongue.

“Oh, yes, boy, keep going.”

Luke decided he didn’t like the taste of cotton. Those panties had to go. The top three or four inches of Olivia’s arse crack were not actually covered by her panties, so Luke extended his tongue and aimed at the arse crack just above them. He buried his tongue deep into the crack and then dragged it back, pulling the top of the panties down with it. But just after the panties had passed her arse hole, they got stuck. Luke grabbed the panties at the sides of her waist and pulled them down the rest of the way. Olivia lifted one leg off the ground and then the other, allowing Luke to pull the panties all the way off.

He then got down to the business of giving Olivia some serious tongue action. Olivia adjusted her position. Instead of propping herself up on her hands, she stretched her arms out to her sides and lay her face and chest flat on the bed. This caused her arse to bulge out even more.

Luke got down onto all fours, the top of his head was about level with the top of Olivia’s arse. He extended his tongue and moved in. The tip of his tongue made contact with Olivia’s labia, and he gently licked up and down their length for about a minute. Then his tongue reached down to her clitoris, tickled it for a few seconds, and then slowly moved upwards, travelling along the length of Olivia’s pink slit and all the way to her arse hole. It then backtracked and slowly returned to the clit.

Luke kept it up for a couple of minutes. Then he happened to glance up. The sight of Olivia’s arse crack, separating those massive round cheeks really turned him on. He didn’t want the arse crack to feel left out. So, starting from the clit once again, Luke’s tongue once again travelled up Olivia’s pink slit. But this time, when it reached her arse hole, it kept going. Luke had to get up onto his knees to allow his tongue to continue its journey up and over the summit, and for the final part of the journey, downhill to where it petered out at the small of her back, he had to lean right over her arse.

Luke then made the return trip. His tongue repeated the journey two more times, and then he decided that it was time to give Olivia’s woman hole some love and attention.

Extending his tongue as far as he could, he soon located her entrance and applied pressure. After initial resistance, her woman hole stretched to the shape of his tongue and let him in. Luke then decided to give Olivia a couple of minutes of intense tongue fucking. After just a few thrusts, he got his first taste of Olivia’s cunt cordial. It was delicious and Luke lapped it up. He craved more. He tried to get his tongue in a bit deeper, but his face kept colliding with Olivia’s arse cheeks which stopped him. He reached out and pressed his hands onto the centre of her cheeks and gently prised them apart. That gained him an extra half inch.

Luke stopped tongue fucking and instead forced his tongue in as far as he could and then tried to move it from side to side and up and down. Luke found that Olivia’s well used woman hole stretched quite easily, and best of all, after being stretched open, it took a few seconds before it closed up again. Luke used this to his advantage. After stretching it open, he forced himself deep inside and licked everything he could reach.

His tongue was boldly going where no tongue had gone before.

Olivia screamed.

“Holy meat missiles, Luke. What the fuck are you doing to me?”

Detecting a sudden increase in girl juice, Luke predicted an imminent squirt and withdrew from the hole and instead formed his mouth into an O and tightly sealed off the area around her pork portal. Luke got the reward he was hoping for. A full two second continuous squirt of woman wine straight into his mouth. Luke had to bulge his cheeks out to contain it all. He swilled it around in his mouth for a few seconds, savouring the flavour, before gulping it all down.

Luke then returned to deep tongue fucking, but it wasn’t long before Olivia was on the edge.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeees!”

Luke went back to gentle slit licking for the duration of Olivia’s climax. Then he backed off slightly and awaited Olivia’s next command. After getting her breath back, Olivia turned around, still on her knees.

“Stand up boy and bring me your meat.”

Luke stood up at the side of the bed and faced Olivia. Olivia propped herself up using her left hand, and with her right she reached out and grabbed Luke’s shaft. She pulled him in a bit closer and then kissed his purple helmet. Then she opened her mouth and sucked him in.

“Mmmmmm.”

She placed both hands on the bed and began rocking backwards and forwards, which caused her lips to slide up and down the length of his shaft. Luke’s already semi-erect cock was soon at full hardness. Luke’s eight inches was not a problem for Olivia, as she was an expert cocksucker. She tilted her head slightly and began to deep throat him so that her lips could reach all the way to his balls.

Luke helped her by placing his hands on Olivia’s head and helping her to press his bell end down her gullet. After a minute or so, Olivia reached out, grabbed Luke’s cock and held it up, exposing his ball bag. Olivia leaned in and began licking his balls.

Her stance brought her arse within range of Luke’s hands, and he let go of her head and gave her huge left arse cheek a hard slap followed a moment later by her right cheek.

“Oh!”

Olivia backed away.

“Get on the bed boy. Face up. I want to ride your meat.”

Luke got on and laid down, and Olivia climbed over him, facing him.

“Put it in me, boy.”

Luke obeyed the command. He grabbed his pork sword, moved the head along Olivia’s slippery slit for a few seconds, and then slid it into Olivia’s meat scabbard.

“Aaaaah! Yes.”

Olivia knelt down with her knees on the bed either side of Luke’s hips and her hands bracing herself on his shoulders. Then she began moving her quim up and down Luke’s boy beef. She rocked her body back and forwards rather than up and down, as this required a lot less effort. Luke tried to help by taking hold of her arse cheeks and aiding her movements, and at the same time thrusting his hips up and down as much as he could.

Luke tried for a better grip by moving both hands to the small of her back and trying to push her arse backwards and forwards from there. Then he reached out and gave each of Olivia’s arse cheeks another hard slap.

“Ow!”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

Olivia sat up for a moment, her minge still keeping a firm hold on Luke’s love truncheon. She removed her bra and after getting her breath back, she leaned forward once more and resumed bouncing her big arse up and down over Luke’s groin. Luke’s face was surrounded by Olivia’s huge tits. He reached around with his right hand and held onto Olivia’s back. His left arm stretched out onto the bed.

Olivia then propped herself up with her hands resting on the bed either side of Luke’s head. Then she greatly increased the tempo of her riding.

“Oh my, yes, yes, yes.”

Luke was surprised at how easily she could make her huge arse bounce up and down and make her slippery slit slide up and down his man meat. She was bouncing up and down at quite a lick, gasping each time she bounced of Luke’s groin.

“Yes, yes, yes.”

Luke just stretched his arms out in both directions and just enjoyed the sensation as his meat went in and out of Olivia’s hot love cave.

“Slap my arse, boy.”

Luke reached out with his left hand and gave her nearest arse cheek a hard spank.

“Slap!”

“Again!”

“Slap!”

“Keep going.”

Olivia’s huge arse kept pounding up and down on Luke’s groin. Each time she rebounded, Luke gave her arse a hard slap, and up she went again.

“Slap.” “Yes!” “Slap.” “Yes!” “Slap.” “Yes!”

“Oh my, goddess!”

Olivia was close, and she stopped bouncing at the top of her stroke. Although her arse was now motionless, Luke could feel her minge continually grip and release his meat. She was clearly on the brink.

To compensate for Olivia stopping, Luke began thrusting instead. He started raising and lowering his arse off the bed, trying to thrust his cock up and into Olivia’s woman hole as deeply as possible. A few seconds were enough for Olivia.

“Oh my. I’m coming. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeees!”

She looked down at Luke.

“Shoot your load onto my back boy. I love the feeling of a young man’s essence dribbling through my arse crack.”

Luke didn’t need a second invitation. A few more deep thrusts into Olivia’s still quivering love cave took him right to the edge. He pulled out and his cock then nestled into Olivia’s arse crack. Olivia settled down and leaned forward to kiss Luke on the lips.

Luke’s ball bag began to contract and the next moment, four full ropes of hot white baby batter shot from the end of his cock. Luke was worried that he might splatter Olivia’s arse instead of landing his milk on her back as he had been commanded. He needn’t have worried. His spunk stream passed along the deep valley between her arse cheeks without touching the sides and formed a puddle on her back. Only a few after drips landed in her arse crack.

“Oooh, baby. That feels nice and warm.”

She sat up and enjoyed the feeling of Luke’s man seed trickling between her cheeks and through her arse crack, before finally dripping off onto Luke’s belly.

“That was nice baby.”

Olivia got up and had a shower. When she came back, she began to dry herself.

“Get in the shower, boy. And when you get back, get in that cage. I might need you again later.”




Chapter 11 – The Escape

Wednesday 30 February 95

Luke wasn’t used again, but being kept in a cramped cage all night, he didn’t get a lot of sleep. A guardess came to collect him early the next morning. He was taken back inside the prison and joined the other boys for breakfast. After breakfast, the boys from A-wing were allocated to various road repair crews, just as Maya had predicted.

Guardesses Abby and Phillis took charge of one of the four gangs, which had 5 boys each. The guardesses were soon joined by a work experience girl. Luke heard Abby refer to her as Assistant Macy. He remembered her from the previous night.

Luke had taken the capsule with him. It was in his mouth. He still hadn’t decided whether to take it or not. He still wondered if they were trying to trick him into taking cyanide. If it wasn’t that, what else could it be?

Some of the road gangs boarded trucks, but not Abby’s gang. Luke assumed that their work site must be close by. The 5 boys had their left ankles attached to a chain and then set off, escorted by Abby, Phillis and Macy. They had to be careful to keep in step, otherwise they would get tangled up and trip over. That usually resulted in being caned until they got back on their feet.

After half an hour, they arrived at the work site. A long section of road was being resurfaced, one lane at a time. The lane under repair had been coned off, and much of the work had been completed the previous day. It was ready to be tarmacked.

Abby approached the woman in charge of the work crew, who had 5 slaves of her own on site and another driving the truck that would deliver the tarmac. She had a pick-up truck with an extra-large cab that served as the site office.

“Ms Nancy?”

“Yes, you must be Guardess Abby.”

“Just Abby is fine. What is it you want my boys to do?”

“Our steam roller is under repair, so all we have is that man roller.”

Abby looked the way Nancy was pointing.

“My boys will lay a line of tarmac slightly narrower than the roller, and I need your boys to roll it, two return trips should do it. It will take 3 lines of tarmac to cover the width of the lane. So, your boys will need to do six return trips altogether. Can they manage that?”

“Of course they’ll manage it. If they don’t, they’ll feel my whip. Let’s have a look at the roller.”

They walked over to it. It had a long T bar fitted to it.

“The boys push against this T bar to pull the roller along. When they get to the end, the T bar can be swung all the way up and over so that it’s facing the other way, ready to go back again.”

“Ah, I see it has built in shackles.” said Abby.

She was referring to shackles that looked like half a pair of handcuffs. They allowed both of a boy’s wrists to be chained to the T bar, while still allowing a few inches of movement.

“Yes, but we never use them for our own boys.”

“We’ll need to use them. Our boys are all lifers. You can’t take any chances with them.”

“Well, ok, but you’ll need to unshackle them if you want to swing the T bar over to face the other way. Either that, or they’ll have to push the roller along with the T bar at the back.”

“We’re not unshackling and reattaching them every time they turn. They can push.”

Abby signalled Phillis and Macy to bring the boys over. They released the boys from the chain one at a time and positioned them at the T bar and shackled them on.

“Just shackle their left wrists, girls.” said Abby.

“You’ve only got 5 boys.” observed Nancy. “You really need 6.”

“Oh. We were only assigned 5. Could we borrow one of yours?”

“No, mine all have tasks to do while your boys are doing the rolling.”

“OK, we’ll have to make do with just 5. Right, this way boys.”

The boys pulled the roller nearer to where they would need to start.”

Nancy spoke to Abby’s boys.

“The tarmac will arrive soon on a tipper truck. The tipper will slowly drive along the road. Jimmy, my driver, will dump it along the length of the repair. Then Ethan here will follow in the mini scraper to spread it out. He will be followed by 4 shovellers. You boys then need to follow up with the roller. Try to keep up on the first pass. You’ll then need to come back. We need two return trips. Then we wait for Jimmy to come back with another load. We’ll need 3 loads to cover the whole lane. Any questions?”

There weren’t any.

“You’ll get a break while you’re waiting for the next load of tarmac to arrive.” said Abby. “So, the faster you complete the two return trips, the longer the break.”

“Ah, here’s Jimmy now.” said Nancy.

The truck pulled up and stopped, and Jimmy looked out of the window at Nancy.

“We’re all set, Jimmy. You can tip.”

“Yes, Mistress Nancy.”

The truck moved into position and Jimmy climbed out and released some latches on the back. Then he got back in and a moment later, the back began to rise. When the tarmac began to flow out, Jimmy allowed a small pile to form and then began to drive slowly forward, trying to get an even distribution.

Ethan got his mini scraper into action. He had to manoeuvrer a bit at first to ensure there was enough tarmac at the start of the repair, but afterwards, he was able to just drive slowly forwards, pushing the surplus ahead of him and spreading it out as he went.

Four of Nancy’s boys equipped with shovels followed the scraper, attending to any areas of the road that were lacking in tarmac by shovelling some over from areas that appeared to have a surplus.

“Ok, boys. Get rolling.” called Abby.

Abby’s boys pushed hard against the T bar. It took a lot of effort to get the roller moving, but once it was in motion it was a bit easier. They followed the scraper and the shovellers, flattening and compressing the surface as they went. It wasn’t too bad for most of the distance, but the road sloped up slightly over the last 200 yards. With only 5 boys instead of the required 6, it was back breaking work. Sweat poured off them.

When the various teams reached the end of the repair, Jimmy drove clear, lowered the truck bed, secured the tailgate, and drove away to fetch another load. Ethan drove back to the start of the repair and parked up. He had nothing to do until the next line of tarmac was laid. Likewise, the shovellers also returned to the start, and leaned their shovels against the back of Nancy’s pick-up truck.

Nancy’s crew then got a brew going.

But Abby’s crew had no such respite. Having reached the end of the repair, they now had to push the roller all the way back to their starting point. Fortunately, the first 200 yards was easy, the downward slope helping them to get the roller going and build up momentum. But when they got back to the starting point, they glanced enviously at Nancy’s boys, who were all taking it easy and just standing around, chatting and drinking tea.

Nancy and Abby were sitting in the cab of Nancy’s truck. One of Nancy’s boys had brought them a mug of tea each.

Phillis and Macy were supervising the boys.

“Well done, boys. Right, off you go again. Up and back one more time and then you can have a break. Come on, put your backs into it.”

The boys began pulling the roller along, beginning their third roll of the tarmac. Luke was totally knackered. He was shagged out from last night’s exertions and had had hardly any sleep. He could barely keep his eyes open. He stumbled and lost his footing and was then dragged along for a short distance by his wrist shackle, until the roller came to a stop.

The other boys couldn’t help him up as their wrist shackles prevented them from reaching him.

“4079! Get up. What’s the matter with you?” shouted Phillis.

Luke struggled but eventually managed to get up and back into position.

They got going again but slowed down almost to a stop on the final slope. Abby, who had rejoined Phillis and Macy, wasn’t happy.

“Put your backs into it. Push! Phillis, Macy, spur them on.”

Phillis and Macy drew their whips and began occasionally lashing the boys, although not with any great force. Finally, they arrived at the end and collapsed onto the ground, exhausted.

“Ok, five minutes, but no more. Then back we go. It’s downhill at the start, and you can have a proper break at the end.”

When the roller had finished its fourth pass, the boys were allowed to rest. Phillis and Macy gave them water. But they remained shackled to the roller by their left wrists.

Much too soon, the break was over, as Jimmy was back with another load of tarmac. Soon, they were off again, pulling the roller along and following the tipper, the scraper and the shovellers. But they had not properly recovered from their previous exertions, and this time they completely stalled on the final slope.

The guardesses began whipping them in earnest, but it didn’t do any good.

“Please Mistresses, it’s too much, we can’t go any further.”

“I’m sorry, Nancy, I guess they’re worn out. Whipping them isn’t going to help. We’ll have to release them and wait for them to recover. Then we can try again.” said Abby.

“Phillis, Macy, release them from the roller and get them back on the chain. I’m going to call the Warden and see if they can send us some more boys.”

“Yes, Abby.”

All the boys were totally worn out, but especially Luke, who was thoroughly miserable and depressed. He thought about the capsule in his mouth.

“Fuck it.” he thought. “I don’t know what the capsule will do to me, but I just don’t care. If it kills me, what have I really lost? A life of pain and despair.”

Gulp!

Luke swallowed the capsule. If he expected something to happen straight away, he was disappointed.

He felt something on his left ankle and looked down to see Macy attaching it to the chain. And a minute later, his wrist was released from the shackle. Soon, all the boys had been seen to.

“Ok, boys. Get up and come over here.” commanded Phillis.

“Right, settle down on the verge.”

The boys collapsed onto the grass verge with Phillis and Macy standing nearby watching over them. Abby walked up.

“The warden is sending Sue over with another boy, but they can’t send us another whole crew. So, we’ll let the boys rest until Sue arrives, and then we’ll have another go, with a full team of 6 this time.”

Half an hour later, Sue arrived in a car with the extra boy. She dropped him off and then headed off back to the prison.

“Ok.” said Abby. “Let’s get them hooked up to the roller again.”

“Up you get, boys.” said Phillis.

The boys reluctantly got to their feet. All except Luke.

“4079! Get up!” shouted Phillis.

Abby walked over and poked him with her boot but got no response. Luke was motionless and his eyes were open and staring.

Abby crouched down and stared at his chest to detect signs of breathing. Then she grabbed his wrist and felt for a pulse.

“Shit!”

“What is it, Abby? Is he dead?”

“No. I can feel a pulse but it’s very faint.”

They quickly released Luke from the chain and dragged him away from the other boys and onto a flat area of grass. Abby got him into the recovery position.

“What’s going on over there? Is everything ok?”

Abby looked round to see that an ambulance had stopped, and the female in the passenger seat had wound her window down and was looking at Abby and Luke.

“No, we’ve got a problem. Can you help?” replied Abby.

The woman and her driver got out and came over.

“I’m Joyce and this is Louise. What happened?”

“We’ve been working them hard. I guess this one couldn’t take it.”

Joyce grabbed his wrist and felt for a pulse. Then she shone a light into each of his eyes.

“He seems to have gone into shock for some reason. We’ll take him to General and get him checked out. I’ll need his serial number and owner.”

“He’s 76-0-4079, owned by the state. And he’s an inmate at QPS. So, he’ll need to be accompanied by a guardess.”

Joyce took notes. Meanwhile, Louise had gone back to the ambulance. She returned a minute later with two boys carrying a stretcher.  They were wearing green trousers and green T shirts. Their T shirts had “Ambulance” printed on them in large white letters.

“Ok, get him into the ambulance, boys.” said Joyce.

“Yes, Mistress Joyce.”

“Who’s coming with us?” asked Joyce.

“Assistant Macy.” replied Abby.

“Macy, go with Joyce. Stay with 4079. Don’t let him out of your sight. Not unless you’ve got a signed death certificate in your hand. Got it?”

“Yes, Ms Abby.”

“Good girl. I’m sorry to put this on you, but Phillis and I need to stay with the crew. We’ll send someone to relieve you as soon as possible.”

“Up front with the driver, Macy.” said Joyce. Joyce rode in the back with Luke.

The ambulance set off for Victoria General with its lights flashing and its klaxon sounding. The hospital was barely a mile away, but they had only just set off when Joyce called out.

“There’s no need to hurry, Louise. I’m afraid he’s passed away.”

Macy looked shocked. Louise switched off the lights and the klaxon but continued at a more leisurely pace to General. Just as they turned into the hospital grounds, Louise spotted a woman in a white coat walking ahead of them, apparently just arriving for work.

“Hey, Joyce, there’s Doctor Vivienne.”

“Pull up, Louise.”

Louise brought the ambulance to a stop and called out.

“Doctor Vivienne!”

“Oh, hi Louise. What can I do for you?”

“Joyce is in the back and would like a word.”

“What’s going on?” asked Macy.

“Doctor Vivienne will double check the boy. Joyce and I are only paramedics. We need a doctor to certify the death.”

“Oh, I see.”

They both got out and went round to the back. The doors were open.

“Yes, he’s dead all right. Cardiac arrest caused by induced shock.” said Doctor Vivienne.

“What does that mean?” asked Macy.

“He’s been given or he’s taken a drug of some kind. Either someone killed him or he killed himself. I’m going to have to report this to the police, and there will be investigations. The body will have to go for an autopsy.”

“Oh, my goddess.” exclaimed Macy.

“Joyce tells me he’s an inmate at QPS. Are you a guardess, Macy?”

“No, I’m just an assistant on work experience.”

“I see. Well, I’ll give you the death certificate anyway but make sure it goes straight to the warden. But I’ll call the warden myself and explain what’s happening.”

Doctor Vivienne filled in the form and signed and dated it.

“I’ve put the cause of death as ‘Unknown’, but we’ll update his record after the autopsy.”

Doctor Vivienne got out of the ambulance.

“Take the body to the mortuary, Joyce. I’ll make the arrangements for the autopsy.”

“Yes, Doctor Vivienne.”

“Here’s the death certificate, Macy. You look a bit flustered. Will you be ok? Do you want me to call for a taxi?”

“No, I’ve not got far to go. I would rather walk. I think I need some fresh air.”

“As you wish.”

Macy walked off. Doctor Vivienne walked towards the hospital main entrance. Joyce and Louise and the two boys set off further into the hospital grounds but stopped as soon as they were out of sight of Macy. A minute later, Doctor Vivienne approached them again, and got in. The ambulance then drove out of another entrance and headed east. A few miles outside the city, they turned into a narrow lane that led to a farm.

They drove into a barn and parked next to a car and then they all got out.

Doctor Vivienne addressed the boys.

“Well, that went a lot smoother than I expected. James, Tim, get Luke into the car. And then get to work on the van. I want it back to normal and returned to the rental as soon as possible.”

“Yes, Monica.” said James, using Vivienne’s real name.

Monica then she addressed Joyce and Louise, real names Mary and Harriet.

“Come, ladies. Let’s go in and get changed.”

Ten minutes later, they were back, now dressed in civilian clothes. They looked in the car. Luke had been laid down where the back seat would normally be. Monica checked his vital signs.

“How is he?” asked Harriet.

“He’s fine. He’ll be back to normal in a few hours.”

“I can’t believe it went so smoothly.” said Maty.

“Yes, my heart was in my mouth when Macy looked back after I said that Luke had passed away. I was sure she would see his chest moving. I had already prepared a cock and bull story about how it was all normal and due to rigor mortis beginning to set in.”

Monica finished her checks and then strapped Luke into position for safety.

“Right, let’s get the lid on.”

The lid looked like the back seat of the car, but it had been hollowed out and modified. When in position, it covered Luke completely and looked like a regular car seat. But it wouldn’t take the weight of anyone sitting on it.

“Everything ok, James?” asked Monica.

“Yeah, no problem, Monica. It will take me another couple of hours and then we’ll be out of here.”

“Ok, see you later, Harriet.”

“Good luck, Monica.”

“Ready, Tim?”

“Coming.”

Harriet, Mary and James would finish off transforming the ambulance back into a regular van and then return it to the rental.

Meanwhile, Tim would accompany Monica back to the Romulus embassy. Monica drove and Tim sat in the passenger seat. They set off, and half an hour later they arrived at the gates of the Romulus embassy in Victoria.

Since they were in a regular car that did not have diplomatic plates, they were stopped by Victoria Police officers at the gate. Monica rolled down the window and showed her diplomatic pass and that of her boy.

The officer glanced at them both and then at the empty back seat and then asked:

“What’s in the back?”

“Nothing. Want me to pop it?”

“Please.”

Monica pressed a button on her key fob and the trunk unlatched. The officer glanced inside and then closed it again and then gestured to another officer who then raised the barrier.

Meanwhile, Macy had arrived back at the road work site and explained to Abby and Phillis what had happened and showed her the death certificate.

“Shit!” said Phillis. “So, this Doctor Vivienne reckoned he might have been poisoned?”

“It must have been Romulus.” added Abby. “Maybe 4079 knew something and they were worried he might try to trade information for better treatment.”

“Doctor Vivienne said she would call the warden and explain what has happened.” said Macy.

“Even so, I think she’ll want to hear the story first hand.” said Abby. “But we can’t leave the crew. You’d better go back to QPS, Macy. Report to the warden. And take the death certificate with you. We’ll report as well as soon as we get back.”

“Yes, Abby.”

When Abby and Phillis got back, they immediately reported to Warden Ashley. Assistant Macy was summoned to join them. They then had to go over the story again in great detail.

“Well, this Doctor Vivienne hasn’t called me yet. Abby, give General a call and find out what’s going on.”

“Yes, Warden.”

Abby made the call and asked for Doctor Vivienne. After talking to the receptionist for a while she looked puzzled.

“What’s up, Abby?” asked Warden Ashley.

“The receptionist can’t find any record of Doctor Vivienne.”

“That’s odd. Ask them for an update on 4079.”

Abby spoke some more and then reached out.

“Pass the certificate please.”

Phillis handed it to her.

“It’s D95-1-0897.”

“Yes, his serial number is 76-0-4079.”

“What? Are you sure? Ok thanks, Anita.”

She put the phone down.

“The death certificate number is valid, but it was issued at 05:17 this morning to male 67-1-1105 who died in an accident on a farm a few miles north of the city. She says our certificate is fake. And the mortuary said they haven’t got 4079.”

“What the fuck is going on? Are you sure he was dead, Macy?”

“He certainly looked dead.” replied Macy.

“And he was definitely very poorly at the road works, Warden.” added Abby. “There was no way he was faking it.”

“Hmmm. This gets stranger and stranger. But I think it’s a matter for the QBI. Ok, that’s all girls.”

At that moment, a car from Romulus embassy, with diplomatic plates, arrived at Queen Valerie I International Airport. Monica, Harriet, Mary, James and Tim, all with valid diplomatic passes, boarded a Romulus Airways plane. Their crates of luggage, exempt from searches by diplomatic privilege, were soon loaded into the cargo bay.

As soon as the doors were closed, James and Tim went and opened one of the crates. They got Luke out and into a seat at an area at the front of the plane that was reserved for diplomats. He was just beginning to come round but was still very groggy.

“How do you feel, Luke?”

“I . . . I don’t know . . . what happened . . . where am I?”

“You’re on a plane, Luke.”

Luke stared at the two women seated opposite.

“On a plane? Wait. I know you from somewhere.”

“That’s right, Luke. We met at your mother’s house.”

Luke realized that the Romulus agents had kept their word and were getting him out of the Queendom.

“My mother?”

“She’s already in Romulus, Luke. She knows we’ve got you. She’s waiting for you.”

Luke sat back in the chair. He still felt very weak. But the thought that he would soon be in Romulus as a free man was comforting. He closed his eyes and dozed off. Just over 3 hours later, the plane touched down.

Monica led Luke out of the airport terminal to a waiting car, and soon they were driving through central Romulus.

“Where are you taking me?” asked Luke.

“To a government owned house, Luke. Your temporary home. And then someone will come and pick you up tomorrow morning.”

“Who, Mistress Monica?”

“It’s Ms Monica, Luke. You’re not a slave now. It will be two RIS agents. RIS is our intelligence service. The agents will take you to RIS headquarters for questioning.”

Monica noticed the worried look on Luke’s face.

“Calm down, Luke. This isn’t the Queendom. They just want to know about your experiences in the Queendom. If they ask you a question and you don’t know, just say you don’t know. Nothing will happen to you.”

Luke looked relieved.

They arrived outside the house.

“Is this it, Ms Monica?”

“Yes, Luke.”

Before he had even got out of the car, the front door of the house opened and Connie appeared. She was already in tears.

Luke got out and ran to his mum and gave her a big hug on the doorstep. Monica watched them for a few seconds.

“Looks like he’s in good hands, Harriet. Drive on.”

“Yes, Ms Monica.”

Thursday 1 March 95

Over the next two days, Luke was interviewed by RIS agents. He recounted his life story in great detail. From his school days to his slave training, then working at the safari park and finally his time with the awkward squad. The question would continue the following week, starting on Monday, but Luke was told he had the weekend off, and was advised to see some of the town and try to relax and enjoy himself.

Saturday 3 March 95

Luke took their advice and had a look around town. But he found it to be a daunting experience as he explained to his mum over tea that afternoon.

“Mum?”

“Yes, Luke.”

“I’ve got a problem, mum. Something that never occurred to me before.”

“What is it my darling?”

“Well, mum, it’s just that I’ve lived in the Queendom all my life. I’ve always been told what to do and where to go.”

“And now you’re free, Luke. Your life is your own. You’re your own boss, Luke. You can have a good life here in Romulus.”

“I know, mum. It’s just that . . .”

“What is it, Luke?”

“Well, in the Queendom, I didn’t have to think. I didn’t have to decide anything. But, here in Romulus . . .”

“Yes, Luke?”

“Mum, I don’t know how to do anything. I don’t know how the world works. I feel so useless. This afternoon, I saw a nice-looking pub. I would love to have gone in and had a beer, but I just didn’t have the confidence.”

“I thought that would be it. Ms Monica told me to expect something like this, Luke. But don’t get upset. You’re not the first boy to escape from the Queendom. The boys before you have all had the same problem. Don’t worry, in just a few weeks you’ll feel right at home. But in the meantime, Monica said that Romulus could provide you with a mentor to show you around and explain how things work in the free world. Just until you find your feet.”

“Oh. That’s a relief, mum. I would like that. So, have they found one for me mum? When will I meet him?”

“You won’t, Luke. I told them not to bother.”

“Mum?”

“I found one myself, Luke. Your mentor should be here in . . .”

Connie glanced at the time.

“Just under an hour.”

Luke wondered who it would be. He hoped it would be someone around his own age. Maybe they could go out for a beer this evening.

Knock Knock.

“That will be your mentor, Luke.”

Luke stood up nervously while his mum went to answer the door. He heard his mum and the mentor greeting each other. The mentor was a female. And it sounded like she knew his mum quite well.

“Go in, I’ll be in the kitchen making some coffees.”

A woman walked into the lounge.

“Mistress Maya!”

“Luke!”

“What are you doing here?”

“I’ve defected, Luke. Romulus is giving me a new identity.”

“But how . . . what happened?”

“I was at your trial, Luke. After you were sentenced to death and had been taken away, the public gallery quickly emptied until there were only two of us left. Me and your mum. And we were both crying. After I comforted her, she admitted to being your mum, so I took her for a coffee, and we had a long talk and I confessed that I – I said I would like to help her.”

“Then, a week later, I was contacted by Romulus agents. I guess they had been checking me out. I agreed to defect. Then things moved rapidly. I used my connections to get access to the QPS outside work crew assignments, and then the agents came up with the plan to drug you to simulate a heart attack and then pick you up in a fake ambulance when you collapsed.”

“So, what are you going to do now that you’re here, Mistress Maya?”

Maya looked down at the ground. She didn’t know what to say. Meanwhile, Connie had come into the room holding a tray. It had 3 cups of coffee and some biscuits on it.

“Luke!”

Luke turned to look at his mum.

“Mum?”

“For goddess’s sake, give the girl a kiss! Can’t you see that she’s in love with you?”

Luke looked back to look at Maya. Tears were streaming down her cheeks.

Luke reached out and pulled her into a hug, and then kissed her, first on the forehead and then on the lips.

“Mistress Maya, I . . .”

“Luke, do you like me too?”

“Yes, Mistress Maya, I do. I’ve always liked you. I love you, Maya.”

“Luke! It’s just Maya. We’re not in the Queendom anymore. I don’t own you. But we belong to each other.”

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter 1 – Victoria School for Boys


    		Chapter 2 – Slave Training 1 - Obedience


    		Chapter 3 – Slave Training 2 – The Road Crew


    		Chapter 4 – On Strike


    		Chapter 5 – State Slave


    		Chapter 6 – Sarah’s Safari Park


    		Chapter 7 – The Awkward Squad


    		Chapter 8 – Working for Romulus


    		Chapter 9 – Treason


    		Chapter 10 – Prisoner: A-Wing


    		Chapter 11 – The Escape


  



Guide

		Cover

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247

		248

		249

		250

		251

		252

		253

		254

		255

		256

		257

		258

		259

		260

		261

		262

		263

		264

		265

		266

		267

		268

		269

		270

		271

		272

		273

		274

		275

		276

		277

		278

		279

		280

		281

		282

		283

		284

		285

		286

		287

		288

		289

		290

		291

		292

		293

		294

		295

		296

		297

		298

		299

		300

		301

		302

		303

		304

		305

		306

		307

		308

		309

		310

		311

		312

		313

		314

		315

		316

		317

		318

		319

		320

		321

		322

		323

		324

		325

		326

		327

		328

		329

		330

		331

		332

		333

		334






OEBPS/image_rsrc3Z4.jpg
MiKFaIt KE&h

&y
Tales from e niei Glonk

H B/
) &

SYiighc [ velg

w KX b i e
V“lf‘“ M B - f’ . i)






OEBPS/image_rsrc3Z5.jpg
St Davids

Sykes Inlet

North Vena

Romulus Ryman

@ uoicn
@ cucendom | Colony and duchy

capitals

+= Raneay

1
200 miles

100
King George

Stakarov

St Peter

Aurora

South Vena

St Agnes
Victoria

Mt Vernon

Green Bay

Map of Vena in 94.





