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Chapter 1 – The Venanoid

Sunday 10 March 71

The doorbell rang and Jenny hurried to the door and opened it. As expected, it was her friend Luna and Luna’s mum Dorothy. They all worked at the University of Victoria, in the capital of the Queendom of Vena. Jenny, 24, was an archaeologist and also a linguist. Dorothy, 52, and Luna, 27, were both zoologists and palaeontologists. They were all involved in researching the evolution of life on the planet Vena and sometimes went out on expeditions to remote parts of the island.

But on this occasion, Dorothy and Luna were here to accompany Jenny on her first ever trip to the Victoria Slave Auction. Jenny was desperate to buy a boy, but she didn’t want to go to the auction house alone as she valued their opinions and also because she had never been to an auction before and was nervous about bidding.

They all got into Dorothy’s car and set off for the short drive to the VSA.

“So, what exactly was wrong with Tommy?” asked Dorothy.

She was referring to the boy that Jenny had been using all week.

“He looked quite handsome.”

“Well, as you know, Becky is trying to sell him and so she said I could borrow him for a week to try him out. He’s got really nice equipment and knows how to use it, but I need sex at least once a day, sometimes twice, and he just couldn’t keep up with me.”

“Ok, so we’re looking for a boy with quality equipment who knows what he’s doing and can pump away at least once a night. He’s not going to be easy to find, Jenny.”

“Tell me about it. I’ve been looking for the last six years. But I’ve got to find someone. The pleasure houses are so expensive. They’re costing me a fortune.”

“Jenny, you’re such a nympho.” said Luna.

“I know.” grinned Jenny. “I just can’t live without my daily ration of man meat.”

They arrived at the VSA and stopped at the reception desk on the way in to pick up a brochure. The receptionist welcomed them.

“Good morning, ladies. I’m Rebecca. Are you looking for anything in particular?”

Dorothy replied on Jenny’s behalf.

“Yes, my friend Jenny here is looking to buy her first boy.”

“Ah, I see. So, your best bet, Jenny, would be an all-rounder, what we call a companion-domestic. He’ll be able to do all your domestic chores, cooking, cleaning, laundry, looking after your garden if you have one, and he’ll also be able to service you at night.”

“Actually, I’m mainly interested in the pleasure side of things. He needs to be able to service me at least once a day with top quality performance. If he’s good with the domestic side of things, that’s a bonus, but it’s of lesser importance.”

“I see. Well, in that case, we’ve probably only got two or three who might fit your needs.”

Rebecca flicked through the brochure and using a black felt tip pen, marked large asterisks on three of the pages.

“If you don’t fancy any of these three, you might want to consider visiting us next month when we have our next specialist pleasure slave auction. But be warned, you’ll be bidding against pleasure houses from all over the island, and the bidding can sometimes go quite high.”

“Ok. Thanks for the advice, Rebecca.”

“You’re welcome. Ok, so the gallery is through those doors over there, and the auction will take place at 3pm in the auction hall which is through that door over there.”

The three ladies made their way into the gallery. It was a large rectangular room with ten glass cells on each side. All except three were occupied. Each cell was separate so that you could look into them from the front and from either side. They were all brightly lit. A notice on the front of each cell gave the serial number of the occupant.

They wandered slowly along, having a brief look at each boy and looking up his details in the brochure. When they came to the first boy that Rebecca had recommended, they paused for longer.

“Ah, this is 4091. He’s aged 24 and his pleasure rating is 85%.” said Luna, reading from the brochure.

“Oh my. Look at that lovely cock.” said Dorothy.

The boy’s equipment was on full alert, due to skin coloured rubber rings that the staff had stretched around the base of his ball bag and shaft.

“Turn around slowly, boy.” commanded Dorothy.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Oooh. Look at that nice firm ass.”

“Hmmm. Yes, very nice, but I was hoping for someone a bit younger.” said Jenny.

They moved on, having just a quick look at each boy, but they paused again when they arrived at the next recommendation. But before Dorothy could even look him up in the brochure, Jenny had already rejected him.

“No. He’s much too tall. I’m only 5’ 5”. I don’t want a boy who towers over me. I need someone I can dominate.”

They eventually came to the third recommendation.

“Why are they all so old?” wondered Jenny. “Why are there no younger boys?”

“The youngest available boys will be 18 to 19 this summer.” said Dorothy.

“If you want younger than that, you’ll have to wait until October when this year’s crop of slaves comes up for auction. They will be 17 to 18. Apparently, there will be nearly two hundred of them this year, which is a record.”

“Two hundred is a record? I thought they were making a thousand per batch.”

“Yes, that’s right, it’s a thousand every three years, but the slaves on sale now all pre-date the batch system. The first slaves from the batch system won’t come off the production line until 74. But batch system or not, if it’s young meat you’re after, Jenny, you’re unlikely to find a boy with a very high pleasure score. It takes most boys years and years before they really know what they’re doing with a woman.”

“I can cope with that. I don’t mind a low pleasure rating in the beginning. I’ll soon teach him what I want with the aid of a sturdy cane. It’s stamina and staying power that I need, and that can’t be taught.”

“Hmmm. I think you need to try before you buy, Jenny. But the VSA doesn’t allow that. They’re all sold on an as-seen basis. You might be better off with a High Street dealer so that you can give him a quick try out in their fitting rooms. Or maybe even go for a private sale.”

“I think you may be right, Dorothy. Ok, I’ve seen enough for today. I won’t take up any more of your time. Let’s go and find a café.”

The ladies left the auction house and found a café. Jenny treated then all to a coffee and a piece of cake each. But when they were finished, Jenny declined a lift home.

“Thanks, Dorothy. But I’ve got some business to take care of in town. I’ll get the bus home when I’m done.”

“Pleasure house, Jenny?” asked Luna.

Jenny just grinned.

“I’ll see you both at work tomorrow.”

Jenny wandered along the High Street and made her way to Candy’s Cock House, her favour pleasure house in Victoria.

She went in. Since she hadn’t pre-booked, she would have to choose from whoever was available. She made her way to one of the self-service screens and began to browse the available boys. Some of her favourites were unavailable, but after browsing back and forth, she finally found one she liked, but he had already been used once earlier in the day and was still recovering. He wouldn’t be ready for another session for 45 minutes. Fine, she could wait. She booked him and paid using her payment card.

Instead of just waiting around, she decided to use up some of the time at the slots. She knew the way and went through a door into the slots gallery. This establishment had twelve of them. The slots were card operated glory holes, all on one side of a long, narrow room.

Each so-called slot had a stool in front of it and was separated from its neighbours by a privacy screen on each side. In each slot, a moulded see-though plastic cover prevented access to the cock until a payment card was inserted into the slot next to it, and then it could be lifted up and latched. When the cover was let down again, the payment card would pop back out.

Eight of the slots were manned, but two of those were in use. Jenny wandered along the line, peering at the six available cocks. After checking out all six, she returned to the one she liked best and sat down at the stool.

She inserted her payment card. There was a click. She lifted the cover and latched it up out of the way. A screen below the card slot began indicating the charge. It ticked up by one credit every five seconds.

Jenny studied the cock she had chosen. It was a nice long specimen, a full eight inches and without the tell-tale scar halfway along its length. There were longer cocks on offer, but those had been surgically extended. Jenny reckoned that extended cocks didn’t feel quite right in the mouth. They were excellent for fucking, but for blowjobs, she preferred natural meat.

The boy on the other end of the dick was strapped tightly to the screen that they were both facing, Jenny on one side and the boy on the other. The straps forced his cock and balls through the two-inch diameter hole, which was lined with a rubber ring. The ring tightly gripped his ball bag and caused his cock to remain on full alert even when unattended, which was vital for advertising the wares.

Jenny didn’t think of the boy she couldn’t see. All she saw was a swollen ball bag with an eight-inch pork sword protruding from it. It looked like the equipment had been detached from the boy and glued to the flat white screen in front of her. But that was the whole point of the slots. It allowed a girl to concentrate on her chosen cock without any distractions.

Jenny remembered reading an article in ‘Pleasure World’ about the artificial cocks that were now under development. There was talk of them replacing the slot cocks. Apparently, they would be much more efficient and therefore cheaper. Real cocks had to be cleaned after each use and had to be withdrawn for the day after shooting twice. But the artificial cocks would simply rotate back for automatic self-cleaning, and they would have an almost unlimited supply of artificial cum. They could be back in action within a minute. The real meat could then be reserved for room service.

Jenny knew that the artificial cocks weren’t in use yet, but she was convinced she would be able to tell the difference even if they were. She opened her mouth wide and moved in. Her lips clamped onto the shaft just below the bell end, while her upturned right hand reached down and its fingertips lightly gripped the ball bag.

Jenny certainly knew her way around a cock. A quick feel of the ball bag was enough to tell her that she was this cock’s first customer today and she could look forward to a full load.

Still lightly gripping his ball bag with her right hand, Jenny’s left hand gripped the shaft and began slowly wanking it while she sucked and kissed the purple helmet. After a while, her wanking hand slid down to the base of the shaft and held it steady, and then her lips began travelling up and down the stiff meat missile while her tongue toyed with the smooth warhead.

She adjusted her grip on the shaft, now just lightly gripping the sides of the base between forefinger and thumb, while the other hand continued to fondle the ball bag. Her lips continued smoothly sliding up and down the shaft, but then they concentrated on the helmet for a while.

Jenny then drew back from the cock and went for a minute of full-on cock wanking, before engulfing the cock with her mouth once again. She now sped up, her lips sliding up and down the full length of the pork sword at a blistering pace. After a couple of minutes, her right hand, still lightly gripping the ball bag, detected the tell-tale fizzing.

Confirmation arrived a moment later. There was a beep and a green light came on. The boy had pressed the cum warning button. They were told to do this in case the woman didn’t want to swallow his cum.

But Jenny loved the taste of man milk. Her lips stopped moving, and instead she clamped them tightly onto his shaft just below the bell end. Her left hand dropped to her side but her right began rhythmically pressing and releasing the sides of the ball bag. Jenny knew how to coax a big load out of a cock.

She felt the balls pulse, and then four long ropes of hot man milk spurted out of the end of the cock and into her waiting mouth. She continued to lightly squeeze and release the ball bag for a few more seconds, and then her hand moved to the shaft and wanked out the few remaining drips.

She carefully pulled her lips off the cock and clamped them together, then swilled the milk around inside her mouth with her tongue. It had a nice creamy texture with a slightly salty taste. She gulped it down and then closed the plastic cover.

Her payment card popped back out. She glanced at the screen. Five minutes and twenty seconds. Charge: 64 credits. Money well spent.

Jenny checked the time. There were now only fifteen minutes until her boy was ready. She made her way back to the reception room.

“Ms Jenny?”

“Yes?”

“We’re just getting your boy ready now. You’ll be in room seven. How do you want him presented?”

“On the caning horse please.”

Jenny always liked to prepare a boy by giving his arse a few good hard whacks, just to remind him who was in charge.

After a few minutes, Jenny was given the nod.

She went upstairs and along a corridor to room seven. She knew where it was, having been there many times before. She entered and closed the door behind her. She was actually in a small changing room that had an en-suite shower and toilet attached. An internal door led to the actual pleasure room, which had another door on the opposite side that opened onto the slave corridor which then led to the slave accommodation.

Jenny opened the internal door and glanced in. There was her chosen boy, strapped down onto the caning horse. His pink arse looked smooth with only a few faint welts visible. Good! She always liked to start off with a blank canvas.

She went back into the changing room. She hadn’t brought an outfit with her, so she looked in the wardrobe to choose from one of the house outfits. She selected a black latex outfit which covered her belly and back, but left her breasts, pussy and arse exposed. Over the shoulder straps kept it in place.

Jenny entered the pleasure room and selected a cane from the rack.

“Hello, boy. I am Mistress Jenny. This is just to remind you who’s in charge here.”

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

Jenny assaulted the pink arse with ten rapid medium strength whacks. Her boy managed to bear the pain without crying out.

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

She then gave him another ten. He again remained silent although he had tears in his eyes.

“That will do. I think we now know who’s the boss here.”

She released him from the caning horse and walked over and sat on the side of the bed.

“My tits need some attention, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny.”

The boy kneeled in front of her and then reached up and held both breasts in his hands. He then leaned in and kissed the nipple of her right breast and sucked on it. He extended his tongue and licked it up and down. Next, he grasped the breast with both hands and pushed it up slightly from its natural position. His tongue began to trace wide circles around the areola, but he gradually reduced the diameter of his circles and was soon licking the nipple again. He finished by giving it another a good, long suck. He then did the same to the other breast.

“Very good boy. You did well. But that’s enough for now.”

Jenny pushed him away. He stood up and stepped back.

Jenny climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees, facing sideways. She then leaned right down, resting her head and chest on the bed.

“Ok, boy. Lick me.”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny.”

The boy kneeled down behind Jenny’s smooth, round bottom. He placed a hand on each arse cheek and moved them in small circles over the smooth, warm surface. Then he gripped each arse cheek and prised then apart. He got an excellent view of her tight, pink arsehole with her minge below it. Jenny kept a line of hair above her pussy but always kept the actual minge clean shaven.

Her boy leaned down and his tongue moved into the gap between her arse cheeks and made contact just below the hole. He then began to lick her slowly up and down, sliding his tongue smoothly along her arse crack and going from two inches above to two inches below her pink arse hole. He repeated his gentle strokes for about a minute.

He then turned his attention to her minge. He moved his hands down and pressed a finger of each hand onto her peach either side of her clit and then pulled sideways. Her flaps opened revealing the sexy, pink interior. A moment later, Jenny felt his tongue force its way between her open flaps and into the depths of her pink slit. It then started slow, up and down movements along the whole length. After going back and forth a few times, the tongue began to give some love and attention to her clit. His lips surrounded it on all sides and then his tongue began sucking it and tickling it. The tongue then made its way down her slit to her love hole, played with the entrance for a little while before pushing its way in.

“Oh, yes, keep going, boy. Get your tongue deep inside me. Stretch me wide open.”

The boy made his tongue as rigid as possible and forced it inside as far as he could. Then, while trying to hold his tongue straight, he tried to move it first sideways and then up and down and finally he tried to make a wide stirring motion. This caused Jenny’s pink hole to get stretched in all directions.

“Oh, my goddess. That’s it. Good boy. Keep going.”

Her boy kept it up for a little while, but then the pressure began to trail off. Jenny realised his tongue was getting tired.

“Ok, boy, now just tongue fuck me.”

Her boy complied. He stuck his tongue in as far as he could and then extracted it almost entirely and then began repeating the action at a fast pace. Jenny felt girl juice beginning to flow out of her hole, but her boy eagerly lapped it up before it had time to drip onto the floor.

After a few minutes, Jenny was rapidly approaching her first orgasm.

“Yes, yes, oh my goddess, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeees.”

She stayed in position for a minute or two while she recovered. Lady liquor continued to seep from her minge, but her boy leaned in every now and again and licked it up.

When she had recovered sufficiently, Jenny got off the bed and stood up and then adjusted the pillows.

“Ok, boy, get on the bed on your back so I can squat ride you.”

Her boy lay down and Jenny climbed onto the bed and then crawled up towards him. She didn’t bother with the corner shackles. She kissed him on the lips. With her feet either side of his thighs, she braced her hands on his shoulders and then raised herself up. Then she slowly lowered her gash onto his boy beef. The boy aimed his dick so that Jenny impaled herself upon it as she came down.

Jenny started to squat ride him. Her tight quim kept a firm grip on his eight-inch pork sword as she bounced up and down.

“Mmmm. This feels so nice.”

She glanced down and noticed the boy looking along his belly, no doubt watching his man meat being woman handled by her tight gash.

“Do you like what you see, boy?” grinned Jenny.

“Yes, Mistress Jenny.”

Jenny like to momentarily stop at the top of each thrust. Then she dropped back down with a loud slap as her arse cheeks smacked into his thighs and bounced off and up she went again.

She kept at it for several minutes and then she moved her hands off his shoulders and onto the bed instead. This allowed her to lean forward a bit more. Her strokes were now a bit slower and shorter, but it was less tiring. Her breasts dangled above his face, and he took the opportunity to lick a nipple whenever one briefly came within range. She looked down at him and smiled. She loved being in control of a male. And nothing said control more than sitting on a handsome young man and bouncing up and down on his hardened meat missile.

Having conserved energy with her leaning forward position, she now reverted to an upright position for the big finish. After a couple of slow strokes, she then went full steam ahead and bounced up and down on the shiny, pink shaft like there was no tomorrow. She slowly raised her arms and when she was confident that she was nicely balanced, she held them out sideways. She was getting close again. She looked up at the ceiling and then held her hands behind her head.

“Oh, my goddess. Aaaaaaargh! Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

As she came, she lost her balance but quickly leaned forward and braced her hands on his chest. She then leaned down and gave her boy a long tongue kiss.

She got up and went into the changing room to shower and get changed. She left the black outfit and the used towels in the laundry bin provided and then left the same way she had come in. The receptionist looked up as she approached.

“All done, Ms Jenny? How was he?”

“He was marvellous. Thank you.”

“Ok, See you next time, Ms Jenny.”

Then the receptionist pressed a button and spoke into an intercom.

“Recovery team to room seven please.”

Monday 11 March 71

The following morning, at a farm just off the coast road a few miles north of Aurora, overseers Anthea and Mary were supervising a field team of twelve boys who were digging a ditch to improve the drainage of a group of fields that had an annoying tendency to become waterlogged every time it rained.

Anthea checked her watch.

“Come on, boys. Put your backs into it. We’re beginning to fall behind schedule.”

Swish. Crack!

Mary cracked her whip above the two boys who were down in the ditch digging, although without making contact.

“Come on, 7720. Put your back into it.”

7720, who had paused momentarily to wipe the sweat from his brow, resumed digging. He stuck his spade into the ground, put his full weight onto it and then levered up a spade full of dirt which he then tossed up and out of the ditch.

Two boys were digging and tossing the soil out of the ditch. The other ten were loading the loose dirt into wheelbarrows and then carting it away to the far side of the field where the worst of the water logging generally occurred. There, they dumped it to raise the level slightly. Now and again, the overseers would swap the boys around so that everyone took a turn on the spades.

7720, or Neil to his friends, was looking forward to the next switch over. Being on the wheelbarrows was a lot easier than digging.

Crunch!

Neil’s spade hit something hard. It looked like a big white stone. He reached down and brushed the dirt away with his hands and then tried to pull it out. But it was too large and too heavy.

“Another big stone, Mistress Anthea.”

“Shit! Not again.”

Neil began digging out the soil in front of the stone. It was hard work. After a few minutes, he had made a one-foot-deep slot part of the way along the front of the stone. He stepped aside, and his digging partner, 2219, or Andy to his friends, took over. When the slot was complete, Andy stepped back.

Neil then rammed his spade into the left side of the slot and put all his weight on the kick plate to get it as deep as possible into the ground.

He then stood aside again to let Andy do the same in the right side of the slot. With both spades shoved deep into the soil, they both pulled back, trying to lever the stone out. But despite pulling with all their might, the stone refused to budge.

“You! And you! Get in there and help them.”

“Yes, Mistress Anthea.”

Two boys who had been standing up top with empty wheelbarrows jumped in and added their strength.

“It’s coming!”

The big stone was finally levered free. The four of them then manhandled it out of the ditch and lifted it into one of the wheelbarrows.

“Right, both of you, take it over to the far corner of the field and dump it.”

“Yes, Mistress Anthea.”

Anthea looked down and saw Neil and Andy sweating and looking exhausted.

“Take a 5-minute break.”

“Thank you, Mistress Anthea.”

The other overseer handed them a water bottle each and they both gulped down several mouthfuls.

“Right, let’s get going.”

For the next few minutes, the digging was easier. But then, as Neil shoved his spade into the bottom of the ditch, there was a crunch as his spade once again hit something hard which partly shattered at the point of impact.

Neil looked down and saw what looked like the top of another white rock. He dug his spade in and levered, praying that it would be just a small one that he would be able to lift out. It came up quite easily. He reached down and picked it up and then stood up ready to throw it off to one side, but then he saw the other side of it.

“Aaaaargh!”

He screamed and quickly let go and it dropped it back into the ditch.

Anthea turned around to look at him.

“Whatever is the matter, 7720?”

“A skull, Mistress Anthea.”

Anthea and Mary both look down into the trench. All they saw was a large white, round stone.

“Turn it over, 7720.”

Neil carefully nudged it with his spade. It rolled over and the mud filled eye sockets stared up at them all. The jaw was smashed to pieces where Neil’s spade has struck it.

“Aaaaargh! Shit! It’s human.” said Anthea.

“Mary, go and fetch Ms Lorraine.”

“Yes, Anthea.”

Mary hurried off to fetch the farm manageress.

“Have a scrape about and see if there’s anything else in there, 7720. But be careful, if you find anything, try not to disturb it.”

“Yes, Mistress Anthea.”

Twenty minutes later, Mary was back, accompanied by Ms Lorraine. By that time, all work had stopped and the wheelbarrow boys had all gathered at the ditch. The diggers had stopped working and there was no more dirt waiting to be moved.

“What’s up, Anthea? Mary tells me you’ve found a skull.”

“It’s not just a skull, Ms Lorraine. It’s an entire skeleton.”

They all looked down into the ditch. Neil had carefully removed the dirt until the tops of the bones were exposed. The rib cage, legs and the arms folded over the chest were all clearly visible.

“My goddess. Ok, Anthea, you’d better stop work. Mary, take the boys back. I’ll call Aurora police and tell them we’ve found human remains.”

“Who found it?”

“7720.”

“Ok, 7720. You’d better stay here with Anthea, in case the police want to talk to you.”

“Yes, Mistress Lorraine.”

Half an hour later, a police patrol arrived with two uniformed officers, followed shortly after by a detective. The detective had a good look at the skeleton and took photographs and made notes.

“What’s that by his waist?” she asked.

They looked like stones.

“Fetch them, 7720.” commanded Anthea.

Neil climbed in and picked up the two objects and handed them to the detective. She examined them and then put them down. They were stones but they appeared to have been worked to create a sharp edge.

“Ok, this is now a crime scene. Don’t touch anything. I’m going to request a recovery team. They’ll collect all the remains and take them away for analysis.”

“What do you know about this spot, Ms Lorraine? Is there any history?”

“Nothing that I know of. It was virgin land until about 10 years ago.”

“I see.”

Tuesday 12 March 71

The next day at Victoria University, Dorothy and Luna were working away in their lab, examining some fossils that they had recovered on an expedition some months previously.

The desk phone rang. Dorothy answered it. It was Ms Patricia, the university principal.

“Oh, hi Dorothy. The police will be bringing in a human skeleton this morning. Can you do a full analysis on it please?”

“Of course, Patricia.”

An hour later, the skeleton was laid out in one of the examination rooms. Patricia, Dorothy, Luna and Jenny all stood around looking at it. Murder was rare in the Queendom, so the police didn’t have a full-time forensics department. Instead, the university always performed the analysis. But even so, this was only the third time that Dorothy had been requested to analyse human remains.

“Well, it’s clearly a male. And he’s quite short.”

Luna measured him.

“Five foot two.”

“He was found on a farm north of Aurora.” said Patricia, reading from the papers that accompanied it.

“A team digging a ditch came across him. Here are the photos of the site.”

Dorothy and Luna looked at them.

“It doesn’t look like a murder. His arms are folded on his chest. It looks like he was laid out very carefully.” said Luna.

“What about the jaw? It’s been smashed to pieces.” said Jenny.

“Yes, that’s unfortunate. But apparently the field team did that. The smashed it with a spade before they realised what they had found.” said Patricia.

Dorothy selected a bone that was in good condition.

“Do a radiometric test on this bone, Luna. I’ll start a full morphological analysis.”

The radiometric test would determine how long-ago death had occurred, while Dorothy’s tests would reveal the age at death and might provide a clue to the cause.

“Well, I’ll leave you to it, Dorothy. Send your report to Aurora police when you’re ready. The case number is in the notes.”

Thursday 14 March 71

Two days later, their tests were complete. Dorothy and Luna compiled their report.

“Are you sure about your results, Luna?”

“Yes, I’m as shocked as you are, but I ran them a second time and got the same result.”

“I think we’d better let Patricia know before we send off the report.”

Dorothy called Patricia and asked her to come to the lab and see them. Twenty minutes later, she arrived.

“Good morning, Dorothy. Morning Luna. All done?”

“Morning Patricia. Yes, we’ve completed our analysis and finished the report.”

“So, what have we got, then?”

“It’s a male, 5ft 2. He was about 48 at the time of death. But there’s no sign of violence, so it was most likely a natural death. Possibly starvation. The bones show signs of malnutrition. But there’s something else.”

“Go on.”

“Brace yourself. The radiometric testing indicates that death occurred approximately 270 years ago. Give or take 10 years.”

“What? Are you sure?”

“Yes, we’ve double checked. There’s no doubt about it.”

“So, you’re saying there were humans on Vena two hundred years before the first colonists arrived?”

“Yes and no. Look at the skull. We’ve reassembled it from the broken pieces. Notice anything unusual?”

Patricia had a look.

“Yes, the teeth seem unusually small and flat.”

“That’s right. And there’s none of the wear you would expect in a typical 48-year-old. But there’s something else. He’s got no molars. None at all.”

“So, what are you saying?”

“He’s not human. At least, he’s not a homo sapiens.”

“And also, these were found with the body.”

“Stones?”

“Stone tools. Knifes. They were buried with him, so no doubt they were prized possessions.”

“Hmmmm. Who else knows about this?”

“Just Luna and Jenny.”

“Ok, let’s keep it that way for the moment. I’ll consult with Duchess Linda and see how she wants to handle this. Oh, but how will you handle the police?”

“Simple. On my report, I’ll just say it’s a 48-year-old male who’s been dead for at least 50 years. They’ll close the case.”

“Good.”

Friday 15 March 71

The following day, Dorothy, Luna and Jenny discussed the mysterious remains. There had long been rumours of pre-colony humanoids living on Vena, and there had even been some alleged sightings. They had even been given a name: Venanoids. But the authorities and scientists had always dismissed such claims as fairy tales.

But the fact remained, large areas of Vena were still unexplored, and the ladies wondered whether any living Venanoids could still exist. After all, 270 years is yesterday in archaeological timescales. But they all concluded that it was very unlikely. If Venanoids still existed, either they or their villages would surely have been found by now.

Ok, 95% of the land on the planet had not been properly explored, but that was because those areas were rugged moorland or unproductive swamps. The seventeen colonies had all been located in the most promising areas, and surely that was exactly where any native inhabitants would have been living.

Luna pointed out that the most famous sighting of all was by a guy named Arthur. He claimed to have sighted a Venanoid and was supposedly so close he could almost touch him. And he had lived off the story ever since.

“Is he still around?” asked Jenny.

“Yes.” replied Luna. “I read an article about him in a magazine a few months ago. He’s in his 80’s now and apparently lives in King George.”

“I wonder if it would be worth paying him a visit. Do you think he would talk to us?” said Dorothy.

“You won’t be able to visit him.” replied Jenny.

Dorothy and Luna both looked at her.

“It was on the news this morning. Non-essential travel to King George has been banned until the current political dispute is resolved.”

“That’s a pity. But maybe we’ll be able to go when things calm down.”




Chapter 2 - Zekanwaha

Wednesday 4 April 71

Dorothy, Luna and Jenny all thought that it was highly unlikely that living Venanoids existed on the planet. But in fact, all three were wrong.

Several weeks later and hundreds of miles away, Zekanwaha woke up in his forest hideout, just inland from a sandy beach. He got dressed. His clothes comprised shoes made out of Munjo skin and a four-inch-wide waist belt made out of the same material. Nothing else. Pouches on his belt carried his stone knives.

His skin was tougher than a human’s and he had a little more body hair, although he was by no means as hairy as a gorilla. But the combination of the two meant he didn’t need clothes. It was just as well, as Munjo hides were very hard to come by.

He set off to find food. Zekanwaha, like all Venanoids, was a vegetarian. He mainly ate fruit, and he preferred one particular type of fruit that looked like a large passion fruit, which on Vena was known as a Pasha. His people had been vegetarians for tens of thousands of years and now evolution had spoken. The Venanoids could no longer consume meat.

Zekanwaha was 18 and was 5 feet 2 inches tall, about average for a Venanoid male. It was six years since he had left his village. He had been living alone ever since, which was normal for Venanoid males. On this particular day, Zekanwaha had only been searching for fruit for a couple of hours when he heard the sounds of voices. At first, he assumed they must be females from one of the villages. He often met groups of females from the villages. Everyone knew where the best areas to gather fruit were. But as he listened, he realised the voices were all male. And there seemed to be several of them.

Males were rare amongst his people, and it was unheard of for them to come together in a group. The voices seemed to be coming from the beach. He sneaked closer to get a better look.

There were six of them. They had just beached a boat and were about to come ashore. Zekanwaha knew about boats. His people had used then in the past, but they no longer had a use for them and the knowledge of how to build them had been lost.

But further out to sea was a small trawler. Zekanwaha’s eyes opened wide. It was far larger than any boat he had ever heard of. He wondered how many women it would take to row it.

His attention returned to the beach. The guys had dragged their boat up onto the sand. They were all strangely dressed, covering almost all of their bodies with a material that Zekanwaha could not identify. He assumed they must be from a tribe on another island. But why had they come here? What were they looking for? And why were there so many males?

Zekanwaha returned to his hide. He didn’t see any reason why they should bother him if they saw him, but he still preferred not to be seen.
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But he was curious, so, the next day, Zekanwaha crept forward to spy on the intruders. Two of them seemed to be heading towards the stream that Zekanwaha used, presumably to collect drinking water. But the buckets they carried looked very strange. They looked impractical. They were wide and shallow and seemed totally unsuitable for carrying water.

And then, instead of collecting water and taking it back, they seemed to be just swishing the water around, looking at it, then pouring it away and collecting a fresh sample. It was all very mysterious.

But Zekanwaha didn’t have a very good view from his position. The stream was close to the beach at this point and had wide sandy banks, preventing him from getting close enough without breaking cover. But there was a high rocky outcrop on one side and if he got up onto it, he would be able to look down at them and have a much better view of what was happening.

He carefully made his way to the outcrop, making the most of what cover there was. Just after he arrived, two more guys turned up. They were talking, but Zekanwaha could not understand what they were saying. They were speaking in a strange language that he had never heard before.

“Any luck, Jack?”

“No, nothing so far. We’ll keep panning for a bit longer and then we’ll probably move a bit further upstream. How about you? Have you found anything to eat?”

“No, we’ve not seen anything larger than a rabbit so far. There’s no sign of any Munjos. I don’t think there are any on this island.”

The two newcomers both carried rifles. Zekanwaha hadn’t seen them before and didn’t know what they were although he guessed they were weapons of some kind. He was interested. He moved further forward to get a better look.

Shit! He had dislodged a stone. It fell to the ground, bounced off a rock a few yards from the guys and then landed in the stream with a loud splash. He quickly moved back out of view.

“What was that? I think there’s something up there.”

“Come on, Steve. Maybe there are Munjos on this island after all.”

Zekanwaha kept perfectly still. But that turned out to be a big mistake. He should have got up and run off into the forest immediately. A minute later he heard sounds and looked to one side. Shit! Two of the guys were on their way up to investigate.

He got to his feet and ran for the forest.

“Hey! It’s a boy. After him.”

They began to chase him. But he was only 50 yards from the forest and felt confident he would be able to shake them off once he got inside.

Bang! Smack!

There was a loud crack and then the sand kicked up into a geyser a few yards in front of him. Zekanwaha was shocked. What kind of magic was this?

Bang! Smack!

This time the geyser was barely a yard away. The shock caused Zekanwaha to trip, and he fell face first into the sand. Just as he was getting back onto his feet, a boot connected full force with his arse and pushed him back down onto the ground.

He turned over to see the two guys standing over him and pointing their magic fire sticks at him.

“Well, well. What have we got here then? Who are you, boy? What are you doing here?”

“He looks like some kind of wild caveman.” laughed his companion.

Zekanwaha didn’t understand a word, so replied in his own language.

“Udi uiwie? Uwewi we niruibuwie ikuje?”

(Who are you? What do you want with me?)

“What did he say?”

“I don’t know. I couldn’t make it out. But it didn’t sound like English.”

The guys dragged him back to their boat, where two more guys with rifles were waiting.

“What the fuck have you got there, Robbo?”

“It’s a boy, Ricky. We caught him spying on Jack and Tommy.”

“But what’s he doing on the island?”

“Fuck knows. He hasn’t answered any of our questions. He doesn’t seem to speak English. He speaks some weird foreign language.”

“It might be Russian. St Davids is the nearest colony, and they’ve got a Russian orthodox community there.”

“But he looks like some king of caveman.”

“Yeah, he certainly looks like he’s been here some time. Perhaps he’s a shipwreck survivor. He might have been marooned here for years.”

“Yeah, maybe.”

“Well, he’s ours now. We might not have found any gold yet, but I reckon he’ll fetch at least 50,000. Let’s get him back to the ship.”
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Five days later, Ricky, who was their leader, decided it was time to head back. It had been a disappointing trip. They had not found any gold. Still, as long as they could get a good price for the boy they had found, they would at least break even.

Zekanwaha had been kept locked up in a storeroom most of the time, only being allowed a 5-minute walk on deck once a day. At least they had been feeding him, but it was always low-quality meat trimmings and vegetables. He had eaten the vegetables but left the meat, but it wasn’t enough and he was losing weight.

The door was unlocked and Jack and Steve came in. Jack gave him a new water bottle while Steve collected his plate.

“Not eaten your meat again, eh, boy? You won’t grow up big and strong that way.” said Jack.

Steve glanced at the leavings.

“To be honest, I can’t say I blame him. I wouldn’t eat that muck.”
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Two days later, after a 600-mile voyage, they moored up off a quiet sandy beach.

On his daily exercise walk, Zekanwaha looked at the beach. He had no idea where he was. It could have been almost anywhere. In fact, they were just five miles from Wells, on the south coast of North Vena.

Zekanwaha noticed two rowing boats plying back and forth between the ship and the beach, apparently bringing stores on board. Late in the afternoon of the same day, they were off again.
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At dawn the next day, they stopped once again. The storeroom door was unlocked and Jack and Steve entered.

“Stand up boy. Face that way.”

Jack gestured as he spoke and Zekanwaha understood. He stood up and turned around. His hands were grabbed, pulled behind his back and tied together using a short length of rope.

“Ok, this way.”

Zekanwaha was pulled up onto the deck and then manhandled into a boat. It was the same boat that had taken him off his island. Six crew got into the boat including Ricky, the captain. The boat was then craned off the deck and lowered into the sea.

The crew then began rowing for the shore which was not far away. Zekanwaha stared at the coast. He saw a small sandy beach between rocky outcrops where a stream emptied out into the sea. Behind it was rough moorland with patches of forest. There was no sign of habitation.

As they got nearer, he noticed six people emerge onto the beach. When they got even closer, Zekanwaha saw that they were four were females and two males.

Their boat finally hit the beach and the crew jumped out. Jack pulled Zekanwaha out and onto the beach and kept hold of him by gripping the rope that bound his hands together.

Ricky approached the people on the beach.

“Greetings, Riley.” said Ricky.

“Good morning, Ricky.”

“So, what have you got for me?” said Ricky as he looked at the two males the women had brought with them.

“This is David and this is Phillip. They’re not too thrilled with life in the Queendom and they’ve decided they would prefer to live in the north. If you’ll take them back with you, I’ll give you a little reward.”

“How little?”

“50,000 credits.”

“Each?”

“No, 50,000 credits for the two of them.”

“And how much of a reward did they give you, Riley?”

“That’s none of your concern.”

Ricky though for a moment.

“Ok. I’ll take them.”

“Good, I’ll . . .”

“But I want 100,000 credits.”

“What? You’ve got to be kidding me, Ricky. We took a lot of risks smuggling these two all the way from Aurora.”

“Aurora’s not that far! Anyway, I want 100,000 credits but I’ll throw in this boy as well.” said Ricky, pointing at Zekanwaha.

Riley walked over to get a better look at him.

“Who is he? Where did you get him?”

“We found him all alone in a remote area. He must have been shipwrecked years ago. Nobody knows he’s missing. In fact, I doubt anyone even knows he’s still alive.”

“Why isn’t he wearing any clothes?”

“That’s just how we found him.”

“Ok, Ricky, we’ll take him. You’ve got yourself a deal. Joan! Give them 100,000 credits.”

Ricky went over to count the money while two of his crew escorted the two escapees to the rowing boat, and Jack handed Zekanwaha over to two of the women.

After a few minutes, Ricky and Riley shook hands and the boat started back to the trawler. Zekanwaha was taken off the beach. A few yards away was a narrow tarmac road with a car parked on it.

One of the women opened the trunk of the car.

“Better gag him just in case.” said Riley.

They gagged him and then helped him to climb into the trunk of the car. There was a mattress in it. He laid down on it, then the trunk lid was slammed shut and he found himself in total darkness. A few moments later, the car set off on its journey.

Five hours later, the car came to a stop and the trunk was opened. Zekanwaha was helped out. The car was parked behind a brick building. He was then taken inside and locked in a storeroom.
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The following day, late in the afternoon, the storeroom door opened and Riley and another woman came in.

“Here he is, Dawn.”

“Stand up boy.” commanded Riley, at the same time gesturing with her hands.

It was not lost on Dawn.

“Doesn’t he speak English?”

“We don’t think so. My supplier claims he can speak Russian.  If he ever could speak English, he seems to have long forgotten it. There’s no telling how long he has been living in isolation.”

“Hmmm. He’s a bit on the small side. And why is he so hairy?”

“I don’t know.”

“Turn around boy.” ordered Dawn.

Zekanwaha didn’t understand, so Riley gestured rotation with her hands. Zekanwaha then understood and slowly rotated all the way around until he was facing forwards once again.

“He’s very obedient when he understands what you want.” commented Riley.

“True. But he looks pale. Is he ill?”

“He’s not been eating very much. I guess sea voyages don’t agree with him.”

“So, how much do you want for him.”

“90,000 credits.”

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me. We’ll need to spend weeks teaching him basic commands before we can use him at all. And he’s very small. To be honest, Riley, I don’t really want him. But as a favour to an old friend, I’ll take him off your hands for . . .  let’s see . . . 60,000 credits.”

“Fuck off, Dawn. He’s worth a lot more than that and you know it. If you don’t want him, I’m sure Tracy will take him.”

“Don’t mention that bitch to me. Ok, I’ll go 70,000 and that’s my final offer.”

“Fuck me, Dawn. I’ve taken big risks bringing him all the way from – well, bringing him all the way here.”

“70,000 credits. Take it or leave it.”

“Be reasonable, Dawn.”

Dawn turned to leave.

“Ok, ok. 70,000 it is.”

“Cash on delivery. At my shop, either today or tomorrow.”

“You got it.”

That very evening, as soon as it was dark, Zekanwaha was taken in the trunk of a car to Dawn’s back street bonkhouse, which was in a converted flat above her convenience store on the coast road south of the town centre.

He was taken to one of the two pleasure rooms. It had a pleasure bed, fitted with corner shackles, and a caning horse. There wasn’t room for anything else. But the room did have an en-suite. Zekanwaha would sleep and take his meals in this room. In fact, according to the plan, he would rarely, if ever, leave it.

He was given new clothes. Shorts, T-shirt, and slippers. When he was dressed, Dawn and her partner Molly stood looking at him.

“What do you think, Molly?”

“He’s a bit on the small side, but he’s cute. But for 70,000 credits, you can’t grumble.”

“We’ll need to beef him up a bit. Apparently, the sea voyage didn’t agree with him and he hasn’t been eating. And he was seasick a couple of times. And you’ll have to teach him some basic commands.”

“Of course, Dawn. I’ll get on it this afternoon.”

“And give him a test drive.”

Round about lunch time, Zekanwaha was given a double helping of instant slave food. Like all slave food, it was just brown paste. It was difficult to determine what was in it. In fact, it contained liquidized offal and a lot of mashed vegetables. Zekanwaha was starving and forced himself to eat it, although the meat content gave him stomach cramps and basically went straight through him without being digested. The vegetable content wasn’t enough for him.

After lunch, Molly collected him for his first combined language and training session.

She started by teaching him basic commands. Stand. Sit. Lay down. Turn around. Stop. Strip.

She got Zekanwaha undressed.

“You’re a bit small, boy.” she said, looking at his dick.

“Let’s see if we can do something about that.”

Molly slowly stripped off. Zekanwaha watched and wondered what was going to happen. His dick was totally disinterested.

“What’s the matter, boy? Don’t you think I’m pretty?”

Zekanwaha didn’t understand.

“Lay down.” commanded Molly.

Zekanwaha had learned that command, so he laid down on his back on the bed. Dawn climbed onto the bed between his legs and took hold of his dick. She noted that his dick skin seemed to be thicker than usual and also noted his very baggy ball bag.

She began to wank his cock but there was no response. So, she leaned in and took it into her mouth. Zekanwaha’s dick had never been inside a woman’s mouth before, but even so it had no effect on him. Molly was wasting her time. Venanoid males were incapable of getting an erection except when they were ripe which only happened for a few weeks every summer.

Molly tried another tactic. She turned around and squatted over his face, and then slowly lowered herself down.

“Lick!” she commanded.

Zekanwaha had been taught that command, so he knew what to do even though he didn’t understand why. He began to lick Molly as soon as she came within range. But he showed no initiative and didn’t care where he licked. Molly wanted his tongue to prise open her flaps and delve into her slit. And then she was hoping for a spell of tongue fucking. But Zekanwaha’s language skill was not yet good enough for Molly to give him the specific commands that were needed. Perhaps some classroom lessons using diagrams would be advisable.

She looked down at Zekanwaha’s cock. It was still fast asleep.

“Hmmm. That’s not very satisfactory, boy.”

Molly got up.

“Let’s see how you perform on the horse.”

After a few minutes, Zekanwaha understood what a horse was, and was able to obey the command: “On the horse.”

Molly shackled his wrists and ankles to the horse and then tightened the waist belt. She looked at his arse and then placed a hand on one of his cheeks and slid it over the surface. His arse skin seemed thicker and rougher than usual. Perhaps it was a result of living outside for years on end without very much in the way of clothes.

“Right, let’s see if you can take punishment.”

Molly selected a three-foot dragon rattan cane from a basket in the corner of the room, then took up position behind and to the left of Zekanwaha’s arse.

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

She gave him 10 rapid medium strength whacks and then paused to see if there was any reaction. She thought he had grimaced but that was about all. He certainly hadn’t made any noise.

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

She gave him 10 more. Still no reaction.

“That’s very good, boy. Now let’s find your limit.”

Molly stepped back and wound herself up to give Zekanwaha’s arse an absolute maximum strength whack.

Swish. Thwack! “Yelp!”

Zekanwaha made a noise, but it certainly couldn’t be called a scream.

Swish. Thwack! “Yelp!”

Molly tried again with the same result.

Swish. Thwack! “Yelp!”

“Well, you can take punishment, at least.”

Molly released him from the horse.

“Get dressed.”

She went out and locked the door.
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Over a week later, and Molly still hadn’t been able to give Zekanwaha a hard on. Dawn had also had a try, but she hadn’t had any joy either.

“There must be something wrong with him. He’s what, maybe 17 or 18 now. He’s at the age when normal males should be wanking almost every night.” said Molly.

“Perhaps it’s due to being all alone on that island for years on end. He might not have ever seen a female before. Maybe his body has adapted to compensate.” added Dawn.

“Maybe it will adapt back again if we persevere.”

“I don’t know. We’ve been working on him for 9 days now. If something was going to happen, we should have seen some sign of it by now.”

“But he takes punishment well. Lots of our regulars love to cane a young man’s arse.”

“Yes, but only as a prelude to a good shag. I don’t recall any customers who just want to cane an arse and then leave. No, I think I’ll have a word with Riley. She’s sold us a dud. I’ll demand our money back.”

“As you wish, Dawn.”

But when Dawn spoke to Riley, it was nothing doing.

“Sorry, Dawn. He was sold as seen. You have to take the rough with the smooth. There’s no way I’m taking him back.”
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The next day, Dawn came to a decision.

“Well, there’s no doubt about it, Molly. He’s a dead loss. He’s costing us money to keep but hasn’t brought in a single credit.”

“So, what are you thinking, Dawn? Are you going to try to sell him?”

“Nobody in the pleasure trade is going to want him.”

“What about selling him to a factory or a farm? He’s probably good for manual labour.”

“No, they won’t touch an unregistered male. They get too many government inspections.”

“So, what do we do? Bump him off or dump him?”

“Hmmm. Has he been out of his room since he got here?”

“No, not once.”

“And how did Riley bring him here?”

“In the trunk of her car.”

“So, he has no idea where he is then. Ok, here’s what we’ll do. We’re off to Victoria tomorrow, so we’ll take him with us. We’ll put him back in his original clothes and tie him up and gag him. He can go in the trunk. We’ll find an isolated spot between here and Aurora – no, between Aurora and Victoria, let’s get him as far away as possible.”

“And then?”

“Untie him and ungag him and just dump him in the middle of nowhere.”

“He’s bound to get picked up again, sooner or later.”

“Yeah, and then he’s someone else’s problem.”
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The next day, Dawn and Molly dumped Zekanwaha on a side road midway between Aurora and Victoria. Zekanwaha was pleased to regain his freedom and to get his proper gear back. They had given him his animal hide shoes and belt, and the pouches even contained his stone knifes.

The shorts and T-shirt they had made him wear had clung to his body. He felt much more comfortable just wearing his belt, allowing the fresh air to waft all over his otherwise naked body.

He was starving but, seeing the number of Munjos grazing, he didn’t rate his chances of finding many Pasha fruits. But there were other berries, some of which were out of reach of the Munjos. They were better than nothing but there were barely enough of them to keep him going.

He wouldn’t survive long in this area. He had to keep moving. He decided to head south. He spent the rest of the day walking before finding a cosy spot in a wood to rest up for the night.
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Zekanwaha made good progress. But at dawn three days later, when he got up, the food situation was still no better. He had travelled about 40 miles and yesterday, in the distance, he had seen buildings and realised he had come across a village. Having slept on it, he now decided he had no choice. He was desperate. He would have to endure the shame of entering a village and begging for food.

A loud noise made him dive for cover. He had heard it several times before but now it was much louder. He looked left, towards the source of the noise. Then he saw it. A train. A locomotive with 5 coaches. Zekanwaha had never seen a train before, and the sight of one was intimidating.

Then he heard another noise and looked to the right. A car. On a highway. He had seen cars before. Indeed, he had travelled in a car on two occasions, albeit in the trunk. Ahead, the railway and the highway came closer together until they were side by side. He would have to cross one or the other or walk along one of them. He chose the highway. He emerged onto it and looked in both directions. There was no one about at this time of the morning. He started walking towards what he thought was a village. It was, in fact, the city limits of Victoria.

Zekanwaha walked in. He soon realised this village was much larger than the village he had grown up in. And the buildings, instead of being made from logs, seemed to be of small rectangular rocks.

He was well inside the built-up area before the city began to wake up. But when it did, and cars began to pass by, he noticed that all the drivers were female. And for some reason they all slowed down and stared at him as they passed.

A minute or two later he saw the first pedestrians. Once again, they were all female. And they all stopped and stared at him and then either crossed to the other side of the road or turned around. It seemed they all wanted to avoid him for some reason.

Then the next moment, he became aware of a wailing sound. It was coming from up ahead. He looked towards the noise and saw it. It was a car with a pretty flashing light on top. It stopped just before it reached him. The doors opened and two women got out.

“You, boy. Stop where you are.”

Zekanwaha knew the word stop. He obeyed. He had been brought up to obey females, especially when he was in one of their villages.

Another car then arrived, also with a flashing light, and two more women got out. The first two had now approached him quite closely.

“Who are you boy? What are you doing out here alone? And why are you naked?”

Zekanwaha didn’t understand and made no reply. One of the women drew her man-prod, expecting resistance. Zekanwaha saw it but had no idea what it was.

“Ok, boy. Turn around.”

Zekanwaha knew that command and obeyed.

“Get your hands behind your back.”

He didn’t know that one. But when he felt someone grab his arms and move them, he didn’t resist. A moment later, he had been handcuffed.

“Right, come with us.”

Two women then grabbed an arm each and pulled him along. Zekanwaha realised he was going in a car again.

“Hey, where do you think you’re going? This way.”

Zekanwaha had tried to walk towards the trunk, but they directed him instead to the side and pushed him up against it. They then searched his belt and soon found his two stone tools which they relieved him of.

“Are these weapons, boy?”

They then opened a rear door of their car and pushed him in. Soon, they were on their way through the streets.

Zekanwaha looked around in all directions, amazed at the size of the place and of the buildings. There were a lot of people out now, especially in the city centre. Most of them were women, but he saw a few males, which gave him some comfort.

The car turned off the road and stopped behind a building. The officers got out and then opened the rear door and beckoned Zekanwaha out. Hands grabbed his arms once more and he was escorted into the building and up to the reception desk.

The desk sergeant looked stunned. Several officers about to leave to go on patrol also stopped in their tracks to gawp at the unusual sight of a naked male wearing just an animal skin belt.

“What the hell have you dragged in, Mabel?”

“This is the naked male that was reported, sarge. We found him just casually walking along the pavement. He was heading towards the city centre.”

“Has he been co-operative?

“He was slow to obey orders, but he didn’t resist.”

Mabel placed the two stone tools on the desk. The sergeant had a look at them.

“Are these knives?”

Meanwhile, Mabel’s partner Alice had fetched the scanner. She now pressed the button and scanned the back of Zekanwaha’s neck.

“He’s got no chip, sarge.”

“What’s your number, boy?” asked the desk sergeant.

Zekanwaha didn’t understand.

“No number? How about a name then?”

Name was a word he did understand.

“Zekanwaha.”

“What?”

Zekanwaha didn’t know that word but gathered from the way the sergeant was looking at him that she wanted him to repeat.

“Zekanwaha we iwizije.”

(My name is Zekanwaha.)

“That’s far too long. From now on, your name is Zeke. Understand?”

Silence.

“Where have you come from, boy?”

Zeke didn’t understand.

“Where do you live? Who’s your owner?”

Silence.

“Ok, girls, take him for a radio and then lock him up.”

Mabel and Alice grabbed him and marched him along a corridor and into a small room.

“Morning, Sue. We need a radio-scan on this one please.” said Mabel.

Meanwhile, Alice removed the handcuffs.

Sue went to a small cubicle and pressed some buttons. Some lights came on and there was a beep. She turned to Zeke.

“Take your shoes and that belt off.”

Zeke didn’t understand.

“Strip, boy.”

He knew that word and took his belt off and stepped out of his shoes.

“Get in. Reach up and grab the handles.”

Zeke looked puzzled and didn’t move, so Sue grabbed him and pushed him in. She then grabbed each of his hands in turn and moved them to the grab handles mounted in the roof.

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

She closed the door of the cubicle and pressed a button. The cubicle started to make a humming noise. After about a minute, it stopped and there was a beep. She opened the door.

“Out.”

Zeke came out.

“Get dressed, boy.” said Mabel, pointing at his belt.

Zeke stepped into his shoes and put his belt back on. He was then taken down and locked in a cell. He was given shorts and a T-shirt to wear.

An hour later, Mabel and Alice collected him from his cell, handcuffed him, and took him to an interview room.

“Stand still.” said Mabel.

“Here he is, Diane. This is Zeke. We’ve done a radio, Sue says the results should be available tomorrow.”

“Thanks Mabel.”

His belt, shoes and stone tools were placed on the desk. Diane looked at them and then looked up. Then she looked at the form.

“Ah. Zeke. So, who is your owner, Zeke?”

“Where have you come from?”

“Where do you live?”

The questions came thick and fast, but Zeke didn’t understand them and didn’t answer. The officer seemed to be getting more and more frustrated.

“Answer me, boy, or we’ll cane it out of you!” she shouted, and she banged her fist on the table.

Zeke was frightened by the anger in her voice. He began to plead his case in his native language.

“Nmui, idigiry, neklejebiby, idi nodunzi. Nmy ideje udiy vidiuwie.”

(No, please, mistress, don’t be angry. I don’t understand what you are saying.)

Diane and Mabel were gobsmacked. They let him carry on for a few seconds and then silenced him.

“Do either of you know what language that was?”

“Sorry. No idea.” replied Mabel and Alice.

“No, me neither. Take him back to the cells. We’ll need to get some help.”

A few minutes later, at Victoria University, Jenny’s desk phone rang.

“Victoria Uni, Jenny speaking.”

“Oh, good afternoon, Jenny. This is Officer Diane at Central police station.”

“Oh, hi Diane. What can I do for you?”

“We need your help. We’ve picked up a young male, and we need to question him, but it seems he only understands a few words of English. We need someone who can speak his native language.”

Jenny was mystified. All the colonies on both North and South Vena used English as their official language. Although there were citizens who spoke other Earth languages, she couldn’t imagine any of them not being able to speak English as well.

“What language does he speak?”

“I’m sorry, I have no idea.”

“Well, where is he from?”

“That’s what we’re trying to find out. Could you possibly pop in some time tomorrow?”

“Yes, of course. Would 10am be ok?”

“Fine. We’ll see you tomorrow, then.”

Saturday 28 April 71

At 10am the next day, Zeke was in the interview room once again. Diane was behind the desk and Mabel and Alice stood behind and to the sides of Zeke. But now also present was Jenny.

“Ok, Jenny. This is Zeke. He’s all yours.” said Diane.

“Ok. Here goes. Wish me luck.”

“Sprechen Sie Deutsch, Junge?”

No reply.

“Est-ce que tu parles français, mon garçon?”

“¿Hablas español, chico?”

“Ata midber ivrit, yald?”

“Xiǎohuǒzǐ, nǐ huì shuō zhōngwén ma?”

“Nihongo wa hanaseru ka, bōzu?”

“Vy govorite po-russki?”

“Hmmm. That’s all my languages used up, I’m afraid. But I can recognize a lot of languages that I can’t actually speak. We just need to get him to say something.”

Fortunately, even though he couldn’t understand a word that was being said, Zeke realised that Jenny was trying to communicate with him in various languages.

“Kihiy iw'uny gunowy uny bo uiwie, neklejebiby?”

(Do you speak this language, mistress?)

“I didn’t understand that, boy.”

“Kuivi nmuwy ihe, neklejebiby. Uny uhiwy we gunowy hiuje. Nmy kihiy wy gunowuwie ihe.”

(I’m sorry, mistress. This is the only language I speak. I cannot speak your language.)

“Stop!”

“So, what do you think, Jenny?”

“I’m sorry, Diane. I’ve never heard anything like it. I have no idea what language he was speaking.”

“Are you sure it was a language? He wasn’t just making random noises?”

“Yes, it was definitely a language. I heard the same word several times. I’m sorry I wasn’t much help. Where do you go from here?”

“I’m not sure. Mabel, have we got the radio scan results?”

“Yes, Diane.”

“According to the scan, he was born in June 52. So, that makes him 19, nearly 20. He’s got blue eyes and his blood group is U. We’ve cross checked with Victoria Population Centre, and they say they didn’t make any males that match those attributes in 51, 52 or 53. So, they conclude he’s not a Queendom native.”

“Could he be from a natural birth?” asked Alice.

“I asked that. Natural female births were still quite common back in 52, but natural male births were rare due to the birthing drugs. And natural births still had to be registered at Victoria PC, and there was only one in 52 and he’s been accounted for.”

“Ok, well he might be from King George, Green Bay or Mount Vernon, or even the north. We’ll ask around to see if they have a missing person matching his description. Thank you for coming in, Jenny.”

Back at the University, Jenny discussed the strange male with Dorothy and Luna. Dorothy had a question.

“What did they mean when they said his blood group is U?”

“Oh, apparently they record blood groups A, B, AB or O. Anything else is logged as either R, which means rare, or U which means unknown, which I guess amounts to the same thing.”

“What are you thinking, Dorothy?” asked Luna.

“I don’t understand why the blood group would be unknown. Even if it’s rare, you would know what it is. I think I’ll give them a call.”

Monday 30 April 71

The following Monday, Dorothy and Luna called into Central police station. Dorothy approached the reception desk.

“Yes, maam, how can I help you?”

“We’re here to see Officer Diane. We are expected.”

A few minutes later, they were both in Diane’s office.

“Thank you for coming in, ladies. Any help is always welcome. Please sit down. Right, this is the radio scan report. This top sheet is the summary, and these appendixes contain more detailed information.”

Dorothy looked in the appendix for details of the blood group test.

	No H antigen detected. 
	No anti-H antibodies in plasma. 
	Attributes do not fit any known blood group. 


“Find anything, mum?” asked Luna.

“These printouts are computer generated, I take it?”

“Yes, that’s right. It’s an automatic report generated by the radio scan machine.” replied Diane.

“Hmmm.”

Dorothy turned the page over. The next page contained DNA readouts.

“Can you make anything of those?” asked Diane.

“Not just from looking. May I take a copy back with me?”

“Of course. Would you like to see the male before you go?” asked Diane.

“Yes, please. If it’s not too much trouble.”

Ten minutes later, they were all standing in front of Zeke’s cell. The door was opened.

“Turn around.” said Diane.

“He understands some English, then?” asked Dorothy.

“Yes, a little.”

“He’s quite small.” commented Dorothy.

“And unusually hairy.” added Luna.

“Open wide.” said Dorothy.

Zeke didn’t understand, so Dorothy opened her own mouth wide and Zeke followed suit. Dorothy looked in and was stunned.

“Ok, Diane. I’ve seen enough. We’ll study the radio scan in more detail and let you know if we find anything.”

“Ok, Dorothy. Thanks for coming in, both of you.”

On the drive back, Luna noticed that Dorothy was deep in thought.

“What’s on your mind, mum?”

“I’m not sure. I’ll need to study the DNA printout in more detail. But I don’t think he’s human.”

“You mean, he’s a living Venanoid?”

“I think so. His teeth are identical to those of the Vernanoid skeleton we looked at. Tomorrow we’ll look at his DNA in more detail.”




Chapter 3 – In the Lab

Tuesday 1 May 71

The next day, Dorothy and Luna studied the DNA readout in great detail and compared it with a normal human and with the Venanoid skeleton that had been found. But the results were conclusive. There was no doubt about it.  Zeke was a living Venanoid.

Dorothy reported their conclusion to Patricia who quickly decided that the university must take possession of such an important find. However, the police wanted to charge him with being alone outside without a waiver, indecent exposure and resisting without violence. But a quick word from Duchess Linda to the chief of police was sufficient to get the charges dropped.

Dorothy and Luna drove over to collect Zeke.

Diane was bemused.

“We’ve been told to drop the charges and give him into your custody. What’s going on?”

“I’m sorry, Diane, but I’m not allowed to say. But it is a matter of national importance, and all will be revealed in due course.”

They collected Zeke and his belongings and got him into Dorothy’s car and headed back to the university.

“So, what’s the plan, mum?”

“The duchess has asked us to analyse him and make our report. We’ll get blood and semen samples from him and then hand him over to Jenny. Hopefully, she can improve his English to the point when we can ask him questions and get useful answers.”

When they got back, they got Zeke into the lab and called Jenny in and explained the plan.

“When we’ve completed all the tests, I was thinking that maybe you could take him home in the evenings. The more contact he has, the quicker he’ll learn the language.”

“That’s a great idea. I would love to help, but there’s a problem.”

“What is it?”

Jenny handed Dorothy an official looking letter.

“This arrived this morning.”

Dorothy picked it up and read it.

In the service of the Queen.

Dear Ms Jenny

You are hereby notified that the Queen has ordered the mobilization of the third (reserve) platoon of the Aurora Light Infantry due to the tense military situation on our northern border.

As a member of said reserve platoon, you are ordered to report to the garrison of the Aurora Light Infantry no later than 18:00 on Friday 3 April 71. Attendance is mandatory. However, you or your employer may apply for an exemption by applying to Army Command in Victoria. Exemptions will only be granted in exceptional circumstances.

By order.

Colonel Maddison

Personnel Office, Victoria

“You’ve been called up!”

“So it would seem.”

“Hmm. Things seem to be going from bad to worse up there. Well, this is a very important project, Jenny, and we need you on it. Wait here. I’m going to have a word with Patricia.”

“I’ve not been watching the news recently, Jenny. What’s been going on up there?” asked Luna.

“Nothing that I know of. Obviously, relations are a bit rocky at the moment, but as far as I know, nothing specific has happened in the last few days. Lucy has also been called up.”

Lucy was Jenny’s identical twin sister.

After 15 minutes, Dorothy was back.

“Patricia has had a word with the duchess, Jenny. You’ll get an exemption. You’ll get official notification in a day or two.”

“That’s good. Thank you very much, Dorothy.”

“Right, let’s get down to business. First off, Zeke looks a bit pale. Apparently, he hasn’t been eating very well. It could be caused by stress. He’s been through a lot these last few days. But whatever the cause, our first job is to get him back to full strength. After that, Luna and I will carry out various experiments and then Jenny, you’ll get custody of him while you’re teaching him to speak English. You’ll get a grant to cover the cost of accommodating and feeding him. He’ll learn English a lot faster if he’s with someone speaking it all the time instead of being locked up in one of the cages here every night. But you’ll need to bring him in every day until we’ve finished out tests.”

“Of course, Dorothy.”

Jenny smiled. She wondered what Venanoids were like in bed and was looking forward to doing the research to find out.

For the time being, they put Zeke into the largest cage in their holding facility next to the lab. They gave him food – a sachet of standard slave food – and water.

“Right, that will do. He’ll be ok here. We’ll start work in the morning.”

Wednesday 2 May 71

The next morning, Dorothy collected Zeke from his cage and took him into the lab. Luna then cleaned out his cage. She then joined Dorothy in the lab.

“Mum, he’s hardly touched his food.”

“Yes, I noticed. And he’s looking very weak and pale. He must be hungry. So, why doesn’t he eat?”

“Maybe he doesn’t like slave food.”

“Well, it’s not what I would choose in a restaurant, but it’s got all the protein and nutrients that a boy needs.”

“Let’s try him with some other types of food and see what he prefers.”

“Good idea, Luna. Go down to the canteen and get a small sample of everything.”

Dorothy got down to some paperwork, while Zeke sat in a chair and looked around him. Half an hour later, Luna was back. Then she and Dorothy arranged the morsels of food on a work surface.

“Let’s see. We’ve got a little bit of beef, ham, pork, lamb. Then there’s vegetables. We’ve got boiled potato, carrot, lettuce, swede, cucumber, cabbage and broccoli. And I also brought some fruit. Apple, orange, grapes, passionfruit, banana and avocado. And finally, some peanuts, Brazil nuts and cashew nuts.”

They laid everything out carefully and then gestured to Zeke.

Zeke stood up and approached the worktop and then looked at Dorothy and Luna, not sure what they wanted of him.

“Eat.” said Dororthy and used a hand to simulate putting something in her mouth.

Zeke soon saw the fruit that he knew as a pasha. It was whole. He looked around and saw his belongings on a table. He walked over to it and picked up one of his stone knives, watching the women the whole time to see if they would object.

He returned to the worktop and sliced the pasha in half and then picked up one of the halves. He looked at Dorothy. She nodded approvingly. Zeke returned to his seat and began to feast on the fruit, scooping out the gelatinous pulp and seeds with his knife and scoffing it down. When he had finished, he looked longingly at the other half of the fruit. Seeing this, Luna picked it up and gave it to him. He quickly devoured it, leaving just two empty halves of wrinkled purple skin and white pith lining.

Dorothy gestured to the worktop once again. Zeke got up to see what else there was. He chose the avocado and finished it off in no time. Then he approached Dorothy and Luna.

They backed off slowly, wondering what his intention was. Dorothy felt for her man-prod just in case. But when he got close enough, Zeke fell to his knees, then reached up and took Dorothy’s hands in his and kissed them. Then he did the same to Luna.

“He’s thanking us.” said Dorothy.

“He’s not touched any of the meat. Do you think he’s a vegetarian?” asked Luna.

“He’s not eaten any of the vegetables either.” replied Dorothy.

“He’s only eaten fruit. And he’s chosen the most protein dense fruits each time. It looks like he’s a frugivore. I’ll nip into town this afternoon and stock up on passionfruit and avocado.”

Wednesday 9 May 71

Dorothy and Luna gave Zeke passionfruit and avocado every day. He also seemed partial to the occasional banana. With the new diet, he recovered his strength quickly, and a week later, Dorothy declared him 100% fit.

“Ok, now we can get down to business. First off, I need a blood sample.”

Dorothy got an antiseptic wipe and cleaned the inside of one of Zeke’s upper arms near the elbow. She then tied a tourniquet around it. She then got her needle and found a vein and extracted a small amount of blood.

“Ow!” said Zeke.

“Oh, sorry about that.”

Luna cleaned up the small wounded and stuck a plaster over it.

“While I’m analysing this, Luna, see if you can get a semen sample.”

“Ok, mum.”

“We’ll have to strap him down on the gurney. We don’t know how he’ll react.”

Zeke was wearing shorts and a T-shirt that they had given him.

“Zeke, strip.” commanded Dorothy.

She expected to have to gesture, but Zeke complied.

“Right, let’s get him on the gurney.” said Dorothy.

“On the gurney.” commanded Luna.

Zeke looked puzzled.

“On the bed.” tried Dorothy.

To their surprise, he understood and immediately got onto the gurney and laid down.

“It’s strange how he understands some commands.” said Dorothy.

“Yes. Do you think someone’s been teaching him?”

“It makes you wonder.”

They got him securely strapped on.

“Ok, Luna. I’ll leave you to it while I start the blood analysis.”

“Ok, mum.”

Luna wheeled Zeke out into the holding area and stopped between the cages where she could work undisturbed. Then she got to work. Zeke felt one of Luna’s hands cup his ball bag and lift it slightly.

“Oh dear. I don’t there’s much in the tank. Still, let’s have a try, shall we?”

Zeke suddenly felt his cock become very warm. He glanced down and realized that it was inside Luna’s mouth. The next moment, he felt her lips clamp around the base, and then she started sucking. It had no effect on Zeke at all. His cock remained totally unperturbed.

Luna was surprised. She took her mouth off the cock and gripped the foreskin between the thumb and forefinger of her right hand and tried wanking it. But to no avail. She kept at it for about 10 minutes.

Then she looked up as Dorothy and Jenny came out of the lab.

“How are you getting on, Luna?” asked Dorothy.

“Not very well. I can’t get him hard.”

“What have you tried?” asked Jenny.

“Wanking and a blow job. But whatever I try, he just doesn’t respond.”

“Can I try?” asked Jenny.

“Of course.” said Luna.

It was well known that Jenny was an expert cock sucker. If she couldn’t suck the milk out of a man’s balls, then no one could.

Like Luna, Jenny started off by gently feeling his ball bag.

“You know, it doesn’t feel like there’s much in there.”

“I know. That’s what I thought.” replied Luna.

“Give it a try anyway, Jenny.” said Dorothy.

“Ok.”

Jenny opened her mouth wide and took his limp cock inside. She clamped her lips around the base of the shaft and tickled the dick with her tongue, but she couldn’t get any response. She tried playing with his balls at the same time. Nothing.

She then leaned down and gave his ball bag some attention. She sucked a ball inter her mouth and bathed it with her tongue. Using her finger, she poked the other one inside as well. Then she began to suck them and at the same time, she began to gently wank the cock. But it did no good. Zeke’s cock had decided to take the day off.

Jenny stood up, admitting defeat.

“Maybe it’s a medical problem. Perhaps caused by his recent weakened state. He might get back to normal in a few weeks.” suggested Jenny.

“Maybe he’s inherited some kind of disability.” added Luna.

“Perhaps they’ve all had it and that’s why they’re extinct.” said Dorothy.

“Nearly extinct.” corrected Luna.

“Or maybe they just don’t get turned on the same way as our males do.” suggested Jenny.

“Perhaps Venanoid females have some special technique that we don’t know about. After all, his cock isn’t the same as the cocks on our males.”

“What do you mean?” asked Luna.

“Did you notice how rough his cock felt in your mouth?”

“Yes, it was sort of – I don’t know – leathery?”

“That’s right. I’ve sucked a few cocks in my time. His cock skin is much tougher than usual.”

“Well, it will have evolved that way for a reason.” said Dorothy.

“Obviously to protect the cock. It could mean that Venanoids have to pump away a lot longer than human males. Or that Venanoid females have much tighter pussies.”

“There’s no way to find out unless we can capture a living Venanoid female.” suggested Luna.

“Well, I’ve been trying to convince the duchess that we need to get the army to carry out a detailed search.” said Dorothy.

“But she says they’re too busy with other things at the moment.”

Dorothy checked the time.

“Oh, well. I guess we’ll have to make do without the semen sample. Maybe we’ll find out more when he learns English and we can ask questions. We’ll call it a day. But at least he’s got his strength back. I think you can take possession now, Jenny, and start to teach him English.”

“Ok, Dorothy.”

They released him from the gurney and told him to get dressed. Jenny then took him home, together with his gear.

Monday 14 May 71

The following Monday, they decided to have a meeting to review the progress so far.

“Where’s Jenny?” asked Dorothy.

“She’s on the phone, mum. She’s worried about her sister.”

Just then, Jenny came into the room with a big smile on her face.

“Is everything ok, Jenny?”

“Yes, Dorothy. I finally spoke to my sister Lucy. She’s on the border with the ALI. You know there was serious incident there yesterday?”

“Yes, I heard that two girls were killed and three wounded. I take it Lucy is fine?”

“Yes, she said she wasn’t involved. In fact, she didn’t know anything about it until she heard it on the radio.”

“That’s good. Well, to business then. The blood tests confirm that Zeke is not a human. At least, he’s not a homo sapiens. But I’ve now had time to make a detailed study of his DNA. It has a lot in common with ours. It seems likely that we have a common ancestor, maybe something over 300,000 years ago.”

“So, are you saying that one of us visited the other’s planet?” asked Luna.

“More likely, some advanced civilization visited both and seeded both planets with our common ancestors.” replied Dorothy.

“How are you getting on with him, Jenny?”

“Very well, Dorothy. He’s learning English really fast. He seems to be quite intelligent for a male. He’s really getting to grips with the basics of the language now. I think in a few weeks, you will be able to have an actual conversation with him as long as you choose your words carefully. His vocabulary is still very small.”

“Excellent. Have you been keeping him locked up?”

“I did at first, but he shows no inclination to escape so I’ve given him the run of the house and garden. He’s very obedient. And that’s got me wondering.”

“Yes?”

“Well, you’ve probably noticed it yourself. Whenever you speak to him, it’s like he instantly gives you his full attention. And as long as he understands your command, he obeys instantly.”

“So, what’s your conclusion?”

“I think it indicates that Venanoids live in a matriarchal society.”

“Interesting. Ok, keep at it, Jenny.”

Saturday 19 May 71

The following Saturday, Jenny had the day off. At least, she stayed at home. But she wasn’t idle. She spent the morning teaching Zeke additional words and correcting his speech whenever he made a mistake. But he really was coming on in leaps and bounds.

It was a warm and pleasant day, so in the afternoon Jenny sat outside on her patio and read a book while she waited for Luna, who was visiting that afternoon.

“Zeke!”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny?”

“Fetch a cold drink, please. The orange can.”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny.”

Jenny had to describe anything she wanted bringing. Zeke couldn’t read, but Jenny had taught him basic colours.

A few minutes later, Zeke was back with a cold beer. Jenny smiled. She enjoyed being waited on. That was another reason why she should get her own boy.

“Come here, Zeke.”

Jenny stood up as Zeke approached. She grabbed him and pulled him in tight and gave him a long tongue kiss. Zeke didn’t know what to make of it.

“You’re so cute, Zeke. I’ve got such a crush on you. It’s such a shame your bits don’t work.”

Zeke didn’t understand and just looked puzzled. But he knew Jenny was kind and he liked being with her. The next moment, Jenny heard a noise and turned to see Luna coming around the side of the house.

“Zeke! Fetch a cold drink for Mistress Luna, please. Orange can.”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny.”

“And Zeke. Say ‘Good afternoon’ to Mistress Luna.”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny. Good afternoon, Mistress Luna.”

“Good afternoon, Zeke.”

Luna briefly smiled but then a worried expression appeared on her face.

“Isn’t he coming along well, Luna?”

But then Jenny noticed the look on Luna’s face.

“What is it, Luna? What’s the matter?”

“It’s just been announced on the radio. The Queendom has declared war on King George. The army crossed the border this morning.”

Jenny looked worried. She was clearly concerned for her sister, so Luna rushed up and gave her a big hug.

“She’ll be fine, Jenny. You’ll see.”

Monday 21 May 71

Thursday was the deadline for completing their report, so Dorothy and Luna spent the next few days completing their analysis and writing up their conclusions. Meanwhile, Jenny tried to question Zeke about his early life and where he had come from. But it was difficult because of Zeke’s limited vocabulary. He especially didn’t understand technical terms which limited the information that Jenny was able to obtain.

Thursday 24 May 71

Finally, on Thursday, their report was ready, and Dorothy presented it to Patricia for review who in turn passed it to Duchess LInda who then summarised it for the queen.

Dorothy, Luna and Jenny were eagerly looking forward to Patricia giving them permission to publish. They would then send their report to “The Scientist”, a magazine well respected on both North and South Vena. The news would no doubt send a shockwave over the whole planet.

Late in the afternoon, the phone rang. Luna picked it up.

“Dorothy, it’s Patricia. She wants to speak to you.”

Dorothy hurried over and eagerly took the call. Luna and Jenny listened to Dorothy’s side of the conversation.

“Hello Patricia – Yes – Yes – Yes - I understand – Yes – Of course, Patricia – Yes – Yes  - Very good – Ok, Patricia. Bye.”

Luna and Jenny looked at Dorothy and saw the disappointed look in her face.

“We’re not to publish yet. The Queen feels that it wouldn’t get the attention it deserves. We’re to wait until the war is over, and then in due course, a new assessment will be made, and no doubt permission will then be granted.”

“I can see their point.” said Luna.

“What’s the latest news from the front?” asked Dorothy.

Jenny, worried about the fate of her twin sister, was keeping up to date with every item of news as and when it came in.

“The army reached the town of King George today and has cut it off from the south. And the navy is blockading their harbour. General Esme has demanded they surrender but they’ve refused. But they won’t be able to hold out for long.”

“Have you heard from Lucy, Jenny?” asked Dorothy.

“Yes, I heard from her three days ago, she was at a supply depot on what used to be the Gareth Line.”

“What’s that?”

“It was King George’s frontier defence line. But now it’s a Queendom Army supply depot.”

Monday 28 May 71

Having finished their analysis, the ladies no longer needed Zeke in the lab every day. So, Jenny decided to let him stay at home. He wanted to learn to read, so she had borrowed some basic learning materials from a friend who worked at the Department of Male Education. The books were intended for 6-year-olds.

She went through the books with him, but he then seemed happy to study them on his own. She was nervous the first time she left him, but when she returned late in the afternoon, he was still there and happily studying the books.

Wednesday 30 May 71

But one Wednesday, Zeke felt bored. He decided he wanted to explore the town. It would also give him the chance to try out his language skills on strangers.

He knew the way into town and set off on foot for the two-mile journey. He was seen by many women on his way in, but wearing shorts and a T-shirt and trainers, he looked much less threatening than on his first visit, and everyone assumed that he must have a waiver.

As he neared the town centre, he came across a demonstration. A march was coming towards him. The women were supporting the action in King George. Many of them had placards with words on them. Zeke stared at them trying to decide what the words were. But it was no good, there were too many strange words.

“The future is female.”

“Sisterhood is powerful.”

“Smash the patriarchy.”

It would have been wise to get out of the way, but not understanding what was happening, Zeke stood his ground and watched as the marchers approached.

“Get out of the way, boy.” shouted one of the marchers.

The marchers passed close by on both sides. Zeke didn’t know what to do. Suddenly, hands grabbed him and pulled him to the ground. He was then dragged into an alleyway.

His shorts and T-shirt were then ripped off, quickly followed by his underpants. Four women stood over him and looked down at him.

“Ok, male, let’s see what you can do.”

Zeke smelled something and recognized it. It seemed the women liked the same drink that Mistress Jenny liked, out of the orange can. But it smelled like they had had a lot more of it than Mistress Jenny usually had.

Three of the women then held Zeke down, while the other reached for his cock and began to wank it. Nothing happened, so she tried sucking it instead. After a minute she gave up and another woman took her place but also had no success.

“There must be something wrong with him.” said one.

“Call yourself a man?” said another.

Then they all gave him a good kicking before laughing and walking off to rejoin the march.

Zeke got up and pulled his torn clothes back on. He walked along the alleyway to where it joined the street and looked out. The marchers had passed by.

Zeke decided to go home and set off. But as soon as he set off, he was shouted at by two police officers, who were following the march at a distance and keeping an eye on it.

“You, boy. Stop where you are. Come here.”

Zeke looked around. But he had been beaten up once today and didn’t fancy another dose, so he ignored then and carried on walking.

“Stop.”

He looked around. The officers were running after him. One had already drawn her man-prod. Zeke broke into a run. A few seconds later, he glanced behind. He was out pacing them. They stopped chasing, so he relaxed and continued walking.

But a few minutes later, he heard a siren. He had heard that sound before. Sure enough, a car with a flashing light on top appeared. Followed quickly by another. Four officers got out and quickly surrounded him. They were all taller than him and they had all drawn their man-prods. Zeke assumed they were clubs and they were going to beat him up with them.

He let them get to within a few yards and then tried to make a break for it, aiming between two of them. They tried to block him, but Zeke bundled one of them over and she fell to the ground.

Buzz! “Aaaaaargh!”

One of the officers zapped him with medium strength and he also fell to the ground. He was conscious but lost control of his muscles for a few seconds. Long enough for the officers to pull his hands behind his back and cuff them.

He was then marched back to one of the patrol cars and bundled into the back.

Ten minutes later, he was in Central police station. Unfortunately, there was no one on duty who recognized him.

They scanned him but found no chip.

“Take him for a radio and then lock him up, Ellie.”

“Sue’s off today, sarge.”

“Ok, lock him up. We’ll do the radio tomorrow.”

Later that afternoon, Jenny arrived home to find Zeke missing. She was distraught and immediately called Dorothy and Luna. Jenny wanted to file a lost property report with the police, but Dorothy stopped her.

“We can’t do that, Jenny. He hasn’t got a serial number, and they’ll want to know why. It’s obviously because he’s not a human but we’re not allowed to announce that yet. So, we’ll just have to sit tight and hope he turns up.”

Friday 2 June 71

The following morning, Zeke was taken for a radio scan. Sue thought she recognized him but couldn’t place him. Then he was taken to an interview room.

“Stand still, boy. He’s been for a radio, Carol, and Sue says the results should be available tomorrow.”

“Thanks Mia.”

“Right, boy. Let’s start with your serial number.”

“No number.”

“What?”

“No number.”

“Why not? Are you a foreigner?”

Zeke made no reply.

“How about a name then?”

“Zeke.”

“What?”

“Zeke.”

“Spell that.”

Zeke didn’t understand the question.

“Can you read and write?”

“No.”

“Who is your owner?”

“Jenny.”

“And where does Jenny live?”

“Jenny lives in a house.”

“That’s not funny, boy.”

“Give me the address.”

Zeke didn’t understand that one and said nothing.

“I don’t think you understand the trouble you are in boy. Fleeing the police. Resisting with violence. Being outside alone without a waiver. And there could be more charges for you and your owner when we get to the bottom of why you have no chip. So, answer me boy. Who is this Jenny and where do you live?”

Carol thumped the table for emphasis when she spoke.

Zeke feared he was in for another beating, and in his nervous state, broke into his native language.

“Jenny! Jenny! Iklue ihe.”

(Jenny! Jenny! Help me.)

“What was that, boy?”

“Nmy gihirumeije udiwy. Wejilehuw'uzoe bohubiby ihe. No hery genmuwy ihe.”

(It wasn’t my fault. The women beat me up. I just wanted to go home.)

Carol and Mia looked at each other.

“We’ll need to get some help.” said Carol.

She picked up the phone, and spoke to Inspector Ruth, the boss of Central Police.

“Ruth, it’s Carol. I’ve got a male here, no chip, who speaks some weird foreign language. I was wondering . . .”

“Oh, really?”

“Yes, he’s about 5 feet 2, a bit on the hairy side.”

“You do? Ok, Ruth, will do.”

“Ruth knows who he is. She says to take him back to the cells for the moment.”

“Ok, Carol. Come with me, boy.”

But before she could open the door to leave, there was a loud, rapid knock.

“Come in.”

“Oh, hi Tracy. What’s up?”

“Have you heard the news? King George has surrendered.”

That evening, Dorothy was informed by the police that they were holding Zeke and that he was being charged. They also asked Dorothy to come in for an interview the following day.

Dorothy immediately notified Jenny that Zeke was safe, and then she had a word with Patricia. They both agreed that it would be much easier to recover Zeke once their report had been published. Patricia agreed to discuss it with the duchess.

Just a few hours later, Dorothy was informed that an announcement would be made tomorrow and the report would be published in the next issue of The Scientist.

Saturday 3 June 71

The next day Dorothy went to the Central police station for her interview. But she wasn’t alone, she had brought along a colleague from the university. Beatrice was a professor of law.

“Good morning, ladies What can I do for you?”

“We’re here to see Officer Carol. She is expecting me.

They were shown to Carol’s office.

“Ms Dorothy and Ms Beatrice are here to see you, Carol.”

“Show them in.”

The ladies entered.

“Good morning, Carol. I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve brought a colleague along. This is Professor Beatrice. She’s an expert in Queendom law. She’ll be able to help clear up this little misunderstanding.”

“I see. Please sit down, ladies.”

Carol didn’t understand what Dorothy was getting at.

“Well, the reason I asked you to come in this morning, Dorothy . . .”

“Sorry to interrupt, Carol, but I should perhaps explain that we’re simply here to collect Zeke and take him back to the university. So, if you could arrange for him to be brought here . . .”

“I’m afraid that won’t be possible. Zeke is under arrest. He is facing several charges, including resisting with violence. And I would also like to understand why he has not been registered and has no chip.”

“I’m afraid you have no power to arrest him or charge him, Carol. And he doesn’t need a chip.”

“What do you mean? Of course we can arrest and charge him. He broke the law. I appreciate he was assaulted, and we’re looking into that, but that doesn’t mean he can just . . .”

“Zeke isn’t covered by Queendom law. Professor Beatrice, would you like to explain?”

“Certainly. I’ve checked the law Carol, and it’s very specific. It only applies to humans.”

“Yes, obviously, but what’s your point?”

“Brace yourself for a shock. Zeke isn’t a human.”

Carol was gobsmacked.

“What do you mean?”

“He’s a Venanoid. An announcement will be made this morning, and full details will be published in the next issue of The Scientist. I think the law might need updating, but as it stands, Zeke isn’t covered. He’s technically covered only by animal welfare laws. So, even if you manage to find the women who beat him up, you won’t be able to charge them with assault. You would have to use animal cruelty laws.”

Carol looked at Dorothy.

“It’s true. We’ve been conducting research on him at the university for about a month. There’s no doubt about it. But until today, we’ve been ordered to keep it secret.”

“Shit! I think you’d better come with me and speak to Inspector Ruth.”

“Of course.”

An hour later, Dorothy and Beatrice left the police station, taking Zeke with them. However, until Queendom laws were updated to include Venanoids, Dorothy had to agree not to allow Zeke out on his own, and when he was out, to keep him on a lead.

Meanwhile, the announcement that the Queendom had a live Venanoid created a sensation and much scepticism across the whole planet.

Monday 5 June 71

The following Monday, the next edition of The Scientist went to press. It contained the detailed analysis compiled by Dorothy, Luna and Jenny. That day’s newspapers published simplified extracts of the report that they thought their readers would be able to understand.

But an unexpected consequence that worried Patricia and Dorothy was the news that, since the announcement on Saturday, there had been a rush of both professional slave hunters and amateur sleuths heading to remote areas and searching for Venanoids or their villages. But so far, there had been no sightings of either.

Official searches hadn’t really got going on South Vena. They would need to be carried out by the Queendom Army, but they had had other things on their plate lately.

Patricia arranged a meeting. Dorothy, Luna and Jenny attended.

“We need to figure out where Zeke came from. If there are more Venanoids out there, we need to find them before the slave hunters or smugglers do. What has Zeke been able to tell you?”

Jenny answered.

“Not a lot. His basic language skills are coming along nicely, but his vocabulary is still very limited. He has difficulty explaining or describing things in a way that makes sense. And even when he says something that makes sense grammatically, you have to be careful because he often uses words with a mistaken understanding of their meaning. In short, I need two or three more months to work on his language skill. But at the same time, Zeke is also teaching me his language.”

“I see. So, Dorothy, with the limited information currently available, have you any theories on where he came from?”

“Well, he was found on South Vena so unless he stowed away on a ship, that’s the most likely place. He was first seen walking into Victoria from the north. So, that suggests the uncharted country either side of the Aurora to St Peter highway. Perhaps now that the war is over, the army will be able to survey some of that country.”

“It will probably be a few weeks yet before they are available. They’ve still got some mopping up to do. A sizeable occupation force will need to remain in King George for at least a month, and they estimate there are up to a hundred holdouts in the area east of King George that will need to be rounded up at some point.”

“Yes, my sister Lucy says she thinks it will be another 3 or 4 weeks before her platoon is demobilized.” added Jenny.

“How is Lucy? Is she ok?” asked Dorothy.

“Yes, she didn’t see any action and now she’s mainly manning checkpoints or doing patrols.”

“What about Arthur?” asked Luna.

“Who’s Arthur?” asked Patricia.

“Arthur is a guy who supposedly met a Venanoid many years ago, Patricia. He’s been featured in magazines many times.”

“Oh, yes, I remember now.”

“Anyway, apparently, he’s still alive and lives in King George. So, we were wondering, now that the war’s over, whether it was worth questioning him.” said Dorothy.

“Or we could just dig out all the articles on him that we can find.”

“No. Magazine articles always sensationalise things. You’ll always get better information from the horse’s mouth. Go and speak to him, Dorothy. Take Luna with you if you like. I’ll make the arrangements. You’ll need a permit to enter King George as its under martial law.”

“Jenny, keep working on Zeke’s language skills – and your own - and see what you can get out of him.”

Tuesday 6 June 71

There was no time to waste. Dorothy and Luna set off the next morning in Dorothy’s car. After a break for lunch in Aurora, they arrived in Stakarov late in the afternoon and checked into a hotel.

Wednesday 7 June 71

The next morning, they set off for King George. The highway was full of military vehicles travelling in both directions, and temporary military infrastructure was everywhere. On the right, Advanced Supply Depot No.3, on the left, Prisoner of War Camp No.1, and then further up, more of the same.

After an hour, they arrived at the Queendom Customs Post, just short of the border. They slowed down and stopped, although the barrier was already raised. A trooper walked over to speak to them.

“Keep going. All the checks are bring done at the old King George customs post.”

They kept going and four miles later, they arrived at the former King George customs post. The barrier was down and they stopped in front of it.

Dorothy wound the window down. A trooper approached them and looked in.

“Your ID cards please.”

Dorothy and Luna handed them over and the trooper examined them.

“You’re civilians?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“What’s your reason for crossing into King George?”

“We’ve on government business.” replied Dorothy.

She handed over their authorization, signed by Duchess Linda of Victoria. The trooper read the authorization carefully, but she didn’t seem confident.

“Wait here just a moment.”

Dorothy and Luna watched as the trooper went into the office and conferred with the officer in charge. They could see the officer reading their authorization letter. She glanced out the window at them and then handed it back to the trooper. The trooper emerged from the office and handed the letter back to Dorothy.

“Yes, everything is in order. On your way.”

The barrier lifted and they drove slowly forwards.

“Look at all this!” exclaimed Luna.

“This was the Gareth Line.” commented Dorothy.

Slave teams had already started the clean-up work but there were still shell craters everywhere and several wrecked field guns.

They drove on. There were signs of battle all the way into King George. When they arrived, Dorothy spotted a hotel and parked in the car park behind it. They had not been able to book a room in advance, as landline communications with King George had not yet been restored.

They parked their car and entered the hotel. It was the George. Dorothy spoke to the receptionist.

“Hi. We would like a room for two, for two nights please.”

“Oh, I’m very sorry, maam, but I’m afraid we’re fully booked.”

“Oh. Can you recommend anywhere else?”

“Yes, your best bet would be the William Cecil, two hundred yards up the road.”

“Ok, thank you very much.”

They got back into their car and drove the short distance to the William Cecil.

“Let’s hope we have better luck here.” said Dorothy.

They entered the hotel and approached the reception desk. They were surprised to see a trooper manning the desk and the trooper was just as surprised to see civilians.

“Good afternoon. I’m Sergeant Diana. How can I help you?”

“Good afternoon, Diana. We would like a room for two for two nights please.”

“I’m sorry, but this hotel has been requisitioned by the Queendom Army. It’s for the military and government officials only. I recommend you try the George. It’s about two hundred yards down the road.”

“We’ve already tried the George. They’re full. They recommended that we try here.”

“Well, I’m sorry about that but there’s not much I can do.”

“Show her the letter, mum.” suggested Luna.

Dorothy showed her the authorization letter.

“We’re not government officials, but we are here on official business.”

The trooper read it.

“Hmmm. I’ll see what I can do.”

Diana spent the next minute looking through the hotel register. Finally, she looked up.

“The best I can do for you is a small single room. It’s not even en-suite. And one of you will have to sleep on a camp bed.”

“That won’t be a problem.”

“Room 316. On the third floor. I’ll get someone to bring you a camp bed.”

“Thank you very much, Diana.”

Dorothy and Luna found their room and unpacked their bags. There was a knock on the door. Luna answered it. A male was standing outside.

“Your camp bed, Mistress.”

“Oh. Thank you very much.”

Luna reached out to take it.

“Would you like me to assemble it, Mistress? They can be a bit tricky.”

Dorothy spoke up.

“Yes please, boy. Come Luna, let’s leave him to it. Let’s go out and have a look around the town.”

The went back out onto the High Street.

“Let’s see if we can find somewhere to eat.” said Dorothy.

They walked slowly along the High Street.

“There’s not much sign of fighting here.” remarked Luna.

“No, apparently they surrendered after we landed troops north of the town and cut off their power supply.”

The town was quite busy, both with Queendom Army troops and local civilian females.

“This is so strange. Everywhere you look, it’s just females.”

They were both used to Victoria, where you would typically see a lot of males, mostly accompanied by a female, but also some on their own with valid waivers.

“Yes. It feels so odd. Oh! Look over there. We spoke too soon.”

Up ahead, there was a long queue of males outside the town hall. They were gradually shuffling forward and going in. And occasionally, a male would come out and walk off down the street. As they got nearer, they saw that most of the guys were in their 40’s at least.

Two Queendom Army MPs were standing nearby, keeping an eye on things. Dorothy spoke to one of them.

“Excuse me, but what’s happening here?”

“It’s male registration. They’re getting their serial numbers and getting chipped. It’s their last day to do it so there’s a bit of a rush. Some of them are getting quite frustrated, but it’s their own fault, they shouldn’t have left it until the last minute.”

“Most of them seem to be over 40. What happened to all the younger guys?”

“These are all civilians. There are a few younger ones here, but most of the young men were called up into their militia, so they’ll be in the PW camps now.”

Dorothy and Luna carried on walking but soon came to a quaint pub called the King’s Head. They went in and sat down at a table.

After a short time, a young man approached them and took their order. They both ordered a beer and a meal of scampi and chips.

After their meal, they went back to their room to get an early night. Dorothy took the bed and Luna the camp bed. They were both worn out and hoped for a good night’s sleep.

But their hopes were dashed. The 150-bed hotel accommodated nearly 300 troopers, mostly in their late teens and early twenties. The chances of a peaceful night under those circumstances were virtually nil. There was constant screaming and shouting until almost 3am.

At one point, Luna heard what sounded like two males screaming. It was coming from the corridor outside their room. She opened the door and looked out. She was just in time to see two naked males being dragged into one of the rooms by half a dozen excited troopers.

She shut the door and sighed.

Thursday 8 June 71

The next day after breakfast, Dorothy and Luna went to the address Patricia had provided them with. It was a ground floor flat in the town centre, just behind the High Street.

Dorothy knocked on the door, and after a few seconds, it was opened by a small plump lady. She looked like she was around 60 and she looked worried.

“Yes? What do you want?”

“Does Arthur live here?”

“Who’s asking? Are you from the Queendom?”

“Yes, we’re from Victoria.”

“Is this about the shop this afternoon? Is he in trouble? I’m sorry, but he’s an old man and can be a bit grouchy at times. He means no harm.”

“No, he’s not in any trouble. We just want to ask him a few questions.”

Then there was a shout from further inside.

“Who is it, Mabel?”

“There are two women from Victoria at the door.”

“Are they police?”

The lady looked at Dorothy.

“No, we’re not the police.”

“It’s not the police.”

“In that case, tell them to piss off.”

The lady looked worried but Dorothy and Luna just grinned.

“We’re just here to ask Arthur a few questions about the Venanoid he saw.”

Before Mabel could pass on that information, an old man appeared at the door. Dorothy assumed he must be Arthur. He looked about the right age. In fact, he looked quite good for a man of 84.

“Not again! Why can’t you people leave me alone? What magazine is it this time?”

The old man sounded annoyed.

“Dad!” hissed Mabel.

“Show some respect.”

“We’re sorry to bother you sir. But we’re not from the press.”

The old man just stared at them.

“Are you Arthur?” asked Dorothy.

“I might be or I might not be. What business is it of yours?”

“Mistress!” whispered Mabel as she jabbed him in the ribs.

“No, Mabel, I refuse. I’m sorry if it offends you, ladies, but I’m 84 years old and I’ve never called any woman ‘mistress’ in my life and I’m not going to start now. I don’t care what they say.”

“That’s quite all right.” replied Dorothy, laughing.

“We’re researchers from the University of Victoria. We want to ask Arthur about his Venanoid sighting. So, are you Arthur?”

“I used to be.”

“What do you mean, you used to be?”

“My parents named me Arthur 104 years ago on Earth. For 104 years my name has been Arthur, but two days ago at the town hall, some 22-year-old fresh out of a college somewhere tells me I’m not Arthur anymore. From now on, I’m 0-0-5197.”

Dorothy and Luna laughed.

“104 years, sir?” queried Luna.

“Yes, he’s 84 years old but he also spent 20 years in cryogenic suspension on the voyage from Earth.” replied Dorothy.

“You don’t count that as part of your age.”

“Oh, I see.”

“So, do you mind if we ask you some questions, sir?”

“What’s the point? I’ve told countless people everything I know countless times. And nobody ever believes me. They always think I must have been drunk, or maybe I just made the whole thing up. Most of them just laughed at me.”

“This time it’s different. This time you will be believed. In fact, we already know you were telling the truth. But we have questions that we need to ask.”

“How do you know? Maybe I did make the whole thing up.”

“You didn’t.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“Because we’ve got one. A Venanoid. Alive. A young male. He’s back in Victoria. We’ve been studying him for some time.”

Arthur was stunned. He was speechless for a while.

“Maybe you had better come in and sit down. Mabel, make some tea.”

“Yes, dad.”

“Come through here, ladies.”

“So, Arthur, you’re one of the last surviving founders.” began Dorothy.

“Yes, there’s only a handful of us left now.”

“So, you arrived in the year 1 when you were –“

Dorothy did the math.

“14?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“So, what happened? When did you see the Venanoid?”

“It was in the year 6. I was19 then and my dad and I were part of the crew on a sloop. Just a small vessel with a crew of 12. We didn’t have powered ships in those days. We were exploring the northwest coast of North Vena. An abbot and his staff had chartered the ship. They were looking for a site to found a new religious colony. We found a promising site. A nice, sheltered bay, below forested hills.”

“St Davids?” asked Dorothy.

“Yes, that’s right. When we arrived, they wanted to go ashore for a closer look. So, we lowered a boat and rowed them ashore so they could have a look around. They wanted to find a good site overlooking the bay for the abbey they were planning to build. And they also wanted to check the availability of fresh water and do some soil tests. I was the youngest in the shore party and my job was to just stay with the boat and keep a look out for signals from the ship. Everyone else went off along the beach.”

“I see.” said Dorothy.

“Well, I don’t deny that I’d had quite a lot of grog the night before. We all had. But I wasn’t sewn up, far from it. But I did need a piss like a racehorse, so I walked up the beach to take a leak in the forest. But I suddenly became aware of this little man standing just inside the forest staring at me.”

“What did he look like?”

“He was small. Not much over 5 feet. And he was hairy but almost naked. All he had on was a thick belt around his waist.”

“What was the belt made of?”

“It looked like some kind of pelt.”

“What happened then?”

“Well, I think he must have been just as stunned as I was. I stopped and just stared at him. Then, all of a sudden, he just turned around and ran off into the forest.”

“How close were you to him?”

“No more than 20 feet.”

“Did you see any others?”

“No just him. And I’ve never seen another one since.”

“Ok, thanks Arthur. We’ll leave you in peace.”

Dorothy and Luna returned to their hotel.

“What do you think, mum?”

“I’m wondering if we’re looking in the wrong place, Luna. Sure, there are large swathes of unexplored land on South Vena. But North Vena is on another level altogether. It’s twice the size of South Vena and with a smaller population. And not only that, almost everyone lives on the south coast between Wells and Eugene. If you exclude the southern coastal belt, you’ve got another two and a half thousand miles of coastline with just four nearly isolated coastal colonies of a few hundred each. And a hinterland that virtually no one has ever visited.”

“But if Zeke comes from the north, how did he end up on South Vena?”

“I don’t know. I wonder if Jenny has had any luck questioning him.”

Friday 9 June 71

They arrived back in Victoria late the following afternoon.

“How was your trip?” asked Jenny when they met her at the university.

“It went very well. We met Arthur and got some useful information. We think he was telling the truth. But he saw the Venanoid where St Davids is now. So, we’re wondering if maybe Zeke came from North Vena. We were discussing it on the drive back. Maybe someone captured Zeke and brought him to the south and he somehow escaped. After all, when we first met him, he seemed to already understand a few words of English. Someone must have taught him. How about you? Have you had any luck questioning him?”

“No, and I’ve given him a few days off. He seems a bit under the weather.”

“Is it serious?”

“I don’t think so. He just seems very tired all of a sudden.”




Chapter 4 – The Ripening

Monday 12 June 71

The following Monday, Zeke didn’t appear for breakfast, so Jenny went to his room to look for him. She found him sitting on his bed. He was wearing a T-shirt, but he had a towel wrapped around his waist and his underpants and shorts were on his bed.

“Are you ok, Zeke? Why aren’t you dressed? It’s time for breakfast.”

“I need bigger clothes, Mistress Jenny.”

“What do you mean? That shirt looks a good fit.”

“Shorts too small, Mistress Jenny.”

“They’re the same shorts you’ve been wearing, Zeke.”

Zeke stood up and dropped the towel onto the floor. Jenny screamed in shock. Zeke’s ball bag had swollen up to the size of a small coconut.

“Are you in pain, Zeke?”

“No, Mistress Jenny. But must move slow,”

Jenny rushed away and called Dorothy.

“What’s up, Jenny?”

“It’s Zeke. Something’s wrong. I think he’s got some kind of infection.”

“What do you mean?”

“His balls are swollen. His ball bag must be 5 inches across. He says he’s not in pain, but he looked worried. He must be suffering.”

“Shit! Bring him in so we can examine him.”

Half an hour later, Jenny and Zeke arrived at the lab where Dorothy and Luna were anxiously waiting. Zeke was wearing one of Jenny’s dressing gowns. Dorothy had borrowed a gynaecological chair.

“Get him in the chair and let’s have a look at him.”

Jenny took the dressing gown, and Zeke was placed naked in the chair. They all stared at his swollen ball bag.

“I’ve never seen anything like it.” said Dorothy.

She got a tape measure.

“You’re right, Jenny. It’s about 5 inches in diameter.”

“What could have caused it? Is there any sign of an insect bite?” asked Luna.

“I can’t see anything.” said Jenny, pulling his cock out of the way and closely examining his balls from all directions.

“Open wide, Zeke.” said Dorothy.

She placed a rolled-up cloth into his mouth.

“Bite down on it. And don’t look.”

She then went back to a drawer and came back with a six-inch-long hypodermic needle.

“Hold him steady, girls.”

Luna and Jenny held onto Zeke’s shoulders. He shuddered and his eye’s watered when Dorothy inserted the needle into his ball bag and extracted a sample of its contents.

“It’s all over, Zeke.”

Dorothy went over to her work area.

“What’s it look like, mum?” asked Luna.

Dorothy examined the sample under a bright light.

“It appears to be semen. That’s odd.”

“Why is that odd? Wouldn’t you expect to find semen in a ball bag?”

“No. In a human male you would only find sperm. The actual semen is only formed just before ejaculation by mixing the sperm with seminal plasma. But Zeke seems to be creating it ahead of time and stockpiling it in his ball bag.”

“Interesting.”

“But the good news is there’s no sign of any purulence at all. This is all very odd. For six weeks, his balls have produced nothing, and then suddenly they start producing like there’s no tomorrow.”

“Do you think it could be natural, Dorothy?” asked Jenny.

“Remember how baggy his ball bag was.”

“Yes, I think it probably is. But he does seem to be in some discomfort. I think we should relieve the pressure. And we might finally get that semen sample we wanted.”

“He’s going to make a hell of a mess.” said Luna.

Dorothy thought for a moment.

“Luna, nip down and see Sally in human biology and ask to borrow her milking table.”

“Good idea.” said Luna and went off on her mission.

“We’ll need a large container.” said Jenny and went to the cupboard to fetch one.

Meanwhile, Dorothy had done the math.

“Jenny, a five-inch diameter sphere can contain about 1000 mL. Obviously, his balls will take up a lot of the space, but let’s place safe.”

Luna returned with the milking table. It was fitted with castors and was height adjustable. The cock hole was about 6 inches in diameter and was fitted with a removable plug. Luna removed it.

“Ok, Zeke, get on the table, face down. Put your cock and balls through the hole.”

Zeke climbed on, carefully positioned his cock and balls above the hole, and lowered himself down, being very careful not to miss. If he put any weight on his ball bag, he would be in agony.

Dorothy wound a handle and raised the table so that Luna and Jenny could get under it comfortably. Luna got ready with the large glass jar while Jenny reached out and began wanking Zeke’s cock which was still fast asleep.

“Should we strap him down?” wondered Jenny.

“No, I don’t think he’ll try to run off.” replied Dorothy.

“No, it wasn’t that. I was thinking of the recoil.”

Zeke groaned and shifted. This wasn’t the most comfortable position for him. His heavy ball bag was unsupported. He would much prefer to be laying on his back.

“Keep perfectly still, Zeke.” said Dorothy, who was standing up and watching the girls get to work.

After a couple of minutes, there didn’t seem to be any sign of progress.

“How are you getting on, Jenny?” inquired Dorothy.

“Not very well. I can’t get him to erect.”

“Oh. I was hoping that his full balls was a sign that he was ready to respond.”

Zeke shifted again.

“Try to keep still, Zeke.” said Dorothy.

“Try sucking him, Jenny.”

“Ok.”

Jenny shifted around so that she was looking up at Zeke’s cock. Then she opened wide and engulfed all two inches of it. She swirled the limp dick around inside her mouth with her tongue. Dorothy ducked down so she could watch Jenny in action.

“I don’t think it’s working, mum.” said Luna.

Zeke moaned and then shifted again, causing his dick to slip out of Jenny’s mouth.

“Zeke! Will you keep still.”

Slap!

Dorothy gave him a hard slap on the arse. Jenny’s lips had already recaptured the dick and were clamped tightly around the base. But on hearing the slap she pulled back.

“What was that noise?”

“Sorry, Jenny. I lost patience and gave him a little slap on the arse.”

“Well, do it again.”

“What?”

“Well, when you spanked him, his cock grew a little. I’m sure of it.”

“Well, ok, it’s worth a try, I guess.”

Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap!

Dorothy spanked him six more times. Jenny wasn’t sucking anymore. She and Luna were just watching his cock in amazement.

“It’s working, Dorothy. Each time you spank his arse, his cock grows a little. It must be nearly four inches now.”

“Interesting. It seems the males of this species respond to pain rather than visual inputs or touch. Hang on, I’ll fetch a cane.”

Dorothy was soon back.

“Ok, girls, keep an eye on him and tell me if anything happens. Right here goes.”

Swish Thwack!

Dorothy applied a medium force whack.

“I didn’t see anything. Try it again.”

Swish Thwack Thwack Thwack!

“No nothing. Where are you hitting him?”

“On his upper back,”

“Well, try somewhere else.”

Swish Thwack Thwack Thwack!

“Yes, that worked. Where was that?”

“That was his arse. Hold on. Pull his hand out, Luna. Palm up. That’s it.”

Swish Thwack!

“Nothing.”

“Hmmm. It appears to be just his arse. Ok, here goes.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack!

Dorothy gave Zeke eight medium strength whacks on the middle of his arse. Zeke had tough, leathery arse skin and didn’t seem too bothered by the punishment.

“Yes! Yes! It’s working. He’s up to six inches now. Keep going.”

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack!

Dorothy upped the strength and gave Zeke eight full strength whacks, but because of his thick arse skin, only very faint marks formed.

“Eight inches now. Keep going, and harder. We’ll tell you when to stop.”

Swish! Thwack!

Swish! Thwack!

Swish! Thwack!

Dorothy began to give Zeke’s arse widely spaced maximum force whacks.

“Ten inches. Keep going.”

Swish! Thwack!

Swish! Thwack!

Swish! Thwack!

“Twelve inches.”

Swish! Thwack!

Swish! Thwack!

Swish! Thwack!

“It seems to have stopped at 12 inches. I guess that’s his full length.”

“Twelve inches? Are you kidding me? Let me see.”

Dorothy ducked down to have a look.

“Goddess in heaven!”

Dorothy couldn’t believe her eyes. Zeke’s massive 5-inch diameter ball bag now had a 12-inch monster sticking out of it. Jenny, with a huge grin on her face, was proudly holding the end of the massive dick near the bell end. Luna was supporting it in the middle.

“Do I need to keep whacking?” asked Dorothy.

“Well, there’s no sign of shrinkage at the moment.” replied Jenny.

“Perhaps it will stay hard as long as he can still feel his arse smarting.” suggested Luna.

“Yes, that’s a possibility. Well, let’s not waste it. Jenny, get to work. Luna, can you manage the jar?”

“Erm. Can you take over in the middle here, mum?”

“Sure.”

Dorothy reached in to support the middle of Zeke’s massive nuclear meat missile, allowing Luna to get ready to collect the fall out in the glass jar.

Jenny got to work on his cock. She gripped the end of the 12-inches of man meat and began to wank it. Dorothy helped by wanking the middle of the shaft instead of just supporting it, and with her spare hand she began to tickle his balls. After three minutes of work, Dorothy felt movement in his ball bag.

“I think he’s about to shoot.”

Luna positioned the glass jar and Jenny held Zeke’s cock so that the end was just inside the opening. Dorothy watched as his ball bag flexed, and then there was the sound of rushing water as four strong ropes of hot spunk shot out of Zeke’s cock and into the waiting glass jar. Jenny wanked the end to try to get more out, but other than a few drips, that was it.

They all got up and Luna handed the glass jar to Dorothy.

“That’s strange. I was expecting a lot more. A human male will always empty his ball bag when he cums.”

Dorothy poured the cum into a test tube that had markings down the side. She examined it carefully.

“It’s about 10 mL. That’s about the average for a human cum shot.”

“What about the rest of it?” asked Luna.

“Exactly. At this rate, he’ll need to cum up to 100 times to empty his ball bag.” said Dorothy, as she poured the cum into a storage jar and screwed a lid onto it.

“But I think this explains a lot. I think this indicates a large gender disparity in this species.”

“What do you mean?” asked Jenny.

“The large capacity of his ball bag and the fact that he only shot about one percent of it indicates that with this species there are a lot of females for every male. And the fact that his balls only recently began producing cum, means they have evolved to practice seasonal breeding.”

“You mean they only have sex at a certain time of the year?” asked Luna.

“Exactly. They’re abstinent most of the year, but then in the summer, the males produce cum. Presumably the females must get the urge and then the males have to service maybe 50 to 100 females each. Their babies are then born in the spring when the fruit they live on is most plentiful.”

“That would explain why the males have no natural sex drive.” added Jenny.

“That’s not a good thing to have when the females only want sex once a year.”

“That’s right.” said Dorothy.

“And they have to be stimulated into wanting sex by applying pain to the arse.”

“This all makes a lot of sense, but what are we going to do about Zeke? There’s no harem of Venanoid females around here, and the poor boy has still got almost a hundred loads in him.” said Jenny.

“I think he needs to be emptied.” said Dorothy.

“I agree. But that’s a big job. I enjoy a nice cock as much as the next girl – maybe more so - but 100 times! No, it’s too much.”

“Well, you’ve got one load out of him already, Jenny. Luna, why don’t you have a go. Meanwhile, I’ll go and talk to Patricia and tell her what we’ve discovered and maybe see about getting some volunteers.”

“Good idea.”

Dorothy went off to confer with Patricia.

“Now that we know he’s not going to shoot the full third of a pint on one go, I think we can get him into a more comfortable position.” suggested Luna.

“Good idea.” replied Jenny.

She wound the handle and lowered the milking table down.

“Turn over onto your back, Zeke.”

Zeke did so.

“Lift your arse up a moment, Zeke.”

Jenny fitted the plug back into the cock hole. She then got into position with the glass jar. Luna then got to work on the cock. But after 10 minutes, there was no sign of another load.

“Try sucking him.” suggested Jenny.

Luna leaned over and her lips clamped tightly over his bell end and began sliding up and down the last 6 inches of meat. It was quite a stretch. Zeke’s cock had increased in girth as well as length.

Up and down went her lips. Inside her mouth, her tongue danced over the smooth, purple helmet. She reached down and lightly gripped the middle of the shaft with one hand. Her other hand took hold of his ball bag, trying to detect any sign of an imminent delivery. She felt the signs after a few minutes and took her mouth off the cock.

“I think he’s about to shoot.”

Jenny held the jar at the ready and Luna aimed the cock.

“Yes, here it comes.”

Another four strong ropes of pure white baby batter shot out of the meat missile and into the jar.

Jenny poured it into the measuring tube.

“Another 10 mL.” she said, and then she added it the storage jar.

“Do you want another go?” asked Luna.

“Sure.”

They got into position again, this time with Jenny wanking and Luna holding the catch jar. But after five minutes, Jenny hadn’t managed to get another load.

“Trying sucking.” suggested Luna.

“It worked last time.”

“Ok.” replied Jenny.

But this time it didn’t work. No matter how hard she sucked, and how hard Luna wanked the middle at the same time, the cock refused to grant another withdrawal.

Just then, Dorothy returned. She was accompanied by Patricia.

“My goddess!” exclaimed Patricia as she got her first view of the 12-inch meat missile pointing straight up like a rocket on a launch pad.

“Any luck, girls?”

“Well, we got a second load out of him, but it was more difficult than the first load. But we’ve been unable to get a third load.”

“What did you try, Luna?”

“Well as you know, Jenny wanked the first load out of him. But that didn’t work for the second load. I had to give him a blow job. But for the third load, even that didn’t work.”

“Hmmm. Perhaps his cock is super sensitive at first but then calms down. Maybe it will respond to real sex. Jenny, why don’t you try riding him?”

Jenny had a huge grin on her face.

“Very well. As long as it’s in the interest of scientific research.”

Jenny stripped off and then carefully climbed onto the milking table. Dorothy and Luna, one on each side, held her shoulders to make sure she didn’t fall. Jenny faced Zeke and squatted with her pussy over his cock.

“OK, shove it in.”

Patricia, eager to help, moved in and took hold of Zeke’s meaty rod.

“Higher, Jenny. It’s a foot long, remember.”

Jenny didn’t feel entirely safe. The milking table wasn’t designed to be stood upon, and it rolled slightly on its castors each time she moved. But Dorothy and Luna had a firm grip of her and steadied her as she gingerly raised herself up until Patricia was able to raise Zeke’s meat missile into a vertical position beneath her pussy.

“Ok, down you come.” said Patricia.

Jenny slowly descended until she felt Zeke’s bell end touch her pussy. Patricia wiped the helmet along her slit a few times to gather up some minge moisture. She then held it steady at the entrance to Jenny’s love cave.

Jenny then gradually lowered herself down, forcing Zeke’s pink pole deeper and deeper into her tight hole.

“Oh, my goddess. There’s so much to take in.”

After what seemed like ages, her arse cheeks finally made contact with Zeke’s thighs.

“Is someone ready with the jar?” asked Jenny.

“Don’t worry about catching any more seed.” replied Dorothy.

“We’ve got plenty to analyse.”

“Fine.”

Jenny then began to slowly ride him. She was careful at first, moving slowly and only rising up about six inches on each thrust before descending again. But after a while, she gained confidence and gradually increased the speed and lengths of her thrusts.

“What’s it like, Jenny?” asked Luna.

“Oh, my goddess, that monster cock feels so nice inside of me.”

By now Jenny was bouncing up and down at full speed, with huge up and down thrusts, her arms held out sideways. Dorothy and Luna were still keeping a grip on her.

Jenny tried to speak as she bounced.

“It’s magnificent. His girth really stretches you wide open. And the extra length really comes in handy for squat riding. There’s none of the worry you usually have about thrusting too high up and the cock falling out.”

Jenny kept bouncing up and down.

“I’m not sure how much longer I can hold out.”

In fact, it was three more bounces. Jenny froze at the top of a thrust, with 10 inches of Zeke’s boy beef exposed. Her quim puckered for a moment and then Jenny screamed.

“Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees! Oh, my goddess, what an experience.”

At that moment, Zeke suddenly raised his arse as high as her could and tried to thrust his cock deep into Jenny’s womb.

Dorothy spotted his ball bag pulsing.

“He’s blowing another load!”

Zeke’s arse thrust up four times, once for every rope of hot spunk. After a few minutes, both Zeke and Jenny had recovered. Jenny climbed off.

“Well, that seemed to work. That was the third load.” said Dorothy.

“Only another 97 to go.” replied Luna.

“Can he go again straight away, or does he have to have a certain amount of time to recover?” asked Patricia.

“We have no idea.” replied Dorothy.

“There are still a lot of unknowns. A lot more research will be needed.”

“We’ll need to get a rough idea of the recovery time before we think about calling for volunteers.”

“Yes, that’s true. Someone needs to get on and have another go right away. Luna?”

“Maybe in a few minutes, mum. I’m still recovering from the blowjob.”

“Don’t look at me, Dorothy.” said Jenny as she got dressed.

“Ok, I’ll do it.” said Patricia.

“Ok, Patricia.”

Patricia got undressed and put her clothes on the worktop and then came back.

Zeke made a noise and they all turned to look at him. He had his tongue out.

“I think he wants to moisten me up.” said Patricia.

“Yes, that’s probably a good idea. We don’t want him getting sore.”

Dorothy and Luna held on to Patricia as she mounted the milking table. Patricia sat astride Zeke’s chest, facing his cock.

“Ok, lick me, Zeke.”

Patricia looked down at Zeke’s twelve inches of man meat. She couldn’t resist. She just had to have a taste. She leaned in. Jenny pointed his meat towards her and Patricia’s lips gripped his shaft and began moving up and down quickly on the top four inches.

Meanwhile, Zeke’s tongue had located Patricia’s pussy, quickly pushed its way between her flaps, and pushed into her moistened minge. He then began to rapidly thrust his tongue in and out of her stretchy hole. Her juices began to flow, dripping straight into his gaping mouth.

Patricia took his cock out of her mouth and began tracing her tongue up and down part of its length instead.

“Hold on to me, I want to turn round.”

Patricia carefully got up and manoeuvred herself until she was facing the opposite way. She paused with her minge above Zeke’s massive meat missile. Then Jenny took hold of it and guided it into Patricia’s love tunnel as she descended all the way down until she was on her knees. She began rocking backward and forwards on his cock, and then leaned forward, her tits dangling near his chin. Zeke managed to lick the nipples a couple of times when her tits swung into range.

Patricia bent down almost flat so she could kiss him on his forehead. Then she sat back up and got down to business. She got up on to her feet and began to squat ride him with her hands resting on his chest. She bounced up and down at a frantic pace. But even though she rose up quite high on each thrust, there was never a danger of Zeke’s twelve inches escaping from its captivity.

“I see what you mean, Jenny. You can bounce up as high as you like. It’s great.”

After a while, Patricia leaned back, moving her hands off his chest and behind her and onto his thighs. She continued bouncing up and down. But she was no longer in the first flush of youth and began to tire, so she kneeled down once again and moved her hands back to his chest. She alternated between bouncing up and down and sitting down but sliding backwards and forwards. As she got more excited, she leaned forward more, moving her hands off his chest and onto the milking table at the side of his head. Her tits flopped onto his chest and bounced up and down on him due to her movements. Soon after, she felt her climax approaching.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

She rose up to release his cock and then sat back down again. Zeke’s cock leaned forward and nestled in Patricia’s arse crack.

“Hmmm. He didn’t cum that time.” said Dorothy.

“Wait!” said Jenny.

Sure enough, a moment later, Zeke’s ball bag pulsed and a moment later, four more powerful ropes of full cream man milk blasted out of his 12-inch dispenser and landed on Patricia’s back. They immediately ran back down her back, through her arse crack and onto Zeke’s belly. The girls helped Patricia get down.

“Well, that’s four loads. Just another 96 to go.” said Luna.

“But at least we now know that he’s ready to go again straight away.” said Dorothy.

“Yes. Come with me, Dorothy. I’m, going to call Duchess Linda and see about getting some volunteers. I might need you to back me up.”

“Of course, Patricia.”

An hour later, at about 4pm, an emergency broadcast was made on a local Victoria TV station asking for volunteers to help poor Zeke in his hour of need, starting at 6pm that evening.”

“We might not get many volunteers tonight.” said Dorothy.

“It’s very short notice. But Patricia say’s they’re going to broadcast several times tomorrow, and she’s confident we’ll get a lot more interest then.”

But when Dorothy went to reception just before 6pm, she was shocked to see a long line of several hundred women. Dorothy counted off the first 100, then thanked the remainder but said they wouldn’t be needed. Dorothy then took the names of the first 100 and gave them an estimate of the time when they would likely be needed. Those that had a long wait could then go home if they wished and return later.

The girls were better organized this time. They had got three adjacent rooms set up. One was designated as the waiting room, another as the changing room, and finally there was the operations room which had a proper bed and a caning horse.

The caning horse was needed because Zeke’s cock had shrunk back to normal in the 3 hours since it was last in action.

Jenny and Luna were on hand to supervise the operations, but Patricia and Dorothy were also there to see things underway. Once things were working smoothly, they would operate with just one supervisor. Dorothy, Luna and Jenny would work two-hour shifts in rotation.

“Right, let’s get him ready.” said Dorothy.

Jenny and Luna helped Zeke onto the caning horse. They shackled him on, mainly to stop him falling off as he didn’t seem to have much energy.

“Patricia, would you like to do the honours?”

“Of course, Dorothy.”

Patricia picked up a 3-foot cane and got into position behind Zeke’s arse.

“Maximum strength whacks. The girls will keep an eye on his cock and tell you went to stop.”

“Ok, here goes.”

Swish Thwack!

Swish Thwack!

Patricia whacked Zeke’s arse with carefully aimed maximum force strokes. They figured a few really hard strokes would be better than messing around at medium strength.

“Four inches.” said Luna.

Swish Thwack!

Swish Thwack!

“It’s about eight now.” said Jenny.

Swish Thwack!

Swish Thwack!

“That’s about it.”

Swish Thwack!

“Yes. It’s twelve inches now.”

“Well done, Patricia.” said Dorothy.

“Ok, get him onto the bed and let’s get started.”

Two women had already been ushered into the changing room and were eager to start.

Jenny opened the door to the changing room.

“First lady, come through. Thanks for volunteering.”

“Hi. What do I do?”

“Right. First of all, you sit on his face so he can lube you up. We need everyone nice and moist otherwise the poor boy is going to end up red raw. After 10 minutes, you move onto his dick. Meanwhile, the next lady comes in and sits on his face. Then after another 10 minutes, you get off and get changed.”

“What positions does he do?”

“He stays on his back the whole time, so it’s cowgirl or squat riding, forward or reverse.”

“Fine.”

“Ok, let’s get going.”

The lady climbed up and sat on his face.

“Ok, girls, we’ll leave you to it. I’ll see you later.”

Dorothy and Patricia left.

“How long will it take, Dorothy?” asked Patricia.

“We reckon he needs to cum another 90 or so times. At 6 times an hour, that’s 15 hours. So, hopefully, he should be empty by 5am.”

Zeke’s ball bag was finally empty just after 4am the next morning. Five ladies were sent home disappointed. Jenny then took Zeke home and put him to bed. He was soon asleep and remained so for a day and a half.

Friday 16 June 71

The following Friday, Patricia called a meeting. Dorothy, Luna and Jenny attended. Patricia opened the meeting.

“Ladies, the Foreign Affairs Office here in Victoria, responsible for foreign relations, has been contacted by representatives of the colonies of Romulus, Wells, Ryman and Eugene. In short, the four most powerful colonies on the planet. After the Queendom, of course. The accuse us of putting the Venanoid population, if indeed such a population still exists, at great risk.”

“In what way, Patricia?” asked Dorothy.

“Simply by revealing that they exist. They worry, and I can see that there is some truth in this, that because of their unique talents, male Venanoids might be abducted and used in our pleasure houses, either the licensed ones or unofficial back street bonkhouses. And if the theory of one male Venanoid for many females is correct, abducting just a few males could decimate or even wipe out the remaining Venanoid population. Therefore, they have demanded that we make it illegal to abduct, trade or own male Venanoids.”

“And the senate and the duchesses are going to go along with that?” asked Dorothy, surprised.

“The Queen, supported by most of the duchesses including our own Duchess Linda, was inclined to accept their demands. But there was a lot of opposition from the senate. Some of them felt that we should not be bowing to pressure from other colonies. So, the Queen had to make concessions to get the senate on board.”

“What concessions?”

“We’ll have to send the results of all the tests, experiments and observations we’ve done on Zeke to the Victoria baby factory. And we’ll have to carry out any additional tests and experiments they request in future.”

“Why are they so interested in Zeke?”

“Well, apparently, scientists in the research wing of Victoria baby factory have for some time been looking into the possibility of creating genetically modified males. In the future, they say it’s likely that GM males will become the norm. They foresee a time in the not-too-distant future when they will be making three different types of slaves. The majority will be what they call general purpose slaves, which are basically the males they are producing now. But there will also be two other types produced in limited numbers. Specialist high strength worker slaves and specialist pleasure slaves. Work on the pleasure slaves is apparently already quite advanced. The idea is to create males that have extra-long cocks and tongues to start with, rather than taking regular males and then extending their cocks and tongues by surgery when the reach maturity, as they do now, which as you can guess, is a very expensive process.”

“So, what’s this got to do with Zeke?”

“They haven’t actually said but I think we can all guess. Currently, the best trained pleasure slaves are capable of at most three cum shots a day, and only the first will be top quality with three or four ropes. The second will be at best one decent rope and maybe a few drips. The third is so unpredictable that most pleasure houses don’t even consider it. They take their boys offline for the day after their second volley.”

“So, they’ve seen what Zeke can do. They want us to figure out what makes Venanoid males stockpile so much cum, and how they are able to shoot a few ropes at a time instead of emptying their entire tank. Obviously, if they can incorporate those features into the new GM pleasure males, that will make them vastly more efficient and profitable.”

“So, the Queen has agreed that you – Dorothy and Luna – will carry out research in this area and pass the results onto the baby factory. In return, the senate agreed to support the Queen in rushing through the new law.”

“So, the law is going ahead, then?”

“Yes. A law is being rushed through and will be on the books in a few days. But just because there is a law forbidding something, does not mean that everyone will obey that law.”

“Therefore, it has been agreed to form a 5-person joint committee. Duchess Linda and I will represent the Queendom and there will also be representatives from Romulus, Ryman and St Davids. The first task of the committee will be to try to answer the following three questions.”

“1. Are there any remaining Venanoid villages on the planet?”

“2. If so, where are they?”

“3. How do we best protect them against exploitation?”

“Obviously, the first step will be to try and find any such villages. Dorothy, Luna. The information you got from Arthur was a great help and searches will be especially intense in the western half of North Vena. Basically, anywhere west of the overland highway. But that’s 90,000 square miles of uncharted territory, and a lot of it is dense forest, requiring search teams to go in on foot. We desperately need to narrow the search area. That’s where you come in. We want you to redouble your efforts to get Zeke’s language up to a level where we can get useful information out of him.”

“What happens if villages are found?” asked Luna.

“The plan is to give them protected status. Only licensed researchers will be allowed anywhere near them.”

“It seems likely that these villages, if they exist, are in the north. Will we be given access?” asked Dorothy.

“It’s been agreed that regardless of where the villages are, properly licensed researchers from any colony will be granted access.”

“Fair enough.”

“Ok, any further questions? No? Ok, get to it, girls.”

Saturday 17 June 71

The authorities were right to worry. Dawn, in her shop in Stakarov, had seen the TV appeal and had at once realised that the Venanoid was in fact the male that she had once had in her hands and had got rid of.

She was furious with herself. She at once began making plans to get him back. In her mind, she had paid for him, so he rightfully belonged to her.

She also contacted Riley to see if she could obtain more of them from the same source. As well as the bonkhouse above her shop in town, Dawn also had an out-of-town operation at a nearby farmhouse. She would use them there. She reckoned she could use up to four of them. If Riley was able to obtain any more, she would sell them on at a profit.

At first, Riley didn’t understand. She had been at sea and hadn’t seen the TV appeal. But when Dawn explained that the male she had sold was a Venanoid with unusual sexual powers, and that she was prepared to pay up to 200,000 credits a head, she was gobsmacked.

Riley promised to see what she could do. The next time she met Ricky, she would ask him to find more of the same. She decided she would offer up to150,000 credits a head.

Monday 19 June 71

Dorothy, Luna and Jenny decided to question Zeke the following Monday. Jenny reckoned she would be able to transform any technical questions into a form that he could understand, especially as she had made excellent progress trying to learn Zeke’s native language herself.

“So, how are you feeling today, Zeke?” asked Jenny as an opener.

“Feel much better, Mistress Jenny.”

“What would happen to you if we hadn’t emptied you, Zeke?” asked Dorothy.

“Not know. Zeke –”

“Yes?”

Zeke couldn’t think of the word.

“Say it in your own language, Zeke.” suggested Jenny.

“Vohuvihy biebie.”

“What did he say?” asked Dorothy.

“I think it means something like ‘new man’.”

“Perhaps he means ‘virgin’.” suggested Jenny.

Dorothy wasn’t convinced.

“Possibly, or it may mean that it’s the first time he has become – what’s the word to describe it?”

“Ripe?”

“Yes, that’s it. Presumably Venanoid males only produce seed after a certain age. This may well have been his first time.”

The questioning went well. Between Zeke’s basic knowledge of English and Jenny’s beginner’s knowledge of Venanoid, they were able to get to the answers to a lot of their questions.

They asked him where he lived but although he was able to describe it in some detail, he was unable to relate it to where they were now. He confirmed that there were many females to every male. But he didn’t know the exact ratio but thought it must be about 50 to 1. He explained that males lived alone most of the time, just minding their own business, and every summer the girls would have to form hunting parties to go out and capture a ripe male to service their village.

The males wouldn’t appear voluntarily since they had no natural sex urge. After capture, their sex urge had to be triggered by inflicting pain on their arses.

But the girls were shocked when Zeke claimed that there were three villages, each with between 50 and 100 women living in them.

“That’s between 150 and 300 women total.” said Luna.

“Yes, but if Zeke’s ratio is accurate, that means no more than 6 males, probably less.” said Jenny.

“This is why it is so important to find them and get protection in place.” said Dorothy.

“Even if just 2 or 3 males get abducted, that would be a catastrophe for them. But even with protection they’re on very shaky ground. 300 women may sound a lot, but those numbers are already basically unviable. All they need is an unexpected disaster, an outbreak of some disease or just a bad harvest, and they’ll be done for.”

They questioned Zeke further. Luna asked about the fashions.

“Women wear trees.”

“What? You mean their clothes are made out of – what – leaves?”

Luna drew a quick sketch of a leaf, and Zeke nodded.

“What about the males? All you had were shoes and a belt made from Munjo hide.”

Zeke grinned.

“Very much.”

“What does he mean?” asked Dorothy.

“I’m not sure. Say it in your language, Zeke.”

“Nowi mizepury.”

“Ah! He means very valuable.”

“How so? It’s just a Munjo hide.” said Luna.

“Not many. Father give son.” said Zeke.

“I think he’s saying they’re very rare and they’re handed down from father to son.”  suggested Jenny.

“But Munjos are all over the place in the wild areas.” said Luna.

“They only eat fruit. Perhaps they never developed hunting skills.” suggested Dorothy.

“No Munjo.” said Zeke.

They all looked at him astonished.

“Are you saying there are no Munjos where you live, Zeke?” asked Jenny.

Zeke confirmed it.

“Munjo eat Pasha. Move where no Munjo.”

“Shit! This explains a lot.” exclaimed Dorothy.

“What do you mean, mum?”

“I’m guessing that at some point in the past, Munjo numbers have exploded for some reason. And as Munjos eat a lot of the same fruit that the Venanoids rely on, the competition has caused Venanoid number to decline.”

“And now the survivors are holding out in some place where there’s plenty of Pasha fruit but no Munjos.” added Luna.

“Exactly. But where?” asked Jenny.

“It has to be an island.” said Dorothy.

There was silence for a moment. Then Dorothy got up.

“I’m going to have a quick word with Patricia.”




Chapter 5 - Magnagallus

Tuesday 20 June 71

The next day, another meeting was held. Patricia opened it.

“First things first. The Venanoids now have a name. Our committee came up with it. They’re to be known as Homo Magnagallus.”

Patricia paused, waiting for any reaction.

“Man, who is a great Gaul?” queried Dorothy, looking puzzled.

“Gallus can also mean rooster.” pointed out Luna.

“Man, who is a great rooster?”

Suddenly, Jenny burst out laughing.

“What is it?” asked Dorothy.

Then, Luna also burst out laughing.

“Mum, it’s ‘Man with a big cock.’”

Dorothy laughed.

“But the noun Gallus is masculine and the adjective should agree. It should be Magnus Gallus.”

“Yes, I pointed that out when the committee came up with it.” said Patricia.

“But they said it didn’t sing.”

“Anyway, down to business. Thanks to your brilliant investigative work with Zeke, the committee has agreed that a detachment of Queendom special forces will be sent to investigate the three islands northwest of St Davids.”

“How do Romulus and the other colonies feel about that?” asked Dorothy.

“They’re not entirely happy. But the Queendom and Romulus navies are the only ones with the ability to land a sizeable team and keep them supplied and also the committee feel it would be better if the search teams are all female, in case they make contact. And another factor was that our navy base at Stakarov is actually closer to the islands than Romulus. The Wells navy doesn’t have the resources to undertake the mission, and Westport and St Davids don’t have navies.”

“What about that little island south of Romulus? Are we checking that one out as well, or are Romulus doing that one?” asked Luna.

“That island is only 15 miles in diameter. That’s far too small to support 3 villages.” remarked Dorothy.

“That’s true, but that isn’t the reason. Keep this to yourself, but apparently our special forces were there in 65 and found the island teeming with Munjos.”

“What were they doing there?” wondered Luna.

“Keeping an eye on the Romulus Navy, to give early warning if it looked like they were going to react to the St Peter operation.”

“I see.”

“Have you finished with Zeke?” asked Patricia.

“No.” replied Dorothy.

“Now that we’ve discovered that they practice seasonal breeding, there’s a few more tests we’d like to do on him.”

“Very well.”

Friday 23 June 71

On the Friday, Patricia informed them that the navy had set sail for the 800-mile voyage to the islands. It would only take them 28 hours, or one Vena day, to get there, but then they would need at least 2 weeks to do a preliminary sweep of the three islands.

Meanwhile, Jenny continued to teach Zeke English at home while also learning his own language. But she once again brought him into the lab each day so that Dorothy and Luna could carry out further research now that they understood more about how Gallen reproduction worked.

In particular, scientists at the baby factory had asked them to try to identify the hormones that triggered a male Gallen’s balls to start producing seed and, if possible, find out how he was able to restrict his cum shot to just 3 or 4 ropes. This information would be very useful for the team at the baby factory that was working on the GM specialist pleasure male project, especially as they weren’t having much success with their attempts to create longer cocks and tongues.

At about 4pm, the ladies decided they had done enough work for that week. It was time to go home. Jenny and Luna were going out that evening and needed to go home, take a shower, and get changed. They were going to head into Victoria and have a nice meal at their favourite restaurant, and then they would end up at Candy’s Cock House for a dual session with themselves and two boys that they had pre-booked.

Zeke was making good progress with his reading. He was now usually able, given enough time and with the aid of a dictionary, to read newspaper or magazine articles.

Jenny looked in on him before she went out for the evening. He was laying on his bed with a magazine.

“Everything ok, Zeke?”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny.”

“Ok, I’m going out now. I won’t be back too late. See you later.”

But when Jenny returned later that evening after her night out with Luna, she found Zeke missing. She immediately called Dorothy.

“Missing? Are you sure? Well, maybe he’s gone walkabout like he did last time.”

“I don’t think so, Dorothy. A window has been broken. It looks like he’s been abducted.”

“Shit! Call the police, Jenny. They won’t get far.”

Saturday 24 June 71

The next day when Zeke woke up, he wondered where he was. It was dark, but he got up and had a feel around. Bars! He was in a cell or a cage. Then he remembered. He had heard the sound of breaking glass. He had gone to investigate. He had been confronted by two young women. One pointed some kind of stick at him. He remembered the buzz and the pain and then he had blacked out.

Zeke pulled the blankets up higher. He was cold.

A few hours later, the lights suddenly came on and a moment later two women arrived in front of his cell and looked at him.

“Stand.”

Zeke stood up. He recognized them as the two women who had been in charge of him after he came off the ship. One of them had given his arse a caning when she had not been able to get him hard.

“Strip.”

Zeke took all his clothes off. Molly stared in amazement.

“So, you’re a Venanoid are you?” said Dawn.

“I wish I had known that in the first place. But you’re back now where you belong. You’re rightfully mine. After all, I paid good money for you.”

It was clear that she didn’t think he could understand what she was saying. She turned to Molly.

“I see what you mean. His balls are nicely swollen, Molly.”

“Yes, but . . .”

“What’s up Molly?”

“His ball bag!”

“What about it?”

“Well, as you know, I examined him last night.”

“Yes, and you told me his ball bag was swollen.”

“Yes, but not like this. It was maybe three inches in diameter. It’s gained another half an inch overnight!”

“Really? When was that emergency TV appeal?”

“12 June. That’s 11 days ago.”

“Ah. That’s good to know. Maybe we’ve caught him at just the right time. Keep an eye on him, especially on his balls. Let me know when he’s topped out.”

“Yes, Dawn.”

Later, Zeke was given a meal. A good portion of top-quality Pashas plus some Avocados and Bananas, and the same every day after. It seemed they had read the scientific journals and now knew what he needed to eat.

Monday 3 July 71

“Hmmm. So, his ball bag is the same size today as yesterday and Saturday?” asked Dawn.

“Yes. It didn’t really increase much at all last week. I would say it topped out on Tuesday or Wednesday.”

“Have you measured it?”

“Yes. It’s nearly 5 inches in diameter. So, there should be about a third of a pint of cum in there.”

“What’s that in real money?”

“That’s enough for at least 350 ropes. Something like 90 cum shots.”

“That will work. Even our best boys can only shoot twice a day. So, that means the Venanoid will easily outperform them. It looks like he takes 14 or 15 days to refill, so we’ll be able to offer him twice a month. And we’ll be getting six weeks’ worth of work out of him each time. He can start tomorrow.”

“Yes, Dawn. But how are we going to work him?”

“We’ll be offering 45-minute package deals for 500 credits. On the hour, every hour from 09:00 through to 27:00. Each customer will be able to enjoy 15 minutes of arse caning, 15 minutes of face sitting and 15 minutes of riding. No exceptions. That leaves us 15 minutes to prepare him for the next customer. To speed things up, I’ve had a couple of the boys build a special rig.”

“Interesting. But 500 credits! Are you sure customers will pay that much?”

“Yes. I’ve already got a long line of customers eager to ride him.”

“But how do you know you can trust them, Dawn? There’s a 100,000-credit reward for information leading to his recovery.”

“We’re only offering him to regular customers. If they turn us in, we’ll reveal them as regular customers and then they’ll be in trouble themselves.”

“It still seems risky.”

“We’ll chance it. We’ll more than make our money back on just his first innings. After that, it’s pure profit. And if the police do start getting too close, we’ll get rid of him.”

Later that day, Zeke’s beard and moustache were trimmed, and his hair was tidied up. Then he was taken to the showers and thoroughly washed.

“Get some sleep boy. You’ve got a busy day tomorrow.”

Tuesday 4 July 71

Zeke was up early the next day. After having another shower and a meal, he was taken out of his cell. They led him through a door and up two flights of stairs. On the way, Zeke managed to get a quick glance out of a window. He saw fields with sheep and several haystacks. On the top floor, he was led into a bedroom to be fitted to the rig they had devised.

The women took their time. The first two slots hadn’t been sold, and the first customer was booked for 11am.

Zeke was placed on a standard pleasure bed by Molly and her assistant, Lisa. But instead of attaching his wrists and ankles to the corner shackles of the bed, they instead fixed them to the corners of a separate rectangular metal frame. It was in fact, an old metal bed frame which had been stripped of all its fitments leaving just the angle girders that formed the sides and ends. It was the same dimensions as the pleasure bed.

With Zeke attached, they tried pulling and pushing him, but he was held firmly in place.

“Perfect. Now watch this.”

Molly pressed a button on a remote control and electric motors whirred. The metal frame was attached at the centre of each end by chains to the winches of a powered whipping frame which had been fixed above the bed. Molly kept the button pressed. The frame rose up, pulling Zeke’s arms and legs with it, and soon his body was lifted clear, sagging down below the frame.

“You have to hold it steady as it rises up.” said Molly, as she held onto a corner of the frame.

She waited until his arse was three feet clear of the bed.

“Right, now we put this in the middle of the bed.”

It was a bundle made up of blankets rolled up together and tied off. Molly and Lisa lifted it into position on the bed.

“It needs to be right below his arse.” said Molly.

“Right, Lisa, go to his head and I’ll go to his feet. Grab the frame. Right, now rotate it until he’s facing down.”

“Like this?”

“Yes, that’s it. Hold him steady.”

Molly picked up the remote control again and Zeke began to descend. His groin soon landed on the bundle of blankets but the frame, with his hands and feet attached, continued to descend until they reached the bed. Zeke groaned as the weight of his body pressed down on his swollen ball bag.

“Right, when the frame gets right down, we just need to tuck the bedding in here and there to let it go past. Right, now see those lugs in the corners of the pleasure bed? They have to go into the holes in the frame.”

Molly kept jabbing the button on the remote control to drop the frame inch by inch, and at the same time, she and Lisa pushed or pulled the frame so that it aligned.

“It’s in my end.” said Lisa.

“And mine.” replied Molly.

She jabbed the button and there was a clunk as the frame dropped the last half inch and rested on the pleasure bed’s frame.

They stepped back to admire their work. Zeke was now face down with his arse bent over the bundle of blankets.

“And there you have it. From riding position to caning position in less than a minute and without unshackling.”

Molly checked the time.

“Ok, we’ll leave him like that. The first customer should be here in half an hour.”

The women left and all was quiet for a while but half an hour later, Lisa returned and did a last-minute check to make sure all was secure.

Then she waited. After a few minutes, she glanced at her watch and then looked out of the window.

After a further 15 minutes, the door opened again and Molly and another woman entered.

“This is Lisa, Ms Mary.”

“I’m so sorry to have kept you waiting, Lisa. But this farm is off the beaten track, and I’ve never been out this way before.”

“That’s quite all right, Ms Mary.”

“Mary can still have the full 45 minutes, Lisa, as the next time slot is unsold.”

“So, here he is, Ms Mary. This is Zeke.”

Mary walked up and stared at him. She grabbed his hair and pulled so she could see his face.

“So, this is the Venanoid.”

Mary looked to be about 50. She was slightly overweight and had a big arse but was still quite pretty.

She let go of his hair and took a look at his arse. It was pink and smooth with only the faintest of marks on it. He hadn’t been caned for over three weeks.

“Excellent. A blank canvas.” said a delighted Mary.

“Press this button when you’re done caning him, Ms Mary, and someone will come in and reposition him for you.”

“Excellent. Thank you, Molly.”

Molly left. Mary quickly got changed into a 4-piece lingerie set comprising an underwire lace corset with garter belt, panties and lace leg rings.

Then she chose a three-foot cane from the selection that had been provided. She had been told that Zeke could understood simple one-word commands but nothing more. Nevertheless, she spoke to him.

“Right, boy. I’ve been looking forward to this. I’ve never caned a caveman before, so this is going to be a lot of fun.”

Swish Thwack! “Yelp!”

She whacked Zeke’s arse high up with maximum force, causing him to gasp with surprise. He had been expecting a slow build up with maximum force coming at the end.

Swish Thwack! “Yelp!”

Another maximum force blow but this time much lower. But then she paused. It seemed she was waiting for the welts to form.

“Ah, there we are. I’m a very methodical woman. I like to mark out the area I’m going to be working on. Now, I just have to colour everything in.

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

She then gave Zeke’s arse 10 rapid strokes, but these were only at medium strength, and with his thick arse skin, they didn’t cause him any pain. She paused to watch the effect.

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

Meanwhile, Zeke’s cock was desperately trying to grow but was prevented by being trapped tightly between his body and the blanket bundle.

Mary kept whacking his arse at intervals over the next 10 minutes or so, each time pausing to see the effect. She loved watching a boy’s arse as it gradually turned from pink to bright red and then purple. Especially when it was she who had caused it. When she was satisfied, she pressed the call button.

Molly and Lisa soon entered and got to work. Molly pressed the button to lift the frame. It pulled Zeke’s arms and feet up off the bed. Soon they were level with his body and then they were above it. The next moment, his body was pulled up off the bundle as it drooped down below the frame. Free at last, his cock immediately sprang to life and within seconds it had lengthened to its full 12 inches.

As soon as he was clear, Lisa pulled the bundle off the bed and into a corner of the room. She then returned and helped Molly to rotate him into a face up position. Then he was on his way back down again. Less than a minute after they had come in, Molly and Lisa were gone, and Zeke was face up on the bed.

“Holy goddess!” cried Mary as she got her first good look at Zeke’s 12-inch pork pole.

She slipped out of her panties and climbed onto Zeke’s chest, facing his cock. She leaned in and grasped the beast near the base with her right hand while she supported herself with her left. Her mouth opened and a moment later, her lips grasped the monster just below the helmet and her tongue toyed with its smooth surface inside her mouth.

“Mmmm. It’s so tasty.”

Her lips then began to slide up and down the first six inches of the thick meaty shaft. Up and down, up and down. Even with six inches inside her mouth, there was still plenty for her spare hand to play with, and it moved up three inches and began to wank the lower half.

Meanwhile, Zeke was desperately trying to reach Mary’s pussy with his tongue. He didn’t know how many females they had lined up, but he knew it would be a lot easier if he could make sure each one was nicely lubricated. But because Mary was leaning forward, he couldn’t reach her.

Fortunately, by straining his neck to the utmost, he was just able to reach one of her arse cheeks, and he gave it a nice long lick.

“Oh!”

The contact reminded Mary that she was meant to be face sitting, so she sat back. Zeke’s tongue was now able to reach her minge with ease. Just eighteen days ago, Zeke had still been a virgin, but since that time, his tongue had explored well over 90 sets of flaps, and his man meat had been inside the same number of ladies love chambers. So, he knew what he was doing. He knew how to get the juices flowing.

His tongue went straight into action. It quickly parted the flaps and then licked up and down the full length of the pink slit for a couple of minutes before seeking out the clit and pushing it up and down and from side to side. Then he located the woman hole and forced his way in.

“Oh my!”

Mary lifted herself up in shock for a moment before settling back down again. Zeke pushed his tongue as deep inside as he could manage and then began a rapid tongue fuck. It did the trick. The first few drops of fanny fluid soon arrived, and the flow quickly increased. Soon there were drips every half a second, interspersed with the occasional squirt. Before long, it had developed into an absolute torrent of twat tonic. Zeke kept tongue fucking and just allowed the juice to trickle down his tongue and into his mouth, pausing now and then when he felt the need to swallow.

It was all too much for Mary.

“Oh my, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Zeke withdrew his tongue from Mary’s hole and returned to gentle slit licking while she recovery from her climax.

Mary got up and turned around so that she was facing Zeke. She sat down on his belly and then leaned in to give him a long tongue kiss. She slid back as she did so, until she was stopped when her arse cheeks ran into his pork sword.

“Now it’s time to take that ride.”

She got up into a squat and reversed towards his cock. Her arse made contact with it and pushed it back, so she reached back and grabbed it and tried to pull it towards her minge, but the bell end ended up in her arse crack. Insufficient clearance. She needed to be higher.

She carefully raised herself higher, bracing herself with one hand on Zeke’s chest, then reached behind and at last she was able to get the meat missile into its rightful place.

She started to lower herself back down. Down, down, down she went.

“My goddess, this thing is never ending.”

Eventually, her arse cheeks arrived at his thighs. She half expected the bell end to pop out of her mouth.

She remained motionless for a minute, trying to get used to the strange sensation of a thick, meaty rod filling every inch of her tight hole.

She then leaned forward and braced both her hands on his chest and began to ride him. She started slowly with short strokes but soon increased the pace. Her hole felt quite loose compared to what he had experienced recently and Zeke reckoned it must have seen a lot of action over the years.

From Mary’s point of view, Zeke’s meaty girth made up for it, and her quim felt fuller than it had felt for many years.

Despite her weight, Mary didn’t seem to have any trouble lifting her big arse up and dropping it back down again at a steady rhythm. Squat riding was hard work and most women liked to free up their male’s hands so he could assist them with their upwards thrusts by pushing up from underneath. But Mary had been told not to release Zeke, as Venanoids were unpredictable and could become quite violent.

This gave Mary quite a thrill. She loved the thought of her tight quim taming a violent savage.

Her arse kept powering up and down with full length strokes. Like all the ladies before her, she appreciated the freedom that a really long cock gave you. You could power up and down with long, sweeping stokes, without any danger of the naughty pork sword planning its escape.

Zeke could feel his balls beginning to fizz. He knew he wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer. But just at that moment, Mary froze and began to climax.

“Oh, my goddess, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Halfway through her climax, she became aware that Zeke was also on the edge. She quickly lifted her arse high into the air, allowing Zeke’s dick to fall out, and then sat back down again to finish off her climax.

Zeke’s dick fell forward into Mary’s deep arse crack which held it in a vertical position.

“Aaaaaaargh!” cried Zeke.

His balls clenched and the next moment four powerful ropes of hot, sticky spunk shot straight up out of his cock. It mostly splattered back down onto Mary’s arse cheeks and then trickled through her butt crack.

They both lay still for a moment while they recovered. Then Zeke felt something wet land on one of his thighs. He ignored it. Then there was another. He looked up and realized his first rope had hit the ceiling and was now slowly dripping off.

Mary leaned down and kissed him once again.

“That was wonderful, boy. Well worth 500 credits.”

Mary gave herself a quick wipe down and then put on the souvenir dressing gown that was provided as part of the deal and gathered up her clothes. She had been told she should use the adjacent pleasure room to have a shower and get changed.

She pressed the call button and then headed for the door. Zeke noticed the naked-lady-riding-a-caveman motif on the back of her dressing gown.

Soon after she had gone the door opened again and the cleaning crew came in. It was Lisa and a younger girl. Lisa carried a bucket, a sponge and a towel and the younger girl carried a laundry basket with fresh bedding.

They were discussing some TV soap opera they had both watched the night before.

“What did you think, Jo?”

“It was all Becky’s fault. She shouldn’t have used Maria’s boy without her permission.”

They continued chatting while they worked. Lisa started cleaning Zeke all over with the wet sponge, paying particular attention to his cock and ball bag. As soon as she had finished, Jo quickly dried him off with the towel. Lisa then pressed a button and raised Zeke up just far enough that the two of them were able to rotate him and she then lowered him back down so they could reach him. She then sponged his back and arse and Jo dried him off.

Lisa then raised him up really high, and the two of them then stripped all the old bedding away and replaced it with new. Zeke was suspended just below the ceiling, looking down on them as they worked and chatted.

They then got the blanket bundle into position and then lowered Zeke back down onto it, making sure the frame was correctly located on the corner pegs.

Jo then gathered all the dirty laundry into the basket. Lisa had one last look around, slapped Zeke hard on the arse, and then said:

“Yes, all done. Let’s go.”

They then left.

Zeke had to service 12 more customers that day. When he was eventually led back to his cell around midnight, he was exhausted. He collapsed onto his mattress and fell asleep.

Monday 10 July 71.

Late in the evening of the following Monday, Zeke was finally out of cum. He had shot 87 loads that week. With empty balls, no amount of caning could now give him an erection. Lisa had to give the last lady a refund. She was disappointed, but at least she had had a 15-minute caning session free of charge.

Lisa and Jo took Zeke back to his cell. They were almost as happy as Zeke.

“What a week! I’m glad it’s over at last.” said Lisa.

“Yes. I’m looking forward to any easy weekend.” replied Jo as she opened the door of Zeke’s cell.

Lisa gestured for Zeke to enter.

“In you go boy. I’ll fetch you some fruit in just a jiffy.”

Although Lisa was apparently speaking to Zeke, she was really talking to Jo. She assumed Zeke would not understand. She had been told that he only understood about a dozen simple one-word commands. So, she was shocked when Zeke absent mindedly replied:

“Thank you, Mistress Lisa. That’s very kind of you.”

Lisa and Jo stared at each other for a moment. Then Lisa rushed off to make a phone call to Dawn. Half an hour later, they were both back and all three women were standing in front of his cage. Dawn stared at him for a moment.

“You did well this week boy. This was all part of your training to see if this kind of work would suit you. But it’s over now and you passed. It’s up to you what you do now. You can stay here if you like this kind of work. If not, I can ask Mistress Jenny to take you back in the morning. What do you want to do?”

“Please, Mistress Dawn. I would like to go back to Mistress Jenny.”

“Bugger! You were right, Lisa.”

They all went off to discuss the new circumstances, trying to remember what they had discussed in front of him and wondering whether he had talked to any of the customers. Dawn looked worried.

“How the hell did he learn to speak English?”

“He must have been taught at the university.” said Lisa.

“I don’t like the idea of him being able to talk to the customers. There’s no saying what schemes they might concoct. It’s getting too risky. If only those bitches at the university hadn’t taught him to speak. Well, we’ve made 43,500 credits but he won’t make us any more for two weeks. I think we’ll quit while we’re ahead.”

“So, what do you want to do with him, Dawn?” asked Lisa.

“Same as last time. We’ll just dump him. Tell you what, back at the shop, we’ve still got that fake army uniform one of the boys used for the strip show we put on last year. We’ll fetch it, dress him in it, and then take him up the old mine road and dump him near the King George border. When they pick him up, they’ll take him for a hold out and with a bit of luck he’ll get lost in the system for ages before they figure out who he is.”

“That’s a great idea, Dawn.”

Tuesday 11 July 71

The plan was put into action the following day. At first light, they got Zeke up, dressed him in the army uniform and took him up to the border and dumped him.

“I advise you to go that way, boy.” said Molly, pointing.

“If you get a move on, you should reach the coast early tomorrow.”

Zeke thought that actually sounded like a good plan. It was better than returning along the dirt road they had just driven along. He certainly didn’t want to go back in that direction. He wanted to find his way back to Victoria and Mistress Jenny.

He didn’t entirely trust them, but nevertheless, he set off in the direction Molly had suggested and after only half an hour, when he reached the crest of a hill, he could see the ocean in the distance, so he kept on going.

The land he was trekking through was moorland and rough grassland, with occasional clusters of trees in the valleys next to streams. There was little in the way of edible fruits, and Zeke had to make do with edible roots. But they were not enough to sustain him long term. He would need to find a more productive area, or find a village, where ready supplies always seemed to be available. So, Zeke strode out to cover as much ground as possible.

In the early evening, he figured he was still 6 or 7 hours from the coast. He began to keep a look out for a suitable area to bed down for the night. He always preferred to bed down amongst trees. The trees would act as a wind break and make it easier to sleep, and it reminded him of home. But the area he was in only had isolated trees.

But then he spotted something in the ground up ahead on top of a slight rise. He didn’t know what it was but if didn’t look natural. He carefully crept nearer. He couldn’t see anyone or hear any voices, so he kept going. Finally, he arrived.

Someone had been digging. There were a series of trenches that formed a circle and, in the centre, there were several large holes in the ground that had been roofed over. It was an ideal place to stay for the night.

Zeke wondered who had dug them and what they had been looking for. Whoever it was must have left in a hurry. They had left many things behind, most of them strewn all over the ground.

Zeke had a rummage around. He found a green rucksack. He had never seen one before. He quickly realised it was used for carrying things, but at first, he couldn’t figure out how it was meant to be worn. After much trial and error, he realised it was meant to hang behind his back. He worked out how to connect the waist strap and had a walk around with it.

He thought it was marvellous. He would now be able to carry many things but still have his hands free. Whoever it had belonged to clearly didn’t want it, so Zeke decided to take it.

With his new ability to carry things more easily, Zeke had another look around but only ended up taking a large groundsheet and two plastic water bottles. He then curled up in one of the dugouts and tried to sleep.




Chapter 6 - Prisoner

Wednesday 12 July 71

Zeke was up at first light the next day. He set off for the coast but almost immediately came across a dirt road. It went directly towards the coast in one direction and further inland in the other. He decided to follow it. It would allow him to make rapid progress. He soon saw that there were more or less continuous trenches and dugouts on the left side of the road, but he had no idea of their purpose.

Half an hour later, as he was walking up a slight incline, he heard a noise. Before he could react, a motor vehicle appeared over the crest about 200 years in front of him. It was in fact a Queendom Army scout car. It screeched to a halt.

Zeke froze, not knowing what to do and not sure whether they were a threat or not. The scout car then quickly drove forward again and stopped a few yards in front of Zeke. It contained two troopers. They both jumped out and pointed rifles at Zeke.

“Get your fucking hands up, boy.”

Zeke obeyed. While one of the girls kept her rifle pointed at him, the other removed his rucksack and then searched him. Finding nothing, she then looked in his rucksack.

“Just a groundsheet and some water bottles.”

“Ok, boy, this way.”

They took him to their scout car and made him lay down in the footwell in front of the rear seats. One of the girls got in with him and rested her feet on his back. The other got into the driver’s seat. They did a U-turn and headed back towards the coast.

After half an hour of bumping up and down over the rough dirt road, they came to a stop. Zeke heard the driver calling to someone.

“Hey! Corporal. Over here.”

“Yes, soldier what do you want?”

“In the back. We picked up a stray. Can you take charge of him?”

The Corporal glanced in the back and then shouted orders. Two more troopers came running up and soon Zeke was pulled out of the car and then forced face first against it. He was searched again and then his hands were cuffed behind his back.

“Take him to my office. I’ll be there in a minute.” said the corporal.

Zeke was marched away. He realised he had actually reached the coast road, and he was being taken to a building at the side of it. As they went in, he noticed a sign on the door and managed to read it.

“Customs Office”

He was taken into a small room and was made to stand in front of a desk. The two troopers stayed at his sides and slightly behind him.

After a few minutes, the Corporal came in and took a seat behind the desk.

“I am Corporal Kaylin. Queendom Army Military Police.”

She opened a drawer and pulled out a form and found a pen.

“Name?”

“Zeke.”

He decided to use the simplified version of his name that Dorothy and the others had been using.

“Rank?”

Zeke wasn’t sure what that word meant.

“Your rank, boy?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.

Kaylin looked up in surprise.

“Well, you’re respectful at least. But what do you mean you don’t know?”

Zeke didn’t say anything. The corporal just stared at him. She then glanced at the two troopers who were grinning.

“I’ll just put soldier. I refuse to believe that even males wouldn’t promote somebody this stupid.”

“Serial number?”

Zeke knew that males in the Queendom all had serial numbers and assumed that was the number they wanted. But he had never been given one although he didn’t know why.

“No number, Mistress.”

“What do you mean? You’re in the army, aren’t you?”

“No, Mistress.”

“What do you mean, no? You’re wearing an army uniform, you had an army issue rucksack, and you were walking along the Gareth Line supply road.”

Zeke didn’t deny it.

“What unit were you with?”

One of the troopers spoke up. She had been having a close look at his uniform.

“Kaylin, I don’t think this is a real uniform. It certainly isn’t regular KGA issue. It looks more like something out of a fancy-dress shop.”

Kaylin stared at it.

“He must have been some kind of unofficial volunteer.”

She wrote N/A for his serial number and for unit, she wrote “Unorganized militia”.

“Ok, take him away.”

Zeke was locked up in a storeroom but just an hour later he was taken out again, handcuffed, and taken to a scout car similar to the one that had brought him here. Two MPs accompanied him. They set off south along the coast road but just half an hour later, they turned off and stopped in front of a large tent.

He was taken inside.

“Stand there.” ordered one of Zeke’s MPs. The other one handed some papers to an officer who was sitting behind a table. She made some notes in a book.

“I am Lieutenant Moira, boy. Welcome to POW Camp No.5. Behave yourself while you’re here and you’ll be fine. Misbehave and we’ll cane your arse down to the bone. Ok, take him inside.”

The camp was a makeshift affair. There were no permanent buildings, just tents. The camp perimeter was formed of coiled barbed wire. The gate was merely a gap in the wire fitted with a wooden frame, also covered in barbed wire, which could be lifted out when necessary.

The gate was opened and Zeke was ushered inside. Another prisoner had been watching him and as soon as he was inside, he came over to greet him.

“Hello mate, I’m Sergent Evan. No.7 platoon, King George infantry. Who are you?”

Zeke didn’t know who King George was, but he replied.

“I am Zeke.”

“From which unit?”

“Not in army.”

“No?”

“No. Where am I?”

“This is camp 5, about 30 miles north of Stakarov.”

Evan found Zeke a spot in a tent. Zeke laid down. He didn’t like it here. He wanted to get away.

Thursday 13 July 71

The following morning, Zeke was taken into another tent. Inside was the senior officer from amongst the prisoners and two other officers.

Zeke looked worried. He wondered what this was all about.

“Hello Zeke. Welcome to camp 5. We just want to ask you a few questions. Don’t worry, it’s all routine. Ok?”

“Yes.”

“What was your unit in the army?”

“Not in army.”

“What then? Some kind of civilian militia force?”

Zeke didn’t know what that was.

“Your uniform is – how can I put this? Basic. Where did you get it?”

“Women gave it.”

“Women gave it to you? Where was this?”

“Don’t know.”

“Well, when then?”

“Two days ago.”

“So, women gave you that uniform and then what? They brought you here?”

“No. Drive me then leave me.”

“Where did they leave you, Zeke?”

“Don’t know.”

“But they left you on your own?”

“Yes.”

“How did you get captured?”

“Army women come in car.”

“And where was this?”

Zeke didn’t know how to describe the place but then he remembered where he had been questioned.

“On dirt road to custom office.”

“Sounds like the military road behind the Gareth Line.” suggested one of the officers.

“So, Zeke, you have a strange accent and an odd way of speaking. Are you from King George?”

“Don’t know him.”

The officers looked baffled. They then whispered amongst themselves.

“Ok, Zeke. That’s all.”

From that point on, hardly anyone spoke to Zeke. They weren’t sure whether he was a plant or just a simpleton who had been swept up in the confusion. But he wasn’t one of theirs, so nobody wanted anything to do with him.

This made Zeke more and more depressed, and he began to look for a way out.

Friday 14 July 71

A walk around the inside perimeter of the camp soon convinced Zeke that the entrance gate was the direction to go. The camp was close to the coast, and his best chance would be to head inland which meant heading back to the coast road and crossing it. He loitered not far from the gate trying to figure out the best way to get through. It was too high to jump, and when the frame was in place, the gaps at the ends were too narrow to squeeze through. But he would have to think of something soon. The rations here didn’t agree with him at all, and he was gradually losing weight and getting weaker.

As he studied the gate, a truck pulled up. Two males jumped out and were escorted into the big tent outside. Two new prisoners had arrived. After about 10 minutes, two MPs lifted the frame aside.

“In you go, boys.”

The boys came in and the two gate guards bent down to pick up the frame and move it back into the gap. Zeke seized his change. He sprinted for the gap and rushed out. The two gate guards were armed, but they had the frame in their hands. One of them put it down and began to reach for her rifle. Meanwhile, several other prisoners had moved towards the gate to watch the commotion.

“No. Put the gate back first.” said the second guard.

By the time they had got the gate back into position and unslung their rifles, Zeke had sprinted around a curve in the road. One of the guards rushed into the administration tent to raise the alarm.

“Quick! Turn out the guard. The simpleton has just rushed out of the gate and run down the road.”

Zeke knew they would soon come after him in their motor vehicles, so he turned off the road at the first opportunity and began to make his way across the fields to the left. Fifteen minutes later, while the MPs frantically searched for him, he arrived at the coast road. It had fences along both sides at this point.

The road was busy, mostly with military traffic. He decided to lay low until it was safe to cross. But half an hour later, he heard a noise and looked behind him. Troops had entered the far side of his field. It looked like they were going to search it. He had to move.

He would have to risk it. He waited until there was no traffic in sight and he couldn’t hear anything coming. Then he quickly climbed the fence, rushed across the road and began to climb the fence on the other side.

He froze. Shit! There were already troops searching the field ahead of him. He went back to the road and began to sprint along it. He was heading north. But at that moment he heard a vehicle approaching from that direction. He turned south. But an army truck had just rounded a curve from that direction. He looked north again, and the truck coming from that direction had now come into sight.

Both trucks screeched to a stop about 50 yards away from him, and two troopers jumped out of each one. He was surrounded. They all pointed rifles at him.

“Hands up, boy. Don’t fucking move.”

One of the troopers to the north of him had shouted at him. They all carefully approached him. Zeke raised his hands.

“Kneel down, boy.” shouted the same trooper again.

Zeke heard the troopers behind him approaching. He glanced behind. He couldn’t believe his eyes. It was Mistress Jenny.

Zeke’s eyes opened wide. He rushed up to her. In his confusion, he called out to her in his native language.

“Neklejebiby Jenny. Neklejebiby Jenny. Bewtoe ihe.”

(Mistress Jenny. Mistress Jenny. Save me.)

The two women froze at the sight of the onrushing male.

“Freeze boy, or we’ll shoot you.”

“Neklejebiby Jenny. Neklejebiby Jenny.”

But somehow, the strange foreign language made them pause. Just before reaching them, Zeke fell to his knees at Jenny’s feet.

“Do you know him, Lucy?”

“No. I’ve never seen him before.”

“He seems to know you.”

Zeke then repeated his plea in English.

“Mistress Jenny. Mistress Jenny. Save me.”

Meanwhile, the other two troopers had arrived behind Zeke and quickly zip tied his hands behind his back. And then a moment later, one of the troopers who had been searching the field arrived.

“Ah, yes, that’s him. That’s the boy who escaped from No.5 camp.”

“Will you take charge of him, then?”

“Yes, we’ll take him.”

The four troopers got back into their trucks and continued on their way.

Later, that evening, Jenny got a phone call.

“Hi, Jenny. It’s Lucy.”

“Hi, Lucy. How’s it going? Have you got long to go?”

“I’m being demobilized on Friday. But listen. Something strange happened today.”

“What was it?”

“We arrested an escaped POW. And he kept pleading with me and calling me Jenny.”

“Can you describe him?”

“About 5 feet 2. Hairy. And he spoke a weird foreign language.”

“Zeke!”

“You know him?”

“Yes. He’s the – well, I know him. Where is he now?”

“Camp No.5. It’s about 25 miles north of Stakarov.”

Jenny was elated with the news and soon passed it on to Patricia, Dorothy and Luna.

Saturday 15 July 71

The next morning, Dorothy and Jenny set off on the 250-mile journey to Camp 5, north of Stakarov. Dorothy was driving and they arrived around 2pm.

They entered the administration tent. The officer in charge looked up from her desk. She was surprised to see civilians in front of her.

“Good afternoon. I am Lieutenant Moira. How can I help you?”

“Good afternoon, Lieutenant Moira. I am Ms Dorothy and this is Ms Jenny. We are researchers from the University of Victoria. I have a letter here, signed by Duchess Linda of Victoria, allowing us to take possession of the male known as Zeke.”

The officer seemed surprised but took the letter and read it.

“Well, this is highly unusual, but the letter seems to be in order.”

She sent two MPs into the camp to collect Zeke. A few minutes later, they were back. As soon as he saw Jenny, Zeke threw himself to the ground at her feet.

“Neklejebiby Jenny. Newsi he ihy uiwie. Kumienzi iwie.”

(Mistress Jenny. You’ve come to save me. Thank you.)

Lieutenant Moira was taken aback by Zeke’s language.

“What was that language he just spoke?”

“It was Magnagallan, the language of the native people of Vena.”

“Is this the famous Venanoid?”

“Yes, that’s right. He was kidnapped just over 2 weeks ago. How he ended up here, we have no idea. But we’ll take him back to Victoria now.”

“Of course.”

They set off again, stopping at Stakarov on the way for lunch and to buy some fruit for Zeke. They arrived back in Victoria late in the evening. Dorothy dropped Jenny and Zeke off at Jenny’s house before going home.

Sunday 16 July 71

The next day, Patricia called a meeting. Dorothy, Luna and Jenny attended.

“Well, I’ve got some news for you, girls. The army has found several Magnagallan villages.”

“Where?” asked Dorothy.

“On the middle of the three islands off the coast of St Davids. The committee have named the island Middle Gallan.”

“How many villages have they found?” asked Luna.

“Three so far but they haven’t completed their search. They also say they found two abandoned villages on South Gallan but nothing on North Gallan.”

“Have they made contact?”

“No, and they don’t think they have been seen.”

“So, what’s going to happen now?”

“A major political conference is being organized. Representatives of all colonies will attend. It will take place at Romulus Space Port. The committee will do a presentation and explain what’s been discovered so far and then we’ll explain our recommendations. Hopefully, the politicians will back us and then leave us alone to get on with things. One of our recommendations is going to be that all three islands be declared off limits to everyone except licensed researchers and I’m sure the conference will go along with that.”

“We’ll also recommend that an all-female team be sent in to make contact. I’m sure I’ll be able to get you three on the team. Dorothy and Luna, your expertise will be valuable. Jenny, your knowledge of their language will be vital.”

Dorothy, Luna and Jenny were all excited about the prospect of going on an expedition to Middle Gallen and being the first to make contact with the women of the island.

“Patricia, have any males been seen on the island?” asked Dorothy

“No.” replied Dorothy.

“But that’s nothing to worry about. With male numbers being so low and with them living in isolation rather than in the villages, that is to be expected.”

Friday 21 July 71

The following Friday, they had another meeting to discuss the decisions that the politicians had made at the Space Port conference.

“Good news. The conference backed everything we have done so far and agreed with our recommendations. Our committee now has formal powers and won’t need to keep referring back to the politicians. And our first decision was to declare an exclusion zone covering not just Middle Gallan but North and South Gallan as well. And we’ll also be looking into the possibility of repopulating South Gallen even if that means importing food to support them.”

“Excellent. But what about the expedition?”

“Yes, the committee has decided on a six-person expedition. The Queendom will nominate three members and Romulus, Ryman and St Davids one each. Duchess Linda has asked me to recommend three names, and I’ll be nominating you three if you are willing to go.”

They all grinned and nodded.

“Excellent.”

“What about the other members of the expedition. Will they be female?” asked Dorothy.

“Yes. Duchess Linda and I convinced the committee that with the Magnagallens being a matriarchal society, it would be less of a culture shock if their first contact with the outside world was all female.”

“Yes, that makes perfect sense.” said Dorothy.

“But there’s one more thing.” continued Patricia.

“With Magnagallen males being so rare, the committee insists that Zeke be returned to his home island. Duchess Linda and I argued against this, but we were outvoted 3 to 2. The other committee members accept that it wasn’t us who abducted him, but they claim that by keeping him here we are holding him against his will. To be honest, I think it’s jealousy because we’ve got a Magnagallen male that we can do research on, and they haven’t.”

They all looked at Jenny to see how she would react to this decision.

“Are you ok with that, Jenny?” said Dorothy.

“I know you’ve become quite attached to him.”

“I’ll be fine. He is really cute and I love having him around, but I always knew he would have to go back at some point.”

Secretly, Jenny was glad that Zeke would be sent back. It was true that she had become really attached to him. But she needed sex every day and Zeke could only provide it for a few weeks each summer.

So, although she liked having him around, waiting on her, helping her around the house, and just being company for her, she knew it wouldn’t work. After he was gone, she would make a big effort to find herself a boy. Rebecca at the VSA had suggested going to one of their specialist pleasure slave auctions. She hadn’t done so up to now, but she had been saving up and now had more than enough for a deposit. Perhaps that would be her best option.

It would take two weeks to organize the expedition, but the committee wanted Zeke to be sent back as soon as possible. It was decided to send him back on a supply ship which was due to leave Stakarov the following Monday. It was taking supplies for the Queendom Navy ship which was patrolling in the Gallen Islands area.

Saturday 22 July 71

The next day, a meeting took place on a remote beach north of St Peter. Riley was once again meeting with Ricky, her trading partner from Wells.

“Greetings, Riley.”

“Hi Ricky. What have you got for us today?”

“Forty boxes of Eugene’s finest vino. And all duty free, of course.”

“Excellent. The usual rate?”

“Of course. Have you got anything for us?”

“Yes, two more males who have decided they would prefer Romulus to the Queendom. The two for 60,000 credits.”

“Ok, Riley.”

“Have you found any more boys for us?”

“What do you mean?”

“That boy you sold us last month. If you could get more from the same source, we would be grateful.”

“How grateful?”

“150,000 credits worth.”

“For 150,000 credits a head, I’ll get as many as you want. But I don’t understand. Surely the average slave in the Queendom sells for around 100,000?”

“It’s you that doesn’t understand, Ricky. That boy you sold us was no ordinary boy. He was a Venanoid, with some unusual talents that normal males just don’t have that would be much appreciated in the Queendom’s pleasure houses.”

“He was a Venanoid?”

“Yes. And we want more of the same. I don’t know where you found him, but wherever it was, there must be more of them, and we’ll take all you can find.”

“I’ll see what I can do, Riley.”

“You do that, Ricky.”

“I’ll be in touch.”

Sunday 30 July 71

The following Sunday, the arrangements for Zeke’s return had been completed. Jenny said her goodbyes.

“You’re going home, Zeke. It’s the right place for you. You’ll be happy there.”

“I wish I could stay here with you, Mistress Jenny.”

“So do I, Zeke, but you have to go home. Your people need you.”

Jenny wasn’t being entirely honest. Although she was sad to see Zeke go, she knew her and Zeke together simply wouldn’t work and she thought the best solution was for Zeke to return to his home island.

“We’ll be sending an expedition next month, Zeke. Look out for us and hopefully we’ll meet again.”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny.”

They both heard the noise of a car arriving and looked out of the window. Dorothy and Luna had arrived to take Zeke up to Stakarov. They set off on the 225-mile journey and arrived early in the afternoon.

Dorothy followed the signs to the naval dockyard and stopped at the entrance. A barrier blocked their way. Dorothy wound the window down as girl in Queendom Navy uniform approached.

“Papers please.” said the gate guardess.

Dorothy and Luna handed them over together with their letter of authorization.

“Yes, everything is in order.”

She nodded to her colleague who then raised the barrier. They drove in and parked outside the administration block as they had been instructed.

An officer then greeted them and escorted them to the ship, which was still being loaded.

“Here she is. The Eleanor.”

Dorothy and Luna both gave Zeke a big hug and then said their goodbyes. The officer then escorted Zeke onto the ship. Zeke was given a cabin. Dorothy had advised the captain that Zeke was very obedient and, coming from a matriarchal society, would rarely disobey a command from a female and then only if he felt threatened. So, they had decided to give him a cabin. It was much more comfortable than his previous voyage when he had been chained up in the hold.

Dorothy and Luna went for some lunch and then set off back to Victoria. They had a lot of work to do to prepare for next month's expedition.




Chapter 7 – The Expedition

Monday 15 August 71

Two weeks later, late in the afternoon, Dorothy, Luna and Jenny boarded the QNS Matilda in Stakarov harbour. It was a Queendom Navy ship, officially classed as an armed supply ship. In this case the armament consisted of a single 3-inch gun mounted forward.

An hour after boarding, they were underway.

Captain Maureen greeted them.

“How far is it to Romulus?” asked Luna.

“About 450 miles.” replied Maureen.

“We’ll be cruising at 18 knots, and it will take us about 23 hours to get there. We will have just a brief stop to pick up Sandy and Debbie and then we’ll set off for St Davids.”

Sandy was the researcher from Romulus. Debbie was from Ryman.

“It’s not a very big ship.” commented Luna.

“It’s big enough.” said Maureen.

“How many on board?” asked Dorothy.

“There’s normally a crew of ten. The captain – that’s me – and Judy, the first officer. Then there’s the engineer officer, the medical officer, two gunners and four marines. With your team, that will make 14.”

“And how many boys?” asked Luna.

“Twenty-four.” replied Maureen.

Meanwhile, in one of the villages on Middle Gallen, the village chief, Wendagarth, decided it was time to order another ‘Kuhidi’ – or manhunt. She liked to order one about once every two weeks during the summer months.

The villagers who wanted a child in the spring had already been satisfied. But regular Kuhidi’s were still needed because the remaining women were still in heat and needed a regular supply of man meat to keep them satisfied.

It took a Magnagallen male about two weeks to reload after being fully utilised during a ‘Gubezuiwi’ – or mating ritual.

So, it made a lot of sense to space the Kuhidis two weeks apart. That way, if they came across the same male that they had captured the previous time, he should still be ready. But the preference was for the Kuhidi to try and get a different male each time if possible. The villagers like a bit of variety.

So, if they found the same male again early on in the Kuhidi, they would take him along but continue the hunt, and then if they found a different male later, they would release the first male.

“See who you can find around the southern end of the island.” suggested the chief.

“Zekanwaha?” asked Gwenfrild, the hunt leader.

The chief nodded. Zekanwaha hadn’t been seen for some time, and Wendagarth was beginning to worry.

The Kuhidi set off. It consisted of eight of the fittest women from the village. They were all armed with wooden spears. However, the spears were merely symbolic. They represented the authority of the village chief. A Magnagallen male who saw the spears would know that this was a Kuhidi and not just a group of villagers gathering food.

Males were expected to obey females who were part of a Kuhidi, as long as the female was close enough for her command to be audible without shouting.

The Kuhidi set off along the forest trails. They would concentrate on the water sources and fruit gathering areas, especially those where males had been seen recently. Those were generally the most promising locations.

After just over an hour, they came across four women from their own village who were returning with a consignment of fruit. They reported that they had seen a male drinking water from a stream a mile back. But they were some distance away and could not identify him.

The Kuhidi stepped up the pace and after twenty minutes they reached the fast-flowing stream. There was no sign of any male, so they paused and took the opportunity to refill their wooden water flasks.

Gwenfrild decided to head down stream. They followed a forest path that headed in that direction. After just ten minutes, Gwenfrild stopped and raised her hand. The rest of the women stopped, and everyone listened. They could hear someone running. And the sounds appeared to be getting closer.

Gwenfrild gestured and the women took cover on both side of the path and waited. The sounds grew louder and less than a minute later, a male came into view.

Gwenfrild stepped out to block his path.

“Kutiwewi!”

(Halt.)

“Thorgrun! Uiwie ue. Huiziji ikuwiy uiwie.”

(Thorgrun! It is you. You will come with us.)

The other women began to emerge from concealment on each side.

“Bewtoe ihe, Gwenfrild. Kumy vohuvihy zei higihigi kiwowtuji ihy.”

(Help me, Gwenfrild. I am being pursued by two strange males.)

At that moment, they all became aware of more sounds of running. Gwenfrild made a hand signal, and the women took cover off to the side once more. Two of them grabbed Thorgrun and pulled him into cover with them.

The next moment, two smugglers ran into view. They were taken aback by seeing a female armed with a spear blocking their path.

“Udihe we Gwenfrild. Gi kiwuwewi uiwie we one Ikuw’wy niwuwnmuji?” demanded Gwenfrild.

(I am Gwenfrild. Why are you on our land?)

“Who are you?” asked one of them.

“It’s a Venanoid female, Jack. I think we’ve lost the male. How about we take her instead?”

“She won’t be worth anything in the Queendom.”

“True, but we could have some fun with her.”

“I guess. Come with me, my pretty.”

Jack reached out to grab Gwenfrild.

“Omezy ikuje wy niwiwie, zy vohuvihy.”

(Take your hands off me, male.)

“She’s a feisty one. Give me a hand, Steve.”

Gwenfrild made a signal. The next moment, the guys were bombarded with stones, some of them quite large. They both screamed as several rocks bounced off their heads.

After a moment, all was quiet again. Jack had been knocked out and Steve was badly dazed.

“Iginezy udy uzoe!” ordered Gwenfrild.

(Bind them!)

“Thorgrun. Igiji kiwrohi uiwie.”

(Thorgrun. You may go.)

Tuesday 16 August 71

When the Matilda docked in Romulus harbour around midday the following day, there was a problem. Only one woman came on board.

“Hi. I’m Sandy, the delegate from Romulus. Am I last?”

“Hi, Sandy. I’m Dorothy, this is my daughter Luna, and this is Jenny. We’re all based in Victoria. And no, you’re not last. Debbie hasn’t arrived yet.”

“Hi Sandy.” they all replied.

“May I take your bags, maam?”

“Oh, yes please. Thank you very much.”

It was a young man, one of the ship’s stewards. Normally, the stewards wouldn’t offer to carry a passenger’s bags. They would wait to be given a specific command. But for this trip, they had all been given detailed instructions on how to interact with the foreign women, so that it wouldn’t be so obvious that they were slaves.

“Jenny. I understand you can speak Magnagallen reasonably well?”

“Well, I can just about make myself understood.” replied Jenny, modestly.

“And you’re an accomplished linguist yourself, I understand.”

“Yes, that’s right. So, what’s Magnagallen like as a language?”

“Well, it uses verb-object-subject word order, except the subject can move to the front if emphasis is needed. And it has seven levels of spatial deixis and even indicates whether an object is visible or invisible, and it uses quite a lot of agglutination so you can end up with some really long words.”

“Interesting.” said Sandy.

Meanwhile, Dorothy and Luna looked utterly bewildered.

“Oh, and most of the nouns don’t have grammatical gender or case, and plurals are generally implied by context rather than specifically indicated, although apparently they do have inflections for that purpose, but Zeke said they are falling out of use and are now considered archaic.”

“Enough!” declared Dorothy.

“Let’s go inside.”

They went inside and showed Sandy to her cabin.

“Dorothy!”

It was Judy, the first officer.

“Captain Maureen asked me to tell you that Debbie has been delayed. Apparently, there’s been a landslip on the coast road and it’s going to take a few hours to clear it. Maureen said we won’t be leaving until 5pm. So, if you want to go ashore, you can, just make sure you’re back by 5pm. And if you do go ashore, make sure you take your shore passes with you.”

“What do you think, Luna, Jenny?”

“I wouldn’t mind getting my legs on ground that doesn’t move, for an hour or two.” replied Luna.

“Yes, let’s stretch our legs.” added Jenny.

“That’s a great idea.” said Sandy.

“Come on, I’ll show you around town and then we’ll go and get something to eat. I know a lovely restaurant.”

They all had a stroll around the harbour area and then went into the town centre to browse in some shops.

It seemed strange to Dorothy, Luna and Jenny to see so many males walking around on their own. And they were caught out a few times when males walking towards them on the pavement didn’t step aside like they expected them to.

Even stranger was when they went into the shops. They had never seen lone male customers in shops before, except for the occasional truck driver in a newsagent. And the males didn’t stand to aside and let them go first when they were waiting in line, like they would do in the Queendom.

After they had browsed the shops, they went to a restaurant. Something that struck the Queendom ladies straight away was that most of the tables had both males and females sitting at them. Indeed, several tables only had males – men laughing and joking, with plates of food and pints of beer in front of them.

In the Queendom, it would have been nearly all females, and what males were there would be on kneeling cushions on the floor, not sitting on chairs at the table.

They ordered drinks and meals which were then brought to them by a young waitress. Another oddity, as in the Queendom, you would nearly always be served by a male.

But the meal went well, except for one moment when Luna wanted to buy another round of drinks and she called “boy” to what she thought was a waiter but he turned out to be the manager.

They returned to the Matilda at 4.30 to find that Debbie had now arrived. They all introduced themselves and then a few minutes later, they felt the ship get under way again for the 800-mile voyage to St Davids.

Thursday 18 August 71

The five ladies of the contact team woke up on Wednesday morning. Dorothy and Luna met in the mess where they would be having breakfast. The ship was in a harbour.

“This must be St Davids.” said Luna, looking out of a window.

“That’s right.” replied Dorothy.

“We arrived at 2am. The noise of docking woke me up.”

“Oh. I slept through it.”

The other girls joined them, and they then sat down for breakfast, served by two male stewards.

Captain Maureen looked in on them.

“Everything ok, ladies?”

“Yes, everything is fine, thank you Captain.”

“Good. We’ll be here for a few hours while we take on some supplies. And then it’s 5 or 6 hours to Middle Gallen.”

“Have we got time to go ashore and have a look around?” asked Luna.

She glanced around when she heard Sandy and Debbie laugh.

“What?”

“This is St Davids.” said Captain Maureen.

“So?”

“It’s a very strict religious patriarchy. Females are only allowed out unescorted in the afternoon. Between 12:00 and 18:00 if I remember correctly.”

“And the rest of the time?”

“I’m not sure.” said Captain Maureen.

Sandy came to her rescue.

“In daylight, only with a male escort and at night, not at all, escort or not.”

“Unless you have a permit.” added Debbie.

“What ridiculous rules.” said Jenny, before realising that they were actually more lenient than the Queendom’s laws governing males.

“Ah, there’s Anita.” said Sandy, pointing at a female just getting out of a car on the quayside.

“Who’s that handsome hunk with her?” asked Jenny.

“I’m not sure.”

They watched as Anita and the hunk kissed and then Anita came up the gangplank, carrying her own luggage. Two minutes later, she arrived in the mess, and all the girls greeted each other.

“Well, the team is complete at last.” said Dorothy.

“Who was that handsome boy you were with, Anita?” asked Debbie.

“That was my brother, David.”

They set off for the Gallen Islands at midday. Their journey would take about six hours. Around 3pm, they skirted the coast of South Gallen and then, just after 5.30pm, they sighted Middle Gallen.

Dorothy went up to the bridge to get a better look. She found Captain Maureen there, staring through binoculars.

“Port 15. Full ahead.”

“Port 15. Full ahead.” repeated Judy, the first officer.

“What’s going on?” asked Dorothy.

Maureen handed her the binoculars.

“Look over there.”

Dorothy looked and saw a ship. The landscape of Middle Gallen behind it meant it was difficult to see.

“What is it?” asked Dorothy.

“It looks like a trawler. But it shouldn’t be here. It’s well inside the exclusion zone. And it’s certainly not fishing. It looks like it’s anchored.”

They swept towards it at their maximum speed of 18 knots.

“Man the gun.” ordered Maureen.

“Ah! They’ve seen us. They’re running.” said Maureen a few minutes later.

“Will we be able to catch them?” asked Dorothy.

“If it’s just a regular trawler, they won’t be able to do much above 12 knots.”

Seeing that this didn’t satisfy Dorothy, Maureen added:

“Our top speed is 18 knots.”

Maureen kept watching through the binoculars. A few minutes later:

“Damn. They’re out running us. They must be doing about 20. That’s no ordinary trawler.”

“Smugglers?”

Maureen nodded.

“Guns! Put one across their bow.”

Bang!

Splash!

The gun fired. It seemed ages before a splash showed where the shell had exploded several hundred yards in front of the fleeing trawler and slightly off to one side.

“Again. Closer.”

Bang!

Splash!

The second shot exploded only 100 yards off to one side of the trawler.

“They’re not slowing down. Damn.”

“What will you do? Fire at them?”

“No. Our rules of engagement don’t allow that. We’ll just have to let them go. But maybe they’ll think twice before they come back here.”

“Ok, guns. Stand down. Judy, cruising stations. Resume original course.”

“Starboard 40. 1500 revolutions, captain.” replied Judy.

Half an hour later, the Matilda moored off the coast of Middle Gallen. The team would go ashore the following morning. In the meantime, they studied the map. Only the shape of the coastlines was reliable. The interior had not been mapped, but the map showed the approximate locations of the villages that the special forces team had located. They would make their way to the nearest one.
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After breakfast the following morning, the Pinnace was got ready. They all got in. The contact team of six, eight boys to man the oars and the two marines in charge of them. The ship’s crane raised the Pinnace, swung it over the side and then lowered it into the water.

They boys then rowed them to the shore. It should only take a few minutes. They all studied the shoreline as they approached. It was rocky with only a few sandy beaches. They had selected a sandy cove that the army had recommended as it was between two large rocky outcrops and that would provide shelter from the worst of the waves once they got inside. But as they got nearer, Luna spotted something that had been hidden by one of the rocky outcrops.

“Hey! What’s that? There’s something over there on the beach.” said Luna.

Luna had really good eyesight.

Sergeant Rita, the senior marine, had a pair of binoculars. She looked at the place Luna had pointed out.

“It’s a boat. It looks like a small motor launch.”

“I thought we were they only team authorized to land.” said Dorothy.

“We are.” replied Rita.

“They shouldn’t be there. I bet they’re a landing party from that trawler we chased away.”

Corporal Kate, the other marine, was operating the rudder. She steered the boat so that it headed for the launch. Rita kept looking at the launch through her binoculars.

“I can’t see anybody.”

Ten minutes later, they beached. Rita and Kate immediately jumped out of the boat and hurried over to the launch, pulling their sidearms out as they went.

Dorothy and the others watched as the girls reached the motor launch and looked inside. They heard shouting and a minute later, the girls dragged a male out of the launch and onto the beach.

Dorothy walked over.

“What’s going on? Who is he?”

“I don’t know. We found him asleep but he’s not very talkative.”

“What are you doing here, boy?” asked Dorothy.

But the male said nothing.

“Is he alone?”

“He’s the only one here. But there’s plenty of food and drink in the launch. There must be others. They must have gone off into the island somewhere.”

“But what are they doing here?”

“I don’t know. But if you’ve no objection, we’d like to find out.”

“I’ve no objection. But do it out of sight. I’ll try and keep the northern ladies occupied.”

“Ok.”

Rita and Kate dragged the male into the forest beyond the beach. Dorothy went back to the pinnace. The girls were getting their gear out of the boat. They each had a rather heavy looking rucksack.

“It’s a pity we can’t take some of the boys with us to carry all this gear.” said Jenny.

“Tell me about it.” said Luna.

“Sorry. It’s strictly an all-female team.” said Dorothy.

“What did you find at the launch?” asked Sandy.

“There was a male on the boat. Rita and Kate are questioning him.” replied Dorothy.

A noise then made them all look towards the forest.

Swish Thwack “Aaaaargh.”

Swish Thwack “Aaaaargh.”

Dorothy looked at the northern girls to see their reaction. She was annoyed. She had expected the marines to drag him further into the forest and out of earshot.

Swish Thwack! “Aaaaargh.”

Swish Thwack! “Aaaaargh.”

Sandy noticed Dorothy’s worried expression.

“Don’t worry, Dorothy. They deserved it.”

“What’s going on?” asked Anita.

“It’s nothing to worry about. Rita and Kate are just asking the male a few questions.”

Swish Thwack! “Aaaaargh.”

Anita looked amazed. She was from St Davids which was a strict patriarchy, and the very idea of girls beating up a male to get answers seemed very strange to her. But as she listened to the male’s screams, a huge grin spread across her face.

Swish Thwack! “Aaaaargh.”

There was then a minute of silence, and then Rita and Kate reappeared, pulling the male along between them.

“Did he talk, Rita?” asked Dorothy.

“Yes. His name is Robert. He sang like a Canary. He’s a northern boy. I don’t think his arse had even seen a cane before, let alone felt one in the hands of a marine.”

“And?”

“As we suspected, they are a landing party from the trawler. Three of them. They came here hoping to capture a Magnagallen male or two. If they had managed it, they would then have smuggled them into the Queendom where they would be sold onto the black market.”

“So, where are the other two?”

“He says he doesn’t know and we believe him. He says they set off at dawn five days ago and were only meant to be away for two days at the most, but they haven’t returned. He’s been waiting for them.”

“What should we do?”

“Go ahead with your expedition. We’re going to take this one back to the Matilda. We’re not going to go hunting for the other two. Instead, we’ll stake out the launch and wait for them to come back.”

“What if they don’t?”

“Well, in that case, I guess something must have happened to them. If they haven’t returned by the time you come back, we’ll seize the launch.”

“Ok.”

“Well, good luck to you.”

“Thanks.”

The contact group set off through the forest. It was tough going at first, but after two hours, they came across a trail and followed it. After another two hours, they decided to stop for a break.

“How much further is it?” asked Sandy.

“Well, it’s supposed to be about 6 hours, so I guess another 2 hours, assuming we’re going the right way.” replied Dorothy.

“Hey, what was that?” asked Jenny.

“I heard a noise. Over there somewhere.”

“Hey. Look there. I see someone.” said Luna.

She stood up to get a better look.

“It’s a female. Call to her, Jenny.”

“Ok.”

“Ibui one. Nmy kumy zinmy iniewiy ikuwie. Kluwikiwi udihiy.”

(Come here. We mean you no harm. We are friends.)

But the female turned around and disappeared into the forest. They all watched for a minute but there was no further sign of her.

“That’s a pity.” said Dorothy.

“I was hoping she would lead us to the village.”

“But it must mean we’re going the right way.” said Sandy.

“Let’s hope so.”

After a half hour break, they set off again. Just over two hours later, they emerged from the forest into a clearing and there, ahead of them, was the village they were looking for. It consisted of twenty to twenty-five log huts of varying sizes.

They had already been seen. Probably, the woman they had seen earlier had warned of their approach. Most of the villagers had stopped what they were doing or stepped out of their huts and were staring at them. Then a group of about ten, some armed with wooden spears, began heading their way.

“Relax. Just remain calm and don’t make any sudden movements.” said Dorothy.

Jenny came up and stood next to Dorothy. One of the villagers came up and stopped a short distance in front of them.

“Talk to her, Jenny. Tell then we come in peace and mean them no harm.”

“I will, Dorothy.”

“Jenny we iwizije. Nmy kiwumy zinmy iwie wy nuije vidiuwi.” said Jenny.

(My name is Jenny. We mean you no harm.)

“Gwenfrild we iwizije.”

(My name is Gwenfrild.)

“Dorothy, this is Gwenfrild.”

“Kuizihipi, Gwenfrild.”

(Greetings, Gwenfrild.)

Dorothy greeted the chief in Gallen. Jenny had taught her a handful of Gallen words.

“Gwenfrild, uny we Dorothy.”

(Gwenfrild, this is Dorothy.)

“Kuizihipi, Dorothy.”

(Greetings Dorothy.)

“Kunowy gunowy higihigi uiwie. Iby iudi uiwie?” asked Gwenfrild, turning back to Jenny.

(You speak a strange language. Which village are you from?)

“Iby ikuw’wy niwiwi uziy iwy ikuw’wy wemy vibunzi udihiy.”

(We are from a village on an island far away.)

“Iheiwi we wuiwiziwie gunowy?”

(How did you learn out language?)

“Iby ikuw’wy vohuvihy uziy. Udiy kuvidi wy nowiwy he Zekanwaha.”

(From one of your males. One who calls himself Zekanwaha.)

“Bovewi bo u Zekanwaha?”

(Zekanwaha is alive?)

“Owy.”

(Yes.)

“Ibui huiziji ikuje. Kuiwsiby iwie ihe.”

(Come with me. I beg you.)

“She wants us to go with her, Dorothy.”

All six women followed Gwenfrild to a log hut in the centre of the village. Jenny and the others were asked to wait outside. Gwenfrild went inside but a short time later, she came back out, this time accompanied by an older woman.

Jenny and Gwenfrild and the older woman talked for some time, but after only a short time, a big smile appeared on the older woman’s face. Tears rolled down her face. Suddenly, she reached forward and pulled Jenny into a long hug.

“What’s going on, Jenny?” asked Dorothy.

The next moment, Dorothy was also given a long hug.

“Dorothy, this is Wendagarth. She is the village chief. And not only that. She is also Zeke’s mother. She says he has not been seen for more than 150 days. They feared he had perished. I told her that he had been found near our village. He had been abducted by smugglers and taken to our island but had made his escape and sought refuge in our village. We cared for him and he has now been brought back to this island.”

“Has she seen him yet?”

“No, not yet. But she says it’s only a matter of time. The villagers often meet males at the best gathering spots, so she’s sure they’ll come across him sooner or later.”

“Have you warned her that we believe there are smugglers loose on the island?”

“Not yet.”

“Wendagarth –“

Jenny explained to the chief that they believed smugglers had landed on the island, probably to abduct males. And it might well be those who had abducted Zekanwaha. She explained that they had captured one of them but believed that two more were still somewhere on the island.”

Wendagarth laughed and then seemed to explain something to Jenny.

“Dorothy, Wendagarth says that the villagers sent male hunters out four days ago and they had returned with two strangers. They are at this moment being held in a log hut on the edge of the village.”

“Really? May we see them?”

Jenny spoke with Wendagarth again, who then smiled and gestured. Wendagarth and Gwenfrild, followed by Jenny and Dorothy, then made their way through the village. Wendagarth stopped in front of a log hut. Gwenfrild opened the door and held it open.

Dorothy and Jenny looked in. Two males were inside. They had been stripped naked and their wrists had been tied behind their backs and bound to vertical posts that formed the frame of the hut. They looked up, and seeing two women dressed in modern clothes, they called out to them.

“Thank God. Help us, ladies! Please! Free us!”

“Who are you? What are you doing here?”

“I’m Jack and this is Steve. We’re honest fishermen. Please help us. These women are savages. They’re keeping us prisoner.”

“What were you doing in the exclusion zone?”

“We don’t know anything about any exclusion zone. We were fishing in the area, but we were getting low on fresh water, so we came ashore to find some.”

“You’re not fisherman. We know why you’re here. We’ve already chased your trawler away, confiscated your launch and arrested Robert. He’s confessed. We know everything. You came here looking for Magnagallen males to smuggle to the Queendom. And now you’ll suffer the consequences.”

Jack realised he had been rumbled.

“Fuck you, bitch.”

Dorothy and Jenny ignored them and went back outside. Gwenfrild closed the door.

Wendagarth then spoke to Jenny.

“Dorothy, Wendagarth says they had intended to use the males in their mating ritual, but now that we are here, she says we may take them if we wish.”

“Does she realise that the seed of these males will not work with her people?”

Jenny inquired.

“She didn’t know that, but she said it doesn’t matter. Those villagers who were wanting a child in the spring have already been satisfied. The remainder were just looking forward to some fun.”

“Well, in that case, tell Wendagarth to go ahead with the ritual. We will take the males away when they are finished with them.”

Jenny told Wendagarth.

“Wendagarth thanks us, Dorothy. She has invited us to attend the feast and then witness the ritual.”

“Thank Wendagarth and tell her that we will be delighted to accept her generous offer.”

Dorothy and her team were shown to a large clear area in the middle of the village. In the centre, two stages built from logs, both about the seven feet long and three feet wide, had been assembled. They were placed about a yard apart and both had short ropes attached to each corner.

“I guess the large platforms are beds for the mating rituals.” said Anita.

On the outer side of the large platforms were four smaller structures made from logs, two on each side. There was a six-inch gap between each pair of structures, and each structure had two short ropes attached to it.

“What are those smaller things off to the sides?” wondered Debbie.

Sandy didn’t know either and they looked at the Queendom girls for the answer.

“They look sort of like caning horses, but they’re too narrow and too close together.” said Dorothy.

Just then, Gwenfrild joined them, and Jenny took the opportunity to ask. After a short conversation, Jenny turned to the others.

“Ah! Yes, they are caning horses.” she said.

“But each pair is actually one caning horse. They’ll strap the males down onto them and give their arses a good caning.” said Jenny.

“As a punishment?” queried Sandy.

“No. That’s how Magnagallen males get aroused. They don’t get turned on by visual cues or by stimulation. The females have to arouse them by inflicting pain on their arses. The gap between the two halves is to accommodate the cock. It allows them to keep an eye on the results, so they know when the male is ready.”

“I see. But these are human males.”

“I know, but I think they could both do with a few good hard whacks, don’t you?”

Sandy laughed.

Surrounding the structures, large logs had been laid on the ground to serve as seating. The bark had been stripped off the tops and fronts to provide a smoother surface.

Gwenfrild showed Dorothy and her team to a log in the second row. Gwenfrild sat on the log in front. The women of the village then began to arrive, and they all found places on the log seats.

The next moment, there was a cheer. They all looked around. It was Wendagarth. Gwenfrild stood up and Dorothy and the girls followed her lead. Wendagarth nodded at them and took a seat next to Gwenfrild and everyone sat down again.

Other women began bringing large bowls of fruit. It was one bowl for every two women. Dorothy and Jenny shared one. Jenny had a look to see what they had got. There was a mix of fruit plus two wooden spoons and two stone knives.

“Let’s see. Pashas, Bananas, Avocado and . . . I’m not sure. Dorothy, any idea what this is?”

Dorothy had a look.

“It’s a Guava.”

“How do you eat it?”

“Whole, like an apple. The whole thing is edible but watch out, the seeds can be very hard. Don’t bite them, either swallow them whole or spit them out.”

Jenny took a bite.

“Nice. Never had one before. It’s like a cross between a strawberry and a pear.”

Dorothy helped herself to a Pasha and used one of the stone knives to cut it into halves horizontally. She gave one half to Jenny.

“Here.”

“Thanks.”

Dorothy picked up one of the wooden spoons and used it to scoop out the pulp and seeds.

“Mmmm. Very tasty.”

Several women wandered round offering tasty fruit juices to drink. Dorothy and Jenny both chose fresh orange juice. It was served in hand carved wooden mugs.

They were halfway through their drinks when they heard a cheer. They looked around.

“Hey, look, here they come now.” said Sandy.

Jack and Steve were being pulled along by six women each. They were each dragged to one of the caning horses and were bent over it and secured by the ropes tied to their wrists and ankles.

Dorothy noticed that they didn’t have any equivalent to the waist belts that were commonly used in the Queendom. She wondered how they would keep the males still during the caning.

She got her answer a moment later when a woman climbed up onto the back of each male, facing backwards.

Two women stepped up behind each male. They both looked like they were in their forties. They each held a long cane made out of a trimmed branch and they looked like they knew how to use it.

Two assistants took up position where they could keep an eye on each male’s cock.

Then everyone stood motionless. They seemed to be waiting for something.

Wendagarth stood up and gestured to the waiting caners who then turned around to face their prey. They raised their canes.

Swish!

After a test stroke through the air, they began.

Swish Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Swish Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Jack and Steve immediately screamed out in pain. As northern boys, their soft, pink arses weren’t accustomed to being caned. They didn’t have the thick layer of toughened skin to protect them that a Queendom male’s arse would have accumulated.

Swish Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Swish Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Gwenfrild leaned back and had a short conversation with Jenny. Then Jenny spoke to Dorothy.

“Gwenfrild wants to know why our males scream so much when they’re getting their arses caned.”

“What did you tell her?”

“I said it’s the custom. Our males scream to show they appreciate the effort the females are putting in.”

Dorothy laughed.

Swish Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Swish Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

The assistants looked at their caners. They seemed bewildered that no progress was being made.

Swish Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Swish Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Dorothy whispered something in Jenny’s ear. Jenny touched Gwenfrild on the back. She turned. Jenny then explained to her that the males of her tribe reacted differently. Rather than monitoring the size of their cocks, she said, they should keep an eye on the colour of their arses. When they had turned a nice, deep purple, she said, that was the sign that they were ready for mating.

Gwenfrild called the caning assistants over and relayed this useful information. They grinned and then went back to their places.

The caners now laid into the arses with rapid fire strokes.

Swish Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!”

Jack and Steve cried out in agony.

Swish Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!”

Dorothy noted that both the guy’s arses were now becoming nicely purple. Just a few more strokes should do it. Wendagarth must also have noticed, because the next moment, she raised a hand and the caners instantly stopped. Gwenfrild then turned to Jenny and said a few words. Jenny relayed the information to the others.

“Gwenfrild says that it’s their custom that when the male has been almost caned to readiness, an inexperienced girl is then given the opportunity to finish the task.”

“Does she mean someone who has never caned an arse before?” asked Sandy.

“I’m not sure.”

Jenny spoke to Gwenfrild again to clarify.

“No. She means a virgin.”

Wendagarth stood up and spoke.

“Wendagarth’s asking for volunteers.”

About a dozen villagers raised their hands and Wendagarth picked one. She then turned and spoke to Jenny.

“She wants to know if any of us would like to volunteer. Have we got any virgins here?”

They all laughed at the suggestion but then stopped when they realised there was in fact one amongst them. It was Anita, from St Davids.

“You’re a virgin, Anita?”

“Yes.” said Anita sheepishly.

“It’s nothing to be embarrassed about, Anita.” said Dorothy.

Meanwhile, Jenny had told Wendagarth that Anita would like to volunteer.

“Have you ever caned a boy’s arse before, Anita?” asked Jenny.

“In St Davids! Of course not.”

“Well, it’s easy. The important thing is to stand in the right place. You need to be a yard behind and two yards to the left of the arse. Then just whack it as hard as you can. Aim right for the hole.”

“Got it. Thanks, Jenny.”

Anita and the other volunteer went forward. Jenny went with Anita. The experienced caners then advised the volunteers where to stand and how best to apply the cane. Jenny translated for Anita.

Jenny went back to her seat and the experienced caners stood aside.

Wendagarth gave the nod and the girls got going.

Swish Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!”

Swish Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!”

Swish Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaaargh!”

Twelve whacks were deemed sufficient and the volunteers were told to return to their seats. Anita returned, grinning from ear to ear. Males had all the power in St Davids, so it was a great thrill to Anita to be able to inflict some pain on a male arse.

Meanwhile, six villagers were attending to each male. They untied Jack and Steve and moved them the short distance to the raised beds. In just a couple of minutes, they were face up on the beds with their wrists and ankles secured by the corner ropes.

Gwenfrild was getting the participants organized. Two lines were formed. Dorothy counted seventeen in one line and eighteen in the other.

“I think the participants towards the back are going to be disappointed.” said Jenny.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, there’s 17 or 18 women in each line, and human males are good for only two cum shots, maybe three at the outside.”

Meanwhile, the first four village women had stripped off and were ready for action. Gwenfrild gave them the nod. Two climbed up and sat on the guys’ faces. The other two were ready to sit on the guy’s meat missiles.

But when they glanced down, they soon realised the missiles weren’t ready for launch.

Gwenfrild turned around and had a conversation with Jenny. She then issued instructions to the women standing by at the launch pad.

“What’s up?” asked Dorothy.

“The villagers don’t know what to do. They were expecting 12-inches of man meat. I told Gwenfrild that in our tribe, you need to suck the meat to attention.”

That’s exactly what the women were now doing. Jack’s and Steve’s cocks were now clamped securely inside female mouths. Inside, their captive dicks were being toyed with by swirling tongues.

The woman sucking Jack’s dick took it out for a moment, saw that it was now up to six inches, and went back to work. Jenny leaned forward and spoke to Gwenfrild in Gallen. She warned Gwenfrild not to expect much more than eight inches.

“Why, are they ill?” asked Gwenfrild.

“No, but in our tribe, that’s about all you can expect.”

“But what happens when you ride? Surely it will fall out?”

“Well, yes, that can be a problem sometimes. But you just have to be careful not to rise up too high.”

When both dicks had reached about eight inches, Gwenfrild advised them that they were now at about maximum length. The dick suckers looked disappointed but stood up and then climbed up on to the beds and prepared to mount their studs.

Meanwhile, Jack’s and Steve’s tongues had work to do. They both had native pussy to lubricate. Jack’s tongue had already pushed its way between his sitter’s flaps and begun to lick her minge. Steve was busy thrusting his tongue in and out of a stretchy hole. Juices began to flow, dripping straight into the guy’s mouths.

They were both a bit surprised about what was happening. Sure, the arse caning had been painful. But if the rest of the punishment was like this, then bring it on.

The face sitting girls then got up into a squat, facing the guys’ feet, and positioned their slippery holes over their tongues. The guys inserted their tongues again and pushed them in as far as they could. The girls then reached out and held on to each other and began bouncing up and down on the tongues in unison.

The next moment, they were joined but the cock girls, who were now squatting on the guy’s eight-inch manhoods, facing the other girls. The also reached out and held each other and then all four reached forward with their spare hands and held onto the girl opposite.

All four then began to bounce up and down slowly and steadily as a unit, two of them impaled on pork swords and two on tongues.

They then began chanting their mating song. Soon all the watching villagers joined in.

Dorothy’s team took pictures and one recorded the song.

Gwenfrild looked around and spoke to Jenny for a while. Jenny relayed the information to Dorothy.

“Gwenfrild says they will keep this up for ten minutes. By that time, both of the guys should have shot a load. If not, they keep going.”

“What if they both shoot earlier?” asked Dorothy.

“They still keep going for ten minutes.”

“Ok, and then what?”

“Then the cock riders climb off and are replaced by the tongue riders. And two new tongue riders take their place. Then they keep going until all the girls have had a ride.”

A that moment, Jack cried out and his arse jerked up as he tried to force his cock as deep into the pink hole above him as possible. His arse jerked up twice more, before it settled back down onto the bed and laid still.

“I think Jack’s just shot his load.” said Jenny.

“Yes. And I don’t think Steve’s far behind. Oh, look. There he goes now.”

Two minutes later, the first changeover occurred. The first two riders climbed off. They both had big grins on their faces, pleased with their gift of hot cum.

Meanwhile the tongue fuckers moved forward and then turned around, hovering over the now wilting pork swords. Two new tongue riders climbed into position.

The swordswomen reached down and sheathed their boys’ weapons. Then all four reached out and held onto each other and began to bounce up and down. The mating song started up again.

Although the guys had just come, the feeling of a tight quim sliding up and down their man meat was enough to get them up and running once more. But this time, the cock riders had their work cut out. It took them twelve minutes of hard galloping to get their boys to shoot.

Jenny was talking to Dorothy and missed Steve’s cum shot but she saw Jack’s and noticed that his arse only jerked up once this time. Clearly, his tank had been almost empty, and next time he would be running on fumes.

There was another changeover, but just as the girls had set off at a canter, one of the cock riders stopped, followed shortly by the other.

The riders and Gwenfrild had a discussion, and then Gwenfrild had a conversation with Jenny. Then the cock riders reluctantly dismounted.

“It looks like the boys are all used up.” said Jenny to Dorothy.

“Gwenfrild says they’re ball bags are shrivelled up like dried raisins, and their cocks are like earthworms. I told them that was normal for the males of our tribe.”

“So, what are they going to do?”

“They’re just going to make do with tongue riding for the time being and maybe give their dicks another workout after they’ve had some time to recover.”

The ritual carried on for another three hours. The women mostly using the boys’ tongues, although they made a few more attempts on their dicks but with limited success. Finally, the guys were dragged back to the log hut and tied up.

Dorothy’s team were invited to stay the night and accepted. Gwenfrild showed them a spare log hut they could use.

Monday 22 August 71

Next Monday morning, they said their goodbyes.

Jenny told Gwenfrild that their islands would be protected. Gwenfrild promised to spread the word to the other villages and also agreed to the strangers request to return for a longer visit in a month or two.

Dorothy and the team then set off on their return trip. Arriving back at the landing beach, they fired a flare, and half an hour later, the pinnace arrived to pick them up.

They dropped Anita off at St Davids and Sandy and Debbie at Romulus on the way back. The three smugglers were handed over to the Romulus police.

Dorothy, Luna and Jenny arrived in Stakarov two days later and then drove back to Victoria.

Tuesday 23 August 71

The following morning, they had a debriefing with Patricia.

“So, how did it go, Dorothy?”

“It went very well, Patricia. We only visited one village, but we got on really well with them.”

“How many people were there in the village?”

“Sandy and Debbie did the survey. They said it was 67 females. There were also two males, aged 4 and 10. There were no adult males.”

“What? There were no adult males there at all?”

“No, but apparently that’s normal.” said Jenny.

“Gwenfrild told me that males only live in the village until the age of 12. Then they move out and live in the forest nearby. They are then known as Zerlings and are supported by the villagers while they learn the skills they need to survive on their own.”

“When they reach the age of 16, they are expected to be fully independent and to move well away from the village. They are then known as ‘Uvenies’ – which means something similar to virgin. From then on, it’s considered shameful for a male to return to any village voluntarily, except when in poor health or on the verge of starvation.”

“Voluntarily? Are you implying that sometimes they are brought back against their will?”

“Yes, that’s right. When the females want to breed, or just have some fun, the chief of the village organizes a hunting party, which sets out to capture and bring back a ripe male. He then has to service all the females of the village before he is released into the wild once again.”

“What’s a ripe male?”

“Like we saw with Zeke. When a male reaches a certain age, in the summer he generates huge amounts of seed, and his ball bag swells up to accommodate it. Once he’s been used, he’s no longer a Uveny, he’s now known as a Virantus. If the women completely drain him, it then takes about two weeks for him to reload.”

“Why do the males have to be captured? How come they don’t just go to the villages on their own?” asked Patricia.

“Gwenfrild told me that their males have no sex drive at all. I guess they’ve lost that instinct because they only have sex once a year. So, the females have to go out and get them. Apparently, they don’t resist capture, but they don’t actively assist either. And as we saw with Zeke, even when they’re ripe, they have to be triggered into sexual desire through pain. Gwenfrild confirmed that they always cane them on the arse. Pain anywhere else just doesn’t work.”

“Did Gwenfrild know anything about their history?”

“She told me she had always lived in the village on the island, but her mother had originally lived on the mainland. They had to move because the fruit they live on became harder and harder to find. The Munjos were eating most of it. They moved to their island when they realised the fruit there was plentiful and there were no Munjos living on it.”

“Yes, that backs up our own research.” added Dororthy.

“We think a slight change in the climate about 200 years ago caused the Munjo population to vastly increase, creating more competition for food. The Munjos have much larger stomachs so they can survive on a variety of vegetation although it seems they are partial to the Pasha fruit. But the Magnagallens with their smaller stomachs, require protein dense fruit such as Pasha, Avocado and Banana.”

“As a result, we think Magnagallen numbers would have declined rapidly any place where they were competing with Munjos.”

“Did Gwenfrild have any idea how many adult males are on the island?” asked Patricia.

“She says they are aware of five Virantus, but their village is towards the southern end and there may be one or two more at the northern end that they don’t come across.” replied Dororthy.

“We didn’t come across any ourselves.” added Luna.

“I was hoping I would see Zeke.” said Jenny.

“Although I realise the chance of that was very small.”

“I’m afraid the chance of seeing him was actually zero.” said Patricia.

They all looked at Patricia in shock.

“What do you mean, Patricia?” asked Dorothy.

“I didn’t tell you before you set off because I wanted your minds on the mission. But Zeke never got there. He jumped ship in King George. We don’t know why. I can only assume he didn’t want to go back.”

“What’s being done? Have there been any sightings of him since? Did the police in King George look for him?”

“I’m afraid not. King George was still under martial law at the time. The authorities there had too much to do keeping order and processing their males. They promised to keep an eye out for him, but they said they didn’t have the resources to do an intensive search.”

“Is it still under martial law now?” asked Dororthy.

“No, Duchess Elizabeth was sworn in last Friday.”

“But there have still not been any sightings?”

“None that have been reported.”




Chapter 8 – Return to Victoria

Sunday 30 July 71

In fact, having had a taste of civilisation, Zeke wasn’t at all keen to return to the hermit lifestyle on a remote island. So, when the Eleanor docked at King George late in the evening on the day of her departure from Stakarov to pick up some additional supplies, Zeke seized his chance.

The crew had been told that Zeke was compliant and would obey female commands provided they were clear enough that he properly understood them. But that made them complacent. They didn’t lock him in his room or guard his door. He was allowed to go out on deck whenever he wanted. After all, they were on a ship. Where could he go?

But Zeke wasn’t at all happy. He wanted to go back and live with Jenny. He made up his mind to go back to Victoria.

The gangplank was guarded so he simply climbed over the handrails on the opposite side of the ship, lowered himself down as far as he could and then let go and dropped into the water. The sound of his splash was lost in the sound of the breaking waves. Nobody noticed his disappearance until the following morning when one of the ship’s boys brought his breakfast to his room.

Zeke was a strong swimmer and due to his thick skin, he wasn’t affected by the cold water as much as a human would have been. So, instead of swimming the few yards to the quayside and climbing one of the access ladders, he swam parallel to the shoreline until he was clear of the harbour area, which was well guarded by Queendom Army troops.

In fact, the whole town was swarming with troops. Zeke didn’t know it, but the town was still under martial law, and a curfew was in force at night. No one, male or female, was allowed out onto the streets without proper authorisation.

When Zeke finally came ashore, it was onto a rocky beach not far from the southern edge of town. The Eleanor had travelled within sight of the coast that day and Zeke had taken note that the coast was on their right. So, he knew he was heading in the right direction now. He didn’t know how far it was back to Victoria, but he knew if he kept going along the coast in this direction, he would come to it eventually.

As his clothes were soaking wet, he decided to take them off. But he kept them. He had learned that wearing them meant he looked less suspicious. He decided to keep walking. He headed inland aware from the rocky shoreline, but as soon as he got clear he turned parallel to the coast.

Suddenly, his progress was stopped. In front of him was a deep ditch with coils of barbed wire running along both sides and along the bottom. He had reached King George’s outer defences. He turned in front of it to look for a place to cross.

He heard a motor vehicle and ducked down, not knowing how close it would come. Then he saw its lights pass by. The coast road was just a short distance ahead. He made his way up to it and turned south.

The road ran straight across the deep ditch which had been filled in at this point. Zeke hurried along the road but as soon as he was clear of the ditch, he veered off the road to the left, on the inland side. He was on farmland. He kept going until he felt too tired to go on and then found a spot to curl up below a tree at the edge of a field.

Monday 1 August 71

At dawn the next day, Zeke was up early and set off across the fields, keeping the coast in sight but at the same time keeping well away from the road. Occasionally he saw field teams working. These always seemed to comprise 10 to 12 males and a couple of female overseers. Zeke always gave them and any farm buildings a wide berth.

He gathered up any edible fruit, berries or roots that he came across, and spent the last two hours of daylight each day gathering more, unless he had been fortunate and had managed to gather enough for his needs on his travels. But it was low grade stuff. He rarely came across Pasha fruit, and as a result he was always hungry, but he pressed on.

Wednesday 3 August 71

Two days later, he had a stroke of luck. He came across an orchard. It was fenced off to keep animals and especially Munjos out, but it was no problem for Zeke. He climbed the fence easily.

Then his eyes opened wide in awe. He saw line after line of wooden trellises spaced five yards apart. Zeke walked along between two of the lines. There was a pasha growing up the trellis every three yards. Zeke had never seen so many pashas growing in one place before.

He realised that someone must had built the trellises and planted the pashas. He wondered why his people had never thought of doing that instead of spending all day searching for wild plants.

But regardless, he now had plenty of food. He feasted and then spent the night there. The next morning, he feasted again and then took as much as he could with him.

Saturday 6 August 71

The following Saturday, he saw a town in the distance and knew it must be Stakarov. He didn’t want to walk through the town. He decided to skirt it on its eastern side. After walking through fields for an hour, he happened upon an unmade road and his progress then increased.

He stopped. Something about this road looked familiar, but he couldn’t place it. He carried on. Then he rounded a corner and saw a farmhouse. He stared at it. He had been here before. Then he remembered. This is where he had been brought when he had been stolen. He remembered being kept in a cell which must be in the basement.

He got closer but kept out of sight. There didn’t seem to be anyone around at the moment. He kept watching for half an hour without seeing any sign of life. He then crept forward. He went right up to the building and listened at the doors and looked in through all the windows.

Then he tried the doors, front and back. Both were locked. He tried forcing them, but they were too strong.

He had a look around and soon found a large stone. Without wasting any more time, he went straight up to the kitchen window and smashed it in. He used the stone to knock out all the broken pieces still lodged in the frame and then climbed in.

He checked all the cupboards looking for food. He was in luck. There were six tins of various types of fruit. He took them and then searched for a tin opener. He was now glad that Jenny had showed him how to open such tins.

He was about to climb back out and get on his way when his eyes spotted the cooker. It had a gas hob like Mistress Jenny had. She had shown him how to use it to heat water to make hot drinks.

Zeke turned on the gas which self-lit. After a quick search, he found some newspapers and magazines in the lounge. He twisted lots of pages together to form a thick firelighter and then lit it from the hob. He then went upstairs and started fires in every room, then came back downstairs and did the same.

Then he was out of the window and on his way. He kept looking back as he went, after half an hour, when he was 2 miles away, he could see the thick column of black smoke rising into the sky. He smiled to himself and strode out.

Wednesday 24 August 71

The following Wednesday, Zeke’s luck finally ran out. All day, he had been crossing a series of fields that had drainage ditches on all sides. Crossing the ditches was not a problem. He simply climbed down into the ditch and then climbed up the other side. In most cases there was not much water in the bottom, and he was able to step across. In two cases he had to wade across. But it wasn’t a big deal.

The problem came when he arrived at the edge of the area that had been reclaimed. Ahead, the land ahead of him was in its natural state. A wide marshy plain mixed with patches of dry land. There may have been a way across. Perhaps someone who had lived here all their life would know it, but Zeke didn’t.

He turned and walked along the edge of the last field. The only obvious way across was along the coast road, which pushed its way through. This section, that joined Aurora with Stakarov was well used. It was the only road from both King George and Aurora to the rest of the Queendom. As he walked towards it, Zeke observed the traffic on it. There seemed to be a vehicle about once every 10 minutes on average.

The road was raised a couple of feet above the surrounding land. It had been made by dumping rocks into the swamp to form a causeway. He reckoned if he went as far as he could down the side and laid down, he would just about be hidden from a vehicle on the opposite side of the road. But not from the nearest side.

Perhaps he should wait for darkness. But he was getting impatient. He wanted to get back to Jenny. He decided to cross in daylight. He set off, constantly looking ahead and behind to get the greatest possible warning of any approaching traffic.

Whenever he saw a vehicle, he would go to the opposite side of the road, step down almost to the swamp and lay down until the vehicle had passed. Then he would carefully observe in both directions before getting up again.

The plan worked well for the first 40 minutes, but then he had the misfortune of seeing vehicles coming from both directions at once. He tried to judge which one would arrive first, but then realised it didn’t actually matter, as he wouldn’t have time to cross over after the first one had passed anyway. At least, not without being seen.

One was a truck, so he lay down on the side the car would pass and trusted to luck. The car passed by first followed a few seconds later by the truck. Neither stopped, although Zeke thought the car slowed down after it had passed him. Zeke assumed the driver was being cautious as she passed the truck.

However, an hour later, Zeke saw another car ahead of him, heading north. He got down to wait for it to pass. After five minutes, there was no sign of it. He carefully crawled up higher until he could see along the road. It had stopped about half a mile ahead of him. It was a police car.

Two officers had got out of the car and were walking towards him, one on each side of the road, looking down the sides of the causeway. The car was following at walking pace.

Zeke desperately tried to think what to do. He could only think of two options. Stay where he was or run for it. If he stayed where he was, unless they were blind, they would see him in 7 or 8 minutes. If he ran for it, there was nowhere to go except back along the road. They would jump back into their car and be on him in less than a minute.

Zeke went for the first option. Just lay as still as possible and hope the officer on his side didn’t notice him. It didn’t work.

“Shit! Over here Jean. The caller was right. There is a body.”

Zeke heard the car pull up and then a door slam and then he heard voices. He realised they were all standing on the road looking down at him. He slowly turned his head to look.

“Shit! He’s alive. What are you doing down there, boy? Get up here.”

Zeke climbed back up to the road. The officers had their man-prods at the ready.

“What’s your serial number, boy?”

“No number.”

“You don’t know your own number?”

“Not have number.”

“You don’t have a number? Why not?”

Zeke didn’t reply.

“Ok, boy, turn around and face the car.”

Zeke was handcuffed and searched and then bundled into the car. Then they set off back to Aurora.

Zeke was taken to Aurora police station. He was taken to the front desk and told to stand still. One of the officers scanned him.

“He hasn’t got a chip, Sarge.”

“Ok, boy, what’s your serial number?”

“No number.” said Zeke.

“That’s what he told us, Sarge.”

“Well, who’s your owner then.”

Zeke’s eyes lit up. Maybe Jenny would come and get him.

“Jenny.”

“Ah. Now we’re getting somewhere. And where does this Jenny live? Is she here in Aurora?”

“Jenny live in Victoria.”

“In Victoria? Do you know the address?”

Zeke didn’t know the address, but he did know where she worked.

“Jenny work university.”

“Jenny works at the university? Well, that’s something. Jean, give Victoria Uni a bell and see if there’s a Jenny working there who’s lost a boy.”

“Yes, Sarge.”

“In the meantime, lock him up in the cells.”

Later that day, Zeke was laying down in his cell when he heard someone approaching. He looked up to see one of the officers accompanied by Dorothy and Jenny.

Zeke immediately stood up.

“Mistress Dorothy! Mistress Jenny!”

“Zeke! We were worried sick. Where have you been?” said Jenny.

“Yes, this is Zeke, officer.”

“Is he really the Venanoid?” asked the officer, thrilled.

“Yes, he is.”

The officer unlocked the cell, and Dorothy and Jenny led him out and back to their car. Later that evening they arrived back in Victoria. Zeke was taken back to Jenny’s house where he was fed and put to bed.

Thursday 25 August 71

The next day at the university, they have a meeting to discuss what to do with Zeke. Patricia opened the meeting.

“Right, first off, the committee has now accepted that Zeke is not being held against his will. They have now agreed that he can stay in the Queendom if that’s what he wants. But under the terms of the agreement, he can’t be owned. So, that raises the question of what to do with him.”

They all looked at Jenny. Dorothy spoke.

“Well, I already have a boy and so does Luna. And he’s been living with Jenny, and he obviously likes her a lot. So, I think it’s only fair to give Jenny first dibs if she wants him.”

“What do you think, Jenny? Would you like to take official – well, not ownership, but custody?”

Jenny looked a bit embarrassed.

“Well, it’s true, I do really like him, and he’s got a nice cock and a lovely ass. But the thing is, he can only have sex for a few days each year. I’m a woman and have needs, and that’s just not enough for me. I don’t think he would really suit me.”

“That’s fine, Jenny. Nobody was saying you had to have him. I’ll make enquiries and see if I can find a suitable home for him.” said Patricia.

“Before you make a final decision, Jenny, we have been working to isolate the hormones that control him and we’ve been making good progress.” said Dororthy.

“We think we’ve identified the hormone that makes him ripe each year. We’re at the stage where we’re ready to try it out. Why don’t you hold off making a decision for the moment? In fact, wait there a moment.”

Dorothy got up and went to across the room. When she came back, she handed a vial to Jenny.

“Give him this serum and see what happens. It contains the hormones that we think causes ripeness.”

“Is it dangerous?”

“No, it only contains natural ingredients. It will either work or it won’t work, but either way it won’t do him any harm.”

“Ok. But what’s the dose?”

“I’m not really sure, to be honest. We’re still very much at the experimental stage. Start with 20mL each morning. You should see results after about 3 days. Then we can adjust the dosage based on the results.”

“Ok, I’ll give it a try.”

Monday 29 August 71

“How’s Zeke getting on with the serum, Jenny?” asked Dorothy when they were back at work on Monday.

“It seems to be working a bit too well. His ball bag was about three inches diameter this morning.”

“Oh my. That’s a lot bigger than what we wanted. Two and a half would have been ideal. We’ll have to reduce the dose. What have you given him so far?”

“Three doses of 20mL like you said. Friday to Sunday. Nothing happened the first couple of days, but when I checked this morning, there it was. A huge ball bag full of cum. So, I didn’t give him anything this morning and I’m going to try him out tonight.”

“Be careful, Jenny. There could be an awful lot of cum in there.”

“Don’t worry, Dorothy. I can handle it.”

“Ok, good luck.”

When she went home that evening, Zeke’s balls had stabilized at three inches. Jenny did the sums. Three inches diameter was about 230 mL. Less the space his balls take up inside his bag. But she didn’t really know how much to allow for that. Assuming his balls used up 50% of the space, that still left 115 mL. He should be good for at least 10 cum shots. Or 40 individual ropes. Jenny was looking forward to some fun this evening!

“How are you feeling today, Zeke?”

“I’m good, Mistress Jenny.”

“Good, because I want to relieve the pressure in your ball bag this evening.”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny. Thank you, Mistress Jenny.”

But first they had a meal. Jenny had a casserole and Zeke had a large bowl of top-quality fruit.

“Ok, Zeke. Go to your room and get undressed.”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny.”

Jenny followed him and watched him as he stripped off. She was still dressed in her work clothes, a white blouse and a sky-blue medium length skirt.

“Ok, follow me to my bedroom.”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny.”

“Right. Let’s get you ready.”

Jenny had borrowed a dining room chair, placed it in the middle of the room and laid a pillow over the back of it.

“Bend over the chair, Zeke.”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny.”

Zeke stood at the back of the chair and bent over, his waist cushioned by the pillow. It was just the right height and caused his arse to bend into an ideal shape for caning.

“Get ready, Zeke. I’m going to give you a few really hard whacks instead of lots of medium strokes.”

“Thank you, Mistress Jenny.”

“Very well. Get ready, Zeke.”

Jenny stood behind and off to his left.

Swish. Thwack!

Swish. Thwack!

Swish. Thwack!

Swish. Thwack!

Jenny gave his arse four maximum strength whacks. She could see his cock from her position and watched as it grew. She paused after the fourth whack and waited. It kept growing but the rate of growth was slowing down. He needed a couple more.

Swish. Thwack!

Swish. Thwack!

Jenny watched as the cock’s growth accelerated.

“Yes, I think that will do.”

Jenny now stripped off. Zeke watched. Now that Jenny had caned him into arousal, he was very interested.

“Would you like to lick me, Zeke?”

“Yes please, Mistress Jenny.”

Jenny kneeled down at the side of her bed and rested her head and chest on it. Zeke got down onto his hands and knees and approached her. He loved the roundness of her butt cheeks. He placed a hand on each one and slid them lightly over their smooth surfaces. Then he leaned in and kissed each one.

He placed a hand on the centre of each cheek and gently pushed them apart and then leaned in with his tongue extended and began running it up and down her flaps. He quickly prised them apart with the tip of his tongue and delved deep into her pink slit.

“Mmmm. That’s nice. Keep going.”

He lengthened his licks to include her arse hole and clit. Up and down, up and down. Soon, he got the first taste of Jenny’s love juice. His tongue then homed in on her hole and forced its way in.

“Oh my!”

Zeke then treated Jenny to a nice, relaxing tongue fuck. In, out, in, out at a nice slow pace. His reward was a continuous supply of Jenny’s delicious woman wine which he eagerly lapped up as soon as it began to dribble out. With her hole nice and moist, Zeke decided it was time to get his 12-inch trouser snake into action.

He kneeled up and shuffled in, and in a few seconds, he had sheathed his giant pork sword in Jenny’s tight, pink scabbard.

He started off with slow, deliberate thrusts and then gradually increased the depth but not the speed of his thrusts. He needed to make sure his pink rod was well coated with girl juice before he increased speed. A twelve-incher thrusting away at top speed could create a lot of friction.

As soon as he felt nicely lubricated, he increased speed and before long, he was pumping away at one thrust every second. In, out, in, out.

“Oh baby. Yes. Keep going.”

Zeke brought his hands back and began slowly caressing both of Jenny’s arse cheeks again, using slow, wide circular movements, while his cock continued to pump in and out of her hole.

“Zeke, don’t cum until I give you permission.”

“No, Mistress Jenny.”

“Keep it going, Zeke. Nice, long strokes. That’s it, good boy. Oooh. Yes.”

Zeke could feel his balls beginning to tingle. Jenny must have realised as well.

“Ok, stop, Zeke.”

Zeke stopped and pulled out and Jenny stood up.

“Get on the bed, Zeke. On your back, head on the pillows.”

“Yes, Mistress Jenny.”

Zeke got into position.

“I need to sit on your amazing meat missile, Zeke.”

Jenny climbed onto the bed and got into a squatting position above Zeke’s man meat, facing his feet. She reached down and gripped his cock just below the helmet and then moved his bell end back and forth along her minge to make sure it had a good coating of girl juice. She then positioned his helmet at the entrance to her love cave and slowly sat down and engulfed all 12 inches of him.

She braced herself with her hands on his knees and began to slowly ride him. She soon sped up, sliding her quim up and down almost his entire length. Zeke loved watching her round arse sliding up and down his pink pole. He reached out and gripped her arse cheeks and helped her with her thrusting. Up, down, up, down.

“Oh, my. You’ve got such a lovely stiff rod, Zeke.”

“Thank you, Mistress Jenny.”

“Don’t shoot yet.”

“No Mistress Jenny.”

Jenny kept bouncing up and down on his pink foot-long. If she got tired, she would just sit on his arse and rock backwards and forwards for a while until she got her breath back, and then she would resume full on bouncing.

But a full 12-inches of man meat is a lot to take in, and Jenny was getting closer and closer to her climax.

“Oh, my goddess, I’m coming. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeees.”

Jenny remained motionless while she recovered. She then happened to glance down and noticed Zeke’s 3-inch diameter ball bag. It then occurred to her that she had promised to relieve the pressure, but she hadn’t let him cum yet. She resolved to suck the first load out of him.

She turned around and then reversed between his legs and leaned down. She reached out and took Zeke’s balls in one hand and fondled them for a moment before moving to grip his cock at the base and turn it to an upright position. She then leaned down and her tongue began to lap the top of his cock while supporting herself on her other hand.

Then she engulfed most of his cock and began moving her lips up and down its length.

“Mmmmm. This is the biggest cock I’ve ever had in my mouth, Zeke. And it’s so tasty.”

She leaned in a bit more. Her right hand now gripped the base of his meat missile and the left gripped the sides of his ball bag while at the same time her left elbow propped her up.

Her lips slid down the shaft as far as they could. She was an expert cock sucker and had deep throated many a cock, but this 12-incher was a real challenge. She took a deep breath, opened her mouth as wide as she could and adjusted the angle of her head and then went for it, slowly pushing her way down the whole length of the meat missile.

Her lips finally arrived at the launch pad. She had made it. She held her position for a few seconds. Both Jenny’s and Zeke’s eyes were watering. Finally, she pulled back and took a deep breath.

She then resumed regular cock sucking, just taking a mere eight inches into her mouth each time.

“Mistress Jenny!”

“Yes, I know Zeke. You’ve been a good boy. You may cum whenever you’re ready.”

Jenny kept sliding her lips up and down his massive meat missile. She now had one hand lightly gripping his ball bag so that she would get advance warning of lift off.

“Oh, oh, oh.”

“Yes, cum for me baby.”

Jenny felt Zeke’s ball bag contract and knew he was about to shoot. She quickly slid her lips up his shaft and gripped it tight just below the bell end.

The next moment, Zeke’s arse jerked upwards off the bed. Four huge ropes of hot man milk shot out of his pink rod and into Jenny’s waiting mouth. Just as she was about to start swilling it around, Zeke’s arse jerked again, and another four ropes shot out. A few seconds later, they were joined by another seven. And then another six. And then another seven, and finally, another three, and then all on its own, another one.

Jenny’s eyes were wide open and her cheeks were bulging. What the hell had just happened? Clearly, Zeke had shot his entire load in one go. That wasn’t in the plan at all. It seemed Dorothy still had some work to do.

Still, making the best of it, Jenny swilled the creamy mixture around in her mouth for a while and then gulped it down.

She then burst out laughing.

“Zeke, you naughty boy, you could have warned me.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress Jenny, that’s never happened before.”

“Don’t worry, Zeke. It wasn’t your fault.”

Tuesday 30 August 71

The following morning in the lab, Dorothy, Luna and Jenny discussed Zeke’s performance.

“So, how did it go last night, Jenny.”

“He was great. But there was just one problem. He shot his entire load in one go. I was giving him a blowjob at the time, and it took me totally by surprise.”

“Oh, sorry, Jenny.” said Dorothy laughing.

“My mistake. I thought you realised. At the moment, we’ve only managed to isolate the hormone that makes him produce cum. We’re still working on the one that allows him to limit his cum shot to 3 or 4 ropes.”

“Oh, no worries, Dorothy. I enjoyed it. So, how is the research going?”

“Actually, we’ve just had a breakthrough. We think a new version of the serum should be available very soon.”

“Great! Will it work on human males as well?”

“No. Human males don’t have a way to store the quantities of spunk involved. And the rope limiter won’t work, because Magnagallen males have a muscle at the base of their cock that controls the cum shot. That’s how they can stop the cum shot after 3 or 4 ropes. So, basically, it’s just for Magnagallens.”

“Oh. Can they control that manually?”

“We don’t think so.”

“So, Jenny, you gave him 60 mL of serum in total?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“And what quantity of spunk did he shoot?”

“I’m not sure.”

“Just an estimate will be fine.”

“Ok. Hold on a moment.”

Jenny went over to the workbench and got a glass jug that had measurements engraved in the side. Then she got a bottle of water and held it up to her mouth and squirted it in. But she didn’t drink, she just squirted the water in until her cheeks were bulging almost to the point of bursting. Then she leaned over the glass jug and let the water flow out of her mouth and into it. She read the markings.

“Just over 300 mL.”

Dorothy made a note.

“Hmm. I think with the next trial, you should reduce the amount of Serum A that you give him. Maybe make it 5 mL each morning.”

“Ok, but did you say serum A?”

“Yes, that’s right. For the next trial there will be two separate serums, A and B. I think it’s best to keep them separate until we find the right mix, and then we can combine them if we want.”

“So, what do they do?” asked Jenny.

“Well, serum A is basically the stuff that you already gave Zeke, but we’ve improved the formula. It’s serum A that makes him produce spunk. Serum B is the stuff that holds him back by triggering his cock muscle to clamp down. The more you give him, the sooner the cock muscle will operate and the less ropes he will shoot out on each cum shot.”

“Great!”

“But we need to be very careful with serum B. An overdose could be dangerous.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, if we give him too much, his cock muscle will clamp down right away and stop him shooting at all. His ball muscles and his cock muscle will fight. We’re worried that it could damage his balls or even burst his ball bag.

“My goddess!”

At that moment, Patricia came into the lab.

“Good morning, Dorothy, Jenny.”

“Good morning, Patricia.”

“I’ve got an announcement. We’re going to organize another expedition to the Gallen Islands next month. Dorothy, Luna and Jenny, we would like you to be on it.”

They all nodded enthusiastically.

“We’ll also be sending some agricultural experts and large stocks of Pasha seeds. The idea is to teach the villagers how to increase food production using formal farming techniques. Both the Queendom and Romulus will begin shipping them aid of one sort or another on a regular basis. When they are ready, we will help them to expand onto both North and South Gallen.”

“That’s excellent.” said Dorothy.

“A small harbour will be built on Middle Gallen. This will be used to receive aid, and we’ll also station a small troop of marines here to deter smugglers. Initially, the Queendom will supply the marines.”

“How do Romulus feel about that?” asked Dorothy.

“They’re not happy, but we pointed out that the Gallens are a matriarchal society and their population is 95% female, so any security force also needs to be all female. They’ve reluctantly accepted that. They’re going to form an all-female platoon of their own, and when that’s ready, we’ll both provide security, switching over each month.”

“Yes, that makes sense.”

“One more thing. It’s been decided that the Gallens should have a say in all this and the best way to do that is for them to have representatives in Victoria and Romulus. The obvious candidate for Victoria is Zeke. So, Zeke will join you on the expedition so that he can confer with Wendagarth. If the Gallens agree, he will return as an official ambassador, although without an actual embassy.”

“That’s excellent, Patricia.” said Dorothy.

“Zeke will make an excellent ambassador. His English his improving rapidly.”

“So, how’s it going with Zeke, anyway?”

“Fine, Patricia. We were just discussing Zeke’s performance last night and the improvements we’re making to the serums.”

“Ah, that reminds me. Duchess Linda says he can stay at the slave hostel here in Victoria for nothing. The Duchy of Victoria will cover all his costs.”

“Forget the hostel, Ms Patricia.” said Jenny.

“I’ve decided I would like to keep him after all.”

“Oh. That’s fine, Jenny. In fact, that’s much better. Zeke will be thrilled. But what made you change your mind?”

“The serums, Ms Patricia. These drugs are a game changer. I’ve now got the ideal boy. Exactly what I’ve been looking for. His sex drive will be entirely under my control as long as I do a little forward planning.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, most of the time I’ll give him 5ml a day, which should be just right for one good shag per day. If I’m working away, he won’t get the dose. And if I feel like partying, or I’m having guests over, I just need to remember to prime him 3 days in advance with an increased dose, and then we’ve got an action-packed night to look forward to.”

“Once these drugs are perfected, I’ll be able to controls the number and size of his cum shots. What more could a girl want? There’s no way I’m giving that up.”

“Oh, Jenny!” said Patricia and Dorothy.

“You’re such a nympho.”
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