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Chapter 1 – The Mission

Friday 25 June 2224

“Right, shackle him onto the caning horse, Sophie. That’s right. And don’t forget the waist belt.”

Sophie reached down and pulled the two ends of the waist belt up and tightened them over Ryan’s back.

“Like this, Mary?”

“Yes, that’s right. Now, you want to take up position about a yard behind his arse and a yard to the left.”

Sophie did as the femdom instructor told her.

“Right, now give him 10 good whacks on the arse.”

Sophie pulled the 3-foot cane behind her and began striking Ryan’s arse. But Ryan was her boyfriend and she didn’t want to hurt him. So, she went easy on him.

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

“Was that ok, Mary?”

“Hmmm. I’m not sure. How did it feel, Ryan?” asked the instructor.

Ryan grinned: “To be honest, Mary, it didn’t really hurt that much.”

“I thought so. You need to whack him much harder than that, Sophie. Try again.”

“Yes, Mary.”

Sophie was a bit miffed with Ryan’s criticism. She expected him to have pretended that it hurt. She retaliated by whacking him extra hard on the rerun.

Swish. Thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

“How about that, Ryan?” asked the instructor.

“Ow, my fucking arse. Fuck me, Sophie, that fucking hurt.”

“Language, Ryan! There are ladies present.”

“Sorry, Mary. Sorry, Sophie.”

“Yes, that was better, Sophie, although you probably don’t need to go quite that hard. And remember, you’ll need to give him about twenty after you land to make sure his arse is nicely welted.”

“Is that really necessary, Mary?” asked Ryan.

“Yes. You can’t afford to take any chances. The way things are going, it’s not out of the question that Mount Vernon could be a gynarchy by the time you get there. And from what we’ve learned so far, both the gynarchy police and the ladies in general are very strict with their males and cane them for the slightest misdemeanour. So, it’s going to look really suspicious if you get pulled up by the local police for some minor offence and they when they go to cane you, they find you with a smooth, pink, unblemished arse. Of course, if it turns out that Mount Vernon is still an independent colony, then there’s no harm done.”

“Except to my arse!” retorted Ryan.

Mary ignored his comment.

“And remember, Sophie, whenever you’re in a gynarchy you’ll have to keep him topped up with regular beatings. Most gynarchy ladies routinely give their males six to ten whacks every week, they call it maintenance spanking. So, you do the same.”

“Mary, what happens if we get to King George and we find that it’s still a patriarchy? Does that mean I can get my hands on Sophie’s nice round bottom and give it a damn good spanking?”

“Ryan!” cried Sophie.

“No, Ryan, that’s not how it works. Patriarchies here on Earth don’t do maintenance spankings, and as far as we know, it’s the same on Vena.”

“Ok, let’s get Ryan off the caning horse. Derek, it’s your turn next. Shackle him on, Layla.”

Ryan, aged 21, Sophie, 20, Derek 23, and Layla, 22, were all Earth Federation Army agents about to set off on a mission to Vena from EFA’s spaceport in Houston. Conflicting reports had been filtering back to Earth over the years of expansionist moves by the gynarchy of Victoria and the Earth government wanted more exact information before considering what response to make, if any.

The government had no problem with Victoria operating as a gynarchy. It had been planned that way from the start. But Vena was supposed to be a place where all cults and groups with unusual systems or practices were free to establish colonies and live their lives in their own way, free from interference from anyone else.  It went against the spirit of the whole enterprise if one group began dominating its neighbours and imposing its culture on them.

But the information filtering back from Vena was sketchy at best. It didn’t help that due to the vast distance, any so-called news was already 10 years out of date when it arrived. And of course, Earth only knew what the various colonies of Vena chose to tell them, and each colony tended to exaggerate their successes and minimise their failings.

Earth had been sending supply ships as well as additional colonists to Vena from time to time, and in return for that support, they thought they had a right to know what was going on.

So, Operation Theia had been planned, named after the Greek goddess of sight. Four agents were being sent on a fast ship with the latest technology engines. It was capable of two-thirds light speed. The agents would go into cryogenic suspension during their trip, which would take fifteen years. As the ship passed Vena, the agents would depart on two landing craft. The mother ship would then just carry on into space for eternity. Two agents, Derek and Layla, would land on the north island and two, Ryan and Sophie, on the south. Each team was an existing couple, and they had spent months learning both maledom and femdom customs and practices.

The latest disputed information concerning the south island suggested that Victoria had already absorbed two religious matriarchies, St Agnes and Diana, a communist colony, Stakarov, and a religious patriarchy, St Peter. Apparently, some of them had merged voluntarily, by treaty. But the north claimed that some colonies had been taken by force of arms. The southern team were tasked with verifying this and checking whether King George, a secular patriarchy, and Green Bay and Mount Vernon, both liberal democracies, were still independent. They also had to get a feel for the foreign policy of any independent colonies, and especially of Victoria. They would need to write a brief history of each colony and summarise its current status. And then transmit that information back to Earth.

The northern team would likely have an easier time. The northern colonies were known to be fiercely independent, but there were so far no reports of aggression or expansionism by any of them. Most of the northern colonies had been set up as liberal democracies, but there were also three patriarchies, Westport, Sykes Inlet and St Davids, the last being religious and the first two secular. All the northern colonies were fiercely independent, which was perhaps their greatest weakness, for they were known to be extremely reluctant to discuss mergers of any kind or even alliances.

The plan was for the two EFA teams to land secretly in remote areas and then head for the nearest colony and adapt to the local customs to blend in. They would then visit all of the colonies on their island and write a report on each one. They would have to return to their landing craft to transmit their reports. The equipment capable of transmitting to Earth was not man portable.

There was no way for the agents to return to Earth, so on completion of their mission, they were released from all obligations and loyalties and were free to join any colony that would accept them. Their mission had to remain secret until their report had been transmitted to Earth, and ideally, until the other team had transmitted theirs also.

The mission was not without its problems, however. EFA assumed that each colony would have some kind of passport or ID but since EFA did not know what the documents looked like, they had not been able to provide them. As a workaround, their landing craft had equipment on board for forging many types of documents, but they would need to get samples or images to work from.

They would have plenty of compo rations, communicators, and clothing on board, including generic military and police uniforms that were probably good enough to fool civilians.

Saturday 26 June 2224

The next day, all four agents reported to the medical centre. They were all having the latest technology surgically implanted in them. And Earth technology was way ahead of anything available on Vena.

That afternoon, when they had all recovered from their minor operations, they assembled in a meeting room, where an EFA technical assistant explained the technology that had been implanted in them and how it operated.

“Ok, guys, listen up while I go through the features of the EFA Model 2224 implant. Basically, the latest implant has two manual features and four automatic boosters. To operate a feature, you merely think about it, and it works.”

“So, what are the features? Well first off, you’ve got a tiny camera in your left eye. Look at something, concentrate, and the picture is taken. You can visualise it later, but it works best if you close your eyes or look at a dark background. If you return to the landing craft, you can download it to the computer.”

“Secondly, you’ve got an in-built compass. Just think compass, and your heading will appear overlaid on your vision. If you can’t see it clearly, just close your eyes for a moment.”

“Right, the boosters. First, the calorie booster. If the sensors detect your hunger is above a certain level, it will automatically inject calories. You’ve got a total of about 10 days of calories. Try to eat normal rations and just keep the boosters for emergencies.”

“The oxygen booster supplies oxygen to your bloodstream. It kicks in automatically when low oxygen is detected in your blood. There’s enough for about 60 minutes. This is handy if you need to stop breathing because you’ve been gassed or you need to stay under water, for example. Just hold your breath. You’ll get the urge to inhale as your oxygen levels deplete, then that urge will go away when the booster kicks in. But if you go under water, for god’s sake remember to close your mouth. If you don’t, your lungs will fill with water, and then you’ll drown as soon as your booster oxygen runs out.”

“The adrenaline booster allows you to push yourself beyond your normal limits. You’ll be able to run faster or for longer and you will feel stronger. But it doesn’t make you any fitter or stronger than you already are. The drug merely overrides your body’s natural in-built limiters which stop you from damaging yourself. So be very careful not to overdo it. Don’t go trying to lift a one-ton weight, for example. The components of your body simply aren’t strong enough to take that weight. If you insist on trying, you’ll either tear your muscles or dislocate your arms.”

“The black-out booster does what it says on the tin. When the sensor detects pain above a certain limit, it will give you a shot that will render you unconscious for around four hours. It won’t stop them whipping you, but it will stop you from feeling it. At least, until you wake up.”

“That’s all. Any questions? Good. Ok, have a play around with the eye cameras and the compass.”

Monday 28 June 2224

Monday was launch day. They boarded a shuttle and took off for the four-hour flight to the EFA’s Orbital Base Station No.2, where their space craft, the EFS Theia, was already docked and waiting. After a meal and a final briefing on board the base station, they boarded their space craft and got into their cryogenic pods. Medical teams ensured everything was functioning perfectly and then activated the pods. Within an hour, all four agents were in cryogenic suspension. Medical teams spent the next 24 hours monitoring and checking everything before giving the thumbs up to mission control.

Tuesday 29 June 2224

At 09:51 GMT the next morning, the EFS Theia launched and began accelerating up to 65% light speed.

Monday 9 October 94

Fifteen earth years later, and on board the EFS Theia, lights suddenly came on and there was a ticking sound as cold equipment slowly started to warm up. Two hours later, Ryan opened his eyes. He wondered what had gone wrong, why had he not gone into cryogenic suspension? Then he saw the date on the inside of his pod and realised he had been asleep for 15 years. He still felt so tired, so he lay back and relaxed, and let his body gradually warm up. Eight hours later, he reached up and pressed the button to open his pod.

“Hello, Ryan!”

It was Layla. She was already up. She reached in and took his hand to help him climb out.

“Been up long, Layla?”

“Only about 20 minutes. The others have been stirring, so I don’t think they’ll be much longer.”

One hour later, they were all up but still wobbly on their feet. They had 6 days until they needed to board the landing craft, which would then detach from the Theia and descend towards Vena.

They all had their special first meal that the dieticians had prepared for them, but after that they could go onto regular compo rations. And tomorrow, they would begin the rigorous exercise program that the experts had devised to get their bodies back into shape after 15 years of idleness.

Saturday 14 October 94

Departure day came. Ryan and Sophie said goodbye to Derek and Layla, and they boarded their respective landing craft. Ryan and Sophie entered lander no.1. The landers were a decent size and would be used as a base once they landed on Vena. However, unlike the Theia, they did not have artificial gravity, and therefore they had to strap themselves down to the seats. In fact, the artificial gravity of the Theia leaking in from one side made it feel like they were tilted that way.

But once both teams had boarded, Theia’s gravity was switched off and they felt more comfortable, although they were now weightless. Ryan and Sophie in lander 1 had 45 minutes to wait until they would detach. Lander 2 had an additional 3 minutes.

The time for detachment came. There was a clunk and then a slight shudder. They looked out of a port hole and saw they were gradually lagging behind the Theia. Three minutes later, they saw lander 2 successfully detach. Their lander had small navigational motors and a larger landing retarder, but they would mostly rely on gravitational capture by the planet Vena itself. Their landing zone was in the uninhabited interior of the island about 15 miles west of Mount Vernon.

Ryan unstrapped himself from the seat and floated over to a cupboard to grab a water bottle and have a drink. They couldn’t make hot drinks. Their lander did have a water boiler, but it wasn’t designed to be used in zero gravity, and it would be dangerous to try it.

Ryan pulled himself over to the control panel to check the read outs.

“We’ve got 11 hours before we need to start making landing preparations.” said Ryan. “We’ll try to get maybe 8 hours sleep and wake up just before so that we’re fresh when we land.”

“That still leaves 3 hours to kill.” said Sophie.

“Yes, we can get something to eat and then . . .”

Ryan stopped speaking as something caught his eye. He glanced to the right. Sophie’s panties came floating by. Ryan quickly turned round to find Sophie completely naked.

“You know, Ryan. I’ve always wanted to know what it would feel like to fuck in zero gravity. I think this is important research that needs to be done.”

A huge grin spread across Ryan’s face and he began getting undressed. When he was naked, he pushed himself away from the control panel and floated over to Sophie.

They tongue kissed for a minute, and then Ryan floated down to give Sophie’s breasts some attention. But as soon as he began kissing and licking her nipple, he found himself floating slowly away, so he reached out with both hands and grabbed her at the waist. He then traced circles around her areola with his tongue for a while, before flicking his tongue up and down over her nipple. He then moved in for a good long suck. He shifted across to give the other breast some attention. His tongue had just made contact when smack!

His head banged into the metal wall of the lander. He had been so engrossed that he hadn’t realised they had both been floating across the cabin.

“Hey, this is tricky.”

It was even more tricky when he wanted to use his man meat. It was difficult to get any thrusts going unless he had a firm grip on her. And he liked to keep his hands free for other things.

“Let’s use the seats.” said Sophie.

She adjusted both seats, so they laid flat in bed configuration, then reached up and grabbed Ryan while holding on to the bed with her other hand. They managed to get Ryan into a face up position on the bed and Sophie used the seat belt to strap him on.

Then she used her feet to push herself away. Reaching the opposite side – the ceiling from Ryan’s point of view – she flipped around and pushed herself back towards Ryan. Her hands were out in front of her as if she was in a dive. She grabbed the bed when she arrived and walked her hands along it until she was over Ryan’s cock. Then she opened wide and took him into her mouth and her tongue began to play with his helmet. Her hands had a firm grip on the bed frame either side of Ryan’s hips, which allowed her to push and pull her lips along the length of Ryan’s shaft.

“Hey, Ryan, watch this!”

Ryan looked down his body. Sophie had let go of the bed frame and held her hands together behind her back. From Ryan’s point of view, it looked like his hard man meat was sticking straight up with Sophie balanced on his bell end, connected only by her lips.

“Fuck me, that looks amazing.” grinned Ryan.

“That’s nothing. Just watch this.”

Sophie sucked hard and her whole body slowly moved down towards Ryan, propelled by the suction of her lips on Ryan’s cock. Then she breathed in through her nose and blew, and her lips began to reverse back up Ryan’s cock, pushing her body away from him. She tried to slow down as her lips approached his helmet but mistimed it and her lips came off, but she quickly recovered by reaching down for the bed frame.

“Sorry, I need to get used to the braking distances of lips on cock in zero gravity.” laughed Sophie.

But very soon she had got the hang of it and was able to give Ryan his very first zero gravity no hands, lips only blow job. She alternately sucked and blew and her whole body moved up and down, propelled only by her lips on his cock.

“I need this cock inside of me.” said Sophie.

She pulled herself down and aimed her quim at Ryan’s boy beef and engulfed it. Sophie reached down to the bed frame again and pushed and pulled to try to get some motion going, but it wasn’t very satisfactory.

So, Ryan reached up and both his hands grabbed hold of Sophie’s waist. Sophie curled up into almost a foetal position. Ryan began to move Sophie’s body up and down the length of his cock. Due to the zero gravity, Sophie had no weight, but she still had momentum, so a lot of effort was required to change her direction each time she arrived at the top of his cock. At the bottom, she would simply bounce off him. Ryan found it was much easier if he didn’t move her too quickly.

Ryan normally banged away like a jack hammer, but he didn’t mind a nice slow fuck now and then. Normally, Sophie lasted much longer with a slow fuck, but the unusual sensations of being fucked in zero gravity turned her on, and she was soon on the brink:

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Ryan was getting close too.

“Make sure you come inside me, Ryan. I don’t like the idea of your man seed floating around in the cabin and us breathing it in. Besides, if it gets inside the electronics, it could damage it.”

Ryan’s balls pulsed and his cock flexed and the next moment, four strong jets of hot, sticky spunk shot from the end of his cock and into Sophie’s womb. In his ecstasy, Ryan let go of Sophie’s waist and held his arms out to his sides.

Newton’s laws kicked in, and Sophie found herself sliding up Ryan’s cock due to the force of his spunk hitting the top of her womb. She quickly reached down and grabbed the bed frame. When Ryan had finished, Sophie pushed herself off him then quickly rotated herself and engulfed his cock with her mouth to mop up any stray spunk before it floated off into the cabin.

“Let’s get some sleep.” said Ryan. “When we wake up, we’ll prepare for the landing.”

“Good idea.”

Sophie got down onto the bed next to Ryan and got herself strapped on.

Chapter 2 – South Vena

Sunday 15 October 94

When they woke up, they got dressed and tilted their recliners back up into seat mode. The landing was mostly automated, but Ryan was able to steer the craft in order to fine tune the landing site, guided by short range terrain radar, and he did so, aiming for a nearly level area in a valley. The terrain consisted of undulating hills covered with large patches of heather and gorse and the occasional stunted tree, but also large areas of grassland. They landed in the middle of a patch of heather in the bottom of the valley. Their landing site was on a slight slope, but the lander automatically adjusted its legs so that the body was level.

They opened the door and looked out. It was dark outside, but dawn was breaking. Their first job was to unpack a large roll of camouflage netting and cover the lander with it, pegging it down at the edges, but leaving a gap at the lander’s door. When they had finished, the lander was almost invisible from more than 100 yards away.

They had a compo ration breakfast and some coffee and then began getting their gear together in two rucksacks. They dressed in regular clothes, but in her rucksack, Sophie had a generic police uniform and in his, Ryan had a generic military uniform.

“Ready, Sophie?”

“Not quite. Aren’t you forgetting something? Drop your trousers, Ryan.”

“Is this really necessary, Sophie?”

“Yes, Ryan, remember what Mary said. For all we know, Mount Vernon could be in the gynarchy by now. How’s it going to look if you get arrested for some silly misdemeanour and the police find you with a smooth, pink arse?”

“Very well.”

Ryan dropped his trousers and pants and leaned over a seat. Sophie armed herself with a 3-foot-long cane.

“Ready, Ryan? Mary said to start you off with 20 medium strengths to get your arse nicely welted.”

“Ready. Let’s get it over with.”

Swish! Whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack whack. “Aaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Ryan couldn’t help crying out due to the pain.

“Sorry, Ryan, but it’s for the good of the mission.”

“Maybe, but I think you enjoyed it.”

Sophie just grinned.

“Come on. Let’s get out of here.”

When they got outside, they tested their communicators. They worked fine. These would allow them to keep in touch if they got split up. They worked in either voice or text mode. There were spare sets in the lander.

They reckoned it would take them five hours to reach Mount Vernon, and they set off at a brisk walk. After three hours, they came across an unmade road and followed it and one hour later they were passing one of the Mount Vernon Mineral Company’s quarries.

They looked down. There was a lot of activity, with men operating mechanical shovels and trucks.

“All the workers seem to be male.” commented Sophie.

“I don’t think that proves anything. But I don’t see any overseers. I can’t see any women standing around with whips.” replied Ryan.

“Is that what we would see if we were in a gynarchy?”

“To be honest, I really don’t know.” said Ryan. “Come on, let’s keep going.”

They carried on walking, side by side, and after half an hour, they saw the entrance to the quarry. There was a barrier with two female security guards. It would look suspicious if they were seen coming out of the moors, so they turned off the road and walked parallel to it out of sight and rejoined the road further up. A few minutes later they entered the town of Mount Vernon. They carefully observed the local population.

“What do you think?” asked Ryan. “I mean, there’s a woman on her own over there, and look over there, there’s two guys walking together and three more guys on their own further down, and up ahead there’s a woman and a man together.”

“Hmm. Guys aren’t allowed out without a female in the gynarchy. Not unless they’ve got written permission. That much we do know. And there’s a lot of guys out alone. So, it looks like Mount Vernon is still an independent colony.” replied Sophie.

They walked along the High Street. They would need to find a bank and a hotel, but they couldn’t see either. Up ahead just outside a shop, two women had just finished talking.

“Cheerio, Katie.”

“See you later, Lola.”

The two women parted, one went back into the shop and the other turned their way. They both realised she was a police officer.

“That police officer is a woman.” pointed out Ryan.

“So what? That doesn’t prove we’re in a gynarchy. Tell you what, why don’t you ask her something?”

“Like what?”

“I know! Ask her where the bank is.”

“Ok.”

About twenty seconds later, the officer had almost reached them.

“Good morning!” she said cheerfully as she approached.

“Good morning.” said Sophie.

“Excuse me, officer. Could you direct us to a bank?” asked Ryan.

The cheerful look on the officer’s face disappeared and was replaced by an angry scowl. Ryan and Sophie immediately knew they had fucked up. And they also realised that they must be in the gynarchy after all.

“How dare you address me, male!”

“I do apologise, officer.” said Sophie. “I’m afraid he’s still not fully trained yet. That’s the third time this week that he’s spoken out of turn. Don’t worry, I will punish him immediately.”

“Good idea. It’s best to nip that attitude in the bud straight away. Do you need some help?”

“That’s very kind of you officer. I don’t have a cane with me.”

“I’ll use my whip. Drop your trousers and pants, male, and lean over this wheely bin.”

“Yes, officer.”

Ryan did as he was told. The officer drew her whip from her leg holster and then ran her hand over the fresh welts on Ryan’s arse.

“Are these welts yours?” she asked Sophie.

“Yes, freshly applied this morning.”

“Nice grouping. I can see you’re doing the right thing. If you keep that up every day, you’ll have him trained and obedient in no time. Right, stand clear.”

The officer positioned herself behind Ryan and prepared herself.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.” Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.” Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.” Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.”

She gave him six hard lashes across his arse, three forehand and three backhand. Ryan screamed out at each lash. Tears flowed from his eyes.

“That will do for now male. Let that be a lesson to you. Get dressed.”

Ryan quickly pulled his pants and trousers up to shield his arse from the gaze of the interested onlookers.

“Thank you so much for your help, officer.”

“No problem at all.”

Sophie and Ryan pretended to look in a shop window until the officer was out of sight, then they doubled back the way they had come until they were out of town and heading back towards the quarry.

“There’s no one in sight. This will do.” said Ryan.

They turned off the road and walked into the moors a short distance. Sophie changed into her generic police uniform. She needed to get photos of the IDs that were in use so they could make their own fake documents. They both hid their rucksacks there and then looked out to make sure no one was nearby.

“Wait here for me, Ryan.” said Sophie.

“You got it.”

Sophie emerged and walked in the direction of the quarry. Just a few minutes later, she saw two males walking towards her. Sophie put on her most commanding voice.

“You! Come here.”

“Yes, Officer.” they replied with worried looks on their faces. They hurried up to her and knelt.

“I’m looking for a male who may have come this way. About 5 foot 10, dark hair, wearing grey trousers and a light T-shirt. Mid 20s. Have you seen anyone that matches that description?”

“No, officer.”

The older male set himself up as their spokesman.

“Are you sure? If I find out he came this way and you saw him, you’ll be in trouble.”

“Quite sure, officer, we haven’t passed anyone.”

“Well, where have you two come from?”

“We’ve just finished a shift at the quarry, officer.”

“And where are you going now?”

“Home, officer. We both live in Mount Vernon.”

“Fine. Let’s have your details then. You go first.”

“72-0-9870, officer.”

“What?”

“My serial number is 72-0-9870, officer.”

“Oh, ok. Do you have a name?”

“It’s Paul officer.”

Paul was mystified. Male names had no legal standing in the Queendom as their owners could name them whatever they liked and change them on a whim. Paul didn’t understand why the officer wanted to know.

“Let me see your ID.”

“My ID, officer?”

“Proof that you are who you say you are.”

“I don’t have anything other than my chip, officer.”

“You’re chip?”

“Yes, the chip in my neck.”

Sophie suddenly realized what he meant. She tried for a recovery:

“Oh right, so you haven’t been issued with the new ID cards yet?”

“No, officer. Are we getting ID cards, then?”

“Yes, we’ve started issuing them. You should get yours in the next week or two. Once you get it, you must carry it with you at all times. Is that clear?”

“Yes, officer.”

“And you. What’s your name and serial number?”

“Mark. 73-0-785.”

“Very good. Off you go, boys.”

The boys walked off towards town. Sophie carried on up to the quarry entrance. A barrier blocked the way, and two female security guardesses were manning it.

Sophie boldly walked up to them.

“Good morning girls. Officer Maisy. I’m looking for a male who may have come this way. Mid 20s. 5 foot 10, dark hair, grey trousers and a light-coloured T-shirt. Have you seen anyone like that come by on this road?”

“No officer. We’ve been on duty for the last two hours and nobody has come past in either direction.”

“Ok, that’s fine. Can I just get your names? My boss is by the book; she’ll want to know who I asked.”

“Sure, I’m Maria and this is Lucy.”

“Could I see your IDs please?”

“Yes, of course officer.”

They both presented their IDs, plastic cards with name, photo and other information on it. Sophie appeared to just glance at each one, but she actually took pictures using her eye camera.

“Yes, that’s fine, girls. Sorry to have troubled you.”

She headed back towards town and met Ryan where she had left him.

“We’d better keep off the road until we’re well passed the quarries.” said Sophie, as she got changed back into normal clothes.

Just under five hours later they were back at the lander. Sophie downloaded the photos of female IDs to the computer. She picked the one that had the sharpest image and got to work. Just two hours later, she pressed a button and with a few whirrs and clicks, she now had her own, brand new, forged Queendom ID.

“How’s this?” said Sophie, showing it to Ryan, who was preparing a meal for the two of them.

“Looks great, Sophie. What did you find out about male IDs?”

“Males don’t have any physical IDs. But they do have serial numbers.”

“So, how do you know if a male is who he says he is?” asked Ryan.

“It seems they all have a chip inside them somewhere. I assume it can be scanned with a device of some kind to reveal the ID.”

“Shit! What do we do about that? We can’t make a chip; we have no idea what frequency it uses or how the information is encoded.”

“Well, not everyone will have a scanner. Probably just the police and maybe the army. We’ll have to take the risk. We also have to figure out what ID to give you. Do we make one up or use one of the real ones?”

“Other than the police, who else would ask for it?”

“Hmm. Hotel receptionist maybe? And perhaps when buying a coach or train ticket?”

“I doubt they would have a scanner. But they might type it into a computer and connect with a database of some kind. I say use a real one?”

“But what if they type it in and it brings up a photo?”

“True, but in that case, I’d be no better off with a fake number. I think overall, a real number is better.”

“Ok. Your number is . . . let me see . . . 73-0-785.”

“73-0-785. Got it. Right let’s eat. And tomorrow, we head back into town. We’ll take some gold with us and convert it at a bank.”

Monday 16 October 94

The following day, they set off for Mount Vernon once more. They took the same route they had taken the previous day. In town, they searched for a bank and soon came across a branch of the Bank of Victoria. When the cashier called Sophie forward, she approached the desk. Ryan followed and then knelt beside Sophie.

“Yes, maam, what can I do for you.”

“I would like to sell some gold.”

“Certainly maam. If you would wait over there, I will inform the manageress.”

“Of course. Thank you.”

A minute later, Sophie was greeted by the manageress.

“Good afternoon, maam. I am Ms Maxine, the manageress of this branch.”

“Good afternoon. I am Ms Sophie.”

“I understand you wish to convert some gold?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

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

She led them into a room at the back of the bank that was equipped like a laboratory. A woman in a white coat was working there and came over to greet them.

“Emily, this is Ms Sophie, she has some gold to convert. In what form is this gold?”

“Raw. Mined over the last few months. Boy, show Ms Maxine and Emily the gold.”

“Yes, Mistress Sophie.”

Ryan took off his backpack and produced a small sack of gold nuggets, granules and dust. Emily examined it, weighed it and took a small amount and squeezed a chemical onto it.

“It’s good quality stuff, Ms Maxine. A bit purer than we normally find on South Vena.”

“Where did it come from?” asked Ms Maxine.

“South Vena.” replied Sophie. “I would rather not be more specific.”

They all grinned knowingly.

“We can offer you 125,000 credits for it. How does that sound?”

“Well, I’m short of ready cash at the moment, so I guess I have no choice. But I think my next cache will probably go elsewhere.”

“Wait. How about 150,000 credits?”

“Very well. In that case you may have got yourself a regular customer.”

“Excellent. And how would you like the cash? Do you have an account with us?”

“No, and I have no fixed address at the moment, I live in hotels when I’m not at the dig sites.”

“Ah, in that case, you need one of our traveller’s cards. You can use it at any shop or business. And just bring it into any branch of Victoria Bank to check your remaining balance. The card itself has no value. If you lose it, just visit any branch and you can cancel the old one and get a replacement. And you can top up the account at any branch if you convert more gold.”

“Excellent. And how long has this branch been here? I don’t remember it being here last time I was in Mount Vernon.”

“Yes, this is a new branch, we only opened in March, two months after the takeover.”

“The takeover?”

“Yes, after the Queendom took over the old Green Bay colony and it became the Duchy of Green Bay.”

“Oh, I see. I was out on a dig in the wilds while all that was going on. So, what happened exactly? Was it a peaceful takeover?”

“Well, of course I wasn’t here at the time, I was based in our branch in St Agnes. But I know there was a battle up here in Mount Vernon and there were casualties on both sides. The local militia had seven boys killed. I’ve seen the memorial at the chapel.”

“Oh, one more thing. What’s with all the males out by themselves without a female?”

“Ah, yes, that is a bit unusual, but there’s a special exemption here in Mount Vernon for workers at the quarry. There’s no slave accommodation at the quarry yet, so the boys are permitted to walk from their owner’s house to the plant. They don’t even need a permit unless it’s more than a mile or they need to use public transport. I take it you’re from out of town?”

“Yes, I’m originally from Victoria. Anyway, thank you very much, Ms Maxine.”

They left the bank and looked for a hotel but couldn’t see one. Sophie asked a passing lady.

“I recommend the ‘Lady Jane’. Keep going along the High Street, then turn right after you’ve past the Queen’s Head, and then you’ll see it.”

“The Queen’s Head?”

“Yes, it’s the pub opposite the garrison.”

“Ok. Thank you very much.”

“You’re welcome.”

She smiled at Ryan.

“What a cute boy you’ve got there.”

“Thank you.”

They followed the directions they had been given. Ryan was careful to look suitably subservient when they passed the Queen’s Head, because army HQ was opposite and two female sentries were posted outside and they were ogling any young passing males.

“Let me do the talking at the hotel.”

“Of course, Sophie.”

In the hotel, Sophie went to the reception desk while Ryan stood well back out of the way with their two rucksacks.

“Good morning, madam. I am Ms Julie. May I help you?”

“Good morning, Ms Julie. I am Ms Sophie. I would like a single room for myself and my boy, please.” said Sophie.

“Certainly madam. And how long will you be staying?”

“I’m not sure yet.”

“That’s no problem.”

“ID please.”

Sophie showed her ID and Julie noted it down.

“And your boy’s number, please?”

“73-0-785.”

“Thank you. Room 109.”

“Thank you.”

Sophie headed for the room and Ryan followed with the luggage. A few minutes later they had arrived. It had a single bed for Sophie and a mattress in a cage for Ryan.

Sophie ordered room service. A big hearty Chinese style meal for herself and some slave food for Ryan. When it had been delivered, they flushed the slave food down the toilet, and they both dug into the Chinese.

“I gather from what Ms Maxine was saying that Green Bay colony was taken by force of arms at the beginning of this year, and that Green Bay had already merged with Mount Vernon some time before that. So, that only leaves King George as a possible independent colony on South Vena.” said Sophie.

“I bet the Queendom has taken King George as well.” said Ryan.

“I can’t see then taking almost the whole of South Vena but leaving one independent colony.”

“Yes. Hey, you don’t think they’ve taken over the whole planet, do you?”

“I don’t know. But that’s for Derek and Layla to figure out.”

“Well, it’s been a long day.” said Sophie. “Let’s turn in. Your cage is over there.”

“What? You’re not seriously going to make me use the cage, Sophie?”

“Well, if you use the bed, you’ll have to use it properly.”

“What do you mean, Sophie?”

“It’s fitted with corner shackles!” grinned Sophie. “Strip off, boy, and get on the bed spreadeagled.”

Now it was Ryan’s turn to grin.

“You seem to be getting quite keen on this femdom lifestyle, Sophie.”

“Let’s just say, I think it’s safer to stay in character while we’re here.”

Ryan got on the bed and Sophie shackled his wrists and ankles to the corners and wound in the slack. Then she slowly undressed where Ryan could see her. Ryan’s cock approved and was soon standing to attention.

Sophie climbed onto the bed and kneeled astride Ryan’s chest facing his feet. She leaned down and kissed the head of his cock and then took it inside her mouth. Her lips slid down to just below his bell end and her tongue played over the sensitive purple head.

“Oh, my god, Sophie.”

She supported herself on the bed with her left hand while her right hand reached down and grabbed Ryan’s ball bag and fondled it. Meanwhile, her lips began to travel down and up his shaft, which responded by stiffening even more and growing half an inch longer. After a minute or two, her lips paused and tightly gripped his shaft with just the helmet inside her mouth. Her right hand let go of his ball bag and instead gripped his shaft at the mid-point and began vigorously wanking it for about 30 seconds. Then her lips resumed their travels up and down his man meat.

Sophie sat up and adjusted her position so that her pussy was at Ryan’s mouth.

“Lick me, baby!”

Ryan extended his tongue and made contact with Sophie’s pussy. He gently traced the tip over the surface of her flaps. Her flaps responded by fluttering. It was Sophie’s claim to fame. It often happened when she was excited, but she had no direct control over it. Ryan shoved his tongue in between them and began licking the tip up and down Sophie’s soft, pink slit. Long, slow licks, all the way from her clit to her arse hole. Fanny fluid began to drip out, and Ryan’s tongue lapped it up. He loved Sophie’s taste. After a few minutes of slit slurping, Ryan stabbed his tongue deep into Sophie’s love tunnel.

“Oh my! Yes, baby, don’t stop.”

Ryan spent the next two minutes slowly tongue fucking Sophie’s slippery sex hole. More and more girl juice leaked out and made its way down Ryan’s tongue before draining away down his throat.

“I want to ride you, baby.”

Sophie got up and turned around. She squatted over Ryan and reached down to steer his stiff boy beef toward her girl gape. She slowly lowered herself down until she had fully engulfed him and her arse cheeks rested on his thighs. She sat there for a while. She loved the feeling of his man meat nestling inside her vagina.

Then she slowly rose up until only his bell end was inside her. She moved her hands and braced herself on his chest. Then she began to squat ride him. Slowly at first, but full lengths, from bell end to balls deep. Then she slowly increased speed until her arse was bouncing off him two times per second. Two minutes was enough for her.

“Oh my god, Ryan, your cock feels so good inside of me. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeees!”

She kept bouncing while she was coming.

“Oh, baby, I’m close.” said Ryan.

Sophie quickly climbed off then shuffled back and leaned down. She clamped her lips tightly over his purple cock head and gripped his shaft and began to wank it.

“Oh my god, aaaaaaaah.”

Ryan’s balls pulsed and his cocked stiffened even more. Subconsciously, he tried to lift his arse off the bed but couldn’t lift it much because of Sophie’s weight on his thighs. Then suddenly, three jets of hot, sticky, man milk jetted out of his cock and into Sophie’s mouth. Sophie wanked the remaining drips out of him. She then pulled her mouth off his cock with her lips clamped tightly closed. Her tongue thrashed about in her mouth to give the tasty treat a good stir before she gulped down the refreshing milkshake.

They both lay there for a few minutes before Sophie unshackled him. They kissed, then turned out the light, and relaxed to get a good night’s sleep.

Tuesday 17 October 94

The next morning, Sophie and Ryan got breakfast in their room and then checked out. They headed to the coach station. Sophie bought an adult single and a slave single to Green Bay. The electric coach was already waiting. Sophie got on at the front and found herself a seat. Ryan had to board using a separate door in the back of the coach. This led to the small slave area at the back which was screened off from the seating area. There was a wooden plank seat down each side. Two slaves could sit on each side. If there were any more, some would have to sit on the floor in the middle.

The coach set off on its 450-mile trip to Victoria, but Ryan and Sophie were only travelling the 90 miles to Green Bay.

Meanwhile, back in the Lady Jane hotel in Mount Vernon, the bookkeeper, Lucy, had a query.

“Julie, is this a misprint?”

“What’s that, Lucy?”

“This lady and her slave who were in room 109 last night.”

“Let me see. Oh, yes, Sophie and a slave. What’s the problem?”

“Her slave is registered as 73-0-785, but that’s my brother Tom’s number. He works in the quarry.”

“That’s odd.”

“Did you maybe mishear the number?”

“No, I don’t think so. We’d better report it. It sounds like a case of identity theft, although why anyone would want to steal the identity of a slave is beyond me. I’ll give the police a call.”

Sophie and Ryan arrived in Green Bay two hours later and found a hotel.

“Good afternoon, maam. My name is Jean. May I help you?”

“Good afternoon. Yes, I would like a single room for me and my boy, please.”

“Certainly. And your name please?”

“Sophie.”

Jean typed the information into her computer.

“And how many nights will you be staying?”

“Just one.”

“Ok. And your slave’s serial number?”

“73-0-785.”

“Ok. Room 217. Do you need a boy to carry your bag, maam?”

“No, my own boy can manage.”

“Fine. Enjoy your stay, maam.”

Jean pressed Enter to register the information. A flashing red message appeared next to the slave entry: “Alert – Contact police.” Jean managed to keep a poker face until Sophie and Ryan were out of sight, then she pressed a button and spoke to the manageress of the hotel.

Ms Simone arrived a minute later to see for herself.

“Hmmm. The police obviously want to question the slave for some reason. I’ll give them a call and then it’s up to them what they do.”

By chance, Ryan was looking out of the window of their room when a police patrol car arrived and parked.

“Hey, Sophie, the police are here.”

Sophie joined him and looked out. Two officers had got out of the patrol car and entered the hotel. Sophie and Ryan looked at each other, then both grabbed their rucksacks and stood up. As trained agents, they never unpacked their bags. Anything taken out was put back in immediately after use. And it had been drummed into them to never take chances and always assume the worst.

They grabbed their bags and left their room. They turned away from the lifts and stairs and went further along the corridor and around the next turn. Then they waited. A few minutes later, they heard footsteps and voices.

Knock knock.

“Ms Sophie?”

Knock knock.

“Ms Sophie?”

There was no answer.

“Open the door.”

“Yes, officer.”

The staff member used her master key to open the door.

“Wait here.”

“Yes, officer.”

A few seconds later.

“They’re not here and there’s no luggage in the room. You’re sure they haven’t checked out?”

“No, officer.”

“Well, it looks like they’ve gone out then. Don’t say anything to them but just give us a call when they return.”

“Yes, officer.”

Ryan and Sophie listened to the footsteps going away, then went back to their room to discuss their next steps.

“They must have figured out your slave number is fake.” said Sophie.

“I guess you’re right. That means we won’t be able to stay in hotels.”

Sophie was deep in thought.

“I have a suggestion, Ryan, but you’re not going to like it.”

“I’m listening, Sophie.”

“It looks like Victoria – the Queendom, I should say – has taken over the whole of South Vena. That means that it will be very difficult for you, as a male, to move around. In fact, you can’t go anywhere unless I’m with you. To put it bluntly, Ryan, with the whole island being a gynarchy, you’re a liability.”

“So, what are you saying, Sophie?”

“I’m saying I should complete the mission by myself. I can move around freely with no problems at all. Sure, there’s no doubt that it would look more natural for me to have a boy with me, but I think overall, it will be so much easier without you. I think you should make your way back to the lander and wait for me there. I’ll keep in touch whenever possible using the communicator.”

“I don’t like the idea of you being on your own, Sophie. What if you need me?”

“Relax, Ryan. This isn’t Earth. South Vena is now a gynarchy. A woman’s world. Women – even lone women – are perfectly safe here. In fact, it’s you boys who have to watch out.”

“I guess you’re right, Sophie.”

“I know I’m right, Ryan. Come here.”

Sophie gave Ryan a long tongue kiss.

“How are we going to play this?” asked Ryan.

“Sneak out now by the back door and wait for me outside. I’ll leave by the main door and join you, but we mustn’t be seen together in the hotel. Then I’ll escort you out of town on the Mount Vernon road, and then off you go. You’ll have to walk back to Mount Vernon. When I get back to the hotel, I’ll report you missing. I’ll concoct a story about being scammed.”

Ryan picked up his rucksack and left, followed a minute later by Sophie. On the way out, Sophie stopped at the reception desk.

“Excuse me. Jean, isn’t it?”

“Yes, that’s right. You’re Sophie from room 217. How can I help?”

“It’s my boy, 785, have you seen him by any chance?”

“No, not since you checked in.”

“Oh dear. I wonder where he is. I’m going to check the grounds.”

Sophie went out the main entrance and round to the side where Ryan was waiting, and she then escorted him through town and along the Mount Vernon road. When they were clear of town, she gave him a long tongue kiss.

“Ok then, this is it. Good luck to you Ryan, and if all goes well, I should see you in about two weeks.”

“And good luck to you too, Sophie. Love you.”

“Love you too, Ryan.”

Ryan began walking west but he was ready to duck to the side at the first sound of an approaching vehicle. But he would lay up until dark as soon as he found somewhere suitable.

Meanwhile, Sophie walked back to the hotel. Ten minutes later, she was back and went straight to reception.

“Any luck, Sophie?”

“No. There’s no sign of him. I only bought him two days ago but I’m beginning to think he’s run off. Can I use your phone, I need to call the police.”

“Sure. Oh, no need, here’s an officer now.”

One of the officers who had called earlier was back again.

“Hello again officer. This is Sophie, the owner of the red-flagged slave. We were just about to call you.”

“Really? Why?”

“My slave has gone missing, officer. I only bought him two days ago. I haven’t seen him since shortly after I checked in. He brought my bag up and then left saying there was another one to fetch. That’s the last I saw of him.”

“Who did you buy him from? Was it a dealer?”

“No, it was a lady I met in a pub. We were in the Queen’s Head in Mount Vernon. We got talking and I said I was looking for a slave. She said her mother had recently died and she needed to sell off her mother’s slave and was desperate to find a good home for him. So, I bought him there and then. She had all the proper paperwork.”

“How did you pay for him? Was it a credit transfer?”

“No, she insisted on cash.”

“I’m afraid you’ve been scammed maam. The lady probably followed you here. By now she’s got her boy back and will be off somewhere else to sell him all over again.”

“So, how do I get my money back?”

“I doubt you ever will.”

“But surely you can track the slave. After all, you’ve got his number.”

“That wasn’t his number. That number belongs to a boy in Mount Vernon. I’m sorry, I think your money’s gone. Take my advice and always buy from a dealer or an auction house in future.”

Sophie sighed. “Thank you, officer. I will. I feel so stupid.”

Meanwhile, Ryan had found a spot just off the road to doze off until nightfall. He would walk all night, he decided. He figured Mount Vernon was about another 85 miles. Four nights should do it. Then he would by-pass Mount Vernon itself and the lander was 15 miles out into the moors.

He was feeling hungry, but he didn’t have any rations. He wished the calorie booster would start. He had never used it before so he had no idea how hungry he needed to feel before it would kick in.

It was dark now, so he made his way back to the road and turned towards the west. He got a fast stride going. Traffic was light at night on this road. Only three vehicles passed him, and he had plenty of time to see their headlights in the distance and take cover off to the side.

Chapter 3 - Alone

Wednesday 18 October 94

At dawn the next day, Ryan was 100 yards off to the side of the road. He found a small clearing between some bushes. It was a snug, sheltered spot. He could still see the road. It wasn’t a busy road even in daylight, but there was no point taking chances. Besides, he had to sleep sometime. He got his communicator out and contacted Sophie:

“Hi, Sophie, how’s it going?”

“Hi, Ryan. Fine. I’ve finished my research in Green Bay, so I’m on the coach up to St Agnes this morning. How are you getting on?”

“I’ve found a spot off the road. No problems so far. I’ll contact you again tomorrow. Bye.”

“Bye, Ryan.”

Later that day, when the light faded, Ryan was off again. If anything, the traffic was even lighter than the previous night. When dawn began to break, Ryan estimated he had covered another 25 miles and must be about halfway to Mount Vernon. He began to keep his eyes open for somewhere to rest. Then he stopped. The next section of road looked a bit risky. It would be difficult to hide if a vehicle should happen along. To the right was a sheer cliff face. To the left, a steep drop. It was sheer in some places and dangerously steep everywhere else. But no vehicles had passed him for nearly three hours, so he decided to risk it. He didn’t really have much choice. So off he went, listening intently for the slightest sound of a distant vehicle.

Twenty minutes later, it was getting dangerously light, but he hadn’t seen any vehicles. At last, he found an area where he was able to leave the road. The road bent sharply round to the right. There was still a cliff on the right but directly ahead, between the road and the valley down to the left, was a low rise. He went up it. He found an overgrown trail. It seemed people had been up here before.

When he got to the top, he was shocked to find a bunker and an overgrown trench system. Ryan explored as much as he could, but the trenches were so overgrown that he couldn’t go very far down them. It looked like no one had been here for months. The bunker itself was an ideal spot for his daytime rest. From there, he could see for miles down the valley including several long stretches of the Green Bay road. These were without doubt military defences. Ryan figured they must be connected with the Queendom’s takeover earlier that year. This was yet more evidence that the Queendom’s takeover wasn’t entirely peaceful.

He spoke to Sophie again. She had arrived in St Agnes and checked into a hotel. She would be spending another day there, researching the history of the former colony. She planned to visit the abbey that day and talk to the abbess and then set off for St Peter on Thursday.

Thursday 19 October 94

Ryan was ready to go again later that day. He figured he would reach and by-pass Mount Vernon tomorrow night. After that he would then keep going and should reach the lander shortly after dawn the following day.

He waited patiently for the light to fade and then made his way back to the road and listened. Nothing. Off he went for his third stint on the Mount Vernon road. It looked like this section of road had been improved recently. It had been widened, but it was still only a single lane, with places where vehicles could pass each other at intervals. There was still a cliff on the right and a steep drop on the left.

Up ahead, Ryan saw that the road ran through a short tunnel. He didn’t want to get caught inside it, so he turned left before he reached it and followed the original road that predated the tunnel. It was overgrown but still accessible on foot. It bent around a large rocky outcrop that jutted out into the valley, whereas the tunnel cut straight through.

Rejoining the road on the other side, Ryan saw that the next mile of road, which curved gently to the left, had also been widened. This had been done by building a stone retaining wall on the left and back filling. But this meant that there was now a 10-to-20-foot sheer drop on the left, protected by guard rails. And on the right, there was still a high cliff. There was no way to by-pass this stretch of road, so after listening carefully, he set off at a fast stride.

He had been lucky so far, but just a couple of minutes after he had set off, he heard noises behind him and soon he saw headlights approaching. There was no way to get off the road. He got hold of his communicator and held his fingers over the two self-destruct buttons. Two seconds continuous press on both buttons at once would trigger the self-destruct and melt the circuits.

As the vehicle got nearer, he realised with relief that it was a truck. That ruled out the police.

He and Sophie had noticed that some trucks had male drivers. If this driver was male, he should be ok. Maybe the driver would even offer him a ride. If it was a female, she would most likely drive by and probably report him when she got to Mount Vernon, so still not the end of the world.

The truck was almost on him, and he waved it by while still walking forward and not looking around. He realised it was pacing him, so he stopped and turned around. The truck also stopped. Both doors opened and two people jumped out. He couldn’t see who they were at first because of the glare of the headlights.

As his eyes adjusted, he recognized army uniforms. Shit! It was a Queendom Army supply truck. And he saw a pistol being pointed at him. His fingers pressed the destruct buttons on his communicator.

“Hands up, male!”

He heard a fizzing noise from his communicator. He quickly raised his hands over his head and let go of the communicator at the same time. It went sailing over the retaining wall.

“What are you doing here?”

“Nothing, mistress.”

The second soldier went round behind him.

“Hands behind your back, male.”

Ryan felt his hands getting zip tied. Then he was blindfolded.

“Climb up and get in.”

Ryan climbed up into the cab and took the middle seat. The driver and her side kick got in on either side of him and the truck set off again.

“Who are you, boy? What were you doing out here in the middle of the night?”

Ryan couldn’t think of a plausible excuse.

“He’s not very talkative. Do you think he’s a hold-out?”

“Could be. He’s the right age and he looks fit.”

Just half an hour later they arrived in Mount Vernon. The truck stopped outside the police station, and the driver jumped out and went inside.

“Don’t try anything, boy.” said the other soldier.

A minute later, the driver emerged with a police officer.

“Bring him inside, please.”

Ryan was taken into the police station and locked in a cell.

“Get some sleep, boy.” said the officer. “We’ll sort you out in the morning.”

Friday 20 October 94

The next morning, Ryan was offered some breakfast. He accepted a small bowl of cereal. Two officers arrived at his cell.

“Stand and face the wall, boy.”

Ryan heard the cell door being opened and then his hands were cuffed behind his back.

“This way, boy.”

He was taken to an interview room.

“Stand still.”

One officer sat down behind a desk. The other took a scanner from the desk and scanned Ryan’s neck but she couldn’t get a reading.

“He doesn’t have a chip.”

“Sit down, boy.”

Ryan sat down facing a desk.

“Who are you boy? What’s your name?”

“Ryan.”

“How old are you?”

“21.”

“Where are you from? Are you a local?”

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

“The war’s over boy. Well done for holding out this long, but Green Bay’s a duchy of the Queendom now and there’s nothing you can do to change that. Just tell us who you are and where you’re from and we can get you settled here in Mount Vernon. Or in Green Bay. With people you know.”

Silence.

“If you don’t talk to us, you’ll be shipped to Victoria. And then you’ll likely end up as a slave in places you’ve never been and with people you don’t know.”

Silence.

“Take him back to his cell.”

Monday 23 October 94

Ryan was kept in his cell in Mount Vernon police station over the weekend. Then at 05:00 on Monday, he was woken up and given some breakfast. Half an hour later, a man cage arrived in front of his cell. He was ushered in. It was a four wheeled cage that could be pulled by a T-bar on the front. The cage was big enough that Ryan could sit up in it, and he could lay down if he bent his legs. He had a bucket and a bottle of water.

An officer fixed a delivery note to the top of the cage and set a number on the combination lock and made a note of it. Victoria police would be informed of his despatch and the number needed to open the cage.

Twenty minutes later, two boys moved his cage out and into a waiting InterCargo truck. The female driver signed that she had received the cage. Then she drove off. She made two more stops in Mount Vernon to pick up additional cargo. Two wooden crates. Two hours later they were in Green Bay, and another crate was loaded into the truck. Then it was off once again. After another three hours, the truck stopped again, and this time Ryan’s cage was off loaded. He was parked and the cage brakes were applied.

Ryan looked at his surroundings and realised he was on a platform at St Agnes railway station, surrounded by crates and bags and boxes. A four wheeled trolley arrived next to him and the boys applied the brakes. He thought for a moment that it would be another man cage, but it was just a wooden crate. After 15 minutes, a train backed into the platform in front of Ryan. The coach that stopped next to him had a sign that read: “Goods and Parcels”. The two centre doors were opened and a ramp was lowered. Boy porters then began loading everything onto the train, supervised by a railway guardess.

Ryan’s man cage was pushed on and parked and the brakes were applied. The guardess glanced at Ryan and then at the delivery instructions fixed to the top of his man cage.

About half an hour after Ryan had been loaded, the train began to move. Ryan curled up and got his head down and dozed off. The train journey to Victoria took nearly four hours and he slept on and off the whole time. Suddenly, he realised his cage was on the move. Before he knew it, he had been transferred onto a van and was off again through the streets of Victoria. Just five minutes later, his cage was wheeled off the van and into Victoria’s central police station. Ten minutes later, and he was in a cell. Ryan stood up to stretch himself. He had been cooped up in that man cage for ten hours.

An officer brought him a cup of tea and a sandwich. He was then left to his own devices. He lay down on the mattress in his cell, wondering what was going to happen to him.

Tuesday 24 October 94

The next morning, two police officers collected Ryan from his cell and escorted him to a small room.

“Good morning, Linda. We need a radio scan of this boy.”

“Very good.”

“Get undressed, boy. Take everything off.”

Ryan was pushed into a small cubicle.

“Reach up with your hands and hold onto those handles. That’s it. Now keep perfectly still while we scan you. It takes about a minute.”

The door of the cubicle was closed, and Ryan could hear a soft humming noise. After a minute it stopped, and there was a beep.

“Out.”

Ryan got out and got dressed and ten minutes later he was back in his cell.

Wednesday 25 October 94

The next morning, two officers Ryan hadn’t seen before turned up outside his cell.

“Ok, stand up, boy, and get up against the wall.”

They entered the cell and handcuffed him, then he was escorted out with one officer on each side of him holding onto an arm. They went outside the police station and into the car park at the rear. It was only when they went out into daylight that Ryan noticed their green uniforms and realized they were Military Police instead of the civilian police that had been in charge of him up to now.

He was placed in the back of their car and they set off.

“What’s going on? Where are you taking me?”

“Silence boy.”

After 20 minutes, they arrived at Victoria General Hospital. They quickly took him inside and into a private waiting room. Both MPs stood inside the door.

“What’s happening?”

“Quiet boy.”

Ten minutes later, a nurse and an orderly entered the room with a gurney.

“Get on the gurney, boy.”

Ryan was worried.

“No! I want to know what’s happening first.”

The nurse and the orderly grabbed him and tried to force him onto the gurney, but Ryan resisted. The two MPs grabbed him and they all struggled. With four of them man handling him, and his hands cuffed behind his back, they were soon able to throw him onto the floor. But he wasn’t on the gurney.

“Stop resisting, boy. Get on the gurney now!” yelled one of the MPs.

Ryan was terrified. What were they planning to do to him? He didn’t want to be cut up.

“No! Please! Let me go.”

One of the MPs drew her man-prod, turned it up to medium, and gave him a jolt.

Buzz.

“Aaaaargh!”

“On the gurney or you’ll get it again.”

“No!”

Buzz.

“Aaaaargh!”

After the second jolt, Ryan still didn’t make any effort to get onto the gurney, but he stopped actively resisting, and between the four of them, they were able to get him up and on and strap him down.

The orderly and the nurse then wheeled him away. Ryan was terrified. Soon he was in what appeared to be an operating theatre. A mask descended over his nose and mouth.

“Breathe deeply, boy. Just relax.”

Ryan soon lost consciousness.

Later that day, he woke up and found a nurse was looking at him.

“How are you feeling?”

She reached over and held his left eye open and dropped some eyedrops in.

“It will feel a bit sore for a couple of days, but after that you’ll be fine.”

Ryan then realized that they had removed his eye camera.

“He’ll be fine. You can take him now.”

Ryan looked round to see who the nurse was talking to. It was the same two MPs who had brought him here. They helped him off the gurney and then escorted him outside and back into the car. Soon they were driving through central Victoria. They drove into the car park behind a government building. Ryan was taken in through a back door and down some steps into a basement. He was pushed into a cell, and the door was slammed shut.

Unlike the cells at the police station, which had vertical bars as their fronts, this one had a solid door, with just a small window with a sliding door that could only be opened from the outside.

Chapter 4 – The Interrogation

Thursday 26 October 94

The next morning, an MP peered in through the window. Then he heard the cell door being unlocked. He stood up as the door opened.

“Face the wall, boy.”

His hands were cuffed behind his back, then he was grabbed by both arms and marched out by two MPs and into a dark room. He was led up to a wooden chair where another MP was waiting. She had a man-prod in her hand.

“Sit.”

A light came on, shining right at him. As his eyes became accustomed to the bright light, he became aware of his surroundings. The room was about 40 feet square, and his chair was placed in an isolated position right in the middle. He could see a caning horse off to one side and cages on the other. There were also stocks and a St Andrews cross. The whole environment reminded him of a mediaeval torture chamber. Ahead of him he could just make out a desk with three women sitting behind it.

Two of the MPs stood either side of Ryan and another stood behind him. One of the women behind the desk spoke.

“What’s your name, boy?”

“Ryan.”

“Who do you work for, Ryan?”

Ryan didn’t reply.

“We know you’re a Union spy, Ryan. We found your eye camera. What was your mission, Ryan? What were you trying to find out?”

“I’m not telling you anything.”

“We’ll see about that.”

She must have given a signal of some kind, because at that moment, the three MPs hauled Ryan to his feet and began stripping him. They uncuffed his hands to finish the job. Ryan thought about resisting but remembered the man-prod.

Some additional lights were switched on, and the chair was moved to the side. Ryan felt shackles being attached to his wrists and ankles. Then he heard the noise of electric motors and the chains attached to his shackles began to retract.

His hands were first pulled upwards and then outwards and then they pulled him off the ground. Then the slack on his ankle shackles ran out and his legs were pulled apart. When the motors stopped, he had been pulled into a mid-air spreadeagle position. A bright light was adjusted so that it shone directly in his face.

One of the MPs came and stood in Ryan’s line of sight. She had a whip in her hand.

The woman behind the desk spoke again.

“Now, I’ll ask again, Ryan. Who do you work for? If you do not answer, or we think you’re lying, Ruby here will get you acquainted with her whip.”

Ryan could see the whip clearly. It was a bullwhip, at least 8 feet long. Ruby began to slowly walk round behind Ryan.

“Who do you work for, Ryan?”

“I have nothing to tell you.”

Ryan thought he saw the woman nod.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Ryan could hear the whooshing sound of the whip for a good 2 or 3 seconds as Ruby launched it behind her and then lunged forwards towards Ryan’s back. The impact on Ryan’s back was agony and Ryan screamed out.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Another strike hit Ryan about 10 seconds later and once again he screamed out.

“Who do you work for, Ryan?”

They seemed to have already assumed he worked for the Union, so Ryan thought there was no harm in agreeing with their false idea.

“I work for the Union.”

“That’s better, Ryan. Now, who’s your partner, Ryan, and where is she?”

They assumed Ryan would be working with a female partner, but Ryan wasn’t about to confirm it.

“Who’s your partner, Ryan?”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Ryan screamed. Shit, when would his black-out booster kick in? Had it malfunctioned?

“I don’t have a partner. I always work alone.”

“In the Queendom, Ryan? I don’t believe you. Who is she, Ryan?”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Where’s your partner, Ryan?”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

“You don’t have to take this pain, Ryan. You’ll talk in the end. They all do. Save yourself all this pain, Ryan, and tell us about your partner.”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Ryan was beginning to feel lightheaded.

“I don’t know where she is.”

“Don’t worry, Ryan. We’ll find her. Just tell us her name.”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Ryan’s vision began to blur and a moment later he passed out.

“Ryan, you don’t need to suffer like this. Just tell us, Ryan. Who’s your partner?”

Swish. Crack!

Not hearing a scream, one of the MPs moved in close and gazed up at his face.

“He’s passed out, Diane.”

“Ruby!”

“I only used medium strength, Diane. I swear.”

“Revive him.”

They lowered Ryan down a little and began splashing water on him and pinching his cheeks.

“That’s strange. He won’t respond. He seems to be out cold.”

“Ok, take him away. We’ll give him the rest of the day to recover, and then we’ll have another go tomorrow.”

Friday 27 October 94

The following day, Ryan was again escorted by two MPs to the torture chamber. As before, he was stripped naked and his wrists and ankles were shackled. He stood waiting for the electric motors to pull him off the ground and into a spreadeagle position.

But instead, a woman in a white coat approached him and wrapped a belt of some kind around his lower arm and tightened it. It wasn’t uncomfortably tight, just tight enough to keep it in place. Then a gag was placed in his mouth and tightened behind his head. But the gag was loose and Ryan realised it wouldn’t stop him talking. Or screaming. Ryan wondered what the purpose of it was.

Then the woman in the white coat plugged some leads into both the arm band and the gag. She connected the other ends to a small device of some kind. Ryan couldn’t see what it was, but it lit up the woman’s face and Ryan deduced it had readouts of some kind on it, and it was monitoring him in some way.

“What’s his status, Dr Kate?”

“A bit stressed at the moment as you would expect. Nothing out of the ordinary.”

Suddenly, Ryan heard the electric motors whirring and a few moments later, he felt his arms and legs being pulled apart and soon he was in the mid-air spreadeagle position again.

“And now?”

“His stress levels have just shot up. But again, that’s what we would expect. Nothing unusual.”

“Ok, Dr Kate. Keep monitoring and call out if you see anything unusual.”

“Now, Ryan. Would you like to tell us who you work for?”

“I told you before. I work for the Union.”

“That’s right, you did. And what’s the name of your partner?”

“I’ve got nothing to say.”

Ryan heard the whooshing sound and suddenly realized that Ruby was already behind him and that the whip was on its way.

Swish. Crack! “Aaaargh!”

Ryan cried out, but it wasn’t as painful as he remembered. He guessed that Ruby had been told to start off with lighter lashes and build up gradually.

“Who’s your partner, Ryan?”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Ruby lashed Ryan a bit harder and he cried out.

“Give us the name of your partner, Ryan.”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Who is she, Ryan. Tell us. Give us a name.”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Her name, Ryan. Tell us.”

“Fuck you, bitch.”

“Language, Ryan.”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

Ryan screamed. Shit, that one was really painful.

“Talk to me, Ryan. All we want is the name of your partner. It’s just a name, Ryan. Tell us.”

“You’ll get nothing from me you fucking whore.”

“Nasty, nasty.”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

Ryan was hoping to goad them into more powerful hits. He wanted them to trigger his black out booster.

“How’s he doing, Dr Kate?”

“He’s stressed out and in pain, obviously, but there’s nothing out of the ordinary.”

“Good. We’ll carry on. What was your mission in the Queendom, Ryan?”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Your mission, Ryan. Tell us what it was.”

“Please, no more, I’ll talk.”

“That’s good, Ryan. If you answer our questions, we won’t whip you. So, Ryan, what was your mission?”

“I had to fuck as many bitches as possible and then come in the Queen’s arse hole.”

“That’s not funny, Ryan.”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Swish. Crack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Ryan’s vision began to blur and a moment later he passed out.

“Ryan, you’ve had your little joke. You don’t need to suffer like this. Just tell us, Ryan. Who’s your partner?”

“Wait! He’s passed out.”

“Shit! Find out what happened, Dr Kate.”

“I’ll do my best. Lower him please.”

Someone pressed a button and Ryan was lowered to the floor. Attempts to revive Ryan failed. He was out cold again. Dr Kate took a syringe out of her bag and got a sample of Ryan’s blood.

“Ok, take him back to his cell.”

Saturday 28 October 94

The following day, Army Intelligence had a review meeting. Captain Chloe was in the chair. With her was Lieutenant Mya and her two assistants. Mya was in charge of the interrogations and had asked the questions. Also present were Sergeant Ruby, a trained castigatrix who had done the actual whipping, and Dr Kate, who had been brought in to monitor the prisoner.

“So, what have you found out so far?” asked Chloe.

“Not much, I’m afraid, maam. He says his name is Ryan and he claims he works for the Union. That’s all.”

“Why so little?”

“Well, as soon as we increase the pain levels to what is normally breaking point, he passes out and all attempts to revive him fail.”

“How long does he stay out for?”

“Both times it was about four hours.”

“Dr Kate. Did you find anything?”

“Yes, maam. I took a blood sample and found an unexpected drug in his blood stream.”

“What drug?”

“We don’t know yet. We haven’t been able to identify it. But we’re sure it was the cause of the black out.”

“How did it get there?”

“The only explanation we can come up with is that it must be already inside him. It must get released automatically when a certain pain threshold is reached.”

“So, he’s got a drug capsule inside him. Do we know where it is exactly?”

“No. He’s already had a full radio scan, but it didn’t detect anything inside him. It found the eye camera, however.”

“And what’s the latest on the eye camera?”

Lieutenant Mya answered.

“Our experts are still trying to crack the encryption. It’s completely different from the encryption the Union usually uses. It’s not just a case of figuring out the key, the whole algorithm is different. We’ve not seen it before. Also, the camera has a much higher resolution than our own eye cameras or any Union eye cameras that we’ve previously come across. Captain Chloe, it looks like we’ve not had much luck with this one so far.”

“Hmmm. Whatever the Union was trying to find out, it seems they placed a great deal of importance on it. Well, it’s not all bad news. We’ve got their camera, and I’m sure our girls will be able to decrypt it given enough time. And we’ve also got a blood sample with the drug in it, so it’s only a matter of time before we come up with an antidote.” replied the captain.

“We might get more information out of the boy in our next session. We’re thinking of trying caning, starting off really light and building up gradually.”

“No. You’re not to touch him again. Get him back into good condition. Queen Matilda wants Angela back, so we’re going to ask the Union for an exchange.”

“Very good, maam.”

Chapter 5 – The Prisoner Exchange

Monday 2 January 95

The following Monday morning, Ryan was again greeted by the two MPs.

“Up against the wall, boy.”

They entered his cell and cuffed his hands behind his back. Then he was led out. Ryan was expecting to be taken to the torture chamber again but was surprised when they instead took him outside to a waiting car.

“Get in, boy.”

They set off and twenty minutes later, they arrived at Victoria Garrison. The drove in and stopped outside a building. Ryan was escorted in and up some stairs. They entered a room. Ryan recognized the room as typical officer’s accommodation. He wondered why he had been brought here.

“Sit down, boy.”

Ryan sat on a chair. A few minutes later, another woman entered the room. She nodded to the two MPs and they left.

“Good morning, Ryan. I am Lieutenant Lindsey. I will be looking after you while you are our guest here.”

“Where am I and what am I doing here?”

“Relax, Ryan. This is Victoria Garrison, the main Queendom Army base in Victoria. And you have been allocated this room in the officers’ mess. You will remain here, under room arrest, while negotiations with the Union are ongoing. That’s right, Ryan. You’re going home. We’re going to exchange you with one of our agents being held by the Union. In the meantime, you’ll stay here. You’ll be escorted to the canteen for your meals. And you will be allowed one escorted exercise walk per day or alternatively a visit to the gym for a workout.”

“I see.”

“But don’t try to leave this room without permission. Guards have been stationed just outside. If you need anything, knock, and wait for the guards to respond. Got it?”

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

Tuesday 3 January 95

The next morning, Lindsey came to Ryan’s room to escort him to breakfast. Ryan wasn’t handcuffed and Lindsey treated him with courtesy and respect, but Ryan noticed that the MP that accompanied them was armed with both a pistol and a man-prod.

They got a table and both ordered a cooked breakfast with toast and coffee.

“So, when will the exchange happen, Lindsey?”

“I understand negotiations are underway. These things always take time, Ryan. Both sides will want to make sure they’ve not sold themselves short. Usually, each side tries to big up their own prisoner while making out the agent they want returned isn’t really that important. There will be a lot of haggling.”

“I see.”

“So, what do you want to do today? You can go to the gym or have an exercise walk.”

“Can I go for a run? Inside the camp of course.”

“I don’t see why not. I’ll make the arrangements and someone will come for you a bit later.”

Two hours later, Ryan was back in his room when there was a knock on the door.

“Come in.”

A woman entered.

“Hello, Ryan. I am Sergeant Kimberly. I am a PTI. I’m to escort you over to our running track for your exercise run.”

“Ok, Kimberly. But I don’t have any gear with me.”

“Come as you are, we’ve got changing rooms and gear at the track.”

They left, escorted by an MP. Five minutes later, they arrived at the track. Ryan could see why they had brought him here. There was a sports pitch with a running track surrounding it and spectator stands on both sides. It was a naturally enclosed site, so it was easy for them to keep him secured.

“The changing rooms are this way.”

Ryan was confused at first. He was looking for the male changing rooms but then realized there weren’t any. He followed Kimberly, who gave him training shoes, socks and shorts and a T-shirt.

Although there was only one changing room, it was effectively divided into bays by the arrangement of the lockers, so Ryan got changed in one bay while Kimberly used another. He waited for her outside and noticed an MP sitting in the front row of each stand.

Kimberly joined him and they started doing laps of the track. They completed 12 laps in total, which Kimberly assured him was about 3 miles. Kimberly kept up with Ryan most of the way, but Ryan sprinted away on the last lap and left her behind. They both paused when they had finished, breathing heavily and sweating.

They went back into the changing rooms. Kimberly handed Ryan a large towel and pointed to the showers. The showers were all in individual cubicles, so Ryan got freshened up then dried himself off. He came out with the towel wrapped around his waist. He found Kimberly waiting for him. She had covered herself with a towelling robe.

“Would you like to finish off with a massage? It really relaxes the muscles. We have four massage rooms here and there are two girls on duty at the moment.”

“Yes, thank you, that sounds lovely.”

“Ok, follow me then.”

Kimberly led him through another door where a girl was waiting behind a desk.

“Two for massages please, Lisa.”

Lisa was in charge of the massage rooms today.

“For you and him, Kimberly?” asked Lisa, surprised.

“Yes, this is Ryan, the agent we’re trying to exchange. We’ve been told to take good care of him.”

“Ok, I’ll do you, Kimberly, and I’ll send Paige to the boy.”

Paige was a trainee masseuse.

“Very good, Lisa.”

They both showed Ryan into a massage room.

“Lay on the table, face down, Ryan. With the towel over your ass.”

Ryan got onto the table, being careful not to reveal anything while he did so. Lisa then went to fetch Paige. She was sorting out some clean towels that had just come back from the laundry.

“You’ve got a massage client, Paige.”

“Ok, I’ll be right there.”

She came through a moment later.

“Oh, hi, Kimberly.”

“Morning, Paige.”

Kimberly and Lisa waited with big grins on their faces. The next moment there was a scream and Paige was back.

“It’s a male!”

“Yes, Paige. It’s Ryan, the agent we’re trying to exchange. We’ve been told to take care of him.”

“But I’ve never massaged a male before, Lisa.”

“Just do the regular massage like you would do with anyone else.”

“Ok, Lisa.”

Paige went back into her massage room. Ryan was face down on the table with his arms by his sides. He glanced at Paige when she came back in.

“I’m sorry if I startled you. My name’s Ryan.”

“I’m Paige.”

Paige was wearing white shorts and a green T-shirt. She picked up some massage oil and poured a little into the palm of one hand. Then she rubbed her hands together for a few seconds before placing them on Ryan’s back and rubbing them all over him.

She started at the back of his neck and then worked over his shoulders and upper arms and gradually moved down his back to just above his arse. In order to apply more pressure, she climbed onto the bed and kneeled astride him, resting her arse on the backs of his thighs. She then started on his lower arms and worked her way up to his shoulders and covered his back again and the sides of his chest.

She leaned forward and worked on his neck some more, this time reaching round to cover the sides. Then she got up and massaged each leg in turn. She then pulled his towel down and poured a drop of oil onto each arse cheek and rubbed it in.

“Turn over, please, Ryan.”

Ryan turned over, carefully adjusting the towel to cover his equipment. It was his first chance to get a good look at Paige. He guessed she was about 18. He thought she was very pretty. Paige poured some oil onto his chest and massaged it thoroughly. She saw him looking at her and smiled.

“You’re cute, Ryan.”

She moved down and massaged his feet from a standing position at one side. Then she gradually moved up his legs. When she reached the towel, she carried on underneath it. Ryan felt her hand brush against his cock which immediately sounded the alarm and began preparing for action.

Paige turned round to grab the bottle of oil. When she looked back, Ryan’s cock was gradually erecting. She watched in amazement as the unseen tool slowly raised the towel higher and higher.

“Hmmm. Perhaps he needs some attention as well.” said Paige. She reached out and grabbed the towel and whipped it off, revealing Ryan’s stiff man meat at full attention.

“Oh, my goddess!”

Paige quickly whipped her T-shirt off and dropped her shorts. The sight of her naked body added another half an inch to Ryan’s pork sword. Paige climbed onto the massage table and kneeled astride Ryan’s lower legs, facing him. Then she leaned down, forcing his cock into her cleavage. She kissed his chest, then began sliding backwards and forwards. She grabbed her breasts and pushed them inwards, increasing the pressure on Ryan’s cock.

Then she took his cock head into her mouth and grasped his shaft with her left hand. She licked the outside of his cock a few times and then took him into her mouth once again, while her left hand slowly wanked his shaft.

Ryan pulled his arms back and clasped his hands together behind his head. It propped his head up and gave him a better view of the action. Paige now held his cock in a vertical position, and her lips began to slide up and down his length, while her tongue played with his helmet inside her mouth.

Then she released his cock and scooted forwards on her knees until she was astride his groin. She raised her butt and reached round to guide his cock towards her pussy. She moved it up and down her slit a few times to gather up some of her girl juice, then lowered herself down and engulfed him.

Her hands held onto his shoulders, while Ryan’s reached forward to play with her breasts. She began to ride his cock. Slowly and gently, her quim slid up and down the top half of his meat. She moved her hands and rested them on Ryan’s chest, while Ryan moved his hands onto Paige’s arse cheeks and began moving them in gentle circles over her smooth, round fleshy orbs.

Paige leaned forward more and kissed Ryan’s forehead. Ryan kissed both of Paige’s breasts in turn and then sucked and licked the nipples. Ryan’s cock had fallen out of Paige’s hole, so she got into a more upright position and guided it back in with her left hand.

Paige wanted Ryan’s cock deeper inside her, so she splayed her knees wider apart which allowed her quim to take his meat deeper inside. She increased speed and began to bounce up and down on him at a moderate pace.

Paige then leaned way forward so that her body was almost flat. Her breasts dangled each side of Ryan’s cheeks, and she began moving her arse backwards and forwards instead of up and down. The effect was the same, her tight love hole slipped back and forth over Ryan’s boy beef.

Paige fancied a new position, so she got up and turned around, squatting over Ryan’s cock with her feet planted either side of his hips. She reached down and grabbed his pork and steered it into her slippery sex slot, then began reverse squat riding him. But after just a few seconds, she stopped. She leaned right back and placed her hands at Ryan’s side near his armpits. She then resumed pumping her arse up and down, causing her smooth quim to slide up and down the length of Ryan’s slippery shaft.

She liked that position and increased speed until she was bouncing up and down at a rate of knots. She found she could support herself with just one arm for short periods, so she reached forward with her left hand and played with her clit for a few seconds.

She was getting close but decided to finish off in her favourite position. She climbed off and turned around and then squatted over his cock then reached down to grab his meat. She guided it back into her woman hole. She braced herself on his chest and adjusted her position slightly, and then off she went, high speed full stroke squat riding.

She bounced up and down on him at a cracking pace. Her arse cheeks made a loud slapping noise each time they bounced off his thighs, and her long hair flew up over her head each time she peaked and started another descent. Eventually, it was too much for her and she couldn’t hold out any longer.

“Oh my, goddess. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

As she came, her motions stopped. She was at the top of her travels with only Ryan’s bell end still inside her. Ryan was close as well, but he needed more strokes.

He lifted his arse off the table and thrust his meat deep into Paige’s moistened minge, which was hovering just above him. He dropped back down then thrust upwards once again.

His ball bag began to contract and expand, and he knew he was about to come. He thrust up once again but missed because Paige had leaned forward slightly. His cock came to rest in Paige’s arse crack, which gripped it tightly. His cock jerked and the next moment, jet after jet of hot, sticky spunk flew out of his cock and landed on Paige’s back. They both relaxed and got their breath back. Paige leaned down and gave Ryan a long tongue kiss, while she felt Ryan’s man milk trickle down her butt crack and drip off onto Ryan’s belly.

They both got up and had a shower, then Ryan got dressed. He had to wait for a few minutes while Lisa finished Kimberly’s massage. Then he was escorted back to his room.

Wednesday 4 January 95

The next day, after breakfast, Ryan was informed by Lieutenant Lindsey that he would have visitors later that day.

“Who is it, Lindsey?”

“It’s two members of the Union delegation, Ryan. Apparently, the exchange negotiations aren’t going as smoothly as they normally do. The Union insist on speaking to you before they proceed any further with the talks. Anyway, they’ll be here this afternoon.”

Ryan’s orders were clear. He was not to reveal his mission to anyone until their report had been transmitted to Earth. No exceptions. So, he spent the next few hours trying to think of a plausible cover story.

The meeting took place in Ryan’s room early that afternoon. Lieutenant Lindsey was in the room with Ryan waiting for the visitors to arrive. The door opened and two women and a male entered. Ryan didn’t recognize any of them.

“Good afternoon, Ryan. I am Lieutenant Mya of Army Intelligence.”

As soon as she spoke, Ryan recognized her voice. It was the woman who had questioned him in the torture chamber.

“And this is Ambassador Grace and Lieutenant Simon from Romulus.”

Ryan had never seen or heard of either of them.

Lieutenant Simon spoke first.

“Great to see you again, Ryan. Don’t worry, we’ll soon get things ironed out. We’ll get you home as soon as possible.”

“Thank you, sir.” said Ryan, wondering what the hell was going on.

Simon looked at Ambassador Grace, who then spoke.

“We would like to speak to Ryan alone if that’s ok.”

Lieutenant Mya replied:

“Is that really necessary? You’ve seen him and spoken to him. Do you want to go ahead with the exchange or not?”

“I’m afraid my instructions from Romulus are clear. If we cannot speak to him alone, then the exchange is off.”

“Very well.”

Mya went to the door and opened it and beckoned to Lindsey, who began to follow her.

“But not here.” said Grace.

“Why not? You’ll be completely alone.”

“Don’t take me for a fool, Mya. We both know this room is bugged. And if it isn’t, then you shouldn’t be in your job.”

Mya grinned.

“Very well. Where do you suggest?”

“The parade ground out the front here will do just fine.”

“Very well.”

They all went out and followed Mya downstairs and outside. Mya and Lindsey stopped at the edge of the parade ground. Two MPs kept a low profile some distance behind them.

Meanwhile, Grace, Simon and Ryan continued walking until they reached the centre.

Simon spoke.

“Ok, Ryan, who the hell are you?”

Ryan launched into his cover story.

“I was a member of the Mount Vernon militia. I avoided the surrender when hostilities ended because I didn’t want to be enslaved, but I got caught nearly two weeks ago. I have no idea why they think I’m a Union agent.”

“Who was your commander in the militia?”

“I can’t remember. Like many boys, I only volunteered just before hostilities began when I realized that Mount Vernon was serious about resisting. I only had a couple of days of training, and I never met the commander.”

“Where were you based?”

“In Mount Vernon.”

“Where exactly?”

“In the militia headquarters.”

“Which was where exactly?”

Ryan took a punt and guessed, correctly, that the army HQ in Mount Vernon was previously the militia HQ.

“It was on the High Street, opposite a pub.”

“Which pub?”

“The Queen’s Head.”

“And where were you captured?”

“On the Green Bay to Mount Vernon road.”

“After the surrender, where did you hold out?”

“In the moors, south of the Green Bay to Mount Vernon road.”

“Since the surrender, have you been back to Mount Vernon?”

“Only after I was captured. I was taken to the police station there.”

“What had changed since you were last there?”

“I couldn’t see. It was night when I was captured, and they blindfolded me. When I was taken away, I was locked in a cage van with tiny windows, and I didn’t pay much attention.”

“Hmmm. Where are you from, Ryan.”

“From the Union.”

“Where exactly?”

“Romulus.”

“What was your last address?”

“Is that really important?”

“It is. We need to establish if you are who you say you are. So, that address?”

“I’m sorry, I can’t remember. I was only at my last address for a short time.”

“Ok. Give me the address of any place where you have lived in the Union. And roughly when you lived there.”

“I’m sorry, I can’t remember.”

“Ok. No further questions. Go and rejoin Lieutenant Mya.”

Once Ryan was out of earshot, Grace and Simon had a talk.

“What do you think, Simon?”

“He’s lying. He wasn’t in the Mount Vernon militia. I don’t buy him not knowing his commander’s name. He should know it even if he didn’t meet him. And he got the pub name wrong. Sure, it’s the Queen’s Head now, but when he claims he was there, it was the Quarryman’s Arms. So that means he probably wasn’t in Mount Vernon before the surrender, but he was after. And that’s the opposite of what he claims. And I don’t think he’s even from the Union. He would surely remember the address of at least one place where he lived. I just don’t buy it.”

“Why do the Queendom think he’s a Union agent?”

“They claim he had an eye camera. But that’s just what they say. Who knows if he really did. But maybe they don’t think he’s an agent. Maybe they’re just trying to convince us of that so that we’ll swap him with Angela. But even if he was who he says he is, I don’t see him as equal value to Angela. It’s not a fair swap.”

“So, what’s your recommendation?”

“Don’t do the exchange.”

“Do you think he’s a Queendom agent that they’re trying to infiltrate?”

“I don’t think so. It just doesn’t add up. His cover story is so weak, and his background knowledge is laughable. I just don’t see the Queendom being that amateurish.”

They walked back to Lieutenant Mya and Lieutenant Lindsey.

“Happy now?” asked Mya.

“We’ll be in touch.” replied Grace. Grace and Simon had poker faces that revealed nothing.

Friday 6 January 95

Two days later, Army Intelligence had another review meeting to discuss the latest communication from the Union. Captain Chloe was again in the chair. With her was just Lieutenant Mya.

Chloe began the meeting.

“We’ve received a communication from the Union delegation. They say they are not going to go ahead with the exchange.”

“Did they give any reason?” asked Mya.

“Yes. They said they do not recognize Ryan as one of their agents. And they also say they have no record of him as an ordinary citizen either. They even suggested that he might be a Queendom agent that we are trying to plant on them in exchange for Angela.”

“Is it possible that they just don’t think he’s a fair swap for Angela?”

“If they thought that, they would say so, and demand someone else in addition. The Union have always made getting their agents back a top priority. So, if they say he isn’t one of theirs, I see no reason to doubt them.”

“Maybe he is their agent, but they think he can escape and rejoin his partner?”

“I doubt it, he’s compromised.”

“Ok, but he had an eye camera, which is high tech and expensive. So, it’s highly likely he is an agent. So, if he’s not a Queendom agent and he’s not a Union agent, then who’s he working for?”

“Good question.”

“Maybe he was a Green Bay agent. Ok, so Green Bay themselves didn’t have that kind of technology, but we know the Union sent military advisors to Green Bay, so maybe they helped them with technology as well? But in that case, why wouldn’t the Union recognize him as a Green Bay agent?”

“Political embarrassment. Maybe they just don’t want to admit they helped Green Bay with their agents.”

“And sacrifice an agent because of it?”

“Possibly. It’s a tough world. Another possibility is that he’s a freelancer. He somehow got hold of an eye camera on the black market and thought he could do a bit of freelance spying and sell secrets for a profit.”

“Hmm. It’s possible I guess.”

“So, what do we do with Ryan? Lock him up, or enslave him?”

“Lock him up. If there’s the smallest chance that he was an agent, we don’t want him on the loose, even as a slave. But we have no further interest in him for the time being, so we’ll hand him over to the civilian police and let them handle him.”

“Fair enough.”

Saturday 7 January 95

The next morning, Lieutenant Mya and two civilian police officers entered Ryan’s room.

“Ryan, I’m afraid the exchange isn’t going ahead. The Union deny all knowledge of you. If you want to tell us the truth, we might still be able to come to some arrangement. This is your last chance. Who are you and what are you doing in the Queendom?”

“I’ve already told you the truth. I don’t know what more I can say.”

“OK, ladies, he’s all yours.”

Mya left the room. One of the officers spoke.

“Ok, boy, you’re under arrest. Turn around and place your hands behind your back.”

“What’s the charge?”

“Entering the Queendom illegally.”

Ryan obeyed their commands and was handcuffed and escorted out of the building. He was placed in the back of a patrol car and just thirty minutes later he was locked up in a cell in Victoria’s central police station.

Later that day, he was taken to an interview room to be questioned. A detective sat behind a desk and an officer stood by the door.

“Sit down, boy.”

“I am Detective Mabel. I am going to ask you some questions. First, what is your name?”

“Ryan.”

“And where are you from?”

Ryan had already claimed to be from the Union and decided to stick with that story.

“I’m from the Union.”

“Where exactly?”

“Romulus.”

“The Union deny any knowledge of you, either as an agent or a citizen. Why do you think that is, Ryan?”

“I have no idea.”

“Were you an agent for the Union?”

“Yes.”

“When did you enter the Queendom?”

“I didn’t.”

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

“I entered the Colony of Green Bay on 13 October 93. At that time, it wasn’t part of the Queendom.”

“I see. And what was your purpose in going to Green Bay?”

“To join the militia as a volunteer. The Union wanted an agent on the ground to observe and report after the Queendom occupation began.”

“But why did you need to join the militia?”

“The Union decided it was a good cover story for why a foreigner would enter Green Bay just before the Queendom takeover. I guess they figured I would get caught sooner or later.”

“Why do you think the Union have disowned you?”

“I guess they don’t want to admit they sent an agent. For political reasons I assume.”

“I see.”

“What’s going to happen to me? I’ve been charged with entering the Queendom illegally. But I didn’t.”

“Well, I guess that’s true.”

Mabel thought for a while.

“You didn’t register though, did you?”

“What do you mean?”

“When the colony of Green Bay was replaced by the Duchy, all males had five days to register with the authorities. But you didn’t. Very well, the charge of illegal entry is withdrawn. Instead, you are charged with:

	Failing to register with the authorities by 5 January 94. 
	Being outside without female escort from 6 January 94 until 18 October 94. That’s 284 counts. 
	Attempted espionage for a foreign power. 


“Take him back to the cells.”

Wednesday 11 January 95

The case came up the following Wednesday. Ryan was escorted to the magistrate’s court, in the same building and they went in through a door labelled “Courtroom 1”.

“Begin.” said the magistrate.

The prosecutrix spoke: “The Queen versus Ryan from Romulus or Green Bay.”

“Well, which is it?” exclaimed the magistrate, surprised.

“His origin is disputed, your honour. He claims to be from Romulus, but the Union denies any knowledge of him. But we can’t find any record of him in Green Bay either.”

“Very well. Read the charges, prosecutrix.”

“Yes, your honour. The defendant is charged with: 1. Failing to register as a male with the Green Bay authorities by 5 January 94. 2. Being outside without female escort, 284 counts. 3. Attempted espionage for a foreign power, namely the Colony of Green Bay.”

Then there was silence as the magistrate carefully read through the written evidence. Occasionally, she asked a question. When she had finished, she spoke to Ryan:

“Boy, is there anything you wish to say in your defence?” asked the magistrate.

“No, your honour.” said Ryan.

“Very well. I find the defendant guilty of all charges. Sentence:

For charge 1, failing to register with the authorities by 5 January 94, 25 strokes of the cane by the hand of the Queen.

For charge 2, being outside without female escort, 284 counts, 25 strokes of the cane by the hand of the Queen.

For charge 3, attempted espionage for a foreign power, 25 lashes by the hand of the Queen, and imprisonment for life or until exchanged.

Dismissed.”

Ryan was escorted away. The physical punishments were to be carried out immediately, and Ryan soon found himself at the reception area of the punishment room.

There was a desk with a woman sitting behind it and two police slaves stood off to one side. Some forms were filled in while Ryan and his escort waited. The receptionist looked up:

“Ok, you can take him in, there’s no one in there at the moment.”

Ryan was escorted into the punishment room. His handcuffs were removed.

“Ok, boy, strip.”

Ryan got undressed.

His two escorts then grabbed him by the arms and took him to a caning horse.

“Lay over it, boy.”

They then shackled his wrists and ankles to the device and tightened the waist belt over his back. They then stepped back. Nothing happened for several minutes. Then Ryan heard two more women enter the room.

“Sorry to keep you, ladies.”

“Ok, boy, I am Assistant Castigatrix Amanda and this is Assistant Castigatrix Faith. Boy, you have been sentenced to 50 strokes of the cane and 25 lashes by the hand of the Queen. As duly appointed representatives of the Queen, we will now execute the sentence.”

Amanda and Faith both went over to a rack and came back with birch canes. Amanda stood behind and to the left of Ryan and raised her cane.

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

Amanda gave Ryan 10 rapid medium strength whacks on his arse just below the hole. It brought tears to his eyes, but he managed to stifle his screams.

“10.” said Faith.

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

“Aaaaaaaaargh!”

Amanda gave Ryan’s arse another 10 medium strength whacks, all aimed at the same general area as before. This time, some of the strikes hit welts that were just beginning to form, and they caused Ryan to scream with the pain.

“20.” said Faith. She and Amanda then swapped places.

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

Faith gave Ryan’s arse 10 more whacks, again at just medium strength. Faith had been allocated the top half of Ryan’s arse, and all her whacks landed on virgin arse above his hole, so they didn’t hurt as much.

“30.” said Amanda.

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

“Aaaaaaaaargh!”

But Faith’s next 10 whacks were more painful as the welts had now begun to form, and Ryan was unable to stifle his screams. Only ten more to go, he thought to himself.

“40.” said Amanda.

Faith and Amanda swapped places again.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaargh!”

Amanda gave him a single full force whack right across the middle of his arse. Ryan screamed out loudly.

“41.” said Faith.

There was then a pause. Ryan didn’t know how long it would be. He found out 10 seconds later.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaargh!”

Amanda gave another full force whack and Ryan screamed. It was agony.

“42.” said Faith.

This time, Ryan silently counted to himself and knew when to expect the next whack.

Swish. Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaargh!”

“43.”

Ten seconds later, Amanda laid into his arse once more.

Swish. Thwack!

This time there was no scream.

“Hold on, I think he’s passed out.” said Faith.

“Revive him.” replied Amanda.

Faith pinched his cheeks, but Ryan remained out. She then tried splashing some water on his face.

“It’s no good, he’s out cold. What do we do?”

“Let’s just finish.”

“Ok.”

Swish. Thwack! “45”

Amanda and Faith swapped over for the last time.

Swish. Thwack! “46”

Swish. Thwack! “47”

Swish. Thwack! “48”

Swish. Thwack! “49”

Swish. Thwack! “50”

“What about the lashes?” asked Faith.

“They’ll have to be done when he gets to QPS.” replied Amanda.

Amanda and Faith went over to a bench and began wiping down their canes. Meanwhile, Ryan’s escort unshackled him and then began rubbing some lotion into the welts on his arse. When they were satisfied, one went to the door and called for a stretcher.

Two police slaves entered. They loaded Ryan on to a stretcher face down and took him back to his cell. An officer went to check on Ryan in his cell two hours later, but he was still out cold. He was out for about four hours by which time the castigatrixes had finished for the day.

Chapter 6 – Prisoner in A-Wing

Thursday 12 January 95

The next morning, two officers turned up outside Ryan’s cell.

“Stand up and face the wall, boy.”

The cell door opened and Ryan’s hands were cuffed behind his back. He was escorted out and placed into the back of a patrol car. The car set off and just ten minutes later they arrived at the Queendom’s only prison. It was on the sea front just north of the docks.

The facilities comprised a large main prison building and various smaller outbuildings. The whole site was enclosed by two parallel 10-foot-high perimeter walls, both topped by barbed wire, with a drainage ditch running around just inside. There were watchtowers at intervals occupied by armed guards.

Ryan was taken out of the car and escorted inside for processing. Some papers were signed and the two police officers left. They were replaced by a prison guardess. The guardess uniform was thigh high black boots, short black leather skirt and a white shirt. The guardesses had holsters on each boot, one containing a whip and the other a man-prod.

Ryan’s cuffs were removed and he was told to strip naked and change into prison clothes. The prison uniform was a bright yellow jump suit with QPS on the front and back, standing for Queendom Prison Service. Ryan’s hands were again cuffed behind his back, and this time he had leg cuffs as well, which meant that whenever he walked, he had to take tiny steps.

“Bow your head, boy.”

Ryan did so.

“Aaaaargh! What the fuck was that?” said Ryan.

“That’s your neck chip, boy. Your number is 72-9-591. Repeat your number.”

“72-9-591?”

“Correct. Remember it, boy. Take him to A-Wing. Cell 14.”

A prison guardess poked him in the back with a man-prod.

“Get moving, boy. That way.”

Five minutes later, Ryan was in A-Wing and walking down a corridor with cells on one side. Surprisingly, they were all empty.

“Stop! This is your cell, 591. Go in and face the wall.”

Ryan did so and the guardess removed his hand cuffs but not his leg cuffs. Then she went out and locked the cell door.

“Listen up, 591. This is where you will live for the time being. You will get up at 06:00 every day. You will be taken to the ablutions where you will shit and shower. You will then return here and get dressed. You will be taken to the canteen for breakfast at 06:30. At 07:00 you will leave for your work assignment. This may be on site or off site. Lunch is 14:00 to 14:45. You will be back in your cell by 19:00. You will be taken to the canteen for evening meal at 19:30. Discipline is at 20:30. Lights out is at 25:00. Today you have no work assignment so you will remain in your cell until the evening meal at 19:30. Any questions?”

“No.”

“It’s no, Mistress!”

“No, Mistress.”

Ryan lay on the mattress in his cell. The cell was about 6 feet square. The front was formed of vertical iron bars which lifted up to open. The sides and rear walls were masonry as were the floor and ceiling. There were no windows. The corridor running past his cell only had cells on his side. The other side was just masonry.

There was no bed, just a mattress laid on a mat on the floor. He also had a small cupboard with three drawers. They were all empty but there was a bottle of water on top. There was a bucket in a corner at the back.

Nothing happened for two hours but then Ryan heard someone approaching. A trolley appeared.

“Hello, 591, would you like a magazine or a book?”

Ryan selected a magazine.

“How did you know my name?”

“It’s written above the door!”

“Oh, I see.”

“So, what are you in for?”

“They think I’m a spy.”

“For the Union?”

“No, for Green Bay. What about you?”

“They said I killed someone. My mistress.”

“And did you?”

“No. It was an accident.”

“Who else is in here? I mean, what sort of people, what have they done?”

“It’s males only. Here in A-Wing, it’s mostly murderers or repeat violent or sexual offenders. In B-Wing it’s spies and political prisoners.”

“So, if they think I’m a spy, why haven’t they put me in B-Wing then?”

“B-Wing is for prisoners who are likely to be exchanged at some point and return to the Union. They get better treatment and food. If they’ve put you in A-Wing, it means you won’t get exchanged. You’re here for life, boy.”

“So, is A-Wing all long timers?”

“Everyone in A-Wing is a lifer. At least that’s what they’ve all been told. The Queendom only does prisons for the most serious offences. Anything less is dealt with by physical punishments. Canings and whippings. But now and then prisoners do get released, if they’ve not caused any trouble and worked hard for years and years and they’ve only got a few marbles left. But they never get told in advance. One day they’re a prisoner and the next day they’re told they’ve been sold as a slave on the outside. But sometimes foreigners like yourself get released and expelled.”

“How did you know I was a foreigner?”

“From your number: 72-9-591. The 9 means you’re a foreigner.”

“Hmmm. I think in this case, the 9 means they don’t know. So, do we go on work details every day?”

“Of course. Otherwise, you’d be better off in here than you would be as a slave on the outside. And that would never do.”

“And what’s this about discipline?”

“20 hard whacks of the cane every evening.”

“Hey! No talking down there!”

“I gotta go. See you later.”

Ryan lay back down to read his magazine. Then after about 18:30, other prisoners began coming back in under escort. At 19:30, there was a loud buzz and the bars at the front of his cell rose up.

Ryan got up and went to the entrance and looked left and right along the corridor. Other prisoners were standing just outside their cells staring at the wall opposite, so Ryan did the same.

“Right face!”

Ryan turned to the right.

“Walk!”

Ryan began walking, following the man in front. As they all wore leg cuffs, they all had to shuffle along taking fast but short steps. He soon found himself in a queue in the canteen. He copied the man in front and picked up a tray and then a bowl, a small plate, a mug and a spoon. He put them all on the tray. When he got to the counter, a prisoner poured some stew into his bowl and placed some crusty bread on his plate. Then a brown liquid was poured into his mug.

He found a place on a long table and sat down. He noticed other inmates looking at him, but no one spoke to him. After the meal they were all taken back to the cells.

But then just 15 minutes later, there was that buzz again. Ryan stood in front of his cell door.

“Right face!”

Ryan turned to the right.

“Walk!”

This time they went to the punishment room. All 20 men from A-Wing. They all queued up waiting for their turn on the caning horse. No commands were given. All the guys seemed to know what to do.

The first guy dropped his trousers and pants and lay down over the caning horse. The guardesses didn’t even bother to shackle him on.

One guardess held a three-foot birch cane. As soon as the first guy was ready, she stepped forward:

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

He didn’t scream out. As soon as the caning had stopped, he stood up and pulled up his pants and trousers then moved away and stopped before the door, forming the line to return to the cells. Meanwhile, the next guy had already dropped his trousers and pants and leaned over the horse.

Soon it was Ryan’s turn. Since no one else had screamed, he was determined to remain silent as well. He leaned over the horse. Almost before he was flat on the horse, he felt the whacks.

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

The whacks were much harder than he had expected. These guys must have arses made out of leather. Ryan just managed to stifle his screams, but tears came flooding out of his eyes.

He stood up and pulled his pants and trousers up and joined the line. Then they were all led back to their cells and locked in. Ryan’s leg cuffs were left on, and he realized he was expected to sleep in them. He read his magazine for a while and then got his head down.

Friday 13 January 95

The next day after breakfast, all the guys of A-Wing were told they would be working off-site. They assembled in the yard and were divided into 5 groups of 4. One at a time, each group of 4 had their leg cuffs removed and instead had their left ankle only shackled to a chain, connecting all four of them together.

They then set off, through the prison main gate and along the road. They had to march in step and at the correct distance from each other. Whenever a man got it wrong, he would trip over and pull the other three with him. The nearest guardess would then draw her whip and lash the guys at random until they all got to their feet. Fortunately, Ryan’s group seemed to get the hang of it from the off.

After about 25 minutes, they arrived at their work site which turned out to be the docks. A ship was being unloaded. Crates and large boxes were lifted out of the ship’s holds and placed on the dockside by a crane. They were then moved into a warehouse by slaves driving fork trucks.

The prisoners were put to work on the lighter items that didn’t need a fork truck. These were off loaded in bulk in cargo nets full of stuff. When the items had arrived on the dockside, a slave unhooked the net and then untied it. The net then dropped to the ground allowing the individual items to be picked up. The prisoners then had to pick up items for the same customer and carry them to the correct area of the warehouse. If the item was heavy, they all carried it. With lighter items, they carried an item each.

Sometimes, there were less than four items for a customer and sometimes there was only one, but they all had to walk into the warehouse because they were all chained together.

They had a 45-minute break for lunch and then carried on in the afternoon. The unloading was completed at 17:30, so they returned to the prison early.

Ryan laid down on his mattress. It was 90 minutes until the evening meal, so he picked up his magazine.

“591!”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“To me. Hands in front.”

Ryan stood up and approached the cell door with his hands in front of him. The guardess reached in and cuffed his hands in front of him.

Ryan thought that was a bit unusual but made no comment. The guardess opened the door. She had her man-prod in her hand.

“Out. Turn right.”

Ryan was taken to the punishment room. When he got there, two other guardesses were waiting for him.

“591. You have 25 lashes of your sentence still outstanding. The sentence will now be carried out.”

One of the guardesses pressed a button and a hook on a chain descended from the ceiling. When it was low enough, it was hooked over Ryan’s handcuffs, and the guardess raised it. Ryan was lifted up until his feet were two feet off the ground.

Ryan glanced over and saw one of the guardesses had a huge bullwhip in her hand. Ryan was terrified.

“Begin!”

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.” 1

The whip lashed the middle of Ryan’s back and he screamed out. The guardess waited for 10 seconds before applying the next lash.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.” 2

The next lash struck a bit higher up and was just as painful.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.” 3

The third lash was in the middle again and broke his skin. Flecks of blood and skin flew away from the impact site. Ryan was praying the black out drug would kick in soon. He didn’t know how much more of this he could take.

Swish! Crack! “Aaaaaargh.” 4

The fourth lash was in the same place again. Ryan screamed and then blacked out.

Swish! Crack! 5

The fifth lash was on his upper back. When he didn’t scream, one of the guardesses moved in and stared up at his face.

“I think he’s fainted. What a fucking weakling.”

“Revive him.”

Someone pressed the “down” button and lowered Ryan down to the floor. The guardesses then tried splashing water on him, slapping his cheeks and pinching him, but he remained out cold.

“It’s not working. He won’t come round.”

“Ok. Take him back to his cell. I’ll speak to the warden. He’ll have to take them in instalments.”

Two trustee prisoners were summoned, and they took Ryan back to his cell on a stretcher and placed him on his mattress. Ryan came round about 22:15. He was disappointed to have missed the evening meal, but on the other hand, he had also missed discipline.

Chapter 7 – The First Escape

Saturday 14 January 95

The next day, A-Wing were again told they would be working off-site, and once again, it was the docks. In the morning, all 5 groups were used to help unload a ship, but after lunch, two of the groups, including Ryan’s, were sent on board two barges that had delivered a cargo of loose grain. One group went on board each barge. The vast majority of the grain had been picked out of the holds by a crane fitted with a grabber and dumped into trucks. The prisoners now had to go around the holds with brushes and shovels to get the remnants that the big grabber was unable to collect. These remnants would be shovelled into sacks and placed in the middle of the holds. When the captain was satisfied, these bags would be craned out, and a team would then give the hold a good hose down.

Since the only way on and off the barge was via the gangway, the prisoners were unshackled when they had boarded. One guardess was stationed at the gangway while another acted as an overseer to prevent slacking.

The boys found that some grain was clinging to the sides of the holds. The captain told them to bang their shovels against the sides of the hold, which they did. Most of the grain then dropped to the floor. Then it was a simple job of methodically sweeping all the loose grain into one big pile and then bagging it all up.

They then repeated the job for the other two holds. The captain had a look and said he was satisfied so the boys went up on deck. The team on the other barge had not finished. One of their guardesses reckoned they needed another half an hour. She reckoned her boys had been slacking but Ryan thought the other barge was slightly larger.

One of Ryan’s guardesses went over to the other barge to help gee the boys up. They thought about sending Ryan’s team over to help but decided it was not worth it. There was only one guardess on Ryan’s barge now. Ryan weighed up the odds of overpowering her and making a run for it. But she had retreated up the gangway and had a pistol as well as a man-prod. The odds were slim.

But she wasn’t confident of shackling the boys up on her own.

“We’re not ready for you yet, boys. We’ll be about half an hour. Just hang around on deck.”

Ryan did as she suggested. He went to the ocean side of the vessel and looked out. It then occurred to him that he could just jump overboard. His oxygen booster would prevent him from drowning. He would need to stay underwater long enough to convince the guardesses that he had drowned. He wondered how cold the water would be. Would his adrenaline booster help if it was cold? It would help him swim faster and further, that was certain.

The more he thought about it the better he liked the idea.

“Fuck it. Let’s do it.” he said to himself.

He looked up and down the coast trying to decide which was the best direction to swim. He would swim underwater for as long as possible, then come ashore somewhere and take it from there. He decided south was the best direction to go.

Ryan slowly made for the gangway, trying to look as ill as possible. When he got too close, the guardess challenged him.

“Stop there, 591.”

“Please, Mistress, I’ve got to get off, I feel so sick.”

“I’m sorry, 591, you can’t come off yet. Barf over the side if you have to. We’ll sort you out later.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ryan slowly made his way back to the ocean side and leaned right over the railing. He tried to summon up his best fake barfing noises, attracting the attention of the captain and the other prisoners.

The captain was amused: “Ha, ha! Landlubbers! How can you be seasick here, it’s like a mill pond!”

Ryan leaned a bit further and then down he went.

Splash!

As soon as he was underwater, Ryan quickly oriented himself by looking at the underside of the barge. He swam underwater towards the rear of the barge – south. He held his breath as he swam but after ten seconds, he felt the overwhelming urge to inhale. His body was craving oxygen. Maybe the oxygen booster didn’t work. Fifteen seconds in and he realized he had no choice – he had to surface or his body would force him to inhale even though he was under water. But suddenly, his craving for oxygen disappeared. The booster had kicked in. He swam as hard as he could and suddenly, he felt strength flood through him as the adrenaline booster also kicked in.

Meanwhile, up top, there was pandemonium. The captain has seen Ryan fall in and had immediately grabbed a flotation ring and rushed down to where Ryan had fallen in, ready to drop it to him the moment he surfaced.

One of the prisoners had shouted to the guardess at the gangway to confirm what she suspected.

“Mistress, 591 has fallen in!”

The guardess could not leave her post, so she shouted across to the other barge and her colleague who had gone over to help came rushing back and went over to stand next to the captain.

“What happened, Captain?”

“He was seasick. He leaned over to be sick into the sea, but I guess he leaned too far and fell in.”

They waited for half an hour but there was no sign of Ryan anywhere.

“I guess he’s drowned.” said the chief guardess. “Well, let’s get the boys back and then I’ll need to make my report to the warden. Captain, we’ll have to make a report to the police, and they will no doubt require a statement from you.”

“Yes, that’s no problem, Guardess.”

Victoria police investigated and took statements from the captain and two of the guardesses. But none of the boys. Later that same day, they recorded a verdict of accidental death. 591’s record was updated. He was listed as deceased, drowning accident.

In fact, Ryan had come to the surface about half a mile south of the barge. He spotted the boundary fence of the dockyard, which was a secure area, and kept swimming until he was past it, and then came ashore at the start of a sandy beach that stretched for about a mile. As it was now early evening, the beach was virtually empty. Ryan only saw two women, and they were at the far end of the beach.

There were many beach huts scattered along the shoreline. Ryan was cold and wet, so he went along trying all the doors only to find them all locked. But they all had raised floors with steps leading up to them. Ryan began looking under them for a cosy place to spend the night. He found one and crawled under and tried to curl up into a ball, shivering.

Sunday 15 January 95

The following day dawned.

“Achooooo!”

Ryan sneezed. He was still under the beach hut and was cold and shivering. With the benefit of daylight, he saw that underneath the next beach hut looked a better bet. He crawled out of his hole, had a quick piss, and then crawled under the hut next door. There was much less room under this one and the access to it was much tighter and partly overgrown. But that’s just what he wanted. It was cosier and the wind didn’t blow in so much. He got his head down and just tried to rest. His clothes were still damp, but they were no longer soaking wet.

“Achooooo!”

Monday 16 January 95

In the early hours of Monday morning, Ryan decided it was time to get up. He would try to get out of the city while it was dark. He was still wearing his bright yellow prison clothes so he couldn’t afford to be seen. He headed away from the beach and soon came to a main road and turned right. He carefully made his way along it, ready to duck into an alleyway or behind a wall if he saw the headlights of a car or a pedestrian. But he saw no one at all for 15 minutes.

Then he froze. He thought he had seen movement inside a parked car up ahead on his side of the road. There were parked cars at intervals on both sides of the road, but he didn’t expect anyone to be in any of them. As he gazed at the car, he realized it was a police car. If he could see them, they must have seen him in his bright yellow prison suit. Why weren’t they coming after him? Ryan figured they were hoping they hadn’t been seen and that he would come closer before they revealed themselves.

Ryan turned and ran back the way he had come. He glanced behind. The car now had its headlights on and was pulling out into the road.

He turned left down an alleyway and hoped that the parked cars had shielded his turn from their view. It led to an unmade road that ran along behind all the houses and gave access to their back yards. Some of the yards contained random junk, and a few had wooden sheds. But they all had two large wheely bins, one black and one green. Ryan went into one of the gardens intending to hide in one of the bins, but when he looked inside, they were both too full. So instead, he pulled one bin away from a wall, got behind it, and pulled the bin back as close to him as possible.

Just a minute later, he saw torch beams playing over the gardens.

“Are you sure he came down here, Lucy?”

“No, but I don’t see where else he could have gone. If indeed it was a male.”

“April to base.”

“Go ahead April.”

“We’re on Dock Road, near number 220. We’re searching for a suspicious person wearing bright yellow clothing who fled when he saw us. We didn’t get a clear view, but it could have been a QPS jump suit. Have there been any reports of an escape?”

“I’ve not heard anything. I’ll check and get back to you.”

The officers began looking over the yards one by one. When they came to the yard Ryan was in, he thought they were bound to discover him. April walked over to his bins and lifted the lid of one and glanced in. As she reached for the lid of the second, she received a message from base:

“Base to April.”

“Go ahead base.”

“I’ve got Confirmation from QPS. There have been no escapes, and all prisoners are accounted for.”

“Ok, base.”

Lucy had moved onto the next yard while April was talking to base. April followed her, forgetting to look inside the second bin or behind them.

“Maybe it was just a resident who happens to like wearing yellow.” suggested April as she hurried to catch up to Lucy.

“Could be, but whoever it was fled when they saw us. That’s suspicious.”

“Yes, that’s true.”

They continued searching a few more gardens then decided to give up.

“Come on, let’s go back to the car.” said Lucy. “Whoever it was has got away.”

Ryan breathed a sigh of relief. He decided to wait for ten minutes before venturing out. Suddenly, his face was illuminated by a torch.

“Stand up, boy.”

Ryan stood up but in the glare of the torch light, he couldn’t see who was there.

“Who are you, boy?” said a female voice.

“I’m Ryan. Who are you?”

“Well, I’m not the police, so relax. My name is Sue. Why are you in my garden?”

“I need to get going, Mistress.”

“Come with me, boy, or I’ll fetch the police back here.”

“No, please don’t. I’ll come.”

“Good boy.”

They both went inside. Sue switched the light on, and Ryan saw that they were in a kitchen. He got a good look at Sue for the first time. She was in her mid-40s, just a touch overweight, but still quite good looking.

She looked him up and down.

“What’s QPS?”

Ryan was surprised she didn’t know, but, thinking on his feet, he came up with:

“Queendom Power Services. I’m owned by a power company. I have to service electrical equipment. I was working in a warehouse near the docks today, but my overseer was called into an office, and I took the opportunity and ran off.”

“I see. And where are you planning to go?”

“Nowhere. There’s nowhere to go. But I’ve run away before. Lots of slaves do it. We just hang out on our own for a few days and take it easy. Sometimes we get the opportunity to have a bit of fun. Then after a few days, a week at the most, we’ll get caught or we’ll hand ourselves in, take our whipping, and it’s back to the grind. It’s just a holiday, really. A break from the monotony. A bit of excitement.”

“Oh, I see.”

“Achooooo!”

“You seem to have caught a cold.”

“I got soaked during my escape and I haven’t been able to dry off properly.”

Sue continued to study him, apparently deep in thought.

“Come on, I’ll run you a bath. Then I’ll get you something to eat. You can stay the night, but only one night. My sister is visiting me tomorrow. She’s a police officer so you’d better be gone tomorrow. Early.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

Sue ran the bath. Chuck your clothes out, boy. I’ll hang them up to dry.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ryan got into the hot bath and relaxed. For the first time since his escape, he was not cold and shivering. After about 40 minutes, Ryan got up and pulled the plug. He dried himself off and then wrapped the bath towel around his waist. He opened the door and stepped out.

“Mistress Sue?”

“In the kitchen, boy.”

“My clothes, Mistress?”

“They’re still damp. Sit down and have something to eat.”

Ryan sat down and Sue placed a bowl of hot beef stew in front of him, and a slice of crusty bread. Sue had the same. Ryan soon finished the meal and then he waited for Sue to finish.

“Yaaaawn.”

“Tired, boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Sue.”

“Upstairs, boy. First door on the left.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

Ryan went up the stairs and opened the door. It was a large room with a double bed, a wardrobe, a chest of drawers, a dressing table and a chair. Ryan didn’t go in, thinking he had made a mistake. Then he looked around as he heard Sue coming up the stairs.

“In you go, boy.”

“But surely, Mistress, this is your room?”

“Yes, boy. It’s time for you to earn your keep.”

Ryan grinned to himself. He didn’t mind at all. It had been nearly two weeks since the last time he had got his end away.

Sue followed him into the room.

“That towel looks damp boy, I’ll hang it up.”

She grabbed Ryan’s towel and pulled it off, leaving him standing there naked with his limp cock hanging down. Sue draped the towel over a chair before turning to have a good look at Ryan.

“Mmmmm. Get on the bed boy.”

Ryan got on. It was a low-end Queendom bed, just a regular double with manually operated shackles in each corner. More expensive beds were wider, and some had electrically operated winders on the shackles that operated from a remote control.

Sue shackled his wrists and ankles and reduced the slack in each corner by inserting a crank in each one in turn and winding it. Then she began getting undressed. Ryan’s cock began to sit up and take notice.

Sue kneeled on the floor at the side of the bed and looked at Ryan’s cock.

“Mmmmm. It’s been weeks since I last enjoyed a nice portion of man meat. The pleasure house is so expensive.”

She leaned in. Her left hand rested on Ryan’s belly while her right grasped the base of his shaft and lifted it up. Then she opened wide and took his bell end into her mouth. She began to slide her lips up and down over his purple helmet while her tongue played with it inside her mouth. Meanwhile, she slowly wanked his shaft with her hand.

With her lips gripping his cock, she let go for a moment and pushed some hair away from her eyes then gripped his cock once again. She took it out of her mouth and wanked it for a while as she stared at the glistening head.

Then she engulfed it again and began running her lips up and down the entire length. She was a skilled cock sucker, and she was able to get her lips all the way down to the base of his shaft by taking his helmet into her throat.

“Oh my god.” said Ryan, as his cock grew another half inch.

Sue withdrew her lips from his cock for a moment to admired it.

“Oh my. You know, I think I must be a bit of a cougar. I so enjoy taking a young man’s boy beef into my mouth.”

She got back to work, and her lips travelled up and down his shaft at a rapid pace. Full length strokes, from bell end to balls.

“I need this stiff meat inside me.” declared Sue.

She climbed up onto the bed and got astride him. She was on her knees facing him. She reached between her legs and grabbed his cock and aimed it at her pussy. She moved his helmet back and forth along her slit a few times to collect some girl juice, then she slowly lowered herself down and engulfed him.

She leaned forward, placing her hands on the bed either side of his armpits, then began moving her hips backwards and forwards which caused her quim to slide up and down a short distance over his meat. She looked back over her shoulder as she worked him, but her own arse cheeks prevented her from seeing the action taking place.

She wanted more penetration, so she moved her hands onto Ryan’s chest and took up a more upright position. She was then able to bounce up and down which allowed her tight love lips to traverse the full-length of Ryan’s stiff boy beef.

She looked back again. She loved the sight of her big arse bouncing up and down on a stiff cock.

She stared up at the ceiling as she bounced up and down.

“Oh, this is nice. I love being in control of a young man’s cock.”

A few more minutes of bouncing took her to the edge.

“Yes, yes, yes, oh my goddess, yeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

She remained sitting on him with his cock inside her while she recovered. Then she climbed off and looked at his still stiff cock.

“Now I want to taste your milk.”

She got down between his legs and grabbed his cock with her right hand. Her left hand gripped his thigh. Then she took the end of his cock into her mouth. Her lips gripped his cock tightly as they slid up and down over his purple helmet. Inside her mouth, her tongue stroked and caressed the tip.

Her right hand was in charge of his shaft. It slowly wanked the base, but now and then, it would let go and lightly grip the shaft with just the fingertips. Each finger would then tap the shaft independently as if playing a flute. Then the hand would grip the shaft once more and return to wanking.

She let go of his cock and now had a hand on each thigh. Her lips now moved up and down the full length of his shaft from the helmet to the balls. Up and down, up and down, fast, smooth strokes. One hand moved in to play with his ball bag for a few seconds.

“Come for me, boy.”

Ryan was getting close. Involuntarily, he raised his arse of the bed. Sue froze in position, a hand on each thigh and her lips tightly clamped onto his cock just below the helmet.

Ryans ball bag flexed and his cock stiffened even more. He tried to raise his arse off the bed even more as he attempted to force his cock deeper into Sue’s mouth, but she just raised herself with him and kept her lips firmly attached to the rim of his helmet.

The next moment, three long spurts of hot spunk shot out of the end of Ryan’s cock. Sue reached down and grabbed his shaft. She spent a few seconds wanking the dregs out. She had two weeks supply of hot sticky man milk in her mouth. She swilled it around with her tongue and then gulped it down.

“Aaaaah. Lovely. There’s nothing tastier than a mouthful of young man’s baby batter.”

She got up and unshackled Ryan and then went to the bathroom for a quick shower. Ryan followed her. When they were both dry, they went back to bed and turned the light out.

Tuesday 17 January 95

Ryan got up very early the next day. There were still two hours of darkness left, and he wanted to be away before it got light. Ideally, he wanted to be out of the city before dawn and on his way back to the lander. He found his clothes. They were dry. He got dressed and went out through the kitchen door.

Instead of walking up the alleyway back to the main road, he walked along the unmade service road that ran behind the houses. It led to a side road where he could turn left or right. Left would take him back to the main road. Right would take him to the coast. He turned right. He would go down to the beach and turn south along it. It seemed safer than walking along a main road.

Half an hour later, he was regretting his decision. The beach ended where a rocky headland extended out to sea. Ryan didn’t fancy swimming around it and getting soaking wet again. Especially in the dark. He turned round and made his way back, looking for a way off the beach. Eventually he came to a road. It was the road he had come down earlier. Shit! He was back where he started. One hour wasted and only an hour of darkness left.

He followed the side road until it joined the main road and turned south. It was still quiet. No pedestrians and no traffic. Ryan was pissed off that he hadn’t come this way in the first place. He broke into a jog to try and make up for lost time. Ten minutes later a car came out of a side road up ahead and turned his way. He looked around for some alleyway to duck down or a wall to hide behind but there was nothing nearby.

He decided the best plan was to just look casual. So, he continued walking at a normal pace. After a moment, he noticed the car was slowing down and the window was being wound down. Shit! Was it the police? Ryan stared at the car trying to make it out. He was ready to break into a sprint.

But the car just drove slowly past with a woman staring out at him. And then it sped up to normal speed. But at least it wasn’t the police. He broke back into a jog. He was now passing offices and warehouses. He was nearly at the southern extent of Victoria. And dawn was breaking.

As soon as he had left the city limits, he turned left and headed east, skirting the built-up area. He had no idea where the road he had been on went. It was obviously following the coast south, but he knew it didn’t go all the way round to Green Bay. He had decided to head east to St Agnes and then south to Green Bay and then along the Green Bay to Mount Vernon road that he was already familiar with.

The first job was to skirt around the city until he intercepted the St Agnes highway. An hour later, he saw traffic moving along it in the distance. It wasn’t busy by Earth standards, but there seemed to be a vehicle at least once every 10 minutes. Enough to rule out walking along it in a bright yellow QPS jump suit in daylight. He figured he would have to walk at night and hole up during the day.

He got closer. Just half a mile to the road now, with a shallow valley to cross. As he descended, he spotted a railway line running along the bottom. Ryan thought about holing up for the day in the bushes next to the line. He might be able to jump onto a passing goods train. He had to wait for darkness anyway.

But then he thought, why not just walk along the track? He would hear a train coming from miles away.

When he arrived at the line, he saw that there were three rails and guessed that the centre rail fed current to the locomotive. He ruled out walking along the track. He didn’t trust himself to not touch the centre rail. He had a drink from a stream and then got comfy in the bushes. He would wait here and watch out for a goods train. If a suitable train didn’t arrive during the day, he would set out along the road at night.

An hour later he heard a train approaching. It was heading east towards St Agnes, but it was a passenger train. An hour later another passenger train passed, this time heading towards Victoria. But then, in the late afternoon, he saw a St Agnes bound goods train. It had an assortment of wagons. Box vans, mineral wagons, flat wagons and a couple of tankers.

He had visions of running along side and opening the sliding door of a box van. But as the train passed, he saw that the door handles were far too high for him to reach, so his attention turned to the flat wagons. Several had already passed but he saw another one coming that had something on it covered by a tarpaulin. As it approached, he began running along side the train and then as the wagon slowly overtook him, he grabbed hold and hauled himself up.

The tarpaulin covered some large wooden crates. It stretched over them and created a covered space at each side, the shape of half a ridge tent. Ryan crawled in and got himself settled down for the journey. He pondered what to do from this point. If he got off at the correct place – maybe 80 or 90 miles east of Victoria – then he would only have to walk south for 80 miles to get to Mount Vernon, but it was all cross country. On the other hand, if he stayed on until St Agnes, then it was 250 miles to Mount Vernon, but along roads all the way. He was in two minds.

The decision was made for him three hours later when the train stopped in some sidings. He heard some metallic clangs and there was a jolt. Then the wagon moved forward again for a few seconds. Then a few moments later it moved backwards. Then there were more clanks. Ryan wanted to see what was going on but he could hear voices and footsteps, so he stayed where he was. Then suddenly all was quiet. Ryan peeked out. The train had gone. His wagon and an adjacent one had been detached and shunted into a siding. He saw two guys walking away from him towards a building. Ryan guessed he must be roughly halfway between Victoria and St Agnes. There was no point staying here. Sooner or later, someone would come to unload the wagons. Ryan decided to head south across the moors and try to find his way to Mount Vernon that way.

He crawled out of his hide and got down off the wagon and quickly disappeared into the undergrowth. Now that he was out in the wilds he would move in daylight and sleep at night. He set off straight away. He reckoned Mount Vernon would be about 80 miles away. He would try to make 20 miles each day. There was plenty of natural water to be had. He had no food and would have to rely on his vitamin booster to keep him going.

Like much of South Vena, the ground was mostly grassland but with patches of heather and gorse. This area also had some isolated patches of woodland. Ryan reckoned he could make two or maybe two and a half miles each hour, although he was sometimes held up when he came across a stream. Some of them had carved themselves deep gullies through the soft soil. After just an hour, he noticed a line in the vegetation off to his left and headed towards it. He wasn’t sure if it was natural or man-made. When he reached it, he discovered an unmade road. It was partly overgrown but following it was still much easier than walking across the rough ground. Ryan figured Mount Vernon was due south, but the road headed slightly west of due south. He followed it anyway.

After an hour he froze. There was a concrete structure up ahead. It looked like a bunker. There were no vehicles or people in sight and no sounds. Ryan crept forward. As he got closer, he realised it was overgrown. It was obviously abandoned. He went inside. There were a number of rooms, but they were all empty. Still, it was an ideal place to spend the night, and Ryan chose a room and settled down.

Wednesday 18 January 95

Ryan was up early the next day and continued following the road. He found more bunkers along the road. They seemed to be every 10 miles or so. In between, he found the occasional pillbox and abandoned earthworks. For the next two nights, he again stopped in abandoned bunkers. He made more progress than he had originally expected, but the road wasn’t going in the direction he needed. He assumed it roughly followed the border between the duchies of Victoria and Green Bay.

Friday 20 January 95

On Friday, he only followed the road for a couple of hours. He then turned off to the left to head roughly southwest. He figured he must be between 30 and 40 miles from Mount Vernon. The lander was this side of town, but he would have to head for the town until he recognized where he was. He could then back track to the lander.

Sunday 22 January 95

Soon after he set off on Sunday, he came across an unmade road and guessed it must be one of the quarry roads. He followed it east and it occasionally joined up with other roads. After two hours, he came to a road junction that he recognized. He and Sophie had come this way on their way into town. Ryan turned west along it and within three hours he saw the lander under its camouflage netting.

He went inside and immediately got a spare communicator. There were lots of text messages from Sophie.

Thu 19 Oct – Ryan? Are you ok? Call me. I’ll keep sending messages in case you can receive but not transmit.

Fri 20 Oct – I’m in St Peter. Call me as soon as you can.

Sun 22 Oct – Am in Diana.

Tue 24 Oct – Am in Aurora.

Thu 26 Oct – Now in King George. It’s part of the Queendom. They invaded and conquered in 71. The Queendom have got the whole south island.

Fri 27 Oct – The attached files contain a close up of a waiver and a route permit taken with my eye camera.

Sat 28 Oct – Still in King George.

Sun 1 Jan – Happy New Year, Ryan. Call me as soon as you can. I’m still in King George. I’ve made contact with the resistance movement here. They have ways of smuggling males and agents over to the Union.

Tue 3 Jan – The attachment contains the address of a safe house here in King George.

Wed 5 Jan – I’m leaving King George this morning and heading for Stakarov.

Thu 6 Jan – Now in Stakarov.

Sat 8 Jan – I’m in Victoria.

Wed 12 Jan – The attached file contains my full report.

Thu 13 Jan – I’m leaving Victoria on the Mount Vernon coach. I should be at the lander late on Friday.

The messages abruptly stopped on 13 January. There was no sign in the lander that Sophie had been back. He was sure she would have left a note. And she would have taken a spare communicator if her original had developed a fault. Ryan wondered what had happened.

He changed into a spare set of clothes, finally ridding himself of the bright yellow jump suit. Then he had a meal. It was only compo rations, but it was infinitely better than living off vitamin boosters.

Then he got to work on his own report. He wrote what he had discovered about the living conditions for males in the Queendom, about the Queendom’s interrogation methods, and their justice and prison systems.

He combined it with Sophie’s report and sent both documents off to Earth together with a cover note.

Then, using his communicator, he tried a voice call to Sophie. Not receiving any reply, he sent a text message instead.

“Communications despatched. Operation Eyeball South is complete. Where are you, Sophie?”

Ryan wondered what to do. He was worried about Sophie. Had she been arrested? They might explain the abrupt ending of her messaging. She would certainly have destroyed or disposed of her communicator if arrest seemed likely. If she had been arrested, she would almost certainly be in Victoria.

There was little Ryan could do as a lone male. But there was no point staying at the lander. Ryan decided to try and reach the safe house in King George. He hoped the resistance in King George would be able to help him discover what had happened to Sophie.

Using Sophie’s eye camera pictures, Ryan spent the rest of the day creating a fake route permit. This claimed that he had delivered a truck from King George to Mount Vernon and was permitted to use public transport to return.

He then forged some waivers for Victoria. Most waivers were only for 3 days at most. Ryan was planning to travel by long distance coaches. He would need to overnight in Victoria but wasn’t sure when he would arrive there. So, he created several for Victoria and several for King George so that he had cover for all possible dates. He would just need to make sure he always showed the correct one when challenged. He would destroy them as they expired.

He got a backpack and stocked it with water bottles and compo rations and then got his head down for the night. He was going to stay for a couple of days to recover his strength and let his slightly blistered feet heal.

Chapter 8 – Destination - King George

Wednesday 25 January 95

Early Wednesday morning, Ryan set out for Mount Vernon. He went straight to the coach station and waited for the ticket office to open. Just before it opened, a few women began to arrive. He stood aside. Females were always served before males. It took a while for him to get served. Several times, just as the last woman was being served, several more turned up, so he now had to wait for them to be served as well. Finally, he got to the counter.

“Yes, boy, what can I do for you.”

“Slave single to Victoria please, Mistress. I am a returning delivery driver. Here’s my route permit.”

The woman behind the counter checked the documents. The cost of the ticket would be paid by the company listed on the route permit. It was a truck dealer based in King George. The slave number on all the forged documents was 73-9-591. Ryan didn’t want to use his real number, which was 72-9-591, as that would alert the authorities. But by using a similar number, Ryan thought that if he was scanned, the difference might not be spotted, and if it was, it was plausible to argue that it was a typo. Just an honest mistake.

The coach arrived and the driver checked tickets as the women boarded. She then approached Ryan.

“Are you on this coach, boy?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Ticket and permit, boy.”

Ryan handed over the documents, and the driver quickly checked them and handed them back.

“All the way to Victoria?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Ok, get in.”

Ryan got in. He was the only passenger in the slave section. There were only about six passengers in the seats. A few more would get on in Green Bay, but the coach wouldn’t get busy until it got to St Agnes.

The coach took five hours to get to St Agnes, with stops at Green Bay and St Mary on the way. At St Agnes, the coach stopped in the bus station. Ryan could see lots of passengers getting off. Probably all of them, he thought.

The driver opened the slave door.

“We’re in St Agnes. We’re stopping here for an hour. Have you got a waiver for St Agnes, boy?”

Shit! Ryan hadn’t thought of that.

“No, Mistress.”

“You’ll have to stay here then. Next time, tell your owner to give you one.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The driver closed the door and went off to lunch.

Fifty minutes later, the driver returned and unlocked the passenger door. Passengers who had got off for lunch reboarded, and new passengers from St Agnes then had their tickets checked and got on.

The driver came round to the back and opened the slave door.

“Get on, boy.”

Another boy climbed up and sat down opposite Ryan.

“Here.”

To Ryan’s surprise, the driver handed him a bottle of water and a triangle of sandwiches.

“Thank you very much, Mistress. That’s very kind of you.”

The door closed and soon they were on their way to Victoria.

Four hours later, they arrived in Victoria. It was now late afternoon and the light was fading. When the slave door opened, the other boy’s owner was waiting for him, and he climbed out.

Ryan then climbed out as well.

“Is your owner here to collect you, boy?” asked the driver.

“No, Mistress. I’m overnighting here and them getting the coach to King George.”

“So, do you have a waiver then?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Let me see it.”

Ryan showed her the waiver.

“Ok, boy. Do you know where you’re going?”

“Not really, Mistress.”

“Go down that road. There are several hostels down there that cater for overnighting males.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Ryan headed off in the direction the driver had indicated but then turned down a side street. He wanted to avoid the main roads where there was a greater likelihood of running into the police. Even so, as a lone male, he found himself getting a lot of curious looks from women, but he just ignored them. He found the coast road and turned south. He was looking for the alleyway he had ducked down when he was last in Victoria. Eventually, he found it. He went into the garden where he had hidden and knocked on the kitchen door.

A light came on and the door opened. It was Sue.

“Ryan! What are you doing here?”

“Please, Mistress. I have nowhere to go. May I stay here?”

“Have you escaped again, Ryan?”

“No, I’m here legally this time. I have a waiver. Look.”

Ryan didn’t show Sue his route permit. He didn’t want her to know where he was going.

“What’s that? I’ve don’t know what that is.”

“It means I am allowed to be in Victoria without a female escort all day yesterday, today and tomorrow.”

“Really? Why would they give you that?”

“They didn’t. It’s a forgery. But it’s a good one.”

“Hmmm. How long do you want to stay?”

“I’m not really sure, Mistress.”

Actually, it was until Ryan could get a ticket on the King George coach, but he didn’t tell Sue that.

“I don’t know, Ryan. I could get into trouble. And I’m not wealthy, the cost of feeding two instead of one . . .”

“I can pay my way. Look.”

Ryan produced a small bag.

“What’s that? It looks like sand.”

“It’s gold! It’s worth about 5000 credits. Take it to the bank tomorrow and tell them you have some gold to convert, and you want 5000 credits for it. Get it in cash. I’ll need 1000 credits, but the rest is yours.”

Ryan could see that Sue was very tempted.

“But what if someone sees you and asks why you are here?”

“How about you tell them a friend of yours has gone on holiday and she didn’t want to take her slave along, so she’s asked you to look after him while she’s gone?”

“I see you’ve given this a lot of thought. Well, I guess that’s as good an excuse as any. Ok, you can stay. But while you’re here, you’ll be my slave, and that means you have to do anything I say.”

“Yes, Mistress Sue.”

A big grin spread across Sue’s face.

“I’ve never owned a slave before!”

“Never, Mistress? I thought all Queendom ladies owned slaves.”

“Well, I did used to rent one when I was younger. But I could never afford to buy one. A slave costs at least 100,000 credits. Anyway, it’s getting late. We need to get you sorted out. Come with me, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Sue.”

Sue led Ryan outside to a shed. She opened the door and shone a torch in.

“Ah, there it is. Grab that, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Sue.”

It was the components of a slave cage. Ryan took it up to Sue’s bedroom and assembled it. He had to return to the shed twice. First to find the correct screwdriver, and then to find a padlock that Sue thought was in there.

Finally, the cage was ready and positioned at the foot of Sue’s bed. Sue found some blankets to go on the floor of the cage and to cover Ryan when he was in it.

“Ok, get undressed and get in the cage boy. There’s no hanky-panky tonight, I’m too tired. Maybe tomorrow.”

“Yes, Mistress Sue.”

Thursday 26 January 95

The next morning, Sue and Ryan were up early. Sue showed Ryan where everything was in the kitchen and explained how she wanted her breakfast prepared in future. She like cereals on weekdays but a cooked breakfast at weekends.

Ryan prepared her cereal and made her a mug of coffee. Then he did the washing up. Sue left a list of chores to be done. They were mainly cleaning tasks.

Then she went out to work. She was a part-time secretary. Ryan got on with the chores. He wanted to go out but figured he needed a few credits in his pocket first.

Sue arrived home just after midday. She had two shopping bags with her. One contained food and she handed it to Ryan.

“Put these things away, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Sue.”

“There’s two pies in there, we’ll have those with new potatoes and peas for lunch.”

“Yes, Mistress Sue.”

Ryan got the groceries put away and then got the lunch on.

“I’m going to have a quick shower, boy.”

“Ok, Mistress Sue.”

Ryan got the cutlery out and placed it on the dining table. He noticed Sue’s other shopping bag had been placed on a chair. He looked in. It was a book: “Domestic Slave Management Made Easy”. The front cover was the outline of a boy’s arse and a cane.

“Shit! Sue’s taking this slave ownership very seriously.” thought Ryan.

Still, he couldn’t complain, he’d got somewhere to live for the time being.

They had lunch together.

“I converted that gold, boy. They gave me 5200 credits. How much do you want?”

“1000 credits, Mistress. You can keep the rest.”

Sue counted out 1000 credits. Then Ryan did the washing up.

“May I go out, Mistress Sue? I want to get a newspaper.”

“Ok, boy, but don’t be long.”

“No, Mistress, I won’t.”

Ryan took a few credits with him and his waiver and went out. His first stop was a newsagent. He went in and stood off to one side until the two ladies already in the shop had been served. He got a few curious looks while he waited.

“Ok, boy, what can I do for you.”

“A Victoria Daily News please, Mistress.”

Ryan showed his waiver at the same time. The shop assistant just glanced at it and picked up the newspaper Ryan had asked for.

“Two credits, boy.”

Next, Ryan headed for the coach station. He found the ticket office and went inside. There were 4 ticket windows but only 3 in use. There was a single queue that fed all the windows and there were 5 or 6 women already in it. He stood off to one side and waited to be called forward. He had to wait for over an hour. Women kept coming in and joining the queue just as fast as women were being served. Finally, after just over an hour, there were no women in the queue and a moment later, one window became free.

“You’re next, boy.”

Ryan approached the window.

“I would like a slave single to King George, please Mistress.”

“Let me see your route permit.”

Ryan handed it over and the server glanced over it.

“And your waiver for today, boy.”

She had a quick look at it and then handed both documents back.

“The next direct coach is on Monday. Your best bet is to get the train to Aurora. There’s a daily coach from there to King George, but it leaves in the morning so you would need to stay overnight.”

“I would prefer to wait for the direct coach if that’s ok, Mistress.”

“Fine.”

The server charged the ticket to King George Trucks and then handed it to Ryan. He turned to leave.

“Wait!”

Ryan turned back.

“Yes, Mistress?”

The server was busy filling in a form. Finally, she stamped it and handed it over.

“What’s this, Mistress?”

“It’s a waiver extension, valid until Monday. Yours runs out today. How did you think you were going to get from your hostel to the coach station?”

“Oh, sorry, Mistress. Thank you.”

“Honestly, you males. Off you go, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ryan was chuffed. He had additional forged waivers that he was planning to use, but now he had a genuine document. He made his way back to Sue’s house.

Back in the house, he scanned the newspaper he had bought from front to back, checking all the articles, especially any related to government or crime. He didn’t find any clues relating to Sophie, but he hadn’t expected to. But he noted that the newspaper advertised that it had an on-line edition. If he could get on-line access, there would probably be a way of searching for articles. He hoped he would get access to a computer in the King George safe house. He was interrupted by a knock on the door.

Sue answered it. He heard male voices and realised it was a delivery.

“Yes, put it in here, boys. That’s fine. Thank you.”

When the door closed, Ryan wandered over to have a look. Shit! Sue had just spent some of her 4200 credits on a brand-new caning horse! No doubt she would be dying to give it a try.

The try-out happened that evening.

“Ryan!”

“Yes, Mistress Sue?”

“Now that you are my slave, even if only temporarily, I’ll need to give you weekly discipline. I’ve decided Thursday’s is as good a day as any. Strip off boy and get on the horse.”

Ryan stripped off and lay over the horse. Sue had the instruction leaflet out and was reading it.

“My hands and feet go in these things, Mistress. You just have to close them and then take in the slack.”

Click – click.

“Like this?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What’s this big belt thing for?”

“You pull that up and fasten it tight around my waist. It’s to stop me moving my arse.”

“Oh, I see.”

“Didn’t you have a caning horse with your rented slave, Mistress?”

“No, I couldn’t afford one. I just made him bend over the sofa.”

“I need a cane. The saleswoman said it came with canes. I can’t see any canes. It’s supposed to come with canes!”

Ryan spotted a bunch of them rolled up in brown paper and taped to the side of the caning horse.

“Here they are, Mistress. On the side here.”

“Oh, yes.”

Sue pulled the pack off and took one out and got behind Ryan and off to his left.

“Ready, boy? I’m giving you 20 medium whacks.”

“Ready, Mistress Sue.”

Swish. Thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Ryan wasn’t sure how many years ago it was when Sue had last rented a slave. But clearly, she hadn’t forgotten how to cane an arse. Ryan’s backside was throbbing.

“That’s better. I like to see welts on a young man’s arse. It’s a sign of subservience to females.”

Sue began unshackling him.

“Ok, boy, on the bed.”

Ryan got on the bed and spread his arms and legs. Sue shackled his wrists to the top corners and Ryan moved his feet nearer to the bottom corners.

“We won’t be using those, boy. I want to try something else.”

Sue got hold of a second set of corner shackles at the top corners of the bed. These had very long chains on them and Ryan could hear the clicking of the ratchets as Sue pulled them all the way out. She attached them to Ryan’s ankles and using the crank, she wound each one in in turn. This pulled Ryan’s legs back towards him until his feet ended up near his shoulders.

“Lovely.” said Sue. “I fancy a bit of amazon this evening.”

Sue got undressed while looking at Ryan and licking her lips.

She climbed onto the bed and stood astride Ryan facing his cock. She adjusted her position so that her feet were planted on the bed either side of Ryan’s lower thighs, then lowered herself until she was sitting on Ryan’s chest. Her hands landed on Ryan’s arse cheeks, and she moved her hands around, describing small circles.

“Mmmmm. What a lovely, welted bottom.”

She continued to move her hands over his arse for a while before giving one cheek a smack with her hand.

“Ow!” said Ryan.

One hand then gripped Ryan’s ball bag and played with it.

“I need to taste this.”

Sue gripped the base of his cock with her left hand as she leaned forward to bring her mouth close to his cock. She braced herself by gripping an arse cheek with her right hand.

She began by licking the tip of his cock. Her tongue flicked backwards and forwards over the head. Meanwhile, her right hand moved, and she poked a finger into his arse hole.

“Oh my god.” said Ryan.

Sue took his cock into her mouth, and she began sliding her lips up and down over the top half of his shaft. Her left hand slowly wanked the shaft at the same time. Meanwhile, she was now finger fucking his arse hole with her left hand.

She removed her finger and slid her hand over the surface of his arse. Then both hands moved down and gripped an arse cheek each. With Ryan’s cock now hands free, her lips travelled up and down the whole length of his shaft, from helmet to balls. When his cock grew another inch, she began taking his helmet down her throat so that her lips could still reach his balls.

Sue decided to adjust her position. She leaned forward much further, bracing herself by planting her hands on the bed a few inches beyond Ryan’s arse. She took his cock into her mouth again. Her stance meant that Ryan’s cock was pointing towards the foot of the bed and Sue’s face was looking along Ryan’s belly. She was able to move her lips much more rapidly along his man meat in this position and soon Ryan’s balls began to contract. Sue stopped; she didn’t want him to come so soon.

“Don’t you dare come, boy.”

She watched Ryan’s cock for a few seconds to see if any magma erupted from the summit. But it seemed Ryan had calmed down.

“Ok, I need this cock inside of me.”

Sue stood up and turned around. Her feet were on the bed either side of Ryan’s waist. She bent her knees and descended, grabbing his boy beef as she did so and aiming it at her crack. Her quim engulfed his cock as she sat down, her arse cheeks resting on his. Ryan looked up. Her huge breasts were dangling in front of him but were out of reach of his lips. His hands were shackled so he couldn’t touch them.

Sue held onto the bedhead and began moving her arse up and down. Her love tunnel slid up and down over the length of his meat.

“Oh my god.” said Ryan.

“Oh yes.” said Sue.

Sue continued to slide her slippery slit up and down his shaft. She went quite slowly, but with full length strokes, from balls to bell end.

She adjusted her position. Her hands came off the bedhead and rested on the bed either side of Ryan’s head. This caused her body to bend over more, and her breasts were now tantalisingly close to Ryan’s face. He found that by lifting and turning his head, his tongue could just reach one of her nipples. He began flicking her nipple up and down with the tip of his tongue. Sue enjoyed it and leaned down a bit more, allowing Ryan’s lips to latch on and begin sucking.  Sue moved slightly so that Ryan could give similar attention to the other breast. Then she leaned down and kissed him on the forehead.

Meanwhile, her arse was still bouncing up and down, causing her minge to slide up and down over Ryan’s shaft, which by now was well lubricated with girl juice. Feeling herself getting close, Sue decided to give her undivided attention to fucking so she got back into a more upright position with her hands once again on the bedhead. This allowed her to finish off with rapid, full-length strokes. Her quim powered up and down over Ryan’s mighty weapon.

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

She sat down on Ryan’s cock while she recovered from her orgasm. Then she got up and had a shower, leaving Ryan trussed up on the bed. Ryan was disappointed that Sue hadn’t made him come but there was nothing he could do, and as a slave, he wasn’t in a position to demand anything.

Sue came back refreshed and unshackled Ryan.

“In your cage, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Sue.”

Ryan got in and Sue latched it closed then got into bed and switched the light off.

Friday 27 January 95

The next morning, Sue got up and let Ryan out of his cage. Ryan quickly got dressed and went downstairs to prepare Sue’s breakfast, Meanwhile, Sue had a leisurely shower and got dressed.

“Today, boy, I want you to cut the grass at the back and tidy up the garden. While you’re at it, give the shed a good tidy up too.”

“Yes, Mistress Sue.”

Sue went off to her part time job. Ryan went back upstairs to have a shower, then got dressed again and came down and got to work. There was a lot to do but he had made good progress by the time Sue returned around lunch time.

Ryan made lunch for them both and then did the washing up. Then he went back to carry on in the garden. Sue came out to check his progress.

“You’re doing a good job, boy. Keep it up.”

Knock, knock.

Sue went to see who was at the front door. It was her sister, Megan. Megan was a police officer.

“Oh, hi Megan. Great to see you. Come in.”

The two girls kissed.

“Come into the kitchen, I’ll put the kettle on.”

“Sure, Sue. So, how’ve you been.”

“I’m fine, Megan.”

Sue filled the kettle and got two cups out and put a tea bag in each.

“Hey, who’s that in the garden, Sue?”

“It’s my slave! No, not really, I’m just looking after him while a friend is on holiday.”

“He looks cute. Lucky you! So, what have you got him doing?”

“He’s tidying up the shed and the garden.”

“So, when did you get the boy, Sue?”

“Wednesday.”

“And who’s did you say he was?”

“It’s nobody you know, Megan.”

Sue was getting a bit defensive. Her sister seemed to have her police hat on. Ryan looked round and saw the two women watching him from the kitchen window. He was surprised to see two of them and felt a bit nervous. But he had to act cool.

“Mistress Sue?”

Sue went outside.

“What is it, boy?”

“I’ve finished in the garden, Mistress.”

“Very well. Let me have a look.”

While Sue checked Ryan’s work, Megan poured hot water into their tea mugs. She gave each mug a stir and then fished the tea bags out and went to put them in the bin. She saw a waiver document in there and picked it up. It was Ryan’s waiver document that had expired the previous day.

Megan picked it up and examined it. Megan had examined many such documents.  It looked fine and the dates matched when Sue said he had arrived. But it didn’t feel right. The paper felt too thick. It looked like top quality printer paper, not the thin recycled paper that waivers were usually printed on. Since it had already expired, she saw no harm in taking it. She folded it up and put it in her pocket, then finished off making the teas. Then she went out into the garden to join the others.

“He’s done a good job, hasn’t he Megan? Look, I’ll even be able to find things in my shed now!”

“Yes, it’s very nice.”

“This is my sister Megan, boy.”

“Hello, Mistress Megan.”

“Hello, boy.”

Ryan remembered Sue saying that one of her sisters was a police officer. He wondered if it was Megan. They went back inside. Half an hour later, Megan said goodbye.

“I’ll come and see you again next week, Sue. Bye for now, love you.”

“Bye Megan love you too.”

Chapter 9 - Recaptured

Saturday 28 January 95

The next day, Megan was on duty at South Side police station. One of the first things she did was go to Gwen who was sitting at the reception desk behind a computer.

“Good morning, Gwen.”

“Morning, Megan.”

“Could you check a boy for me please, Gwen?”

“Sure thing, Megan. Got his number?”

Megan took out the expired waiver and read the number.

“Yes, it’s 73-9-591.”

“Gwen typed the number in. You did say 73-9-591?”

“Yes.”

“No such person. That number has never been issued.”

“I’d better speak to the boss.” said Megan.

She knocked on the boss’s door.

“Enter.”

“Boss, I’ve got a problem. My sister’s got a boy with her, she says a friend left him with her while she went on holiday. But I’ve run his number and it doesn’t exist.”

“I see. Take Lexi with you and bring him in for questioning.”

“What about my sister?”

The boss looked at Megan. She could see that Megan was worried. The boss put her finger to her lips and smiled. Megan was relieved.

“Thank you, boss.”

Half an hour later, Megan knocked on Sue’s door. Sue opened it.

“Hi, Megan.”

Then she saw Lexi was with her as well and realised this was not a personal call. Sue instantly realized she had been rumbled.

“I’m sorry, Megan. He just turned up and asked for shelter. I know I should have reported him, but it’s such a long time since I’ve had a boy.”

Sue burst into tears. Megan hugged her.

“Shhh. Don’t worry, we’ll hush it up. You won’t be in any trouble. But we’ll have to take the boy.”

“Ok, Megan. And thank you.” said Sue, still sobbing.

“Where is he?”

“In the kitchen, ironing.”

Megan and Lexi went into the kitchen.

“Boy! Stop what you’re doing. Face the wall.”

Ryan did as he was told.

“What’s the problem, officer?”

“Silence, boy.”

Megan cuffed Ryan’s hands behind his back. Then Megan and Lexi marched him out and got him into the back of their patrol car. Twenty minutes later, he was in an interview room in South Side police station.

Megan questioned him.

“What’s your serial number boy?”

Ryan decided to tell the truth. He knew they were going to scan him anyway.

“It’s 73-9-591, officer.”

“Well, the problem is, we checked that number and it came back as unknown.”

Lexi came in with the scanner.

“Stand-up, boy.”

She held the scanner to his neck. It immediately came up with his serial number.

“73-9-591.”

“Yes, that’s what I said, officer.”

Megan and Lexi were both mystified.

“Somethings wrong here.” said Megan, as she reached into her pocket to double check the expired waiver.

“Wait a minute. The waiver says 72-9-591. Ah, this might all be nothing more than a typo. Lexi, ask Gwen to check 73-9-591.”

“Sure thing, Megan.”

Five minutes later, Lexi was back with a printout. She compared the photo on the printout to Ryan.

“Well, it’s him all right, Megan. But there’s still something wrong. According to the records, he’s deceased.”

“Really? What does it say?”

“He was an inmate at QPS. He was in a work gang sent to Victoria Docks on 14 January. But he fell overboard from a ship he was working on and drowned.”

“An accident, or an escape attempt?”

“They’re saying it was an accident. He was seasick and leaned over too far and fell in. The crew and guardesses were on the scene in seconds, but he never surfaced. They waited for half an hour but there was no sign of him, and he was declared drowned.”

“Hmmm. Well, I guess we’d better tell QPS that he didn’t drown after all. Lock him in the cells.”

Early in the evening, two guardesses from the QPS arrived to collect Ryan. They looked into his cell.

“Yes, that’s him all right. No doubt about it. Stand up boy and face the wall.”

Within half an hour, Ryan was back in his cell at the QPS in a yellow jump suit.

Sunday 29 January 95

The next morning, Ryan was told by a guardess that he would not be going out with a work gang that day.

“The warden wants to question you about your disappearance. And remember, you still have 20 lashes from your sentence outstanding. More, if the warden decides your disappearance was an escape attempt rather than an accident. So, wait here and we’ll come and get you later.”

Two hours later, the same guardess was back again, this time accompanied by two MPs. Ryan had not seen MPs at QPS before and wondered why they were here.

“Stand up and face the wall.”

Ryan’s hands were cuffed behind his back. Then the two MPs grabbed him and marched him out of the cell. To his surprise, the MPs took him out of the main building and up to a car. It was marked “Military Police”. They put him in the back, then set off out of the prison.

Fifteen minutes later they arrived at a bleak looking government building. Ryan recognized it as the headquarters of the Queendom Intelligence Service. He had been here before. They had tried and failed to beat information out of him. It seemed they had decided to have another go.

But instead of being taken to either a cell or what he termed the torture room, he was taken into an interview room.

“Sit down, boy.”

He sat facing a desk. Ten minutes later, an officer came in and sat behind the desk. Ryan recognized her right away. It was Lieutenant Mya who had been in charge of his interrogation the previous time.

“Hello again, Ryan.”

“Hello, Lieutenant Mya.”

“I understand you had an accident at the docks a couple of weeks ago. We’re going to talk about it.”

Ryan didn’t say anything.

“What happened, Ryan?”

“I got seasick. I asked the guardess to let me on to dry land, but she refused. She told me to be sick over the side if I had to. So, I did. But I leaned over too far and fell in.”

“And then?”

“What do you mean?”

“What’s the next thing you remember after that?”

“Waking up on a beach.”

“Where?”

“I don’t know what it’s called, but it’s a long beach with beach huts all along it.”

“South Beach. That’s over a mile south of the docks, Ryan. Are you saying you blacked out and then floated a mile along the coast and then ended up on South Beach, and all without being seen?”

“I’m saying I don’t know how I got to the beach, Lieutenant Mya.”

“I don’t buy it, Ryan. There’s something you’re not telling me. What is it, Ryan?”

Ryan said nothing.

“You escaped on 14 January, Ryan. Then you turned up at Mistress Sue’s house on 25 January. That’s 11 days later, Ryan. Where were you all that time?”

Silence.

“You escaped wearing a yellow jump suit, but you were recaptured wearing top quality civilian clothes, Ryan. Brands that are not available in the Queendom. Where did you get those clothes, Ryan?”

The door opened and another officer came in. It was Captain Chloe.

“Get anything, Mya?”

“He’s not talking, Captain.”

“Ok, we’ll go ahead with the program that we discussed. Take him away.”

A few minutes later, Ryan was in a cell. He lay on his mattress. He wondered what the program was that they referred to.

Monday 30 January 95

The next morning, two MPs turned up outside his cell and soon they had him handcuffed. They led him outside and pushed him into the back of a car. A few minutes later, they turned up at an army camp and stopped at the barrier. Ryan recognized it. He was back at the Victoria Garrison. Were they trying to exchange him again?

After showing their passes, the MPs drove in and parked and soon Ryan was escorted into a building. He was shown into a room. Ryan thought it was a punishment room due to the number of shackling points fitted to the walls, ceiling and floor, and the fact that there were no windows. But most of the equipment you would expect to find in such a room was missing. There was no caning horse, no stocks and no St Andrews cross. There were no whips hanging from hooks on the wall, and no baskets of canes.

There was a double bed – it looked like an expensive one with electric shackles operated by a remote control – plus a chest of drawers, a small table and a chair. And there was a huge TV that was positioned for easy viewing from the bed.

Ryan heard the door being locked, so he lay down on the bed. It was quite comfortable. Later, an MP brought him a meal and gave him some bottles of water.

“What is this place? What am I doing here?”

The MP made no comment but just left and locked the door. Later, someone collected the empty plates, and then hours later, the light went out. It was controlled from outside.

Ryan got undressed and went to bed.

Tuesday 1 February 95

The next morning, MPs woke him and he was given breakfast and allowed to take a shower. He was then brought back to the room. A woman in a white coat was waiting for him.

“I am Dr Heidi. Strip off and get on the bed, Ryan.”

“Yes, doctor.”

“Shackle him on.” said the doctor.

The MPs connected Ryan’s wrists and ankles to the corner shackles and pressed a button to retract the slack in the chains. Ryan was pulled into a spreadeagle position on the bed.

Dr Heidi then reached into her bag and took something out. It was a small transparent plastic bag and Ryan watched as she undid it and took something out of it. It appeared to be a ring with long wires coming out of it. The doctor approached Ryan and reached out and took hold of his cock. She placed the ring over his cock and moved it down to the base. She connected the wires to a laptop which she pushed under the bed.

“What’s that, doctor?” asked Ryan.

Dr Heidi ignored him. Then the TV came on. It immediately started showing porno clips. Ryan wondered what the point of all this was. Then a small box with two buttons on it was placed in Ryans left hand. The wires coming from it were zip tied to Ryans left wrist so he couldn’t lose the box.

“Right, Ryan. The left button moves forward to the next clip. The right button moves back to the previous clip. Enjoy.”

Dr Heidi and the MPs left the room. Ryan didn’t know what the point of all this was, but he was shackled to the bed and couldn’t go anywhere, so he settled down and started watching the pornos.

There was a great variety: Anal, BBW, big ass, big tits, blowjob, cream pie, cum shot, femdom, lesbian, MILF, squirting and others.

Some of them Ryan found boring, so he pressed the forward button to skip over them. But others he quite liked. Some turned him on so much that he pressed the back button and watched them again.

He was left there all day, only being released for meals and toilet breaks. But before he was unshackled, a chastity device was locked onto his cock and only released once he was safely shackled onto the bed once more. At night, he was unshackled and allowed to sleep, but with the chastity device attached.

Friday 4 February 95

The constant display of pornos continued each day. It was all Ryan ever did. For 14 hours of every day, he was shackled to his bed and made to watch pornos. Even if he closed his eyes, he could still visualise the porno he had just watched. And at night, he couldn’t stop himself dreaming of sex. He always visualised himself in one of the sex scenes he had watched.

The sexy images kept him constantly turned on. His balls went onto overtime and began mass producing spunk. Soon his ball bag was big and heavy, swollen with all the spunk Ryan had produced. He was desperate to blow his load and relieve his aching balls. As he was shackled, he couldn’t even wank his cock, but he figured if he could just get turned on enough, it should blow of its own accord, similar to a wet dream.

But every time he was on the brink of blowing, the ring around his cock seemed to detect it. It would then tighten its grip on his cock and stop his eruption, only relaxing once he had calmed down. What kind of evil torture was this?

Tuesday 8 February 95

A week after he had begun watching the pornos, he returned from showering and breakfasting and was shackled onto the bed by his two MPs. The chastity device was removed, and the ring was quickly placed around the base of his shaft. Ryan wriggled slightly to get comfortable for yet another day of porno watching. But the TV didn’t come on. Instead, Lieutenant Mya and Dr Heidi came into the room.

“Well, Ryan. How do you feel?” asked Dr Heidi.

“Please, Dr Heidi, I need to come. My ball bag’s about to burst. Please, Mistress.”

“Quiet, boy.” Heidi pulled the laptop out from under the bed and placed it on the small table and sat down on the chair in front of it.

“What is this device on my cock, doctor?”

“It’s an erectometer, Ryan. It measures your arousal, but at the same time it prevents you from coming. The laptop has been monitoring your hardness and comparing it to the pornos you’ve been watching. Let’s see what you’ve been up to.”

Dr Heidi pressed some buttons and analysed the data that had been collected.

“Hmmm. Let’s see. Yes, I see. What’s this? What do we have here? It seems you prefer ladies quite a bit older than yourself, Ryan. Especially ladies with big arse cheeks. So, you’re a bit of a mommy’s boy, are you? Ah, and I see your favourite fuck position is doggystyle. But vaginal only, you’re not into anal. Ah, but you love cunnilingus in doggystyle position as well. You seem to be a bit of an arse man, Ryan. I bet you would like to run your tongue up and down a BBW’s quim and arse crack, wouldn’t you, Ryan?”

“Yes, Mistress. Please, Mistress.”

“And then you’d like to part her arse cheeks with your hands and thrust your man meat in and out of her sloppy sex slot, wouldn’t you, Ryan.”

“Oh, yes please, Mistress. Please, I’m begging you.”

Lieutenant Mya, Dr Heidi and the MPs left and closed the door.

Three hours later, two MPs entered Ryan’s room. They unplugged the wires from his erectometer but left it on his cock. They then unshackled him from the bed, but instead they fixed a leather collar around his neck. They connected it to a chain they unwound from a drum mounted on the wall. They then pressed a button on a remote and the chain retracted, pulling Ryan towards the drum.

“Kneel there boy.”

Ryan knelt down and waited.

Five minutes later, a woman he had not seen before came into the room. She looked about 30. She was pretty and had a huge arse. Dr Heidi also came in and the MPs left.

“Ryan, this is Mistress Sharon.”

“Hello, Mistress Sharon.”

“Hello, handsome boy.”

Sharon was wearing lingerie. A black fishnet body, which covered her belly and back but left her breasts, pussy and ass exposed. She also wore matching fishnet stockings which came halfway up her thighs and were attached to the body by thin cords.

Sharon paraded herself in front of Ryan. She looked him in the eye as she moved her hands over her breasts and pussy and wiggled her ass. Then she crawled onto the bed on her hands and knees. She lay her head on the pillow.

Dr Heidi pressed a button and played out some slack on Ryan’s chain.

“Off you go, Ryan. Time for some fun.”

Ryan couldn’t believe they were letting him do this. He scampered up to the bed and crawled on and headed up between Sharon’s legs. Then there was a jolt; Ryan realised he had taken up all the slack in his neck chain.

“Oh, sorry, Ryan. Here, let me play out some more slack.”

The drum rotated and gave Ryan’s chain some more slack. Ryan reached out and his hands landed on Sharon’s arse cheeks. He began slowly moving them over the smooth, shiny surface, making circular motions. Dr Heidi was right. He was an arse man. He stuck his tongue out and homed in on Sharon’s gash. The chain went taught. His tongue was still 6 inches away. Dr Heidi jabbed her finger on a button, and Ryan’s tongue advanced another inch. Heidi kept giving the button jabs until Ryan’s tongue was two inches away. Then she stopped.

So close yet so far. He could just about lick the nearest flesh on each arse cheek, but that was all.

“Please, Mistress. Let me lick her. I’m begging you.”

“Who do you work for, Ryan?”

It was Lieutenant Mya.

“What?”

“Who do you work for, Ryan? Tell us what we want to know, and Sharon will be your reward. Your tongue will have all it can eat. And not just your tongue. You’ll be able to thrust your man meat into Sharon’s gorgeous gape. You know you want to, Ryan. You need it. You crave it. You need to unload your balls into Sharon’s delightful love cave, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ryan couldn’t stand it. He had to get his tongue in Sharon’s slit. He needed to taste her girl juice. He had to unload his baby batter into her tight love hole. And he had already transmitted the information to Earth. Ryan decided to give them some of what they wanted. But he needed to make them think he was still useful to them. So, he concocted a story.

“Who are you, Ryan?”

“I’m an agent, Mistress.”

“And who do you work for, Ryan. We want the truth this time.”

“I’m an agent for the Earth Federation Army, Mistress.”

Lieutenant Mya and Dr Heidi looked at each other in shock.

“How did you get here from Earth, Ryan?” asked Lieutenant Mya.

“I came on the EFS Theia, Mistress. We travelled at 65% light speed.”

“And where is this ship now, Ryan?”

“It’s in orbit around this planet, Mistress.”

Lieutenant Mya was busy taking notes.

“So, how did you get from your ship to the planet surface, Ryan?”

“By shuttle craft, Mistress.”

“I see. But why are you here, Ryan? What is your mission?”

“My mission was to determine the current political status and past history of all the colonies on South Vena, Mistress, and then report back.”

“I see. And how will you report back?”

“I have already sent my report up to the Theia, Mistress. My mission is complete.”

“I see, and how will you return to your ship?”

“There is a parallel mission on North Vena, Mistress. When we have both reported, my commander will contact the governments in Romulus and Victoria and demand a conference at Romulus Space Port. They will send a delegation there using the shuttle. When they leave, they’ll take me and the other agent with them.”

“I see, Ryan”.

“I have to go. I have to report back to the government urgently.” said Lieutenant Mya to Dr Heidi.

“Ok, Mya. What do we do about Ryan.”

Mya looked at Ryan.

“Let him have his feast. I may need to come back with further questions, so let’s build trust and stick to the agreement.”

“Ok, Mya.”

Dr Heidi removed Ryan’s neck collar and left the room.

“Come on, boy, let me feel that tongue.”

“Yes, Mistress Sharon.”

Ryan gripped both of Sharon’s arse cheeks in his hands. He homed in on her with his tongue, making contact with her arse crack about an inch below the hole, and then dragging his tongue up and over it. He then pulled back, and repeated. He gave her upward licks only, 5 or 6 tongue strokes. Then he pulled back. He pulled her cheeks apart and admired the little pink hole in the middle for a few seconds.

Then his tongue lunged forward and dived in. He managed to get his tongue half an inch inside her hole and then gave it 10 seconds of rapid tongue fucking.

“Oooh, boy, that’s nice.”

He then drew back, still holding her cheeks apart, and still admiring her pink hole. He couldn’t take his eyes off it. He leaned in and rapidly flicked the tip of his tongue up and down over just the hole for a few seconds and then pulled back again. He looked at it for a few more seconds, fascinated, and then leaned in and licked it again.

His attention then turned to her pussy. Ryan reached out, his arms either side of Sharon’s lower legs which were flat on the bed, and his hands grasping the tops of her knees. He now had to look up slightly to reach her pussy.

His tongue made contact with her pussy and licked up and down over the surface of her flaps a few times. Her flaps were long and stretchy. Ryan tried gripping them in his lips and pulling on them until they freed themselves and sprang back into position. Then he took one into his mouth and bathed it with his tongue.

He shoved his tongue in between them and began licking her slit. As he pressed in and licked, he inadvertently also began nose fucking her arse hole.

“Oh, my, keep going, boy.”

He pushed in a bit further and reached her clit. His tongue toyed with it, flicking it from side to side and then up and down and finally tracing little circles around it. While he was doing this, Sharon started leaking poon juice, which dripped down onto Ryan’s tongue. He loved the flavour and immediately lapped up all he could find.

Up to now, Sharon had been propping herself up on her hands and knees, but now her arms went out to her sides, and her chest lay directly on the bed. This made her arse bulge out wider and rounder and caused her arse cheeks to spread slightly. This also gave Ryan better access to her woman hole.

His tongue went to it and played over and around the opening before diving in. He pushed it in as far as he could, causing Sharon’s quim to stretch open sideways to match the shape of his tongue. Ryan stuck his tongue in as far as he could. He loved the feeling of his tongue being inside Sharon’s slippery sex.

He held his tongue as stiff as possible and tried to move it from side to side and then up and down, causing Sharon’s love tunnel to stretch first in one direction and then another.

“Oh, my goddess. Don’t stop.”

The sensations caused Sharon’s quim to leak more poon juice which Ryan eagerly lapped up and gulped down.

Ryan pulled back to admire the view for a moment. He was up close, so all he could see was a vast expanse of smooth, pink, arse cheeks, with a pink arse hole in the middle, and a long, shaved slit down below.

He stuck his tongue out and homed in on her woman hole once more. A hole that beautiful deserved a good hard tongue fuck. Ryan’s tongue homed in on her quim and dived in. At the same time, he brought his hands up from her knees and gripped the sides of her arse cheeks instead. He wanted to keep her in place during his assault.

He began rapidly thrusting in and out of Sharon’s twat at a furious pace, keeping his tongue as rigid as possible.  Her twat responded by releasing torrents of tonic, but her juices had a hard time finding a way out. Each time Ryan’s tongue withdrew, the suction sucked the juices along behind it, but when it came thrusting back in again, the sudden pressure caused the fluid to squirt out in all directions, and soon Ryan’s face was covered in poon juice.

“I want you inside me, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ryan kneeled up and scooted in close. He used his right hand to steer his man meat towards her pussy. On arrival, he slid the helmet up and down Sharon’s slit a few times to gather up some girl juice.

Then he positioned his helmet at the entrance to her love cave and pushed. He had to push hard to get his helmet over the threshold, but once inside, it slid in the rest of the way quite easily.

He began with slow thrusts. His left hand rested on her left arse cheek while his right arm dangled free. He carried on for about a minute.

Then he increased the pace. His left hand went to the top of her butt crack to steady her as his man meat began to pound in and out. He didn’t pull all the way out, but each thrust went in balls deep. There was a loud smack as his big, heavy ball bag slapped into Sharon’s pussy each time he thrust it in.

Finally, Ryan went full bore. Both hands moved up to take hold of Sharon’s arse cheeks and hold them in position, while Ryan’s hips powered his huge, meaty cock in and out of Sharon’s tight love hole at lightning speed. Smack, smack, smack went Ryan’s ball bag as it smashed into Sharon’s clit and bounced off. Ryan was now giving Sharon’s quim the benefit of his full length. He withdrew his cock each time until most of the bell end was exposed, before ramming his length back in all the way to the balls.

Sharon seemed to be a very juicy lady, as she was again leaking gallons of girl juice which squirted out in all directions each time Ryan’s mighty man meat rammed into her tight twat. It was all too much for Sharon.

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

Ryan was close too, and he kept powering his meat in and out of her until he could no longer hold back. His ball bag had swollen up to the size of an orange, and it felt like it was about to explode. He pulled his meat out and lodged it in Sharon’s arse crack with the head aiming forwards and up.

“Oh my god. Aaaaaaargh!”

Ryan screamed as the first huge jet of man milk shot out of his cock and over Sharon’s head and splatted onto the wall beyond the bed head. Droplets began running down the wall.

The second rope landed squarely on the back of Sharon’s head.

The next six landed on her back in various places but soon collected into a small pond. Ryan wanked the leftovers out onto Sharon’s arse crack.

“Oh my god. That feels so much better.” gasped Ryan.

Sharon looked back and grinned. She got up into a more upright kneeling position. The spunk pond immediately ran down her back and drained through her arse crack and onto the bed.

They both got up. Sharon ripped the blanket off the bed.

“That needs to go in the laundry.”

She picked up her clothes and knocked on the door. An MP opened it and she walked out. A few minutes later, the door opened again and Ryan was taken to the showers and then back to his own room.

Wednesday 9 February 95

The next day, there was another meeting of Queendom Army intelligence. Captain Chloe was in the chair. With her was Lieutenant Mya and two other committee members.

“So, Lieutenant Mya, run us through what Ryan has told us so far.” said Captain Chloe.

“Yes, Captain. Well, it appears that Earth have sent agents from an organization called EFA, to check up on the political situation with all the colonies of Vena. Ryan claims a ship from Earth, called the EFS Theia, is currently orbiting Vena, and he has already sent his report up to them. When the agent in the north also sends their report, Ryan claims that the Theia will contact the Romulus and Victoria governments and demand a conference at Romulus Space Port.”

“Have we any way of verifying that this ship is actually in Orbit?”

“Well, normally yes. Our radar should pick it up.”

“And?”

“There are no contacts. But Ryan claims the ship has a cloaking device that makes it invisible to radar, except when launching or recovering its shuttle craft. Ryan says the shuttle departed the Theia on 14 October 94.”

“Have you checked the radar reports for that day?”

“Yes. It seems there was indeed a contact in orbit that day, and the operators at first thought it could be a spaceship, but an hour later there was no longer any sign of it, so they wrote it of as an anomaly.”

“Hmmm. We’ll have to assume that the Theia is out there then. What do you make of the Theia waiting for reports from both islands before demanding a conference?”

“It sounds to me like they want to collate the reports from their agents and then let the Vena colonies have their say before they then send the final report back to Earth.”

“Very well. Right, here’s what we’ll do. We’ll form a committee to gather evidence for the conference and paint ourselves in the best possible light. After all, St Agnes, Aurora and Diana asked to join us. St Peter and Stakarov were being really badly run. We saved them from themselves with hardly a shot fired. Ok, we did invade King George, but they were oppressing their women, so we had to invade, we had no choice. And Green Bay has mineral resources needed by all the colonies, and they proved themselves incapable of ramping up production to the levels needed, so we had no choice but to take over there as well. The Union will back us up on that one. We need to get testimonials from all the colonies, saying what a good job we’re doing, and how happy everyone is, especially the males.”

“I’ll get on it right away, Captain. But what do we do with Ryan?”

“Lock him up. Maximum security but treat him well. No discipline. He could be a useful bargaining chip.”

“Very well. We’ll send him back to QPS.”

Thursday 10 February 95

The next day, MPs took Ryan back to QPS in Victoria, where he was handed over to the guardesses.

“This is 72-9-591. He’s been reclassified as an agent likely to be exchanged.”

“Very well. Take him to B-Wing. Cell 8.”

A prison guardess poked him in the back with a man-prod.

“Get moving, boy. This way.”

Five minutes later, Ryan was in B-Wing. He was shown into cell 8. His B-Wing cell was much better than the one he had had in A-Wing. It was bigger, 8 feet square instead of 6, and had a proper toilet and wash basin. It had a proper bed plus a small cupboard with three drawers and a small table and a chair.

“Listen up, 591. This is where you will live for the time being. You will get up at 07:00 every day. You will be taken to the shower block. You will then return here and get dressed. You will be taken to the canteen for breakfast at 07:30. At 08:00 you will leave for your work assignment. Lunch is 14:00 to 14:45. You will be back in your cell by 18:00. You will be taken to the canteen for evening meal at 18:30. After that you may attend the common room until 21:00 or return to your cell. Lights out is at 25:00. Today you have no work assignment so you will remain in your cell until the evening meal at 18:30. Any questions?”

“No, Mistress.”

Ryan went for his evening meal at 18:30. Afterwards, he asked to go to the common room. It was quite nice. It had a TV and a pool table and there were playing cards and board games available and a selection of books and magazines. Ryan took a magazine and sat down on a sofa. There were six other guys there. They all seemed to keep glancing at him.

Then someone sat down next to him.

“Hi. I’m Mark.”

“Hi, Mark, I’m Ryan.”

“Yes, I know. Is there anyone in this room you recognize?”

Ryan looked around.

“No. No one.”

“So, where are you from?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, where in the Union are you from?”

“Who said I was from the Union?”

“Aren’t you? So where are you from, then?”

“Why do you want to know?”

“All these guys were Union or Green Bay agents. We need to know who you are. We need to know you’re not a Queendom plant. To determine that, we’ll ask you questions that only someone from the Union would know.”

“I’m not from the Union.”

“So, where are you from, then?”

“Green Bay? We have a Green Bay agent with us. I can get him to question you if you like.”

Ryan stood up and went over to the guardess who was watching over the common room.

“I would like to return to my cell please, Mistress.”

“Very well, 591.”

Chapter 10 – The Second Escape

Friday 11 February 95

The next day after breakfast, all the guys of B-Wing were told they would be working on various maintenance jobs today. They assembled in the yard. Their job today was to clear out a ditch that ran around the site just inside the inner wall. It was getting clogged up with dirt and vegetation which prevented it draining properly in heavy rain, which led to large puddles forming. The warden was fed up with it and wanted it sorted out.

They were given spades and shovels and wheelbarrows. A guardess showed them where to dump the dredgings. Since they were working inside, they weren’t shackled together and didn’t have any restraints fitted.

It was Ryan’s first chance to have a good look at the outer walls of the prison, and he quickly realized there was no part of the wall that wasn’t overlooked by at least two watchtowers, and anyway they would be impossible to scale without a ladder. It seemed the best chances of escape would be from an off-site work party.

Ryan and another guy were directed to a section of the ditch and told to start working.

“Hello, mate. My name’s David.”

“Ryan.”

Ryan wondered if David was being genuinely friendly or was this another attempt to question him.

“Cheer up, mate. I know you didn’t get off to a good start last night, but the guys don’t know who you are. They’re worried you might be a Queendom stooge.”

“I’m not. But I need to get out of here.”

“Why? If they’ve put you in B-Wing it means they think you’re likely to be exchanged at some point.”

“I won’t be. I lied to them. I’ve got maybe two weeks before they start getting really suspicious and then they won’t be happy.”

“So, are you just a regular Queendom male then?”

“No. Let’s just say I never registered.”

“So, you didn’t go through slave training?”

“No.”

“You’re a hold-out then! From the Green Bay takeover?”

“No comment. But I need out. Do they ever send B-Wing on outside jobs, like they do with A-Wing?”

“No, we only work on the inside.”

“Shit! Has anyone ever escaped from this joint?”

“Not from inside. But about a month ago, some guy from A-Wing escaped by jumping into the sea from a barge. They reckon he must have swum underwater on one breath for almost 5 minutes. He got away because the guardesses assumed he had drowned.”

“Yes, I heard about that. Hey, what’s this?”

“What?”

“This grill here in the bottom of the ditch. It looks like it joins another pipe just below.

“That’s the outfall. That’s where all the water is supposed to drain away.”

“Really?”

“I know what you’re thinking but forget it. It connects with the sewage outfall.”

“But it leads down to the ocean, surely?”

“Yes – But it’s nearly a mile long and ends half a mile out to sea. And that last half mile is underwater. And it slopes down all the way. They say that years ago, when the prison first opened, a guy tried to escape down there. He reached the point where the pipe goes below sea level and realized he couldn’t get through. But he couldn’t get back up either.”

“So, what happened to him?”

“The other prisoners had no way of knowing that he hadn’t made it, so they didn’t report him. He died in there. They discovered his remains a month later when a team came in and lowered a camera down the pipe to find out why it wasn’t draining properly.”

“Shit! What a way to go. Help me lever the grill off.”

“What, you can’t be serious!”

“I just want to have a look.”

Between the two of them, they managed to lever the grill away from the outfall entrance.

“Guardess!”

They pushed it back into position and carried on digging.

“How’s it going down there, boys?”

“It’s good, Mistress. We’re just trying to get these weeds off the outfall entrance.”

“Ok. Carry on.”

They pulled the grill away again, with their hands this time. Ryan peered in.

“I see. It joins the main sewer about 10 feet ahead. And then it’s just a straight pipe, downhill for one mile?”

“As far as I know.”

“Ok, wish me luck.”

“You’ll never make it. But if you’re daft enough to try, I’ll wish you luck. One thing’s certain, if you’re willing to risk your life in that pipe, you’ve proved you’re not a plant.”

“Thanks, David.”

Ryan dived in and David got the grill back into position and carried on digging.

Ryan soon arrived at the junction with the main sewer and turned downhill. He then turned onto his back with his head in the direction of travel and used his feet to push himself along. He managed to build up quite a speed because the bottom of the pipe was very slippery. Ryan tried not to think about why that was.

He kept pushing with his feet and soon he guessed he must be doing about 20mph. At that speed, he should reach the end in 3 minutes. It was pitch dark. He tilted his head to look where he was going. Nothing. Not even a dot of light in the distance, so he just kept pushing.

Soon he was gasping for breath. He thought he was going to suffocate. But then the sensation went away and he realized his oxygen booster had kicked in. There was a splash as he went under water. Some went into his mouth before he closed it. It was salt water. He kept pushing with his feet but now he was under water, his progress was much slower. He glanced behind and saw a tiny greenish light in the distance. The ocean! But it was impossible to judge how far he had to go.

He just kept pushing with his feet. His legs were really beginning to ache, and he realized he was slowing down more and more. But then, suddenly, he felt a pulse of energy and realized his adrenaline booster had activated. Another few minutes of pushing and suddenly he was out of the pipe and under the ocean.

He quickly swam upwards and gasped as he broke the surface and inhaled fresh air again. He looked around and saw the coast. He could see the prison complex a short distance inland on a slight rise.

Ryan started swimming. He didn’t make directly for the shore half a mile away, rather he headed for a spot further north even though this doubled the distance he would need to swim. His adrenaline boost was still working, so he set off using a fast crawl stroke. He reached the coast in about 12 minutes. The shoreline was pebbles and shingles at that point. He was soaking wet and despite the adrenaline boost he was worn out. Swimming in full clothing while wearing boots was very tiring.

He found a dry spot between two large boulders and stripped naked. Then he spent some time wringing as much water out of his clothes as possible. When he had done as much as he could, he put his damp clothes back on again. It would have to do.

He set off north along the coast. He wanted to put distance between himself and the prison as quickly as possible. But then just ahead, the shingles changed to sand, and there were a few women further ahead on the beach. Ryan figured that with the prison being only a couple of miles away, any locals would instantly recognize his yellow jump suit, so he turned and headed inland to by-pass the beach. He climbed up away from the coast and soon reached an unmade footpath. It was well-worn which wasn’t a good sign. He didn’t want to meet anyone. But he turned north and followed it.

Soon he saw a shallow valley ahead of him. A road ran along the bottom and gave access to the beach. The footpath ran down to the road and up the other side of the valley. There was a hedge on the right of the path and a cultivated field on the other side. Ryan decided it would be safer not to walk on the footpath, so he crawled through a gap in the hedge and walked along on the other side.

Where the footpath crossed the road was a small car park. It looked like it could hold maybe twenty cars but there were only three parked there at that time.

Ryan carefully looked around and listened. He couldn’t see anyone although he could hear voices coming from the beach. He quickly went into the car park and tried all the doors. They were all locked. Hearing another vehicle, he retreated to the hedge and ducked down. A car arrived and stopped. The woman driver didn’t bother to park properly in a marked space, instead she left the car sideways on across three spaces and got out. She walked swiftly towards the beach. Ryan heard her calling someone’s name.

Then, Ryan realized she had not bothered to lock the doors. She had even left the keys inside. After just a moment’s hesitation, Ryan went for it. He opened the driver’s door, got inside, and switched on. Like all vehicles in the Queendom, it was electric, and almost silent in operation. Ryan turned the car around and drove away. In less than a minute, he had arrived at the coast road and turned north.

About this time, back at the prison, a guardess doing the rounds found David digging away in a ditch. David had moved well away from the outfall grill, to give himself deniability about Ryan’s escape.

“How’s it going, 7190?”

“Fine, Mistress.”

“Where’s 591?”

“He’s working further over near the outfall.”

The guardess went over to check but couldn’t see him.

“591! Where are you. Raise a hand.”

All the prisoners looked around to see where 591 was.

“Ok. All prisoners to me. Line up.”

All the prisoners gathered in front of the guardess and lined up. Of course, there were only six of them. The guardess pressed an alarm button, and soon more guardesses arrived.

“What’s the matter, Mandy?” asked the Chief Guardess.

“I can’t find 591.”

“Right, you and you. Take these prisoners back to their cells. Everyone else, search the prison from top to bottom. He’s got to be here somewhere.”

Meanwhile, Ryan was speeding north along the coast road. Two hours later, he had passed through Aurora without incident. After another hour and a half, he was in Stakarov. He had just passed through the town centre when he passed by a patrol car parked at the side of the road.

Ryan noticed in the mirror that it pulled out after he passed by. Co-incidence? He didn’t know. There was another car in between them, but he could see that the patrol car did not have its lights flashing. He continued north, carefully obeying the speed limit. When he exited the town limits, he started to increase speed. Just then, the patrol car activated its lights and siren.

Ryan played it cool. He indicated left and slowed down and stopped. He watched in the mirror as two officers got out and approached him. Just as they reached his car, he floored it and sped off. He glanced in his mirror and saw the officers rushing back to their patrol car. In less than two minutes, they were right behind him again. Their patrol car was much more powerful than the car Ryan had stolen.

Ryan wondered what to do. It was 80 miles to King George and there were no side turns the entire way, except for unmade farm roads. So, even if he could outrun them, they would still know exactly where he was going. The patrol car made no attempt to overtake him or bump him off the road. They seemed content to just follow him, and no doubt continually report his position. Ryan wondered what surprises they were preparing for him up ahead.

He had to do something. The patrol car’s distance behind him fluctuated. Sometimes they were a long way behind and sometimes they were close. Ryan bided his time and waited for them to get closer. When he figured they were as close as they were going to get, he jammed his brakes on. As expected, the patrol car rammed into the back of him. The impact caused Ryan’s car to leap forward and he almost lost control, but he just managed to keep it on the road. Ryan was hoping that the patrol car would take more damage than his. The important components were mostly at the front. The rear was mainly luggage space.

The plan didn’t work. Both cars took damage but were able to continue without loss of speed. The chase was back on, the only difference being that the patrol car now stayed further behind. Ryan passed a sign telling him that King George was 45 miles away.  Less than 5 minutes later, Ryan saw vehicles ahead forming a roadblock. Two Queendom Army trucks were parked on the road, completely blocking it. Troops were milling around.

Ryan jammed the brakes on, and the car screeched to a halt. He got out and ran off the road and into the moors. The ground was covered by the usual mix of heather and bracken. Normally, this would provide good cover, but the ground rose up away from the coast, and he would be visible until he crested the first rise almost two miles away. Ryan glanced behind. The patrol car had stopped next to his and the officers were coming after him. The two army trucks were moving as well. Ryan wondered how many troops they had.

After 10 minutes, Ryan reached the first crest and looked back. Swarms of troops had got out of the trucks. Just a handful were running after him, but most were spreading out along the side of the road. He looked ahead. There was a dip and then another rise about a mile ahead. He sprinted along as fast as he could, but he was getting tired. The ground was boggy in the dip, especially next to the stream that ran along the bottom. He crossed the stream and reached another boggy section. The was deep black mud and the occasional pool of muddy black water. Luckily the area was strewn with rocks, and it was possible to step from one rock to another for long distances and avoid stepping in the thick mud.

Now totally exhausted, Ryan collapsed onto an isolated spot of firm ground between two large rocks. They wouldn’t see him here when they came over the rise, but they would when they came past. He couldn’t stay here.

He glanced around the rock. The police officers and the first troops had just come into view and were looking ahead trying to spot him. Ryan realized he would be visible as he climbed the next slope. And if they couldn’t see him climbing it, they would deduce that he had gone to ground.

Ryan looked about him for a better place to hide. A few yards away was a large puddle of blackish water. He stepped in it to see how deep it was. About 6 inches. But there were others. He soon found one that was about 8 feet by 3 and mostly 2 feet deep. He sat in it. It wasn’t too cold. He then tried laying down in it. It completely covered him. It would do.

He got out and looked through a gap in the rocks. Most of the troops had only just reached the crest. Instead of all charging after him straight away, they had been organized into a formal skirmish line and were now methodically advancing on a half mile wide front. However, a handful of troops had advanced ahead of them and the closest was only two hundred yards away.

Ryan got back into his muddy puddle. When they got closer, he would duck under, although he was fairly well hidden already, with his face completely caked in black mud. Once under, he wouldn’t be able to see or hear anything. He decided he would stay under for 10 minutes and then slowly come up for a listen, trusting to luck that he wouldn’t be seen. If they were still nearby, he would duck under for another 10 minutes.

Ryan heard footsteps and splashes and slowly ducked under the muddy water. He started counting to himself. 1, 2, 3. When he reached 600, he would come up for a listen.

He reached 600 and slowly raised his head. He immediately heard voices and splashes.

“Keep in line there. Slow down on the left, let the right catch up a bit.”

He ducked down again. 1, 2, 3. It was actually quite cosy in his mud bath. Ryan figured the dark colour was caused by decomposing vegetation, which was giving off a small amount of heat, making his mud bath surprisingly cosy.

Ryan raised his head again. He couldn’t hear anything. But he figured the troops would sooner or later come back this way, almost certainly before it got dark. He decided to remain in his mud bath until nightfall with just his head out, ready to duck under at a moment’s notice.

As soon as it was dark, Ryan climbed out of his muddy hole and went back to the stream. He had a long drink from the clear water, then he stripped naked and washed all his clothes. He wrung them out as best he could, and then put them back on and set off, heading north. He followed the stream for a short distance but turned off northeast when the stream turned and headed for the coast.

Saturday 12 February 95

He kept going throughout the night and into the dawn. Just after dawn, Ryan stopped then ducked down. There was some kind of military structure up ahead. He could see sandbags.

He observed for 15 minutes but didn’t see any movement or hear anything, so he crept forward. When he arrived, he discovered a bunker complex surrounded by a trench system. But nature had taken over. Whatever it was clearly hadn’t been used for years and years. Ryan figured he was on the former Queendom – King George border. He had a good look around but found nothing useful. He recalled from Sophie’s report that there had been a war between the Queendom and King George in 71. So, these earthworks must be 24 years old. The trenches were all overgrown, but one of the bunkers was mostly clear, perhaps because the darkness inside stunted plant growth.

Ryan decided to stay here during the day. He stripped naked and laid his clothes out inside the bunker hoping they would dry out before he set out tonight. He grabbed some sandbags and made himself a makeshift bed and settled down to get some sleep.

Chapter 11 – The Safe House

Monday 14 February 95

Two days later, at dawn, Ryan finally saw King George down below as he emerged from some woods on the hills south of the town. The safe house was on the northeastern side, and he was still wearing his bright yellow QPS jumpsuit, so a daytime entry was out of the question. He went back into the woods and found a spot to settle down.

He was starting to feel hungry like never before and realized he must have used up his calorie booster. Nothing he could do about that now. Hopefully he could get food at the safe house.

As soon as the light faded, he got up and began skirting around the town. An hour later, he carefully crossed the St Peter highway, and then another hour saw him at the coast road, which north of King George was just an unmetalled track.

Sophie had sent him a map and detailed instructions on the best way to find the safe house from the northern coast road. He didn’t have his eye camera anymore, so he did his best to recall the instructions from memory. He remembered her instruction to walk along the beach and turn left at the wooden jetty.

The instructions proved accurate and soon Ryan found himself at the back door of a building that matched Sophie’s description. Ryan knocked on the door. One knock then a pause then two knocks then a pause and then three knocks, as Sophie had specified.

The door opened slightly and a male looked through the gap. Seeing Ryan’s bright yellow jumpsuit, he opened the door wide.

“Shit! Quick, get inside before someone sees you.”

Ryan went in. The man looked about 25.

“Wait here.”

Ryan waited but less than a minute later he was back.

“Follow me.”

They went downstairs to a basement level and then into a small room with a desk. Two men were behind the desk. They were just sitting down, having evidently just got there.

“Sit down, please.” said one of them. He looked about 55. The other male was about 40.

The male who had met Ryan closed the door and stood by it.

“Who are you?”

“My name is Ryan. I’m an agent of the Earth Federation Army.”

The questioner looked surprised.

“I take it you are the male who escaped from QPS in Victoria 3 days ago?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“How did you get out?”

“Through a sewage pipe to the ocean and then I swam back to the shore. I have a compressed oxygen supply implanted within me which made that possible.”

“And then?”

“I stole a car and made it to the duchy border, and then cross country.”

“How did you know about this safe house?”

“My partner, Sophie, also an EFA agent, messaged me about this place. She passed through here about 6 weeks ago.”

The two men behind the desk whispered to each other and then stood up.

“Very well, Ryan. We accept your story. I am John, head of ‘The Royals’ – that’s the King George underground – and this is Simon. On the door is Phil. So, I assume you’re looking for transportation to Romulus?”

“Eventually. But first I need to find out what happened to my partner, Sophie.”

“We might be able to help. What have you got to go on?”

“She was reporting regularly until 13 February and then the messages stopped. She was planning to leave Victoria on the Mount Vernon coach that day. That’s all I know.”

“Very well. We’ve got contacts in Victoria. We’ll see what we can find out. In the meantime, we’ll find you a room. You’ll have to share. And we’ll get you some new clothes. This building is a pleasure house. It’s owned by Mistress Jane, my wife. Or, since the Queendom invasion in 71, my owner. You’ll earn your keep by being on call if Jane needs you to service a customer. Are you ok with that?”

“Yes, that seems fair enough.”

“Phil, get Ryan some clothes and then take him to see Jane.”

“Yes, John. This way, Ryan.”

They went next door to a storeroom with several cupboards and chests of drawers in it.

“You’ll find trousers in here, shirts in here, and there’s also some jackets. There’s underwear and socks in the bottom drawer. Help yourself.”

Ten minutes later, Ryan was in his new outfit. His QPS jumpsuit would be burned.

“Let’s go and see Jane.” said Phil.

They went upstairs. Ryan noticed a reception desk with a girl sitting behind it.

“Is Jane in, Mistress Lydia?”

“Yes, Phil. Who’s that?”

“This is Ryan, he’s new.”

“Hi, Ryan.”

“Hi, Mistress Lydia.”

Phil knocked on Jane’s door.

“Come in.”

They went in and stood in front of Jane’s desk.

“Mistress Jane, this is Ryan. John has checked him out and has given him the ok.”

“Ok, thank you, Phil, you may go.”

“Yes, Mistress Jane.”

Phil left and Jane stood up to get a better look at Ryan.

“You can stay here, boy, but you’ll need to earn your keep. Are you willing to do that?”

“Yes, Mistress Jane.”

“Ok, let me see what you’ve got to offer.”

“Mistress?”

“Strip, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ryan took his clothes off. Jane came round from behind her desk and looked at him from all angles. She grabbed his arse cheeks and squeezed them.

“Hmmm. You’ve got a nice firm butt.”

She reached down and held his ball bag in her cupped hand.

“What happened to your balls?”

“Mistress?”

“Your ball bag is unusually large.”

“I was tortured, Mistress Jane.”

“Sexually tortured?”

“Yes, Mistress Jane. It caused my ball bag to swell up to the size of an orange. I guess it must have stretched because it’s not gone back to its normal size.”

“Did it affect your cock as well?”

“Yes, Mistress Jane. When it’s fully hard, it’s about two inches longer than it used to be as well as a bit thicker.”

“Making it how long?”

“About nine inches now, Mistress Jane.”

“Fuck me, you’re going to be popular. But we won’t use you today. Ok, get dressed and I’ll get Phil to show you where you’ll sleep. You’ll share a room with him. Then he’ll get you something to eat.”

“Thank you, Mistress Jane.”

Tuesday 15 February 95

The next morning, Ryan had a long lay in. His exertions over the last few days had exhausted him. And wearing wet clothes for days on end had given him a chill. Mistress Jane came to see him. She placed her hand on his forehead.

“Hmmm. You’ve got a bit of a temperature, Ryan. You’d best take it easy for a few days. Get as much sleep as you can.”

“Yes, Mistress Jane.”

Friday 18 February 95

By Friday, Ryan was feeling much better. He was up early and had a hearty breakfast. Later, he helped Phil to do the laundry. In the afternoon, he was busy ironing when Mistress Lydia came to find him.

“Are you feeling better now, Ryan?”

“Yes, much better, thank you, Mistress Lydia.”

“Good, because Mistress Jane wants you on duty this evening. Report to me at reception at 17:30.”

“Yes, Mistress Lydia.”

At 17:30, Ryan reported at the reception desk.

“Ah, there you are, Ryan. Get changed in that room, put your stuff in a locker. Wear these. Then back here.”

“Yes, Mistress Lydia.”

Lydia gave him the tiniest G-string he had ever seen and also a cock ring. Ryan went into the changing room and stripped naked. He put his clothes in a locker. He slipped the cock ring on and then he tried to put the G-string on but couldn’t work out how to wear it. There was a waist band and connected to it was a thin band that he figured was the front, it split into two bands near the base of his cock and connected to a pouch and then another thin band went under him and up his arse crack and joined the waist band again at the back. The pouch was obviously intended for his ball bag. He had figured that much out. But the front band was so thin. He couldn’t keep his cock behind it. It kept slipping out on one side or the other. And then there were two thin pieces of elastic hanging down from the ball bag pouch which connected to a much smaller pouch.

Ryan went back out to reception.

“Mistress Lydia, I can’t work out how to wear this.”

“Let me see. Well for starters, to wear it properly you need to have a hard on. Come here.”

Lydia grabbed his man sausage and rapidly wanked it for 30 seconds. She quickly converted his chipolata into a mortadella.

“Right, now this front band that splits into two goes behind your cock, not in front. The ball bag pouch is about right. Let me adjust it a bit. That’s it. And this piece hanging down is your helmet pouch. She pulled it up and slipped it over the end of his cock. The side straps keep it from falling off, as long as you keep your hard on.”

“So, nothing covers my cock then? Or my arse, come to that.”

“Yes, that’s right, this design only covers your ball bag and your bell end. It’s so the ladies can see what’s on offer. Right, you’ll do. Stand on the floor over there on one of those white dots. Back to the wall. Feet slightly apart. Hold your hands together behind your back. Look straight ahead unless a lady speaks to you. Oh, and there’s a number on the ground in front of each white dot. Remember your number in case a lady refers to you by it.”

Ryan took up position on spot 1. A few minutes later, Phil joined him. And then two boys he had only briefly met, Gary and Paul. And ten minutes after that, Lydia called out:

“Ok, boys, we’re opening now. No talking.”

Twenty minutes later, the first customer arrived.

“Good evening, Lydia. How’s things?”

“Oh, hi, Mel. I’m fine. How are you?”

She was obviously a regular.

“I’m good. Oh, I see you’ve got a new boy.”

Mel looked Ryan up and down. He’s cute. She grabbed his ball bag and fondled his balls through his pouch and then ran a finger up and down his cock.

“He’s got nice big balls and a firm cock. But I think I’ll go with my usual today, Lydia.”

“Ok, Mel. Room 1.”

Mel walked off and Phil followed her.

About 15 minutes later, two troopers walked in wearing Queendom Army camouflage uniforms. Lydia stood up behind her desk.

“Good evening, soldiers. Is something wrong?”

“Don’t worry, we’re not on duty. We’re just looking for some fun.”

They both walked up and down the line and examined the goods.

“I’ll take number 3.” said the first trooper.

“Very good. Room 2. Down there on the left.” said Lydia.

The trooper headed off followed by number 3, Gary.

The remaining trooper had another look at number 1, Ryan and number 4, Paul. She weighed their ball bags in her hand, gripped their cocks, and checked out their arses.

“I’ll take number 1.”

“Very good, you’ll be in room 3.”

Ryan quickly followed the trooper into room 3. He noticed her shoulder patches, indicating her regiment as the Victoria Volunteers. The trooper quickly surveyed the equipment in the room.

“Get on the horse, boy. I fancy caning some male ass to get me in the mood.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Mistress Becky.”

“Yes, Mistress Becky.”

Ryan went over to the caning horse and bent down over it. Becky shackled him onto it and tightened the waist belt around his back. She looked at Ryan’s arse. It was pink and smooth.”

“When was the last time someone caned your arse, boy?”

Ryan had to think about it for a while. It was Sue, before he was arrested.

“About 3 weeks ago, Mistress Becky.”

“I thought so, it looks much too smooth. A male’s arse should be caned every week as a minimum. Your owner is much too lenient. But don’t worry, we’ll soon put that to rights.”

Becky selected a 3-foot rattan cane and got into position behind and to the left. She studied his arse for a few seconds before launching a barrage of full-strength whacks.

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaargh!”

Ryan screamed with pain. After a brief pause she assaulted his arse again.

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaargh!”

Ryan screamed again and tears flowed from his eyes. She paused and watched the welts gradually appear, first as faint pink lines, but then gradually darkening to red and finally purple.

“Nice! But there’s still far too much smooth pink arse. Keep still.”

She finished off with a much longer attack, trying to aim for all the unwelted areas she could see.

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack. “Aaaaargh!”

Ryan screamed again. He felt a tingling sensation which he had felt before, just before his black out booster activated. But Becky must have stopped just in time, as Ryan didn’t black out.

Becky ran her hands over Ryan’s arse cheeks. She liked to feel the bumps and ridges of the welts.

“Mmmmmm. That’s much better. I love to see a boy with a nicely welted arse. Especially when it was me who put the welts on it.”

Becky released him from the caning horse.

“Right, get on the bed, boy. And get rid of that thing.”

Ryan took his G-string off and limped over to the bed and flopped down onto it.

“Spread!”

Ryan spread his arms and legs, and then Becky connected his wrists and ankles to the corner shackles. She pressed a button on the remote control. There was a whirring sound as the slack in the corner chains was wound in.

Becky got undressed and then climbed onto the bed. She kneeled astride Ryan facing his head and shuffled up until her pussy was over his face.

“Lick me, boy. Make me feel good.”

Ryan stuck his tongue out and Becky shifted slightly, so that his tongue made contact with her pussy. Ryan worked his tongue between her flaps and into her slit. He tried to run his tongue up and down her slit, but his movements were limited because Becky was leaning forward and supporting herself with her right hand on his forehead. Instead, Becky did most of the work herself by sliding her pussy backwards and forwards over Ryan’s outstretched tongue, and she controlled the pressure by raising or lowering herself on her knees as required.

“Oooh, that’s it boy, that’s nice.”

Then she moved both hands to her waist and Ryan had more freedom. He exploited this by flicking his tongue sideways over her flaps and then diving in and licking the length of her slit.

Becky fancied a change of direction. She got up and turned around to face Ryan’s feet. She was on her knees again, astride him. Ryan got a nice view of her smooth, round arse cheeks as she reversed until her pussy was over his face. She leaned forward with her hands resting on the bed either side of Ryan’s legs.

When Ryan looked straight up, he found was looking through the gap between her arse cheeks. His tongue couldn’t reach her slit from this position, but her clit was well within range, so he went for it. His tongue played with it, trying to push it left or right or up or down as far as he could, until it broke free and sprung back into its normal orientation. Then he made little circles around it.

Becky began to leak girl juice. It dripped down her slit until it reached Ryan’s tongue. A few drops broke free and landed between Ryan’s nose and upper lip. He scooped all the juice up, tasted it, and gulped it down.

Ryan found that by raising his head he was just able to reach her flaps. He sucked hard on each flap in turn, sucking them into his mouth and bathing them with his tongue. When he lowered his head, the flap went with him until the tension overcame his suction and it snapped back into place.

Becky pushed herself up into a slightly more upright posture, but still kneeling over Ryan’s face.

“Stick your tongue inside me, boy.”

Ryan’s tongue found the entrance to Becky’s love cave and dived in. Becky began to raise and lower herself so Ryan held his tongue as stiff and straight as he could and let Becky tongue fuck herself. Becky set quite a fast pace, pounding Ryan’s tongue with her girl hole. Ryan had quite a task trying to swallow all her minge milk as it flowed out of her hole and straight into his mouth. After two minutes of tongue, her twat felt the need for Ryan’s man meat.

Becky climbed off and kneeled at the side of the bed facing Ryan’s cock. She leaned over and her right hand gripped his ball bag and the base of his cock. She opened her mouth and engulfed his cock. She started off by sucking his bell end but as Ryan’s boy beef hardened, she began running her lips up and down more of his shaft.

She leaned in to get right over his cock. Her right hand moved to rest on the bed between his legs, and her left hand took over cock holding duties, holding it so that it pointed straight up. Her lips now began sliding up and down his entire length, from his bell end to his balls.

Soon, Ryan was rock hard, so Becky got astride him on her knees. She grabbed his man meat and moved his helmet up and down her slit a few times to gather some minge milk, then aimed his helmet at her woman hole and slid down and engulfed him. She leaned forward. Her hands rested on the bed either side of his head and she began working her hips so that her love tunnel slid up and down his length.

“Oooh, yes, this is nice.”

She carried on for several minutes then decided she needed deeper thrusts. She got up off her knees into a squat position, with her feet planted either side of Ryan’s waist and her hands now either side of his chest. She was then able to achieve a faster, longer stroke as she bounced up and down on his stiff pole. Ryan realized he was dealing with an expert. She was clearly a highly skilled squat rider. She raised herself up until her minge only contained a quarter of an inch of boy beef and then she slammed down at high speed until he was balls deep inside her. Her arse then bounced off his thighs and went zooming up again. After three or four minutes, Ryan knew she was getting close. He could feel her minge squeezing and then releasing his man meat.

“Oh my, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

She lowered herself down as she recovered, then leaned forward and kissed Ryan on the lips. Then she gathered her clothes and left the room naked, heading for the shower room down the corridor.

Ten minutes later, Lydia came and released him.

“You’re off duty, now, Ryan. “

“Thank you, Mistress Lydia.”

Saturday 19 February 95

The following day, Ryan was summoned to John’s office in the basement. Simon was also there.

“Hi, John, you wanted to see me?”

“Yes, Ryan, sit down. We asked our contacts in Victoria to see if they could find any news of Sophie. We told them she was last heard of on the morning of 13 January, when she was meant to take the coach to Mount Vernon.”

“Did they find anything out?”

Simon replied:

“Yes. She was arrested that morning and handed over to Army Intelligence for questioning. If Army Intelligence get involved, that usually means they think they’ve got a Union agent.”

“So, what happened? Have they still got her?”

“No, from what our contacts have been able to find out, she was questioned for a week and then released. That’s all they know.”

“Just released, or expelled?”

“Just released as far as we know.”

“Why would they release her?”

“We don’t know.” said Simon.

“Maybe she convinced them that she wasn’t working for the Union. But anyway, it would seem she’s free.” added John.

“Ok, thanks for that information, John, Simon.”

Ryan went back to his room for a think. If Sophie was free, where would she go? Should he go back to the lander and wait for her? Or try to get to Romulus? Maybe he should wait here at the safe house. But she had been released a month ago. Surely if she was coming to the safe house, she would have been here by now.

Ryan was tempted to go back to the lander. If she had been there and left since he was last there, she would have left a message, no doubt telling him where to find her. If there was no message from Sophie, he could leave his own message and then return to the safe house.

The problem with this plan was that it was nigh on impossible for a male to travel from one end of the island to the other without getting stopped and then arrested, as he himself had discovered. He decided to stay at the safe house for another couple of weeks and see what happens.

Just then, Phil came into their shared room.

“Mistress Jane says we both have to work tonight, Ryan. Report to Lydia at 17:30.”

“Ok, Phil.”

“But we get tomorrow off. The house isn’t open on Sundays. Mistress Jane is religious.”

“Great!”

By 18:00, Phil, Ryan, Gary and Paul were on display in reception.

The first customer was a lady who Ryan thought was probably about 50. She was apparently a regular.

“Evening, Lydia.”

“Evening, Mabel. And how are you today?”

“I’m great, Lydia. So, who’s on tonight?”

“We’ve got Phil, Gary and Paul, and we’ve got a new boy, Ryan.”

“Oh, really?”

Mabel came over and checked Ryan out. She weighed his ball bag in her hand and then grasped his shaft and checked it for firmness.

“Yes, I’ll think I’ll try the new boy.”

“Fine, Mabel. Room 1.”

Mabel and Ryan went into room 1.

“I think we’ll start with the caning horse.” said Mabel.

Ryan went over to the horse and bent over it. Meanwhile, Mabel was getting undressed. She hung her clothes up then turned around.

“No, no, no, Ryan. Get up.”

Ryan stood up again, not sure what he had done wrong.

“The caning horse is for me.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress Mabel. I’m not sure I understand.”

“Ryan, cut out the Mistress. Just call me Mabel. And yes, the caning horse is for me.”

Mabel leaned down over the horse.

“Shackle me on, Ryan.”

“Ok, Mabel.”

“And do that waist belt thing.”

Ryan fastened the waist belt as well.

“Do you want me to cane you, Mabel?”

“Not the cane, no. I want a bare arse spanking. About fifty should do it.”

“Very well, Mabel, if that’s what you want.”

Ryan stood to the left of Mabel’s arse. He placed his left hand on the small of her back and took aim with his right. Although, he didn’t really need to aim. Mabel had a huge arse that was impossible to miss. He began spanking her with what he thought was moderate force.

Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap.

“Ryan! You can do it harder than that. I’ve got a big arse, I can barely feel anything.”

“Ok, Mabel.”

Ryan spanked a bit harder.

Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap.

“Harder still, Ryan.”

Ryan applied maximum force.

Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap.

“Oooh yes, That’s better. Now do it again.”

Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap.

“And now do the other arse cheek.”

Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap Slap.

“Lovely. That will do.”

Ryan released her from the caning horse. Mabel walked over to the bed and lay down on it.

“Connect my wrists to the corner shackles, Ryan.”

“Yes, Mabel.”

Mabel had the remote control in her hand. She pressed a button to take up the slack.

“Now connect my ankles.”

Ryan reached down for the corner shackles near Mabels ankles.

“No, not those ones. The ones at this end.”

Ryan got hold of additional corner shackles at the head end. Mabel pressed a button to play out the chain. After a few seconds, there was enough chain for the shackles to reach Mabel’s ankles, so Ryan connected them. Mabel pressed a button and the chains retracted, pulling her legs up and behind her until her feet were up in the air either side of her shoulders.

“Now, Ryan, I want you to eat me out and then fuck me.”

“Yes, Mabel.”

Ryan went round to the foot of the bed and crawled up onto it, resting his hands on Mabel’s inner thighs a few inches each side of her pussy. He leaned in and his tongue went straight for Mabel’s crack.

He made contact with her flaps which were already slightly parted due to the way the shackles were holding her legs apart. His tongue flicked the flaps left and right for a few seconds before diving between them and into her slit. His tongue licked up and down her slit a few times. Then he kissed a flap before sucking it into his mouth and bathing it with his tongue. He then returned to slit licking, this time making long continuous licks from her arse hole to her clit and back again. Up and down went his tongue.

“Oh, my god, Ryan. Yes, baby, yes.”

Then Ryan placed his hands on her arse cheeks and gently prised them apart. Her deep pink slit was now turned into a shallow valley and was fully exposed. Ryan’s tongue dived straight in to take full advantage. He pressed his tongue flat against the delicate pink skin and slowly licked upwards. When he reached her clit, he slowly came back down again and then repeated the journey several times.

“Oh, my fucking god, Ryan. Yes!”

Ryan pulled back and licked his lips. He glanced down. He moved his hands down her arse cheeks slightly and then parted them again. This caused her pink woman hole to gape open. Ryan moved in. He pressed his lips tightly around her hole, then forced his tongue inside. He was able to reach in about an inch. He left his tongue there for a few seconds and then tried to move it from side to side and then up and down, causing Mabels love hole to stretch in different directions.

“Oooooooh!”

Mabel screamed with delight, and her arse bucked off the bed for an instant before settling down again.

Ryan then settled down to give Mabel two minutes of intense tongue fucking. Mabel was producing bucket loads of twat tonic, which squirted out each time Ryan’s tongue forced its way back in. Some squirted straight into Ryan’s mouth but some landed on his face and then dripped off onto Mabel’s arse. It was all too much for Mabel.

“Oh, my fucking god, Ryan. Yes, baby, yes. Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees.”

While Mabel recovered from her intense orgasm, Ryan cleaned up. He licked her arse cheeks and pussy and mopped up all the girl juice he could find. She was quite tasty, he thought.

It was time for Ryan’s man meat to get in on the action. He kneeled on the bed behind Mabel’s arse, then slid his helmet up and down her pink slit until it was nicely covered in minge milk. Then he positioned his helmet at her hole and slowly pushed all the way in.

He leaned forward, resting his arms on the bed by her shoulders. Looking down, he saw her breasts. He leaned down and kissed her left nipple, then licked it up and down and then left and right. Then he sucked the nipple into his mouth and tickled it with his tongue. He then gave the other breast the same treatment, and finally he kissed Mabel on the lips.

He pushed himself back up and began pumping his meat in and out of Mabel’s slippery hole. After a few minutes, he raised himself up higher and grabbed hold of her ankles. This more upright position enabled him to thrust faster and deeper, and he began pumping his meaty cock in and out of her love hole at top speed, giving her every inch he had, with his swollen balls slapping into her arse with every thrust.

“Oh, my god. Yes, baby, yes.”

Ryan kept pumping away at Mabels minge. Girl juice trickled out each time Ryan withdrew his meat, and squirted out with a loud squelching sound each time he thrust his way back in.

“Yes, oh baby, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Ryan began to slow his thrusts, but Mabel looked up at him.

“Come for me baby.”

Ryan resumed flat out pumping and a few thrusts later he felt his ball bag begin to contract and expand. He pulled his cock out just in time. His cock pulsed and a huge jet of hot, sticky spunk shot out of his cock and splattered onto Mabel’s face.

A second jet then landed between her breasts. The next three landed on her belly. Ryan wanked out the remaining drips and sat back. Mabel licked up all the man milk that she could reach with her tongue. She had dropped the remote control in her excitement, so Ryan reached out and grabbed it and pressed the Release button.

Mabel’s shackles all clicked open. She extended her legs into a more natural position but stayed where she was on the bed.

“Thank you, Ryan. That was wonderful.”

“If you don’t mind me saying so, Mabel, you don’t seem like a typical Queendom woman.”

“I’m not, Ryan. I’m from King George. I was brought up in the patriarchy. I’ve never learned to be dominant like the Queendom ladies. I much prefer my man to be in charge. And I don’t really enjoy sex unless my arse has had a good spanking beforehand.”

They both got up, Mabel gave Ryan a kiss and then they both made their way to the showers. Then Ryan went back to his room. It had been a long day, and he decided to have an early night. Tomorrow was Sunday and he should be able to take it easy.

Chapter 12 - Busted

Sunday 20 February 95

However, Sunday turned out to not be a day of leisure after all. At 05:00, while it was still dark outside, there was a loud rhythmic banging at the front door. Every two seconds, another huge bang. The noise woke Ryan and Phil up, and no doubt everyone else as well. They both sat up in bed.

“What the fuck is that?” said Phil.

“Is that someone knocking at the front door?” asked Ryan.

They both heard the sound of splintering wood.

“They’re not knocking. They’re using a battering ram!” said Phil. “It’s a raid!”

Then the knocking stopped and was replaced by loud shouting and footsteps. They both sat up in bed listening. Then they saw light under the door and heard footsteps in the corridor outside and the next moment, their door was shoved open, and their light was turned on. A woman looked in. She had a pistol in her hand.

“There’s two more in here.” she shouted to someone outside.

And then, to the boys:

“QBI. You’re under arrest. Get up.”

They both got out of bed. They were both naked.

“Up against that wall, both of you. Hands behind your backs.”

“What’s QBI?” whispered Ryan.

“Queendom Bureau of Investigation.” replied Phil.

“No talking.” said the agent as she cuffed their hands behind their backs.

They were kept standing against the wall for half an hour. Then a second agent entered the room.

“You on the right.”

“Me?” asked Phil.

“Yes, you. Turn around. Where are your clothes?”

“Over there, on that chair.”

The agent went over to the chair and searched the clothes. Then she picked them up and dropped them on the floor next to Phil and then she uncuffed him.

“Right, get dressed.”

When Phil was dressed, he was told to stand against the wall again and was handcuffed again. She then did the same with Ryan. Then she left the room. Ryan glanced around, the first agent was still there.

“Face the fucking wall! Turn around again and you’ll be wearing my boot up your arse.”

A few minutes later, another agent looked in.

“Right, bring these two along.”

They were led outside. There were eight unmarked cars there and two QBI cage trucks, each capable of holding 8 prisoners in separate cages, and swarms of QBI agents. It looked like they had arrested everyone in the house, male and female. The safe house was well and truly busted!

Ryan and Phil were led over to the back of one of the cage trucks. The door in the back was open and steps had been lowered.

“Get in.”

Ryan climbed up followed by Phil. There was a central corridor that went right through to the cab, and there were four cages on each side. John, Simon, Gary and Paul were already inside and locked in cages. It looked like they were keeping the males and females separate. Ryan and Phil were told to go into an empty cage each. An agent followed them in and locked their cage doors after them.

“Right, sit still and no talking.”

The rear door slammed shut and the truck set off. Fifteen minutes later, they arrived at the King George office of the QBI. Office was perhaps too small a word. The QBI had a large presence in King George due to the amount of smuggling of both goods and people that went on between King George and the northern colonies, and with Wells in particular.

The six males were led out of the truck and into the building and then downstairs to the basement. There, they were locked up in individual cells.

Ryan sat down on the mattress in his cell. From time to time, he heard voices and the sound of cell doors opening and closing, and he guessed that the boys were being taken away one at a time for questioning and then brought back again. He stood up and had a piss in the bucket and then went for a lay down on the mattress.

Sure enough, after two hours, an agent came to his cell and opened it. Ryan stood up. He was still handcuffed.

“Out.” said the agent, and then she pointed the way she wanted him to go.

He was taken upstairs to an interview room.

“Stand.”

An agent used a scanner on his neck.

“72-9-591.”

The agent behind the desk looked up as soon as she heard the number.

“I am Agent Riley. So, you’re Ryan. What were you doing at the safe house, Ryan?”

Ryan had to think quickly.

“Just waiting.”

“For what?”

“For an opportunity to get to the north.”

“I see. When you escaped from the QSP in Victoria, you went straight there. How did you know where to go, Ryan?”

“I . . . erm . . . I came to King George because it’s the nearest town to the north. Then I just found the safe house by chance.”

The agent looked at Ryan for several seconds.

“You’re not a very good liar, Ryan. Take him away.”

Ryan was surprised. He had been expecting a lot more questioning. He was even more surprised when he wasn’t taken back to his cell. Instead, he was taken outside and pushed into the back seat of a car.

Ryan was agitated and kept looking around, trying to work out where they were taking him.

“Settle down, boy. We’re taking you back to Victoria. And it will be a long drive.”

It took them seven hours including a one-hour lunch break in Aurora. For the last 15 minutes they had been following a cage van. Ryan wondered if there was anyone in it. Then he wondered why he was not being transported in a cage van himself, rather than the comfort of a car.

Ryan recognized where they were. Up ahead on the right loomed the grey buildings of QPS Victoria and they were now approaching the entrance road. Ryan watched as the cage van slowed down and switched its blinkers on indicating a right turn.

Ryan was not looking forward to returning to the QPS. He had escaped twice but Ryan knew that they would eventually figure out how he had escaped the last time, if they hadn’t already, and block that route. After each successful escape, the next escape was always more difficult, and he would be watched much more closely. No, this time he really would be there for life. Even if he did get out, where would he go now that the Royals had been arrested?

Then to his amazement, after the cage van had made its turn, his car accelerated and carried on towards Victoria. He wondered where he was going. Fifteen minutes later, they turned off the road into an entrance. It was protected by a barrier. The driver showed her ID card and then the barrier was raised and they went in.

The driver parked and the agents escorted him into the building.

“Stand there, boy.”

Ryan stood at the back of a reception room flanked by one of the agents while the other spoke to the girl on the reception desk. Then they escorted Ryan down some stairs to their secure area where there were four cells, all empty. He was placed in one of them and his handcuffs were removed.

Half an hour later, an agent brought him some supper and a hot drink.

“Please, Mistress. Where am I?”

“You’re in QBI headquarters in Victoria, boy. Relax, you won’t be questioned until tomorrow.”

Monday 21 February 95

The following day, Ryan was allowed to have a shower and then given breakfast. Around mid-morning, an agent arrived.

“Stand up and face the wall boy.”

The agent handcuffed him and led him out of the cell. She took him upstairs to an interview room.

“Stand there, boy.”

Ryan stood facing an empty desk waiting for his interrogator to arrive. They would likely want to know all the details of his escape and how he had made it to King George. And soon they would begin to doubt his story of an EFA spaceship being in orbit around the planet. With no spaceship in orbit, they would want to know how he was able to report back to Earth. The equipment to do that was far too big and heavy to be man portable. They would quickly deduce that it must be on board the lander that had brought him to Vena. And then they would want to know its location.

Just then, Ryan heard voices outside the room and then the door opened and closed.

“Ryan!”

Ryan turned to look. Two women were standing looking at him. One of them was Sophie.

“Sophie!”

Sophie rushed up to him, and they hugged and tongue kissed.

“I take it this is him, then, Sophie.” said the agent.

“Yes, Lucy, this is him.” said Sophie.

“Ok, I’ll leave you alone for a while.”

Lucy went out and closed the door behind her.

“Sophie, how have you been? How are they treating you?”

“I’m fine, Ryan.”

“What are you doing here? Are you under arrest? What have they charged you with?”

“Calm down, Ryan. I’m not under arrest. I was arrested but they let me go. I’m free now.”

“But how did you get in here? This is QBI headquarters. Surely, they would have discovered your fake pass.”

“My pass isn’t fake, Ryan. I have a real one now.”

“What do you mean, Sophie?”

“I’ve taken Queendom citizenship, Ryan. I’m now free to go wherever I want in the Queendom.”

“You’ve taken Queendom citizenship, Sophie? But why?”

“Our mission is over, Ryan. That means we’re free to settle any place that will have us.”

“Well, yes, but I always assumed that would be somewhere up north.”

“I like living in the Queendom, Ryan. It’s a great place to be a woman.”

“Yes, can’t argue with that. Not so good for the guys, though, is it?”

“Come on, Ryan. It’s not so bad. And the north isn’t so perfect. Three of the northern colonies are outright patriarchies, and the other so-called democracies all have male leaders, and all the top jobs are occupied by males.”

“How do you know?”

“It’s common knowledge.”

“But what will you do in the Queendom, Sophie? And where will you live?”

“Well, that’s the other thing I wanted to talk to you about, Ryan. I’ve already got a job. I’m still in training at the moment but I’ll graduate in a few weeks, and it pays really well. 125,000 credits a year. And it comes with a lovely house here in Victoria as part of the package.”

“Jesus, Sophie, that’s a hell of a lot of money. So, what is it you’ll be doing?”

“I’ve joined the QBI, Ryan.”

“The QBI!”

“Yes, why not? I’m a trained agent. It’s what I’m good at. And my skills are in great demand.”

“I guess. But what about me, Sophie? What about us?”

“I want you to stay here with me, Ryan.”

“I’ll have to think about that, Sophie.”

“Of course, Ryan. But let’s go home and think about it. I want to show you where I live. And where you could live.”

Sophie pressed a button on the desk. A minute later, Agent Lucy came back in.

“Well?”

“Yes, I think he’ll be fine, Lucy. He just needs a bit of time to get used to the idea. Some time to adjust.”

“Ok, Sophie. The Director says you can have a couple of days off.”

Agent Lucy removed Ryan’s handcuffs.

“Thanks, Lucy. Come on Ryan, let’s go home.”

They left the building and Sophie led Ryan to a car. Without thinking, Ryan automatically stood next to one of the back doors waiting to be let in.

“Get in the front passenger seat, Ryan. And open the door yourself.”

Sophie drove through the city streets.

“Everything is so clean and tidy here, Ryan. And everyone is so polite. And women can walk the streets at any time of the day without worrying.”

Ryan didn’t speak. He was still trying to get his head around everything. After 15 minutes, they pulled into the driveway of a large bungalow. They went inside and Sophie showed him around.

“Yes, there’s no doubt it’s a very nice place, Sophie.”

Ryan had clocked the punishment room and the slave’s bedroom.

“Where will I be sleeping, Sophie?”

“In the main bedroom of course. With me.”

Ryan was relieved.

“So, what do you think, Ryan? We could have a very nice life together here in Victoria. Do you want to stay here with me?”

“I’ll give it some thought, Sophie. But I’m not sure.”

“Let me rephrase that, Ryan. You are staying here with me.”

“What do you mean, Sophie?”

“Why do you think you’re not back in the QPS?”

“I don’t know. I hadn’t really thought about it.”

“It’s because of the deal I negotiated with the QBI. In return for signing up, I demanded ownership of you and the cancellation of all your punishments. I signed the deal the very day you escaped from QPS. When you were spotted heading north, I knew you would be making for the safe house.”

“So, you own me now, Sophie? I’m your slave?”

“Well, technically, yes, Ryan.”

“But what would I do, Sophie? I know you’ve got a good job, so we won’t really need any more money, but I need to be doing something. You know I hate to be idle. And don’t ask me to stay at home and be a house husband.”

“I was coming to that, Ryan. I think you should put your skills to good use as well.”

“What skills, Sophie? All I know is how to be an agent.”

“Exactly. I want you to sign up for the QBI as well.”

“But I’m a male.”

“Exactly. Skilled male agents willing to work for the QBI are in very short supply. You would be a very valuable asset, Ryan.”

“Would I be paid 125,000 credits a year as well, Sophie?”

“No, Ryan. I would get 80,000 credits a year for renting your services to the QBI.”

“So, you would get the money, not me?”

“All working age males in the Queendom are slaves, Ryan. They can’t earn money. Instead, their owners get the rent. You know that.”

“I guess. And why 80,000? Why not 125,000? It’s the same job.”

“It seems females are valued more than males in the Queendom, even if they do the same job. I’m not sure why. I guess there’s a gender pay gap.”

Sophie got a call on her QBI issue communicator.

“I’ll need to take this call, Ryan. Put the kettle on and make some tea.”

Ryan went into the kitchen and filled the kettle. He found two mugs and put tea bags in. Sophie finished her call and joined him, and they chatted more while they drank their tea.

“We’ll eat in tonight, Ryan. You’ll find some pies in the fridge. And do some chips.”

Sophie went off to the lounge to watch TV.

“Sophie, I can’t find the chips.”

“In the cupboard, Ryan. You’ll find potatoes. You need to peel and chip them and then fry them. But don’t forget to blanch them first.”

An hour later, they ate their tea together.

“That was lovely, Ryan. You’re quite a good cook. Ok, when you’ve done the washing up, you can join me in the lounge.”

Half an hour later, Ryan joined Sophie in the lounge. He had a moan about doing all the work, but Sophie ignored him. That evening, they went to bed. They both slept in Sophie’s bed. Ryan was hoping for some action, but Sophie had had a hard day and was too tired.
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The next day, they both got up and took showers. Sophie showed Ryan how she liked her breakfast cooked. Ryan had the same.

“Ok, Ryan, I’ve got to go to work. I’ll be back about 18:00. While I’m gone, do the washing up and have a good hoover around. Then check if anything needs tidying in the garden. And don’t go out on your own.”

Ryan grunted something under his breath, but Sophie ignored him. She got in her car and headed off to QBI headquarters.

Ryan did the chores. At mid-day, he had a coffee and some lunch but used the last of the milk. Sophie didn’t like black coffee. There was a corner shop on their street, Ryan decided to nip down and get a 4-pint carton of milk.

He put his shoes on and headed out. Just 5 minutes later he arrived in the shop. The lady shop keeper was already serving a woman, and another was waiting. Ryan found the milk and stood off to one side, waiting to be served.

“Ok, boy, your turn.”

“Thank you, Mistress. Just this carton of milk please, on Mistress Sophie’s account.”

“Oh, you’re with Sophie?”

“Yes, Mistress Sophie is my owner.”

“Ok. Permit?”

“Sorry, Mistress?”

“Your permit. You came in on your own. You need a permit.”

“Sorry, Mistress, I haven’t got one.”

The shop keeper wasn’t sure what to do. She knew Sophie was in the QBI, but even so, Ryan shouldn’t be on the streets on his own.

“What’s your name, boy?”

“Ryan, Mistress.”

“Ok, just this once, but hurry home.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Ryan hurried back with his milk, but just as he arrived at Sophie’s house, he heard a shout.

“You, boy. Come here.”

Ryan turned and saw a patrol car had stopped on the other side of the road. There were two officers in it. They hadn’t got out of the car, but the nearest one had rolled her window down.

“Yes, Officer?”

“Do you live there?”

“Yes, Officer.”

“Who’s your owner?”

“Agent Sophie, Officer.”

“A QBI agent?”

“Yes, Officer.”

“What’s your number, boy?”

“72-9-591, Officer.”

“Why were you outside on your own?”

“We ran out of milk, Officer. I went to the corner shop to fetch some.”

“You shouldn’t be outside on your own, boy. Don’t let me catch you again.”

“No, officer. Sorry, officer.”

Just after 18:00, Sophie was back. She had done some food shopping and brought the bags in with her.

“Put the stuff away, Ryan.”

Sophie flopped down into an armchair. It had been a hard day. Ryan put the groceries away and then came into the lounge.

“I’m hungry, Ryan. There’s some risotto in the cupboard, heat some up, would you?”

“Can’t you cook tonight, Sophie? I’m worn out. I’ve been slaving away all day.”

“Ryan, I’ve been at work all day. I’m tired. Now get the food on. I won’t tell you again.”

Ryan turned to go back into the kitchen but mumbled something under his breath. Sophie heard but didn’t catch what he said.

“Come here, boy!”

Ryan came back.

“Let’s get one thing clear, Ryan. We’re in the Queendom. I’m in charge here and you are my slave. That means you do what I say. And that reminds me, I told you not to go outside on your own, and you did exactly that. I got a phone call at work from the police. I’ve never been so embarrassed. Come with me, Ryan.”

“Where are we going, Sophie.”

“It’s where are we going, Mistress. Show some respect.”

Sophie took Ryan to the punishment room.

“Right, clothes off and get on the horse.”

“Sophie! You don’t need to do this.”

“Ryan, obey me. If you don’t, I’ll sell you and buy a boy who will.”

Ryan didn’t like the idea of being sold at a slave auction, so he stripped off and got on the caning horse. Sophie shackled him on and tightened the waist belt around his back. She then selected a three-foot rattan cane and went round behind Ryan.

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

She laid into him with ten full-strength whacks. The pain made Ryan cry out.

“I’m sorry, Ryan, but this is for your own good.”

Swish. Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

She gave him another ten for good measure. Ryan screamed again.

Sophie released the waist belt, but left Ryan shackled. She got some lotion from a cupboard and began rubbing it over the welts on Ryan’s arse.

“I know it’s not really your fault, Ryan. You weren’t brought up in a gynarchy. Neither was I for that matter, but at least I’m getting some training as part of my QBI course.”

Sophie kept rubbing the lotion into Ryan’s arse.

“I think the kindest thing will be to send you off onto a four-week slave refresher course. They’ll teach you how to behave and condition you to obey females without question. I’ll have a word with Lucy tomorrow. She’s just sent one of her boys off on one. Then when you get back, I think it’s best if I start giving you weekly discipline. Ten medium strength whacks every Sunday evening. I think that will be for the best, don’t you, Ryan?”

“Yes, Mistress Sophie.”

“Then we can discuss renting you out to the QBI. With the extra money that brings in, Ryan, I’ll buy a boy to do all the housework and garden chores, so you won’t have to do domestic work when you’re at home. How does that sound, Ryan?”

“That sounds good, Mistress Sophie.”

Caning Ryan and then rubbing her hands all over his firm bottom had got Sophie excited. She released Ryan.

“Forget dinner, Ryan. I’ll order a take-out later. But now I want to fuck you.”

Sophie led Ryan to her bedroom. When they got there, she tongue kissed him for almost a minute.

“Mmmm. I’d almost forgotten how good you taste.” said Sophie.

“Get on the bed, boy.”

Ryan got onto the bed on his back while Sophie got undressed. Ryan automatically spread his arms and legs, but Sophie didn’t bother to shackle him, even though the bed had all the necessary fittings. Sophie got onto the bed at its foot and crawled up between Ryan’s legs.

She grasped the base of his cock with her right hand, while supporting herself with the left hand on the bed beside his waist. She looked down at his man meat and took it into her mouth and began sliding her lips up and down his helmet, while playing her tongue over his purple tip.

She took the cock out of her mouth and licked the side, from the balls to the bell end, while wanking it at the same time, then she licked the other side of the cock.

She leaned on him with her forearms on his thighs. Both hands now grasped his ball bag and the base of his cock, and her lips closed over his bell end once again. She began to slide her lips up and down his full length, from the purple tip to the balls. After a minute or two, she withdrew her lips and admired his cock for a moment before leaning down and licking his ball bag.

Then she sucked a ball into her mouth and bathed it with her tongue, and then did the same to the other ball.

“I need your meat, baby.” she said, softly.

She kneeled up and shuffled forward so that her knees were on the bed either side of his waist. She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips, then, bracing her right hand on the bed, she reached back and grabbed his meaty pole with her left hand and aimed it at her moistened minge. She slowly sat back and engulfed him.

Ryan reached forward and placed both hands on Sophie’s waist. Sophie’s own hands were behind her, resting on her own arse cheeks. She then used her hips to raise and lower her quim over his pork sword at a fairly slow rate.

She kept going for a minute, then moved her hands in front and braced them on his chest. She then increased her speed and began sliding her quim up and down his meat at a moderate pace.

Finally, she leaned well forward, with her hands on the bed each side of Ryan’s head and went full bore, her arse bouncing up and down at a rate of knots, forcing her woman hole to slide up and down the full length of his cock, from the helmet to the balls. Her movements caused her tits to bounce around just above his face, and he tilted his head up and tried to catch a nipple in his mouth, but they were moving too fast. He extended his tongue and occasionally managed to lick one or the other as it whizzed by.

Her leaning forward made her arse cheeks bulge out, and Ryan ran his hands all over their smooth, shiny surfaces.

Sophie fancied a change of direction. She got up and turned around then kneeled down facing his feet, taking his cock into her as she did so.

She got up onto her feet with her arms behind her and her hands on his chest. Ryan reached up and grabbed her tightly at the waist. Then she began to reverse squat ride him with Ryan helping her. She made rapid, full-length strokes, his meat almost fully exposed at the top of each stroke but balls deep at the bottom. There was a loud slap each time Sophie’s arse cheeks bounced off Ryan’s waist.

Sophie paused for breath, but Ryan immediately took over. His hands slid down to grip Sophie’s arse cheeks, then he raised his own arse off the bed and began pumping his cock up and down into the slippery woman hole that hovered above him.

“Oh, my god, baby, yes.”

A minute later, Sophie had got her breath back, and she resumed her squat riding. Ryan relaxed and lay flat on the bed and allowed Sophie’s tight hole to slide up and down his boy beef.

Sophie climbed off.

“Do me doggystyle, Ryan.”

Ryan got up and Sophie got onto the bed on her hands and knees with her face over the pillows. Ryan kneeled on the bed behind her and inserted his meat between her flaps and into her hot wet hole.

His hands gripped the top of her arse cheeks as he began pumping his meat in and out of her tight love cave. As well as pumping his cock, he also pulled her arse backwards and forwards, increasing the effective entry and exit speeds. Her pussy was getting wetter and wetter. Each time he withdrew his meat, it was covered in girl juice which immediately began to drip off, and each time he thrust back in there was a loud squelching noise and the sudden pressure caused girl juice to squirt out from tiny gaps between his cock and her cunt.

“Yes, baby, yes.”

Sophie moved her arms to her sides and dropped her breasts and face down onto the bed. This made her arse look even smoother and rounder. Ryan looked down and admired the view. He looked at her perfectly round, smooth, shiny arse cheeks, neatly separated by her lovely arse crack which then led down to his man meat pumping in and out of her tight hole. It turned him on even more and added another half inch to his length. He moved his hands to her arse cheeks and began tracing circles over the smooth surface.

Then he let his arms hang loose at his sides and enjoyed a minute or so of hands-free pumping. Then he raised his right arm and brought his hand down hard on Sophie’s right arse cheek.

Slap. “Aaaargh!”

Sophie screamed, more with surprised than pain, and turned her head to look at Ryan and laughed. Ryan didn’t want Sophie’s left arse cheek to feel left out so he gave that one a good hard slap as well.

Slap. “Aaaargh! Oh, baby, yes.”

For the finale, Ryan reached forward with both arms and took a firm grip of the top of Sophie’s arse cheeks and then began pumping in an out at frantic speed and with full length strokes, going balls deep every time. In and out he pumped. Ryan looked down as he pumped away. Each time he went balls deep, the impact caused Sophie’s arse cheeks to suddenly move apart, and then a shock wave could be seen moving over her cheeks before ending when it reached her waist. Soon, it was more than Sophie could take.

“Yes, baby, oh my god, yes. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Ryan kept pumping throughout Sophie’s climax.

“Come for me, baby.”

Just a few more full stroke thrusts were all that Ryan needed. He withdrew his cock and rested it in Sophie’s bum crack, aimed towards her back.

“Oh, my god.”

Suddenly, Ryan’s balls tensed and his cock pulsed, then the next moment, six strong jets of steaming hot spunk gushed from his swollen cock and splattered onto Sophies back. Ryan wanked out the leftovers and then sat back to get his breath back.

His spunk quickly formed a pool on Sophie’s back and began running towards her neck. She still had her breasts and face on the bed, so she pushed herself up on her arms to stop the flow. She glanced over and saw that the door to the en-suite was closed.

“Ryan, baby, open the en-suite and get the shower going.”

“Yes, Mistress Sophie.”

When all was ready, Sophie got off the bed, still on all fours and crawled over to the en-suite.

“Are you ok, Mistress? Can’t you walk.”

“I’m fine, boy, but I don’t want your man milk on my nice new carpet.”

Ryan laughed.

“Join me in the shower, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sophie reached the shower and stood up. Ryan’s spunk immediately ran down her back and through her arse crack and dripped onto the floor.

They both got under the shower and rinsed all the sweat and spunk away.

“Mistress Sophie?”

“Yes, boy, what is it.”

“I’m sorry if I sounded ungrateful before. Being owned by you is a dream come true for me. There is nothing else I could ever want. Please organize that slave refresher course for me as soon as possible. I want to know how to serve you to the best of my ability. And when I come back from the course, please will you rent me out to the QBI?”

“Ryan. Come here boy.”

Sophie gave Ryan a full two-minute-long tongue kiss.

“I love you baby.”
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