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Chapter 1 - Volunteers

Tuesday 5 March 71

Ring ring ring! Ring ring ring!

Mike yawned and reached over and grabbed his phone to cancel the alarm. It was time to get up and get ready for another day at work. He shaved, showered and brushed his teeth, then got dressed and got the kettle on. He had a coffee and ate some cereal.

Mike was 19 and lived by himself in a studio flat in Evans, a colony on the north coast of the island of North Vena. He was a native of Romulus but had come north because it was easier to get work here and it was a much cheaper place to live.

About 45 minutes later, he arrived at the small harbour where he worked. A coaster had arrived early that morning and needed to be unloaded. He clocked on at the office.

“Morning Horace.”

“Morning Mike. I want you on the forks today.”

“Ok, Horace.”

Horace was the foreman. He was in charge of hiring on a day-to-day basis and also of allocating the men to the work.

“Morning, Mike.”

“Morning, Ray.”

His friend Ray, 22, was in the control cabin of the dockside crane. Dave, 18, was on board the ship and Steve, 19, was waiting on the dockside. They began the task of unloading. Dave would direct Ray by hand signals and then hook up a crate. Ray would then get the crane to lift the crate, swing it over and lower it onto the quayside under Steve’s directions. Steve would then unhook it. It was then Mike’s job to use his fork truck to move the crate into the warehouse, trying to group crates for the same customers close together.

After a 10-hour shift with a 1-hour lunch break – standard working hours on Vena with its 28-hour days – he joined Steve, Dave and Ray, and headed off to ‘The Seafarer’ for an after-work beer. They chatted about work, girls and life in general.

The pub had a TV switched on, and they looked up as the news reported yet another border skirmish between the Queendom and the independent patriarchy of King George. Over the last 35 years, the colony of Victoria – later known as the Queendom – had been steadily expanding and had absorbed one colony after another, at first by treaty, but the last two, Stakarov in 61 and St Peter in 65, by force of arms. The Queendom was an out and out gynarchy and their males were literally slaves from the age of 18.

Now the Queendom appeared to have turned its attention to King George, the most northerly colony on the island of South Vena.

“Mark my words, they’ll take King George and then they’ll go after Green Bay and Mount Vernon, and the next thing you know, they’ll be coming after us.” commented Ray.

“You’re right. Someone’s got to stop those bitches.” said Steve.

“Yes, if they don’t get stopped in King George, they’ll end up here eventually. It’s the domino effect. That’s how they work, one colony at a time. They’re relentless.” said Ray.

“None of the northern colonies are a match for the Queendom.” said Dave. “Even Romulus’s militia is tiny compared to the Queendom Army.”

“That’s true, but if they could just put their petty squabbles aside and unite, together we’d be more than a match for the Queendom.” said Ray.

“I’ve heard that there are talks going on.” said Steve. “But not for a merger, just for some kind of military alliance.”

“Well, that’s something, but it won’t help poor old King George. They need help now.” said Ray.

Just then, a man they had never seen before stood up from a neighbouring table and approached them,

“Excuse me, boys. I couldn’t help overhearing you and I agree with everything you said. My name is Ben and I’m in town recruiting for the Northern Legion.”

“The Northern Legion? What’s that, I’ve never heard of them.” said Ray.

“We’re recruiting volunteers from the northern colonies to go and help King George in its struggle against the Queendom. It’s financed by the King George government, and they’re offering 250,000 credits tax free for one year’s service or 400,000 for two.”

The boys’ eyes opened wide. 250,000 credits was equivalent to about 5 years of take-home pay from their current jobs.

When they didn’t immediately decline, Ben quickly gave them a leaflet each.

“All the information is in these leaflets, boys. Take your time, discuss it amongst yourselves and have a think about it. But remember, like you said, if we don’t stop them in King George, they could end up here. This is your chance to make a difference, boys. Good day to you.”

The boys discussed it. Ray and Steve seemed to be seriously considering it. They had always been keen to see more of the world. Mike wondered if it was the beer talking. Dave appeared less keen. After finishing their beers, they all went home.

Mike had a shower and got changed. He was going out with his girlfriend Daisy tonight. They had been together for about 3 months, shortly after she arrived in town. Mike still had some time to kill, so he watched a bit more TV.

After half an hour, he glanced at the clock, got up, switched the TV off and went out. Ten minutes later he was at Daisy’s flat and knocked on the door. Daisy worked for a department of the Romulus government which had a delegation here in Evans. He wasn’t exactly sure what she did as she wasn’t very open about it.

Daisy opened the door.

“Come in, Mike.”

They kissed.

“I won’t be a minute.”

Five minutes later they were on their way to their favourite restaurant. They got a table and ordered their meals and chatted. After they had finished their starters, Daisy said:

“Mike, I’ve got something to tell you.”

“What is it, Daisy?”

“I’ve been promoted at work.”

“That’s fantastic news, Daisy. So, what will you be doing now, and when do you start?”

“Well, that’s the thing, I’m not allowed to say much about the new job. I had to sign all sorts of confidentiality clauses. But the thing is, it’s not in Evans, it’s back in Romulus, and I’ll have to move back there.”

“You’re moving to Romulus? Do you have to take it? What about us?”

“I’m sorry, Mike, but I don’t have a choice. You know that. It’s a government job. It’s like being in the army. I just have to go where they tell me to go. My post here was always going to be a temporary assignment. And anyway, I’m a city girl. I find life in Evans so dull. Why don’t you come back to Romulus with me, Mike? Things have picked up since you left and you might be able to find work there now, and maybe on more money than you’re getting here.”

“Daisy, I left Romulus because it’s so expensive to live there. I don’t know if I could afford it. And I’ve got friends here now. I don’t know if I could just leave. Do you have to go?”

“I don’t have a choice, Mike.”

“I’m not sure what to do, Daisy. So, when do you leave?”

“Thursday.”

“So soon!”

Mike was a native of Romulus and knew how expensive it was to live there. He knew he wouldn’t be able to afford his own place there even if he did find a job. Daisy already earned much more than he did, and now she was about to get a promotion and presumably a pay rise. He didn’t like the idea of moving to Romulus and living off his girlfriend, even if it was only temporarily. And there was no guarantee that he would be able to find a job if he did move there.

Wednesday 6 March 71

The next day at work, on their morning tea break, Ray and Steve announced that they had both decided to sign up with the legion. Even Dave was seriously considering going with them. They all craved the adventure. And the 250,000 credits certainly looked attractive. There wasn’t much tying any of them to Evans; They weren’t from Evans. Ray had split up with his girlfriend months ago now, and Steve and Dave had never had one.

After work, in The Seafarer, they talked about it again.

The TV news was showing an interview with two males who had escaped from the Queendom by crossing the border into King George. They were apparently labourers from a farm north of Stakarov and claimed that they had been badly mistreated. To prove their point, they showed their badly welted backs to the camera, claiming it was the result of a severe whipping.

A Queendom spokeswoman retorted that they had been punished for serious crimes and demanded their immediate return. The King George government had apparently rejected their demands.

“You see, these bitches are evil. They’ve got to be stopped. Come on, Dave. Join us.” said Ray.

Mike could see that Dave was on the brink.

“What about you, Mike? Are you going to sign up as well?” asked Dave.

“Mike doesn’t want to leave Daisy.” commented Steve.

“Daisy’s leaving. She’s moving back to Romulus tomorrow.” said Mike.

“Really? Why?” asked Ray.

“She works for the Romulus government and has to go wherever they say.” said Mike sadly.

“Are you going with her?”

“I’d like to, but I don’t think I could afford to live in Romulus.”

“Well, that means there’s nothing keeping you in Evans either. Join us, Mike. Let’s all sign up together. All you have to do is sign up, spend two months in training, then spend eight months patrolling the Queendom border and then you go home with 250,000 credits in the bank. That’s enough to set yourself up quite comfortably in Romulus, Mike.”

“That’s a good point.” replied Mike.

Mike didn’t like the idea of losing his best mates as well as his girlfriend, and 250,000 credits for only one year’s work was certainly tempting. He remained silent for a short time, but then looked up and said:

“Ok, I’m in. Let’s do it.”

“Dave?”

“Ok, if Mike’s joining as well, then count me in.”

Ray went to the bar, and they celebrated with another round of drinks.

That evening, Mike called round Daisy’s house and told her he and his mates were all signing up with the legion. He expected her to try to dissuade him and ask all sorts of questions about it, but she didn’t.

“You’re volunteering for the Northern Legion? All four of you?”

“Yes, Daisy. Me, Steve, Dave and Ray.”

Mike noticed that Daisy had called it the Northern Legion.

“Have you heard of it, Daisy?”

“Well, I shouldn’t really be telling you this, Mike. But the government department I work for does, shall we say, co-operate with the legion. Unofficially of course. So, you are all signing up for a one-year commitment, I assume?”

“Apparently there’s a choice of one or two years, but we haven’t decided which, Daisy. We only just decided to sign up today.”

“Well take my advice, Mike, and just sign up for one year. All of you.”

“Ok, Daisy.”

“Come here, Mike.”

Daisy gave Mike a big hug and a tongue kiss.

“I’m so proud of you, Mike. And all the boys. But promise me, Mike.”

“What, Daisy?”

“Promise me you’ll be careful. Things might get hot there. Promise me you’ll come back to me. I couldn’t bare it if anything happened to you. To any of you.”

“I’ll do my best, Daisy.”

Thursday 7 March 71

The next day, the four boys walked into the foreman’s office to announce that they wouldn’t be available for work there anymore. They were all on day-to-day contracts anyway, with no work if there was no ship to load or unload. But that meant there was no notice period either. Nevertheless, Horace wondered why they were all leaving at the same time.

“We’re all off to Romulus to sign up with the Northern Legion.” announced Ray.

“Well, good luck to you all, boys.” said Horace, as he shook hands with each of them. “Teach those bitches a lesson if they try anything.”

Friday 8 March 71

They were all up early on Friday and each paid 78 credits for tickets on the St Davids to Romulus long distance coach and waited for it to arrive. It was 250 miles from Evans to Romulus, and it took the coach six hours to get there. On arrival, they made their way to the address mentioned on the leaflet and went in and found themselves at a reception desk.

“Good afternoon. My name’s Brian. What can I do for you?”

Ray answered for all of them.

“We’d all like to sign up for the legion.”

“That’s excellent. Thank you very much, boys.”

Brian opened a drawer and got some forms out.

“You each need to fill in one of these form and sign in the places marked. You can use that desk over there.”

After a few minutes, Ray had a question.

“Excuse me, Brian, but what’s this clause about relinquishing citizenship that we have to sign?”

“Ah yes, all that means is you agree that you are legally a citizen of King George and not of Romulus or wherever. So, if you desert or give away secrets or something, King George can prosecute you and you can’t go crying to the Romulus embassy.”

“What, for all time?”

“No, of course not, only for the duration of your contract. When the contract is up, you revert to your original citizenship.”

“Ok, that seems fair enough.”

Ten minutes later, they handed the forms back in and Brian looked through them all.

“Yes, they all look fine. I see you’ve all come from Evans. How did you get here?”

“We came on the coach.”

Brian looked something up in a book. Then opened a drawer and brought out a wad of money and started counting it out.

“Here you go. That’s 78 credits each, this is to refund you for your travel expenses. Now, I’ll show you to your temporary accommodation. But don’t get too comfortable, you’ll be on the morning flight out to King George tomorrow. But until then, you’re free to do what you like. There’s no telling when you’ll get leave, so take my advice and enjoy an evening here in Romulus.”

Brian showed them to their four-man room. They dumped their gear and then, as it was already early evening, they decided to take Brian’s advice and head into town. They soon found a pub and Mike got the round in, and they all sat there drinking and chatting and wondering what the future held. After half an hour, Ray got another round in. But very soon they had emptied their glasses for the second time.

Steve stood up.

“Same again, everyone?”

“Not here.” said Ray. “Let’s see what else this town has to offer.”

They took their glasses back and then left the pub and set off down the main road. After about 10 minutes, they found a club.

“Hey, do you fancy going in there?” asked Ray.

There were a couple of bouncers standing on each side of the entrance. Large posters proclaimed: “Live girls!”

“Hell yes. Let’s check it out!” said Steve.

“I don’t mind.” said Mike and Dave.

They paid the entry fee and went in and found a table near the stage under the rotating, flashing, coloured lights. Steve and Dave went halves on the round as the drinks were much more expensive in the club. They got settled in just as the next girl came out onto the stage.

“Ladies and gentlemen, give a big welcome to Lola!”

Lola was a brunette in her early twenties and wore a green off the shoulders dress and green shoes. Sexy music played and she danced her way up to a chrome pole and began gyrating her body and looking at the audience with a sultry expression. She slowly moved her hands over the green cloth covering her breasts.

After a minute or two she shrugged her shoulders causing the straps over her shoulders to fall away and then, without support, her dress fell off her body and onto the ground, revealing her full, round breasts with lovely pink nipples as their centrepiece. She still had pink panties on which covered her pussy and her arse crack but most of her beautifully round arse cheeks were on full display.

She slowly moved her hips from side to side in time with the music and often bent forward while caressing her breasts with her hands. The boys’ eyes homed in on the thin material covering her arse crack and her pussy. She turned round and her eyes locked onto Steve for a while and she smiled at him. She continued to dance to the music, moving her hands up and down her body from her breasts to her thighs.

She bent down and played with her hair while blowing a kiss at Dave. Then she grabbed the pole with one hand and held the other behind her head while leaning back slightly. Her stance made her breasts point forwards proudly.

Then she came right up to the boys table and turned away from them and then bent fully over with her hands braced on her knees. She looked behind and gestured for Mike to pull her panties down. Mike eagerly leaned forward and his hands gripped the narrow strips of material on each side of her waist and pulled them down. Her panties slowly descended revealing a pair of perfectly smooth, round, female arse cheeks surrounding a tight, pink arse hole and a delightful, shaved quim. All the boys’ cocks sprang up to full alert in their trousers.

Lola continued to dance naked for another minute before she left the stage to applause from the audience.

“Next up, ladies and gentlemen, please give a big Romulus welcome to Amy.”

Amy came dancing onto the stage. She was a blonde in her late teens and wore a bikini top and bottom in the colours of the Romulus flag, plus long white socks and white shoes.

Amy danced around shaking her hips and her ass while making eye contact with members of the audience and smiling at them. A couple of times, she approached the front of the stage, turned away and bent down and wiggled her ass from side to side, to cheers from the crowd.

After a few minutes, her hands went behind her back and she unhooked her bikini top. She turned to face the audience before whipping it up and off, revealing a fine pair of breasts and delightful nipples, to more cheers from the audience. She held the bikini top in one hand and twirled it round and round a few times before dropping it onto the floor.

Her hands then went to the sides of her waist, to the clasps that connected the front and back of her bikini bottom, but she merely pulled the clasps higher up her hips. She kept dancing for a short time. She teased the audience again by taking hold of the clasps, but this time she merely pulled them out sideways before letting go. Her elastic panties caused them to snap back into place.

She danced towards the edge of the stage, then reversed back, and then twirled around a few times. Finally, her hands went to the sides of her waist once more, and this time she undid the clasps. She held on to the front of her panties on her left side and the rear on her right. She moved one hand in front and the other behind, holding the panties between her legs. She pulled the material forwards and backwards a few times and the material slipped one way and then the other over her slit and her arse crack.

She then let go and the material dropped to the floor revealing her furry pussy and her beautifully tanned bottom. She continued to dance and gyrate for a few minutes, naked except for her shoes and socks. Then she bowed and danced her way off the stage to applause.

“Come on.” said Ray. “We’d better get going. We’ve got to be up early tomorrow, and we’ve got things to do when we get back.”

There was dead silence for a few seconds before the other boys burst out laughing.

Ray realized what they were all getting at.

“You’re a bunch of arse holes!” he said, laughing with them.

Saturday 9 March 71

In the morning, they were up early and had breakfast, then Brian took them out of the rear entrance of the building to where a minibus was waiting. They got in and were soon joined by five more guys who had also signed up. They introduced themselves as James, Kev and Chris, from Romulus, Sam from Ryman and Neil from Eugene.

Brian got into the driver’s seat and drove them to the airport and soon they were on a plane and took off for the 400-mile flight to King George. On arrival, they were met by a soldier in uniform who introduced himself as Corporal Eric, originally from Romulus. They boarded an army truck. Eric got into the driver’s seat and they set off.

“Where are we going, Eric?” asked Ray.

“To Prince Albert training camp. It’s about 50 miles; we’ll be there in just over an hour.”

When they arrived, Corporal Eric took them to their barrack block; Block 9, a sturdy brick building, which already contained 9 men who had arrived the week before. With the new arrivals, that made 18. Corporal Eric got them lined up outside then divided them into 3 squads of 6, named HQ squad, first squad and second squad.

Mike was in first squad, together with Ray, Steve and Dave and also Adam, from St Davids, and Zack from Westport.

A short time later, a sergeant approached them.

“Welcome to Prince Albert Camp, guys, and thanks for volunteering for the Northern Legion. I am Sergeant Dean. Corporal Eric and I will be your instructors and later your platoon leaders. We will become 2nd Platoon Northern Legion. Get settled in. Eric will show you where everything is. Tomorrow, you will all get medicals and if you pass, we’ll get you kitted out with uniforms and equipment. Training starts on Monday. That counts as the start of your service. You’ve all signed up for one year, so 250,000 credits will then be deposited into your accounts. If you haven’t already done so, make sure you write a will and hand it in at the admin block.”

Eric showed them where the mess, stores, latrines and showers were. There were other troops already here under training. Eric told them that these were all King George boys doing their national service. Males in King George had to serve 2 years in the regular forces and then 10 years in the reserves with 2 weeks training every summer.

They also saw a few girls in army uniforms which surprised them. They assumed they must be administrators or clerks or something. It was well known that there were no female combat troops in the patriarchy of King George.

Sunday 10 March 71

The next morning, they were all taken to the medical block. Corporal Eric led them into a changing room equipped with lockers.

“Right, guys, get out of those civvies. Take everything off and put your stuff in a locker. Then line up at the door.”

Five minutes later, Corporal Eric led a line of 18 naked boys down a corridor and into an examination room.

“Dr Susan will be checking you over.”

Mike looked startled. Surely, they didn’t have to be naked in front of a female doctor! But apparently, they did.

Ray was first, followed by Steve and then Mike.

When Mike got to Dr Susan, she checked his pulse, then looked into his mouth and then shone a light into each of his eyes. She then grabbed his balls and told him to cough. He then had to answer questions about what diseases he had had as a child and what inoculations he had already had. The information was written down on a card.

“Ok, now stand on the scales, please.”

She read his weight and noted it down.

“And now get under the height gauge.”

She then noted down his height.

“Date of birth?”

Mike told her and she wrote that down as well.

“Marital status?”

“Single.”

“Sexual orientation?”

“Normal.”

“Heterosexual.” said Dr Susan as she wrote something down.

“Sexual status?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, are you a virgin?”

“Oh, I see. No.”

“When was the last time you had sexual intercourse?”

“Errrrm. Why do you need to know that?”

“The health of its troops is of great importance to the army. And that includes their sexual health. Now, answer the question please.”

“Errm. About a week ago.”

“And how often do you masturbate?”

Mike thought about refusing to answer. But then he thought, what the hell, let’s get this over with.

“I guess, maybe every other day.”

Dr Susan wrote something down.

“Ok, you can go back to the locker room.”

When Mike got back to the locker room, he found Ray and Steve were already there.

“What was all that about?” asked Mike.

“Damned if I know.” answered Ray.

Mike noticed that Ray and Steve were still naked and asked why.

“Corporal Eric said to wait here and don’t bother getting dressed. It’s the stores next and we’ll get new uniforms and boots, including socks and underwear.”

Shortly after all 18 had got back, Corporal Eric returned, announced that they had all passed their medicals, and then led them off to the stores to get kitted out.

Monday 11 March 71

The following day, they started their training. They began with two days of marching and drill. The regular army got days and days of this spread over their three-month course, but the legion’s course was just 8 weeks with most of the square bashing dispensed with.

Nevertheless, their first two days were spent marching along in step in a straight line, wheeling left and right, stopping, facing left and right, doing about turns and so on.

At first, they couldn’t get the hang of it. There always seemed to be someone going out of step, then having to do a skip to get back in. And occasionally someone would turn right when the command left turn was given. They all laughed but Corporal Eric wasn’t amused.

“Yes, I know parade drill can be dull and boring, guys, and you might think it’s a waste of time, but it helps you to bond and teaches you to work as a team.”

On Wednesday, they were marching again. But route marching this time. This was about endurance rather than smartness. Their first route march was 5 miles, but the distance then increased by 5 miles each week until they were marching 25 miles. They were told to take spare socks with them and keep their feet dry at all costs. Sweaty feet will give you blisters, said Corporal Eric, and then you’ll be in agony for the rest of the march.

They also had to keep their barracks clean and tidy. Especially on Wednesdays. Every Wednesday was so-called bull night. Everything had to be cleaned and scrubbed and washed and polished. Sergeant Dean and Corporal Eric would then inspect everything, trying to find dust on surfaces they thought the boys might have overlooked, such as the top surfaces of doors, or the insides of rubbish bins.

Monday 25 March 71

At the beginning of the third week, they started weapons training. They were taught how to dismantle and reassemble the standard assault rifle. When they thought they had mastered it, Corporal Eric told them to dismantle their weapons and place all the components on the floor in front of them.

“Right, you’ve got 5 minutes to reassemble them starting from . . .”

Click.

“Now!”

He had turned the lights off and they were now in total darkness. After 5 minutes, he turned the lights back on.

“Has anybody managed it?”

Only one guy had but Mike had got further than most. But soon, they could all do it in the dark and in only 5 minutes. They also practiced loading magazines, and for a laugh, they had a competition to see who could load a 20-round magazine in the shortest time. Steve won, managing to do it in only 8 seconds.

Tuesday 26 March 71

The next day, they fired their weapons for the first time. They drew assault rifles, 3 magazines and 60 rounds from the armoury and then went to the range. Each target was the cardboard silhouette of a man with a target painted on it placed in front of a huge earth bank. There were 10 targets side by side, so 10 men could fire at a time. Corporal Eric explained that their sights would need to be adjusted to get proper accuracy, but they wouldn’t bother with that now.

“Just aim at the centre of the target. If you’re accurate, all your shots should hit the target in the same place but not necessarily in the centre of the target. We call this a grouping.”

Each man loaded his 3 magazines with 20 rounds each.

“Right, I want you to fire 20 rounds rapid fire from a standing position, then 20 kneeling, and then 20 prone. Rapid fire doesn’t mean you fire off like it’s a machine gun. It means careful aimed shots, about 1 each second.”

Before they fired, Corporal Eric went down the line checking each man’s stance and correcting it where necessary.

“Right, 20 rounds rapid fire. Begin!”

Bang, bang, bang . . .

“Very good boys. Right from now on, you’ll be doing this twice a week.”

“Later in the week, they were taught how to use grenades. Both for assault and for defence. They had a go with some practice grenades, and then on the Friday, they each threw one live frag grenade.”

Friday 29 March 71

On Friday, they were back on the range again, and they all had a go with KG61 bipod mounted light machine gun. It was easy enough to aim before you pulled the trigger, but as soon as you fired, the continuous hammering and vibration made it very difficult to keep it on the target. However, Mike did very well with it. He seemed to get the knack straight away.

Sergeant Dean, who was watching, commented:

“That’s excellent, Mike. I think I’ll put you in the heavy weapons team.”

Later on, Corporal Eric confirmed it, and added that Zack would be his no.2 man and Dave his ammo carrier.

“You three will get specialist training on this next week.”

Saturday 30 March 71

One Saturday, they had been practicing on the range all morning, and as usual, they were given Saturday afternoon off. They had just got back to their barracks when Corporal Eric came in with a notepad and a pen.

“Right, listen up boys. King George law entitles you to a woman once a month. I’m taking names now, so who’s interested?”

“What do you mean, Corporal?” asked Ray.

“Here in King George, all males over 18 have a legal right to sex once a month. If you don’t have a girlfriend, you can go to any post office and get a form, fill it in, sign the declaration that you haven’t had sex for a month, and you’ve got your prescription. Just take it to the nearest clinic and they’ll allocate you a woman.”

“Fuck me!” said Ray.

“Exactly.” said Corporal Eric. “It’s a little bit different in the army though, as we have our own women. With Prince Albert being a large training camp, we have our own women on site. Smaller camps rely on mobile units making visits. So, I just need your names then I’ll pass the list over to Chief Mary, and she and her girls will organize everything for you.”

All the boys put their names down, even Steve and Dave, who were still virgins.

“Right, boys, don’t stray too far from the barracks, or you’ll miss out.”

Less than an hour later, five women turned up and asked for five boys by name and took them away. An hour after that, the same girls started coming back, one after another. Eventually, one came in and said:

“Hi, boys, I’m looking for Mike?”

“Yes, that’s me.”

“Hi, Mike. I’m PG1 Lucy. I’m your assigned woman. Would you like to come with me?”

“Hi, Lucy.”

Mike went off with her. He was feeling a bit nervous, so he tried to break the ice by chatting as they walked along.

“What’s PG1, Lucy?”

She looked at him with a puzzled expression.

“It’s my rank of course.”

“Oh, I see. So, what does it mean?”

“I take it you are not a local boy, Mike?”

“No, I’m a volunteer in the Northern Legion. I’m from Romulus, originally, but I’ve been living in Evans for the last few years.”

“Oh, I see, that explains it. Well, I’m an army pleasure girl, and my rank is PG1 – Pleasure Girl First Class. That means I’m fully trained in fellatio and all sex positions. The lowest rank is PG2 - second class - that’s a girl who’s not been fully trained yet but can still give you a good time. There are 2 PG1’s and 3 PG2’s based here in Prince Albert. CPW Mary is in charge of us – that’s Chief Pleasure Woman.”

“So, are you all volunteers?”

“Well, I was called up to do my national service, but then I volunteered for the pleasure service. All the other girls except Mary are also doing their National Service, but Tracy and Mia are talking about staying on as regulars and making a career out of it.”

“But do you mind doing it? I mean, isn’t it a bit . . . well . . . demeaning to women?”

“I don’t think so. Don’t forget, King George is a patriarchy. So that means only males fight in wars. And do you know what the average age of soldiers in war is? I don’t mean in the peace time armies, I mean when it kicks off and armies start rapidly building up their manpower?”

“Yes, I’ve heard that in most wars it tends to be around 19.”

“That’s right! And guess what? Half of those boys are virgins, and the other half are so inexperienced that they might as well be. We think nothing of sending our young boys off to war and expect them to fight and some of them to die. So, I don’t think it’s asking too much to let them have a taste of life – to let them experience a woman – do you?”

“Well, when you put it like that, I can see your point, but I can’t see it ever happening in the northern colonies.”

“No, of course not, but it’s different for you, isn’t it? You’re not a patriarchy, you’ve gone for equality of the sexes, so obviously half your armies are women anyway.”

Mike glanced at her and then realized she was serious.

“Have you ever visited the north?”

“No, I’d like to, but I never have.”

“I didn’t think so.”

They went into the pleasure clinic. There was a reception desk with a woman sitting behind it.

“Hi, Lucy. Who’s this lucky boy?”

“Hi Mary, this is Mike from block 9.”

Mary wrote something down in a book.

“Ok. You’re in room 3, Lucy.”

They went into room 3 and closed the door.

“So, what do you fancy, Mike?”

Mike was nervous about having sex with a woman he had only just met. He didn’t know what to say.

“Ah, you northern boys are so cute! The local King George boys always know exactly what they want and get straight down to it. But you northern boys always seem so shy. Tell you what, how about a blow job to warm you up, then I’ll ride you for a bit and maybe we can finish up with some doggystyle? How does that sound, Mike?”

“That sounds great, Lucy.”

“Right, so get those clothes off then and lay down.”

They both got undressed and Mike got onto the bed on his back.

Lucy crawled up between Mike’s legs and stroked his upper thighs with her hands before she took his limp cock into her mouth and began playing her tongue over the head. When it had grown sufficiently, she grasped the shaft with one hand and then began slowly moving her lips up and down its length. Now and again, she would pause with just the helmet inside her mouth and tickle it with her tongue while sliding her hand up and down the shaft. Then her hand would return to the base, and she would resume moving her lips up and down his cock.

After 5 minutes, she looked up: “Would you like to taste me, Mike?”

“Oh, yes please, Lucy.”

Lucy got up and sat down on Mike’s chest facing his cock. She leaned down and resumed sucking his length, and at the same time she adjusted her position, so her pussy was touching his mouth. Mike extended his tongue and began licking her flaps.

“Try to get your tongue in between them, Mike, you’ll get much more flavour that way.”

Mike moved his tongue about and managed to prise Lucy’s flaps apart and started moving his tongue back and forth along her slit. After a while Lucy began to leak fanny fluid, which Mike eagerly lapped up. He then moved his tongue to her love hole and pushed it a little way in and moved it about.

“Oooh, yes, Mike, that’s nice. But I need this cock inside of me.”

Lucy got up and turned around then lowered herself down. She reached down and grabbed Mike’s man meat and adjusted it until his bell end met the entrance to her love cave. Then she slowly lowered herself down and engulfed him.

She was in a kneeling position. She leaned forward and gave him a long passionate tongue kiss, then sat up and began to move her hips forwards and backwards on his body. After a few minutes she decided she needed more penetration, so she got up onto her feet and started to squat ride him with her hands resting on his chest. She was able to achieve longer thrusts in that position.

“I love squat riding, Mike, but the local boys aren’t keen on it. They’re brought up to be so dominant, and they always want to be in control. So, they tend to prefer either missionary or doggystyle. Speaking of which.”

They both got up off the bed, but Lucy then kneeled down on the floor at the side of it, resting her belly and breasts on it. Mike got onto his knees and approached Lucy’s delightful rear.

“Do you want vaginal or anal, Mike?”

“I’ll go with vaginal if that’s ok, Lucy.”

“Of course, Mike, whatever you prefer.”

Mike was still nervous but the sight of Lucy’s beautiful behind mesmerised him, and he leaned down and grasped the sides of her butt cheeks and began to run his tongue from her pussy through her slit and up to her arse hole, and then back again. He kept it up for a minute and then shuffled in and inserted his cock into her glistening gash. He then began slowly pumping his cock in and out of her sweet love tunnel.

“That feels really nice, Mike.”

After a while Mike’s thrusts increased in both speed and depth and soon, he was hammering his cock in and out of Lucy’s heavenly hole at breakneck speed.

“Keep going, Mike. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees.”

Mike slowed down and stopped.

Lucy looked around.

“Mike, you didn’t come!”

“No, Lucy, I’m sorry.”

“Why not, don’t you find me attractive?”

“Of course, Lucy. It’s just  . . . well, I’ve only ever been with one woman before and I feel, well . . . guilty, I guess.”

“This won’t do, Mike. If you don’t come, you’ll become stressed and then you’ll be no good to the army.”

Lucy got up and headed for the door.

“Am I in trouble, Lucy?”

“No, of course not, but wait here.”

Two minutes later, Lucy was back but this time she was not alone. CPW Mary was with her. Mike was standing at the side of the bed looking down, ashamed of himself.

“Hello, Mike, I understand you didn’t come?”

“No, I’m very sorry.”

“What did you try, Lucy?”

“I started off with a blowjob and then he licked my snatch. Then I rode him for a while and then we finished off with some doggy.”

“Hmmm. Tell me, Mike, would you describe yourself as a tit man or an arse man?”

Mike thought about it for a little while.

“I like both, but I guess I’m more of an arse man.”

“Ok, I think I know a solution.

Mary stripped off and kneeled down at the side of the bed. She had a very big arse, and when she placed her chest flat on the bed, it made her cheeks bulge out and appear even larger.

“Right, Mike, I want you to kneel behind me and play with my arse. Then when you’re ready, fuck me doggystyle. Lucy, get on the bed and mount my back with your arse facing backwards. Mike, as soon as you start fucking, I want you to play with Lucy’s arse and snatch.”

“Yes, Mary.”

Mike got behind Mary. He was amazed at the size of her arse cheeks. The vast expanse of smooth, round, shiny skin really turned him on, and his cock was soon at attention. He placed his hands on her arse cheeks and gently moved them around in large circles. He kissed each arse cheek in turn and then placed a hand on the centre of each one and slowly pulled them apart, revealing her tight, pink arse hole with her long, straight arse crack leading up from it and her large, shaved snatch below.

His tongue went straight for her arse hole and poked in. He tongue-fucked it for a few minutes, but then he began licking his tongue up and down her arse crack, covering about six inches of crack centred on her hole. He kept it up for a couple of minutes.

“Oooooh! You really are an arse man, Mike.”

After a while, he moved lower and began licking her pussy. Up and down went his tongue. He enjoyed licking the surface of her long, dangly flaps, and taking then inside his mouth to bathe them with his tongue. He tried gripping them in his lips and seeing how far he could pull them out before they snapped back into place. Soon, Mary started to leak fanny fluid. Mike pressed his tongue harder into her pussy. He got his tongue between Mary’s flaps and pushed in and began licking the floor of her slippery slit. He loved the taste of her girl juice and homed in on her minge so he could slurp up more of it with his tongue. He pushed his tongue inside. Mary had quite a loose hole and it easily adjusted to the shape of Mike’s tongue. He spent the next two minutes tongue fucking it and lapping up her juices.

“Ok, Mike, it’s time to put your man meat inside me.”

Mike kneeled up and pushed his meaty rod into Mary’s spasm chasm and began pumping. He looked up to find Lucy’s arse parked on top of Mary’s. He took hold of Lucy’s arse cheeks and parted them so that he could trace his tongue up and down her arse crack while he pumped his meat in and out of Mary’s snatch.

He gave Lucy long, slow licks, trying to encompass her snatch and as much of her arse crack as he could reach. He paused and looked up and down. The sight of two beautiful arse cracks, one on top of the other, was almost more than he could endure. He resumed licking Lucy.

The two women were both getting close, as was Mike.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, lick me baby, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeees!”

“Yes, yes, fuck my twat, yes, boy, keep going, yes, yeeeeeeeees.”

Mike was on the edge as well. He pulled out just in time. Because he was right up against Mary’s huge arse, he had to point his manhood quite high.

Suddenly, his balls tightened and his cock flexed, and the next moment, jet after jet of hot white baby gravy blasted from the end of his cock and shot up into the air, then slowed down and started to return. Most of it landed on Lucy’s lower back, ran down her arse crack, dripped onto Mary’s arse, then ran down her arse crack and ended up on her snatch.

Mike was exhausted and leaned forward, his belly resting on Mary’s arse cheeks and his chest on Lucy’s. When they had all recovered, they slowly stood up.

“Thank you, Mary and Lucy, that was wonderful.” said Mike.

“You’re welcome, Mike. Well done, Lucy. Mission accomplished. Let’s all get in the shower.”

After they had showered:

“Take him back to his barracks, Lucy. And don’t forget to fill in your after-action report.”

“Yes, Chief.”

Mike and Lucy went back to the barracks where Lucy collected the next boy on her list.

“Is Dave here?”

“Yes, Lucy.”

“Be gentle with him, Lucy. He’s a virgin.” shouted Ray.

Lucy smiled.

“Fuck off.” said Dave, embarrassed.

Monday 2 April 71

The following week, the boys were taught various infantry formations, including V-formation, skirmish lines, and single file with point man and flank guards. There was much laughter and larking about when they were told to charge an enemy trench line while yelling their war cries. Corporal Eric wasn’t impressed with some of the war cries. He thought they weren’t scary enough.

“Right, boys. The charge that we’ve just done is never used unless the enemy is already routed. You never attack a defended position that way unless you outnumber the enemy by at least 10 to 1 and it’s less than 100 yards ahead of you. And then only if they don’t have any machine guns. Otherwise, it’s suicidal. What you do instead is fire and movement. What that means is, half of you lay down, behind cover if possible, and fire at any enemy you can see. If you can’t see them, you fire wherever you think they might be, or just anywhere at all. Make as much noise as possible. A few brave one’s among them might stick their heads up and shoot back. If they do, you shoot at them. But most of them will just keep their heads down, which is what we want. While half of you are firing, the other half quickly run forward, then flop down behind cover and open fire, and then the other half get up and it’s their turn to advance. When you’re all close enough, you all lob grenades if you have them, wait for them to go off, and then all charge and overwhelm the enemy. Any questions?”

“How far do you run forward in each advance?” asked Ray.

“Ideally you run to the next bit of good cover, but it shouldn’t be much more than 5 seconds.”

“It sounds simple enough.”

“It’s not, believe me. When the bullets are flying and explosions are going off, you’ll want to shit yourself. And the natural reaction when you’re scared is to keep your head down and join up with your mates. Safety in numbers. But you have to have the discipline to avoid that. You’ve got to keep moving and firing until the objective is taken. And for fuck sake don’t bunch up; always leave plenty of space between each man.”

They spent the whole week discussing and then practicing small unit tactics.

Monday 9 April 71

The following week, Mike, Zack and Dave were split off from the others and given heavy weapons training on the KG61 light machine gun. Mike would be the gunner and Zack the loader and Dave would be an ammunition carrier. But all three boys were taught all three jobs. The KG61 was belt fed, and the loader had to feed the belt in and make sure it didn’t tangle up or jam. The weapon was air cooled and the barrel would overheat if fired continuously for too long. So, you could just fire in short bursts, or you could fire a long burst and then let it cool down after, or you could fire a long burst and change out the barrel. They were all taught how to do a barrel change in double quick time.

“Make sure you use the asbestos rag, or you’ll leave your skin behind on the barrel.”

Once they were familiar with the weapon, they were taught how to design and build emplacements for it and then taught how to use it in battle. Their weapon would form the base of fire. Their job was to pin down the enemy and deny them the ability to move. This would then allow the rest of the troop to attempt outflanking moves.

They spent the rest of the week practicing squad and troop level tactics, and then the rest of the month they joined up with other troops to practice company level tactics. A large exercise, named Exercise Martin, was planned for early May that would showcase all the abilities of the King George Army. Although it had been planned in secret, once it started, the press and TV would be called in to observe. As well as being a military exercise, it would also serve as an advertisement of the army’s capabilities and in effect, a warning to the Queendom.


Chapter 2 – Front Line

Wednesday 2 May 71

On the first Wednesday in May, all the boys were in high spirits. Their training was due to finish at the end of the week. Today, they would be practising their drill ready for their formal parade on Friday. All the boys were in the barracks polishing boots or ironing uniforms ready for the practice parade that afternoon. Then, on Saturday, they had been promised some woman time, and after that they would begin preparing for the exercise.

But the plans all changed when Sergeant Dean came urgently striding into the barracks.

“Listen up boys. Friday’s parade has been cancelled. Exercise Martin has also been cancelled. And the last 3 days of your training are cancelled. As of right now, 2nd Platoon Northern Legion is activated. Queendom troop concentrations have been identified just over the border, and army command doesn’t want to take any chances. We’re being sent down to reinforce the units already near the border. We leave in 2 hours.”

They got allocated two army trucks and loaded all their gear including weapons, ammunition and rations, and then set off down the coast road. Other formations were also moving out and soon there was quite a long convoy of army vehicles. After an hour, they passed through King George itself. The police held up the traffic to let them get through. The border was only 40 miles beyond King George town. Their truck travelled 30 miles and then turned left onto an unmade road. It was a recently constructed military road. They headed inland until they were about 30 miles from the coast and then stopped.

They got out and discovered a bunker and a few trenches.

“Gather round, men.” said Sergeant Dean.

“This will be our position. It’s called Strongpoint Echo and it’s one of seven strongpoints on the Gareth Line. The actual continuous front line starts at the coast and runs inland for about 20 miles and ends at Strongpoint Alpha. After that, there’s no continuous line, there’s just strongpoints every five miles. So, five miles to our right is Delta and five miles to our left is Foxtrot. After Foxtrot, the line bends back on itself, so Golf is actually seven miles away behind us and off to the left.”

“Our job is to hold this strongpoint. We’ll support the neighbouring strongpoints if they come under attack and they’ll support us if we get attacked. As you can see, our position isn’t very well developed, so for the next 5 or 6 days, we dig. We’re going to set up for all-round defence. And we’re getting stores to enable us to hold out in isolation for up to 7 days. Any questions?”

“There’s only 20 of us. What if they send their main army against us?”

“They won’t. It’s just not practical. The only road is our supply road back to the coast. There are no roads aligned with their axis of advance. Their main attack will have to go along the coast road and that’s where most of our troops are positioned.”

“But what if they use tanks? Surely their tanks could cross this terrain even without roads.”

“Tanks need fuel and ammunition. Tanks could make it, but their supply train couldn’t. Besides, we think they’ve only got 4 light tanks, and they would be much more useful to them on the coastal plain.”

The boys spent the next 7 to 8 days digging bunkers and trenches and offloading stores when trucks arrived. Corporal Eric identified 4 LMG positions with good fields of fire and Mike and his team got to work preparing them with spades and sandbags. They then took the LMG to each one in turn to check it out. Mike identified various bushes that would interfere with his field of fire, and Zack and Dave went out to dig them up.

But it was all quiet on the front. The border was still open and trucks and civilians, if they had the correct paperwork, could still cross.

Thursday 10 May 71

One Thursday, Mike, Zack and Dave were on duty at the LMG position that faced southwest. Mike was scanning the countryside through the telescopic sight fitted to the KG61. Zack and Dave were sitting on ammo boxes in the trench.

“This is boring.” said Dave. “Nothing’s happening.”

“It suits me.” said Zack. “We’re already 9 weeks in with only 34 to go. If it stays like this, it will be the easiest 250 grand we’ve ever made. Besides, Sergeant Dean told me that they’re going to start issuing weekend passes on Saturday, for 4 of us at a time.”

“Hey, things are looking up.” said Dave.

“I see something.” said Mike.

Zack and Dave popped up. “Where?” said Zack.

“See those three trees close together?”

“Yes.”

“Go to the left a bit and there’s a bush. I saw a flash of light there. A reflection off of something.”

“I don’t see anything.” said Dave.

“I don’t now. But go and tell Eric or Dean.”

A couple of minutes later, Sergeant Dean turned up.

“What did you see, Mike?”

“A reflection.”

Mike explained where he had seen the flash of light. Sergeant Dean stared through his binoculars for several minutes.

“Got ‘em. Queendom scouts. They’re checking us out.”

Sergeant Dean went off to report the sighting to HQ.

“What do we do?” asked Dave excitedly. “Do we open fire?”

Mike and Zack looked at each other and laughed.

“Of course not. We’re not at fucking war!” said Zack.

Sunday 13 May 71

There was much excitement on Sunday. Ray told them about Queendom radio reports of another border skirmish down by the coast. But they hadn’t heard anything through official channels.

“According to them, some of our guys strayed across the border and ran into a Queendom army patrol and opened fire, killing two girls and wounding three others.”

“What’s our radio saying?” asked Mike.

“They’re reporting the Queendom radio claims, but they also said they’ve not been able to get clarification from the army.”

Ray kept listening in throughout the day but there was no further information. Then at 17:00, Sergeant Dean addressed them:

“Listen up guys. I’ve just got a message from HQ and been told to pass it on. The army denies any involvement in the border incident. They said the nearest KG troops were more than 5 miles away from where the incident is supposed to have occurred. We’re not sure what’s going on. It could be a Queendom friendly fire accident, or it could be they’ve staged the whole incident.”

“Why would they stage it?” asked Zack.

“To create an excuse for some kind of action. But until we know for sure, we’re going on full alert. That means 7 hours on, 7 hours off, from now on. Corporal Eric will sort out the rotas.”

They went onto alert. All the boys were wide eyed with excitement, expecting something to happen at any moment. But nothing did. Soon they were all bored rigid again, and to make things worse, Sergeant Dean decided not to issue any weekend passes for the time being.

Wednesday 16 May 71

The following Wednesday, they were reinforced by four more Northern Legion men. They had only had 5 weeks training and had been rushed to the front. They would complete their training on the job. Mike was given one to act as an additional ammo carrier. He introduced himself as Oscar, and he came from Ryman.

Nothing seemed to be happening, so they were stood down from full alert.

Thursday 17 May 71

The following day, Queendom scouts were again spotted observing their positions. Sergeant Dean said all the strongpoints had seen scouts over the last few days. It looked like the Queendom were trying to get a feel for their positions and their strength in each one.

“But we still expect their main attack, if it comes, will be along the coast road.” said Sergeant Dean.

Saturday 19 May 71

On Saturday, there were again no weekend passes issued. However, a supply truck arrived and it brought mail. Mike was glad to receive his first letter from Daisy. He settled down on an ammo box to read it.

“Alert! Man your positions.”

It was Corporal Eric. Mike manned his LMG and Zack took his place by his side. Dave and Oscar soon arrived. Since they were in a fixed position, they didn’t have much to do in the way of carrying ammo, so they both held assault rifles.

“Keep your eyes peeled boys.”

“What’s happening, corp?” asked Mike.

“It’s all kicked off on the coast road. The Queendom have launched a major assault with tanks and infantry, and their navy’s shelling our positions down there.”

They stayed at their positions all morning, scanning the terrain in front of them, but there was no sign of the enemy.

Sergeant Dean came by.

“What’s the latest, Sarge?” asked Zack.

“Well, our boys seem to be holding them off at the moment. But from what I’ve heard, their attack seems a bit half hearted. There are negotiations going on at the moment with the Romulus government trying to mediate. It’s possible that their attack was just a show of force to put pressure on the negotiations rather than a full-blooded attempt at an invasion. But stay alert, boys. You can’t trust those bitches.”

Sunday 20 May 71

The next day, Mike, Zack and Dave were at the LMG scanning the terrain to the southwest when Ray came running up looking very agitated.

“Get your stuff together, guys, we’re pulling back.”

“Pulling back? Why? We haven’t even been shot at yet!”

“Don’t ask me, do I look like a fucking general? I’m just passing on the orders.”

Ray clearly wasn’t in the best mood. He went running off down the trench to inform the rest of the guys.

Mike grabbed the LMG and Zack picked up the bipod. Oscar came running up and he and Dave grabbed two ammo boxes each. They all climbed out of the trenches and ran back towards the trucks where Sergeant Dean and Corporal Eric were gathering everyone. When everyone was there, he spoke.

“The Queendom Army have broken through on the coast road and pushed our guys back about 15 miles. Strongpoint Golf reports enemy forces off to their east, by-passing them and heading northeast. We have to pull back level with our main force on the coast otherwise we’ll be cut off. We can’t use the trucks as the Queendom Army have already taken Strongpoint Alpha, so we’re heading north. Ok, let’s move out. Corporal Eric, I want line ahead formation with point men and flank guards.”

“Yes sarge.”

They set off but looked round when they heard two explosions. Sergeant Dean had just lobbed a grenade into each truck. They yomped for 5 hours cross country then stopped for the night with sentries positioned for all round defence.

Monday 21 May 71

Early Monday morning, they set off once again. There was still no contact with the enemy, but they did hear the sounds of firing far off to the east.

“It sounds like the guys from Golf have made contact.” commented Corporal Eric.

They stopped again in the late afternoon and again set up all round defence.

Bang! Bang!

Suddenly they heard their rearguard open fire.

Corporal Eric went rushing back to find out what was happening. Sporadic firing continued.

Sergeant Dean hurried over to Mike.

“Mike, get your LMG set up here, then I’ll pull the guys back level with you.”

“Yes, Sarge.”

Mike and his team quickly got their weapon set up and formed a makeshift emplacement using kit bags.

“Ready, Sarge.”

Sergeant Dean rushed forward and Mike heard him blow his whistle and shout orders.

“Fall back 200 yards.”

The guys who had been on the rearguard fell back and formed up each side of Mike’s position. Most of the other guys joined them but they also maintained a weakened all-round defence. Soon Mike had 12 riflemen plus Sergeant Dean with him.

Nothing happened for about 5 minutes, but then a grenade flew towards them and exploded. They all ducked down. Fortunately, the grenade landed short. Then Queendom Army troops opened up on them with rifle fire.

Mike couldn’t see where the shots were coming from. So, he did what the army called a reconnaissance by fire. He let loose and fired a long burst in a wide arc, starting 45 degrees off to the left and swinging round to finish 45 degrees to the right. He aimed just above the ground. When he released the trigger, his comrades also ceased fire. There was silence.

Sergeant Dean blew a whistle: “Come on men, forwards!”

He led the 12 riflemen forward, yelling their war cries. Mike’s team maintained their position, listening. They head sporadic shooting. Ten minutes later, they came back with a prisoner. She was slightly wounded.

“Ray, look after the prisoner.”

“Yes, sarge.”

“What happened, Ray?” asked Mike.

“It was a probe, but we chased them off. We caught this one and we found one dead. Well done, mate, you got your first kill.”

Mike wasn’t sure how he felt about it.

“Right! Get your gear together, we move in ten.” yelled the sarge.

Then Des called out:

“Sarge! The radio’s had it.”

Sergeant Dean went over to look at the backpack radio. It looked ok apart from a small hole in the side.

“Shit! That’s all we need. Well, we’re about 8 miles from the coast road. We’ll relocate to a new position now and set up for all round defence. Then first thing tomorrow we’ll head straight for the coast and figure out where we are in relation to the front line.”

Tuesday 22 May 71

Early the next day, they set off once more, heading northwest. Sergeant Dean, Corporal Eric, 22 troopers and one Queendom Army prisoner. The early morning mist lifted, and they saw the coast road and the ocean beyond it. It was all downhill as they came out of the foothills and onto the coastal plain. A small farm lay ahead of them about 100 yards this side of the coast road. The joined an unmade road that led down past the farm and up to the coast road.

“Enemy troops at the farm! Take cover!”

The enemy spotted them at almost the same time and opened fire at long range with rifles. Luckily, everyone had gone to ground in time. The troopers returned fire.

Sergeant Dean came crawling up to Mike on his belly.

“Mike, see that depression 50 yards ahead? Get your LMG set up there. Wait for my signal, then lay down covering fire. I’m going to send a squad out on each flank. Cease fire when we get there and then join us.”

“Got it.” said Mike. “Come on guys.”

Mike, Zack, Dave and Oscar began working their way up to the depression and started setting up the LMG. Meanwhile Sergeant Dean had organized two squads of 6 for the flanking attack. Four more guys and the prisoner remained behind.

Sergeant Dean yelled:

“Go go go!”

Mike pressed the trigger and began raking the farm buildings with intermittent short bursts of fire. Soon all the glass in the windows was smashed. He saw the assault teams making their way from cover to cover down the flanks. Sergeant Dean and Corporal Eric were leading the squads. Mike continued firing even though he couldn’t see any enemy soldiers. He concentrated on the windows. The four remaining guys and the prisoner came up level with Mike and two of them joined in the covering fire with their assault rifles.

The assault teams were at the farm in only two minutes. Mike saw six girls running towards the coast road behind the farm. Two fell but four made it to the road and turned right and ran along it. Mike and the guys stopped shooting as the assault teams arrived at the farm and burst in. The next moment all went quiet. Someone came back out of the farm and waved at them.

They picked up their gear and hurried towards the farm. When they got there and went inside, they found Rob and Chris, their medics tending to two badly wounded Queendom girls. Mike wondered if he had shot them with his machine gun. Then Ray brought in another girl; she was one of the two that had been shot running from the farm. She wasn’t too bad but she couldn’t walk.

“The other one didn’t make it.” said Ray.

Sergeant Dean and Corporal Eric began organizing the defence of the farm. They weren’t sure which side of the lines they were on. Mike went out with them to discuss where to set up the LMG and they chose two sites halfway between the farm and the coast road, one defending to the southeast and the other two the northwest. Mike and his team got to work clearing obstacles and vegetation to ensure good fields of fire. They concentrated on the southeast facing position and as well as the LMG emplacement, they had soon dug a rudimentary dugout. They placed three boxes of ammo in it and another box in the other position.

An hour later they heard vehicles coming from the south. Sergeant Dean rushed upstairs in the farmhouse and looked out with his binoculars. He shouted to Mike from the window:

“It’s enemy transport. Two trucks. Mike, open fire as soon as you’ve got a good shot.”

There were two drop side trucks with tarpaulin covers over a frame. Probably carrying ammunition and rations. But the fact that they were driving along there must mean their own troops were further north, thought Mike.

He allowed the trucks to approach to within 200 yards and then opened fire. The bullets hammered into the cowling of the first truck, and it veered off the road and into a ditch. That exposed the second truck, and he did the same again. Both trucks stood there, smoking.

Two girls jumped out of each truck and began running back. Mike automatically aimed at them with his finger on the trigger. He could easily have mowed them down. But they were unarmed and running away from him. He couldn’t bring himself to shoot.

Wednesday 23 May 71

Early the next day, they were suddenly woken up by a whistling sound and then an explosion.

Mike and Zack were in their dugout.

“Incoming! Everyone to your positions!” yelled Sergeant Dean.

The explosions kept coming.

Mike and Zack quickly whipped the cover off the LMG. They kept their heads down most of the time but had a quick look now and then to check the coast road. After a short time, Dave and Oscar joined them.

“Who’s doing the shooting?” asked Mike.

“It’s two Queendom gunboats just offshore.” replied Oscar.

There was a huge bang as the farmhouse was hit and tiles flew everywhere and it was soon followed by another. Then after a third hit, part of the roof collapsed. Then there was a much closer explosion and Mike blacked out for a few seconds. When he came to, there was smoke and dust everywhere.

“Zack? Are you ok.”

“Yes, I think so. I’ve got a cut but it’s nothing.”

They heard a gurgling sound and looked round to find Oscar had been badly wounded and blood was pouring from his throat. He looked at them for a moment, and then seconds later he was gone. They looked round to find Dave. He was on the ground just outside the dugout. Zack reached out and dragged him in.

“He’s alive but badly wounded.” said Zack. They both ducked as a shell landed between them and the farmhouse and exploded.

“Medic!” shouted Zack.

“Shit. The LMG doesn’t look too good either.” said Mike looking at the twisted metal. He got it back upright and into firing position and examined it.

“No, it’s had it.”

They suddenly realized that the shelling had stopped and Sergeant Dean was calling everyone. They dragged Dave and Oscar around behind the farmhouse where everyone was gathering. They had lost 4 killed and 9 wounded. Seven of the wounded were too badly hit to be taken along without slowing them down too much. Rob, one of the medics, volunteered to stay behind with them and their four prisoners and surrender to the Queendom Army.

Sergeant Dean, Corporal Eric and the remaining 11 troopers, 2 of them slightly wounded, then headed off, back into the hills where they had come from the day before. Mike and Zack now had assault rifles. They all took as much ammunition as they could carry. They had not gone far when they heard noises.

“Tank!”

At that moment, they saw a light tank drive around the wrecked trucks and fire at Mike’s LMG position. They were followed by about 30 Queendom Army troops. Mike watched fascinated as the tank drove at full speed towards his LMG position and stopped right on top of it. It then began turning on the spot to collapse the dugout. Mike was glad he wasn’t in it.

The legion troops kept moving. They figured they must have been spotted, but the enemy troops ignored them, they were much more concerned about whether the farmhouse was still occupied. Mike turned to watch what would happen when they discovered Rob and the seven wounded and the four prisoners. Rob was already on his knees with his hands on his head. He had released the unwounded Queendom Army prisoner.

With the farmhouse secured, Mike watched as two enemy troops with assault rifles carefully came down the side of the farmhouse. They were looking directly at him, but as they weren’t being fired at and the King George troops were moving away, they didn’t open fire either. When they got near the corner of the building, they heard their comrade calling to them and one of them peeked round and saw her and Rob and the wounded. She shouted something – Mike couldn’t hear what – and soon there were more Queendom troops there.

Sergeant Dean led his men back into the hills and they then turned northeast and marched throughout the day. They then camped for the night.

“We’ll try to make it into King George tomorrow and join up with the forces already there.” announced Sergeant Dean.

The troops were reorganized into two squads.

Ray led the first squad and was given Mike, Steve, Zack and Chris.

Corporal Eric led the second squad.

Thursday 24 May 71

They set off at dawn the following day. By midday, they could see King George below them as they came down from the hills. They could see signs of fighting. It appeared the Queendom Army had reached the edge of town but had not managed to fight their way in.

They carefully made their way down in single file. Jack from second squad was on point. Steve was left flank guard and Neil was on the right. They climbed a fence into a farm lane, turned right and stopped, waiting for their flank guards to reposition. Then they carefully made their way along it. There was only a mile to go until they reached the first buildings of King George. The situation was tense. Jack was sweating buckets. They reckoned each day on point aged you by a month.

“Enemy on the left flank.” shouted Steve.

Intense rifle fire broke out from the left.

“Defend to the west.” shouted Sergeant Dean.

“Mike, Adam, Zack, Ray. Move 50 yards left. Corporal Eric . . .”

“Grenade! Get down!”

Suddenly a grenade exploded and there was an eruption of shooting not only from the west but also from the east. It only lasted for about 5 seconds and then stopped. The only noise now was the groans of the wounded.

“Nobody fucking move or we’ll blow you all to kingdom fucking come!” shouted a female voice. Nobody moved. Queendom Army troops slowly moved in, their fingers on the triggers.

“If you can, slowly stand up without your weapons and put your hands on your head. Face east.”

“East, I said! The other fucking way, you moron.”

Only 6 guys stood up. Mike was one of them.

“Walk backwards.” shouted the female.

Mike did as he was told. Then someone grabbed his hands and zip tied them behind his back. He was then pulled further back and up a bank at the side of the lane, then told to sit on the ground. He looked around to see who was with him. He saw Zack, Ray, Chris, Sergeant Dean and Des. Mike could still see the ambush site and noticed a Queendom medic checking the boys who were on the ground. Queendom stretcher bearers picked up three of them, presumably wounded. Mike thought they were Corporal Eric and Nigel and Colin from second squad.

Steve was still down and in a pool of blood. It didn’t look good. It looked like he had been killed. Mike couldn’t see Jack, who had been on point. It looked like the enemy had let Jack go by so they could ambush the main body. There was no sign of the two flank guards.

After an hour, Mike and the other five were told to stand up. They were just south of King George and there were no roads around here; the enemy must have made their way round from the coast road on the west side over the hilly moorland. They would need to get their prisoners back the same way before they could load them onto transport and take them away. It was getting dark and it didn’t look like they would be going far tonight. They were pushed and shoved along for 10 minutes until they came to a group of tents in a clearing in some woods.

They apparently didn’t have any means of imprisoning their captives, so, they took them all to an open area between the tents and zip tied an ankle of each man to a heavy-duty tent peg and bashed it into the ground. A sentry was stationed to keep an eye on them. They were all worn out and suffering the stress of having been in a firefight and barely survived. Some of them had the beginnings of survivor’s guilt. They all laid down quietly and tried to sleep.

At one point a Queendom soldier walked past and seemed surprised to see them there. She spotted that Mike was awake.

“You fucking male scum.” she said and spat on him.

Mike had an unsettled night. He just couldn’t sleep. It was cold and damp and the ground was hard. He just couldn’t get comfortable. He tried laying on his back, his left side, his right side. Nothing worked. He tossed and turned all night, half asleep.

Then he sat up. Everything was quiet. He looked around to where the sentry should be, but she wasn’t there. As he moved, he noticed his tent peg wobble. He reached out to grab it and realised it was loose. Most of the ground was heavy clay but by chance his peg had been hammered into a patch of sandy soil. With just a minute or so of rocking it back and forth, he was able to pull it out. He got up into a crouch and slowly walked between the tents. He could hear voices coming from some of the tents and he could see sentries dotted about. He heard footsteps. Probably the prisoners’ sentry coming back from wherever she had been. At first, he quietly made his way between the tents. But then he decided it would be less suspicious if he just walked boldly along at a normal pace. He doubted that tired troops would stick their heads out of their tents every time someone walked past. He simply walked out of the camp and into the woods. He kept walking in the dark for two hours and then found a spot where he could get his head down for the rest of the night.

Friday 25 May 71

Mike woke up the next morning. He thought about his options. He could try to break back into King George, or he could try to get home. But it looked like King George had had it. It was only a matter of time. So, he decided to try and get home. He knew Romulus had an embassy in Victoria, but he didn’t fancy his chances of sneaking into the enemy’s capital city wearing the uniform of the Northern Legion. He could make his way to the North Cape. It was only 150 miles from North Vena and a well-known smuggling route. If he chanced upon any smugglers, they would probably take him back to Romulus for a share of his 250,000 credits. Or there were the two independent colonies in the south, Green Bay and Mount Vernon. Mount Vernon was the nearest, at 300 miles.

After laying on his back and staring up into the sky for a while, Mike made his mind up. There was plenty of natural drinking water to be had but he had no rations. He would make for Strongpoint Golf and see what he could pick up there. It was about 45 miles away. Maybe 3 days march. If he had no luck there, he would try Foxtrot and then Echo. With the war still going on, he doubted that the Queendom would have allocated troops to systematically clear out enemy supply dumps. No doubt Queendom soldiers would have done some looting, but he doubted that emergency ration packs would have been high on their list, and he was confident of finding enough for his needs, and maybe some other useful gear.

He wouldn’t get any food until he got there, so he got up and got going.

Sunday 27 May 71

Two days later, Mike got up early. He had stopped for the night near a stream. He bent down and had a drink, then splashed some water over his face, and then got moving. He was starving, but confident he would reach Golf later that day.

Just eight hours later, he could see Strongpoint Golf half a mile ahead. He cautiously approached. There didn’t seem to be anyone around. Sure enough, there were signs of looting. And there were lots of empty cartridge cases as well. It looked like the boys had been attacked and had defended themselves. Mike found a rucksack and plenty of emergency ration packs and some water bottles, but unfortunately, there were no weapons.

He had almost finished his methodical search when he heard a noise. He listened. Shit! It sounded like a truck. He quickly rushed out of the stores bunker and along the trenches, but the truck had already arrived and had stopped. He heard doors open and shut and female voices. He peered over the top of the trench. Two females were walking his way. One had a rifle slung over her shoulder. There was a crash as the trucks tailgate was dropped, and then two more women got out. They didn’t seem to have weapons on them, but they would surely have some in the truck.

Mike climbed out of the trench. The two women walking his way stopped in shock and stared at him, not knowing what to do, and not knowing whether he was alone or part of a group. Mike turned round and ran as fast as he could.

One of the women shouted out: “Enemy soldier!”

Them, belatedly realizing that Mike was alone and unarmed, the woman with the rifle began to unsling her weapon, but by the time she was ready to fire, Mike was out of sight. Both women ran back to their truck to report.

Mike headed south. It was downhill away from the strongpoint. There were no roads, so if they wanted to come after him, they would have to come on foot. He reckoned he could outrun them. He was confident of getting away. They were only supply troops after all. They’d probably never fired a weapon in anger. No doubt they would report seeing him and the direction he had gone. But there were probably scores of isolated soldiers wandering about. Mike didn’t think searching for an isolated, unarmed soldier would be a priority while the war was still going on. He kept up a fast stride for the next two hours before he stopped for a rest. He reckoned he must be 6 miles south of Golf by now. He sat down and took some food out of a ration pack. It was in a foil sachet about 4 inches by 3. He tore the top off and squeezed the food out and scoffed it down. It looked like cat food, but it tasted ok. The first sachet claimed to be Chicken Casserole.  Then he had a second, the same, and then a third, which was allegedly Beef Stew. They all had the same instructions on them: “Heat if possible. May be eaten cold.” He had a drink from a water bottle.

Then he set off walking again. In three days, he should reach the Aurora to Diana highway. Until then, it was uninhabited moorland with some forested areas on lower ground, especially next to running water.

Wednesday 30 May 71

Sure enough, 3 days later, he did reach the highway, although it took him by surprise. He was making his way through a forest and suddenly, there was the highway in front of him. He had made really good time. He had plenty of water and rations. He was confident of making it all the way to Mount Vernon, now a little over 200 miles away.

He carefully approached the road which was in a 3 to 4 feet deep cut at this point. He listened. There were no sounds of traffic. He moved closer so that he could see left and right along the road as far as the next bends. There was nothing in sight.

He began to climb down the edge of the cut, but it was steep, almost vertical, and he lost his footing and slid down on his arse with his rucksack noisily scraping along the dirt as he descended.

“Shit!” he said under his breath.

He dusted himself down and looked left and right. Still no traffic. He crossed the road and began to climb up out of the cut on the other side.

“Freeze! Don’t fucking move male or I’ll shoot you where you fucking stand. Get your fucking hands up.”

Mike froze but looked around and saw a female in army uniform walking towards him and pointing a pistol at him. About 100 yards behind her was a truck. It had been driven off the side of the road which is why he hadn’t seen it. Another female was hurrying over from the truck; she also had a pistol.

Mike stepped down onto the road and slowly turned round with his hands up. When the first woman was about 10 yards away, she stopped and waited for the second woman who then shouted at Mike:

“Drop the backpack. And no sudden movements.”

Mike carefully did as he was told.

“Right. Now lay down in the middle of the road. Face down. Spread your arms and legs.”

“Cover him, Mary.”

“You got it. Hold on Sue, there’s a car coming.”

Sue looked up, she held up her hand to stop the car, which was travelling west.

The car stopped and a woman looked out.

“What’s going on?”

“It’s an enemy soldier. Wait there, we won’t keep you long.”

Sue searched Mike but found nothing of interest and then looked in his backpack.

“What’s he got in there?” asked Mary.

“Just water bottles and rations. Ok, male, get up. And don’t try anything. Walk to the truck.”

Sue beckoned for the civilian car to pass them which it did. They arrived at the truck.

“Stop! Male, do you know how to change a wheel?”

“Yes.”

“Well, get on with it then.”

Mike looked at the truck and saw that the front left wheel was flat. The girls had already got the jack and wheel nut wrench out. Mike went over and loosened all the wheel nuts and then set the jack into position and began pumping the lever. It was hard work, but after 10 minutes the front wheel was clear of the ground. He removed the nuts and worked the wheel off and leaned it against the truck. The spare was mounted under the truck bed towards the rear. He removed it and put the other wheel in its place. After what must have been nearly an hour of hard work, the truck was ready to go.

“Please, Mistress, may I have some water?”

Mary took one of his water bottles out of the backpack and passed it to him. Mike glugged down half a bottle. And then handed it back.

“What are we going to tie him up with?” asked Mary.

“I don’t know. Keep him covered.” replied Sue.

Sue went to rummage amongst the stores in the truck but came back empty handed.

“I can’t find anything, but I’ve got an idea. Get in, Mary.”

Mary holstered her pistol and got into the driver’s seat of the truck.

“Get in, male.” said Sue.

Mike climbed up into the passenger side.

“Right, lay down on the floor, face down and just in front of the seats.”

Mike did as he was told. His feet went in front of Mary’s seat and under her legs. Sue then climbed in. She rested her feet on Mike’s back. She kept her pistol in her hand.

“This will have to do. Don’t fucking move, male. Ok, Mary, let’s go.”

Ninety minutes later, they arrived in Aurora and ten minutes after that, they turned into the home base of the Aurora Light Infantry. The sentry stopped them.

“Papers.”

“They handed their papers over.”

“This consignment is for Advance Supply Depot No.3. Why are you stopping here?”

“We’ve got a prisoner of war on board, and we want to hand him over.”

The sentry pressed a buzzer and spoke to someone inside the barracks. Moments later, a sergeant and two armed soldiers emerged and went to the back of the truck.

Sue leaned out and shouted: “No, he’s here, in the front.”

She opened the door and climbed out and pointed.

“Get out!” said the sergeant.

Mike climbed out. The soldiers grabbed him and roughly shoved him face first against the truck and searched him. One of them zip tied his hands behind his back.

“He had this with him.” said Sue, pulling the backpack out of the cab.

“Where did you find him?” asked the Sergeant.

“We were stopped in a lay-by changing a flat when we saw him trying to cross the road. He was unarmed, so we shouted at him and arrested him at gun point. He was heading south.”

“Well done girls. You’re ID cards please. I’ll see you get a commendation.”

“Thank you, sergeant.”

“Ok, bring him inside.”

Mike was taken inside and locked up in a cell in the guard room. His zip tie was removed. The cell had a mattress with blankets on it and there was a bucket.

He soon became a bit of a novelty. Every time someone came to the guardroom for whatever reason, they would be told that there was a POW in the cells.

“Really? What’s he doing here? We’re over 125 miles from the border! Can I have a quick look?”

Then someone would look at him with wide eyes. After the third time, Mike began blowing sarcastic kisses at anyone who looked in, usually getting a laugh for his effort.

Later, they brought him some stew and a cup of tea. After they collected the empties, he made the bed and got his head down.

Thursday 1 June 71

About 10:00 the next day, an officer turned up and stood outside his cell, studying him for a while.

“Stand up male and face the wall.”

Mike did so. He heard the cell door open and then felt his hands being zip tied behind his back.

“Right, let’s go.”

He was led out and 10 minutes later he was led into an office and told to sit down. The officer sat behind the desk and two soldiers stood behind him.

“My name is Lieutenant Marley. I will now ask you some questions, and you would be well advised to answer them. Name?”

“Mike.”

“Rank?”

“Trooper.”

“Number?”

“100703.”

“Unit?”

Mike didn’t answer. The officer looked up from her notepad.

“Your unit, male?”

“Under the rules of war, you can’t ask me that question.”

“I’ll ask you anything I damn well please, and you’d better answer.”

“I’ll ask again. What’s your unit?”

Silence. The officer nodded to the two soldiers standing behind Mike.

“Stand, male.”

He was escorted out and a few minutes later they entered a gymnasium.

“The officer looked around. We’ll use that. Strip him and get him on it.”

His zip tie was removed. The two soldiers then stripped him naked and dragged him over to a vaulting horse and bent him over it.

“How do we secure him?” asked one of the soldiers.

Lieutenant Marley had a quick look.

“Hmmm. You’ll just have to hold him. Wait there.”

She went away but was back just 2 minutes later with another woman. They both went round in front of Mike. The officer grabbed Mike’s hair and pulled, forcing him to look at them. The other woman was big, probably 3 times Mike’s weight. She held a 3-foot-long cane in her hand. She smiled at Mike.

“Right, Mike, since you won’t answer my questions in a civilised manner, we’ll try more primitive methods. Betty, give him a taste.”

Betty got behind Mike and well to his left, while Lieutenant Marley stood in front and to his right. She looked at Betty and nodded.

Betty made a test stroke through the air and then:

Swish thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

She was a strong woman, and she gave Mike ten rapid strokes with full force. No messing about with slow build ups. The intense pain made Mike scream loudly and tears immediately flowed from his eyes. Mike wondered whether he should just tell the officer his unit and be done with it. But before he could decide:

Swish thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Please no more. Please don’t.”

“What’s your unit, male?”

“Second platoon of the Northern Legion.”

“Where’s the rest of your unit?”

“I don’t know, officer. No, please.”

Swish thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

“Where?”

“Most of them were captured on the southern edge of King George, officer.”

“How?”

“We were trying to fight our way in when we were ambushed.”

“What was your location at the start of the fighting?”

“We were manning Strongpoint Echo on the Gareth Line.”

“I see. You say most of your unit was captured. What about you?”

“Yes, officer, I was captured as well. But I escaped later the same day.”

“I see. Did you encounter any Queendom troops after you escaped but before you were recaptured?”

“Yes, officer.”

“Where?”

“At Strongpoint Golf on the Gareth Line.”

“Very good. Ok, we’re done. Take him back to the cells, girls.”

The soldiers holding his arms let go.

“Get dressed male.”

Mike was in so much pain that he couldn’t manage it.

“Hurry up male. We’re not dressing you. If you can’t dress yourself, we’ll take you as you are.”

“I’m sorry, I can’t manage it.”

“Very well. Hands behind your back.”

Mike got zip tied again, then one of the soldiers took him by the arm while the other gathered up his clothes. He was then led back to the guard room. He was gawped at several times, but he was in so much pain that it didn’t bother him.

Back in his cell, he laid face down on the mattress. If anything touched his arse, it caused him pain, so he just lay on the bed naked.

Several girls looked in and admired his bum, but he just ignored them.

Friday 2 June 71

The following morning when Mike woke up, his arse still felt like it was burning. When he refused his breakfast and just lay on the mattress moaning, the sergeant on duty in the guard room decided to call for a nurse.

“Hi, Veronica. You called for a nurse?”

“Yes, Moira, it’s the prisoner in the cell, he got the works during questioning and is still in a lot of pain.”

Sergeant Veronica opened the cell, and Nurse Moira went in and examined Mike’s arse.

“I assume this is Betty’s work?”

“Yes. She certainly gets the job done.”

“Moira got some lotion out of her bag and dribbled some over Mike’s arse and began rubbing it in.”

“He’s got a nice strong bottom, hasn’t he?”

“Yes, it’s nice and firm. Well, that will do. The lotion should ease the pain and speed his recovery a little bit.”

By midday, Mike felt well enough to get up and Veronica made him a cup of tea and called the mess and asked them to bring some lunch for him. Mike felt a lot better with a hot meal inside of him.

Early in the evening, while Mike was laying on his bed daydreaming, he heard loud cheers and whoops. Maybe someone’s birthday, he thought.

A bit later, one of the duty guards, by the name of Sam, brought him a cup of tea.

“Have you heard the news, boy?”

“What news?”

“The war’s over. King George has surrendered.”

Maybe I’ll get to go home soon, thought Mike.

An hour later, Mike was woken up by rowdy singing and laughing. Then he heard voices coming from the guardroom.

“Go on, Sam, no one will find out. Here take this and buy yourself something nice.”

“Well ok then. But be it on your own head if you get caught.”

“You worry too much, Sam.”

The next moment, three soldiers appeared in front of his cell. They all looked a bit tipsy. They’ve probably been celebrating their victory, thought Mike.

“Hello boy. Have you recovered from your ordeal?”

“I’m feeling a lot better now, thank you.”

“Good. Because we need cock.”

She opened the cell door, and all three girls came in. He instantly recognised one of them as Betty.

“Right, let’s get his kit off.”

There was nothing Mike could do as they all grabbed him and began undoing buttons and belts and pulling things off. Within 30 seconds he was stark bollock naked and they pushed him back onto the mattress.

Then all the girls stripped off as well. One of them climbed up and sat on his face. Luckily, it wasn’t Betty, as she would probably have suffocated him. Betty and the other girl crawled along his legs up to his cock. Betty grabbed his ball bag while the other girl grabbed the base of his cock and held it up into a vertical position. They then both began licking up and down the side of his cock at the same time, which rapidly grew to its full size.

“Oooh. He’s quite big, isn’t he?”

They then began taking turns. While one engulfed him and ran her lips up and down his shaft, the other would tickle his balls and watch her friend in action. Then they would swap over.

Meanwhile, the girl on Mike’s face looked down at him.

“Lick me, boy, and make it good.”

Mike stuck his tongue out and found her pussy. He began to gently lick the surface of her flaps.

“Oooh, that’s nice. Keep going, boy.”

Mike licked her some more, and then moved his tongue from side to side, pushing both flaps first one way and then the other. Then he managed to work his tongue between them and began licking her slit.

“Oh, my goddess, yes.”

He kept at it. She began to leak pussy juice, but Mike managed to lap it up as fast as it came out.

“That’s nice. Now tongue my hole.”

Mike located her love hole and pushed in with his tongue. She started to move up and down slightly, so Mike just held his tongue as far out and rigid as he could and let her tongue fuck herself.

She looked down and saw the other two girls working his cock.

“I need some cock inside of me.”

“Yes, we all do.”

“How are we going to do this?”

“I know, let’s do side by side doggy.”

“Great idea.”

All the girls stood up, and they pulled Mike up after them.

Then they all kneeled down at the side of the bed and rested their chests on the mattress.

“Fuck us all, boy, doggystyle. And you’d better make us all come or we’ll whip you into kingdom come. But moisten us up first.”

Mike got down and started with the girl on the left. He stuck his tongue out and moved in on her snatch. He forced his tongue hard onto her pussy, and her flaps parted giving him easy access to her slit. He began raking his tongue up and down and after a short time, her slit became slippery with her love juice. He gave her a few seconds of tongue fucking to make sure.

He then moved on to the middle girl. He reached in and pressed a finger and thumb of each hand onto the top and bottom of each side of her pussy and pulled her flaps apart, revealing a deliciously pink interior and also opening up the entrance to her love cave. Then he ran the flat surface of his tongue up and down over the pink delight. Up and down went his tongue for about 30 seconds. But her open love hole had a mesmerising effect on him, and after a while he had to go for it. He made his tongue as rigid as possible, aimed for the hole and dived in. He made it in about an inch before his lips crunched into her pussy. She screamed and a jet of pussy potion burst out of her woman hole and splashed onto Mike’s face.

He then moved onto Betty who was on the right. She was much bigger and stronger than the first two and had a huge arse. Mike moved in on her powerful looking pussy with his tongue unholstered and ready for action. But before his tongue reached her pussy, his face collided with her arse cheeks. To solve the problem, Mike reached up and grabbed the centre of each arse cheek and pulled them apart. He was then able to move in closer and reach her pussy with his tongue. He had to work by feel though, as it was very dark in there. Betty had big loose, stretchy flaps, and Mike played with them, taking each one into his mouth and bathing it, and sometimes gripping one with his lips and seeing how far he could stretch it before it snapped back into place. He then got his tongue in between them and licked up and down for a while before diving into her hole and tongue fucking her while he tasted her fanny flavour.

“Well done, boy, you’ve got us all nice and moist, now it’s time to use that boy beef.”

Mike got the hint. He moved to the leftmost girl and shoved his pork sword straight into her gaping twat. Then he began a fast-paced pounding. In, out, in, out. She was quite tight which caused some squelching noises as he forced his way in, and sometimes some fanny fluid would squirt out.

He pounded her for a full 2 minutes then moved on to the middle girl. Her love cave was quite tight. He managed to push his way in without too many problems, but it seemed like her box just didn’t want to let go. It took him some effort to withdraw his cock but then he could just relax and her twat would suck him right back in.

He shafted her for 2 minutes and then moved on to Betty. His cock quickly found her minge, and he went right on in and started hammering away. She had quite a loose box, but her large floppy flaps brushed against his cock as it went in and out and the tickling sensation added half an inch to his length.

Having given each girl 2 minutes, he was ready for the second lap. This time he went full bore with no holds barred. His cock went in and out like a jack hammer at warp speed, and he kept at it until he heard the tell-tale screams.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, fuck me, yes, yes, oh my goddess, don’t stop, yes, yeeeeeeees!”

He repeated the cock hammering on the other two girls.

Thank god that’s over he thought, after the girls had got their breath back. But he had spoken too soon, as the next thing he knew, Betty grabbed his legs and soon she had her arms high in the air and was dangling him upside down by his ankles. This left his cock at mouth height, and the other two girls made full use of that. They took turns, while one ran her lips up and down his shaft, the other played with his upside-down ball bag. Then after a while, they would swap over.

Then one girl, perhaps a little bit tipsy, decided it would be a laugh to take his entire ball bag into her mouth. At first, she had difficulty stuffing it in, but by prodding and shoving and taking one ball at a time, she eventually made it. Luckily, the neck of his ball bag was narrower than the main body containing the balls. But Mike soon realized there was no way he was getting his bag back while it was full. Luckily, the other girl was already working on a solution. Her lips were travelling up and down his shaft at a rate of knots. She managed to get within two inches of the base of his cock each time. But then, she had an idea. She adjusted the angle of her head and on the next gulp, she took his cock down her throat. She was now able to reach her lips all the way down to the base. Mike looked up towards the girls and couldn’t believe what he was seeing. One girl had his entire cock in her mouth and the other had his entire ball bag in her mouth, and their lips partially met and they kissed. Mike felt his balls swelling up and then next thing he knew, his cock was spitting jet after jet of hot sticky spunk straight down the girl’s throat. Mike cried out in ecstasy.

Luckily, with his ball bag now emptied, the other girl was able to extract it from her mouth. Betty carried Mike over to the mattress and laid him down on it. His muscles felt like jelly, and he lay there unable to move. The girls got dressed and locked the cell door on their way out.


Chapter 3 – Prisoners of War

Monday 5 June 71

The following Monday after breakfast, two soldiers appeared outside Mike’s cell behind the guard room.

“Stand up, boy. Face the wall.”

Mike did so. He heard the cell door being opened and then felt his hands being cuffed behind his back. Proper handcuffs, he noted, rather than the usual zip ties.

“Ok, boy. Let’s go.”

Mike followed them outside. He noticed their uniforms. They were both Military Police. He was led to a military vehicle which had Police on the side and a beacon light on the roof. One of the MPs opened a rear door and told him to get in and then got in after him. The other MP got into the driver’s seat.

“Where are you taking me?” asked Mike.

“All prisoners of war are being concentrated at camps around Stakarov.”

They were on the road for 2 hours. Just after they had driven through Stakarov, they turned off the main road and arrived at a large camp. The accommodation and all the facilities were inside army tents. The perimeter of the camp was formed by coiled barbed wire and there was a single strand warning wire 6 yards inside it. MPs patrolled outside of the perimeter and also stood on top of two wooden watch towers at opposite corners of the compound.

The vehicle stopped at the entrance and Mike was told to get out. He was taken to an administration tent just outside the compound.

“Stand there.” ordered one of Mike’s MPs while the other handed some papers to another MP who was behind a table.

She looked up at Mike and then at the papers and made some notes in a book.

“Ok, take him in.”

The gate was a gap in the coiled barbed wire filled by a wooden frame which was also covered in barbed wire. To open the gate, two MPs picked up the frame and turned it slightly, then Mike walked in through the gap and the MPs moved the frame back into position.

Mike looked around. There were a lot of POWs here. He wandered around the camp to see if he could find anyone he knew.

“Hey, Mike!”

He turned around to see who it was.

“Ray! Good to see you again.”

“How long have you been here, Mike?”

“I just got here. Who else is here?”

“Come with me and I’ll show you.”

Ray led him to a tent in one corner of the camp and they went inside.

“Hey guys, look who’s here!”

Mike scanned the tent and saw Sergeant Dean, Zack, Chris, Des, Nigel and Colin who had all been captured at the ambush. He remembered Nigel and Colin had been wounded, but evidently not too badly. Also with them was Rob, who had volunteered to stay behind with the wounded at the farmhouse, and Jack, who had been on point when they got ambushed.

“Dan and Fin are also here.” said Rob.

Mike didn’t know them that well but remembered they were two of the wounded they had left behind at the farmhouse.

“Jack! What happened to you at the ambush?”

Jack had a nasty looking scar on his head.

“Hi Mike. I was on point so probably about 50 yards ahead of you. I remember hearing the grenade go off but that’s about it. Next thing I knew I woke up in a ditch at the side of the road. It was dark but I could hear voices, so I crawled along the ditch towards King George for quite a while and then got out and walked into the town, where the medics patched me up.”

“What happened to your head?”

“The medic said I’d been hit by a piece of shrapnel.”

“Probably from the grenade. I wonder why the Queendom Army didn’t pick you up.”

“Probably couldn’t see me and assumed I’d legged it.”

“So, what happened to you in King George?”

“I joined up with another group there defending the town. We did ok for 5 days but then the Queendom landed troops on the beach north of the town where we only had weak defences. We redeployed some troops, but we were then too thinly spread and only held out for another 2 days before the governor decided to surrender.”

“So, what happened to you, Mike?”

It was Sergeant Dean.

“When we woke up the next morning after the ambush, you were gone. We weren’t sure if you’d escaped or if they’d taken you away for some reason.”

“Whoever staked me to the ground made a hash of it. I woke up in the night and realized my stake was loose. I saw the sentry had gone off somewhere, so I just pulled the stake out of the ground and walked off. I picked up some supplies at Echo and then made off cross country. I was trying to reach Mount Vernon but got caught crossing a highway. Anyway, there are, what, 12 of us here now?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“What do we know about the other guys?”

“Well, Dave, Oscar, Bill, Neil, Ted, Steve, Adam and Jack have all been killed.”

“I didn’t know about Dave, Steve or Neil. Last I knew of Dave, he was left behind with the wounded at the farmhouse.”

“Rob said he died of his wounds the next day.”

“I see. And what happened to Steve and Neil?”

“They were the flank guards when we got ambushed. They died on the spot. By the way, what exactly happened to Dave and Oscar at the farmhouse?”

“We were all in the dugout at the LMG position while the gunboats were shelling us. A shell went off just a few yards away. But what I don’t understand is why Dave was badly wounded and Oscar was killed while Zack only got scratched and I was untouched.”

“Just luck. It’s not like in the movies.” said Sergeant Dean.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, it’s not just a big orange flash and then everyone within 20 yards is dead. Instead, there’s a bang when the shell bursts and then white-hot bits of metal fly out in all directions. The closer you are the more likely you are to be hit.  But you could be 10 yards away and get really lucky. At the same time, someone 100 yards away could be really unlucky. It’s just fate.”

“I see. So, there’s 12 of us here and 8 KIA. What about the other 4?”

“They were all badly wounded but survived. We know that from the guys who got wounded but are back with us now. We’ve asked about them, and we’ve been told that they are due to be repatriated any day now.”

“Corporal Eric?”

“Yes, he’s one of them.”

“That’s something, I guess.”

“Here, Mike, this spot here is yours.”

“Thanks. How many of us are there in this camp altogether.”

“We’ve been told there’s 235 in this camp. And this isn’t the only camp.”

Monday 17 July 71

Six weeks later, all the prisoners were paraded and 40 were called out by name and taken away. The same thing happened on Tuesday and Wednesday.

Friday 20 July 71

On Friday, they were again paraded and again 40 prisoners were called out by name and taken away. With far fewer prisoners to control, the MPs became much less stressed and more approachable and talkative.

Mike was in their tent when Sergeant Dean came in.

“I asked an MP what the selections were all about.”

“What did she say?”

“She said each selection picked out 40 King George natives. And most of them were being sent off to start slave training.”

“Only most of them? What about the others?”

“She reckons slave training only really works with younger guys, so anyone older than 25 just gets taught what she called etiquette rules.”

“What about us? Do we get slave training?”

“I asked that, but she said she didn’t know.”

Sunday 22 July 71

The following Sunday, the remaining 75 prisoners were paraded. 35 names were called and those prisoners were formed into a separate group. Then another 28 names were called and a second group formed. Finally, 12 more names were called, and a third group was formed. Mike and all the legion boys were in the third group.

There was no one left in the original parade group. They were clearing the camp. Mike’s group stood there for half an hour. Meanwhile the first two groups were loaded into two trucks and set off.

Mike looked up as another truck arrived and turned around with its rear just outside the camp entrance.

“Ok, boys, follow me and into the truck.”

They all climbed in.

“Six each side. Move down. Right to the front.”

They all sat on the benches and faced inwards. Four armed guards climbed in after them. They also sat on the benches but towards the rear. The truck set off, preceded by a scout car.

“Where are we going?” asked Sergeant Dean.

“Silence male! No talking.”

But then she answered his question anyway.

“You’re going to Aurora. To the barracks there.”

Back to Aurora, thought Mike.

Just under 2 hours later, they arrived. They were taken into what looked like a hastily built compound next to the barracks of the Aurora Light Infantry. Inside the compound were three wooden buildings. There was a barrack hut for all 12 men, equipped with showers and toilets, a separate mess hut which could also be used as a common room and a stores hut. If they needed anything else, medical facilities, a haircut, etc, they would be escorted to the ALI garrison next door. The commandant also had an office next door.

The compound was surrounded by a high fence topped with barbed wire, and there was a warning wire inside it. The compound had proper opening gates and a single watch tower. The prisoners were ordered to form up.

“I am Lieutenant Rita, the commandant of Aurora PW Compound. As you are all foreign mercenaries, the Queendom Government has sentenced you all to five years of imprisonment. After that, you will be expelled back to your home colonies. While you are here, as a special concession, you will be afforded the rights of regular prisoners of war as governed by the War Convention.”

They all got settled in and Mike got to know his comrades better. Half of them, including Sergeant Dean and himself, were originally from Romulus. Ray was a native of Wells and there were two guys from Ryman, including their medic, Rob. The remaining guys were from Westport, Eugene and Green Bay. They were all particularly keen to hear from Colin from Green Bay, as this colony together with Mount Vernon, were the two remaining independent colonies on South Vena, and were the obvious targets of any escape attempts.

“Your best bet on foot is Mount Vernon.” said Colin. “It’s a lot nearer. Maybe 250 miles cross country. Green Bay is double that if you go around the west and south coasts.”

They spent hours discussing possible escape routes but, in the end, there was general agreement that the best escape routes were to Mount Vernon on foot, east from Aurora for about 25 miles and then southeast for 225, thus avoiding Victoria and its environs. That would take somewhere between 16 and 20 days.

Or alternatively, you could sneak onto a goods train in Aurora, and then if you managed to jump out at the right location, you would only have 75 miles to go to get to Mount Vernon. Or if you stayed on the train to St Agnes, it was 100 miles to the green Bay border. These routes would only take you 5 or 6 days. The Mount Vernon route was shorter, but the navigation was more difficult.

The railway route was the preferred option, as you didn’t need to take food rations with you. There wasn’t much food in the camp that you could hoard that would keep. So, the theory was that you would eat as much as you could before you escaped and then go without until you reached MV or GB. Sure, you would be starving, but you would easily survive.

There was still the problem of getting out of the camp itself. They had all seen ‘The Great Escape’ on TV and decided to dig a tunnel starting from the showers in their barrack hut. They would prise up a square of floor tiles, about 2 feet by 2 feet, then fit a trapdoor with the tiles on top. That would be their tunnel entrance. And they would use the old dirt in a bag in the trouser leg trick to dispose of the soil. They got on with it straight away. Security seemed to be very lax those first few days, and they wanted to take full advantage as there was no telling how long it would stay that way.

While planning the tunnel, they would also keep their eyes open for possible opportunity escapes, which they termed ‘blitzes’.

Thursday 27 July 71

There were no laundry facilities in the camp. Sergeant Dean asked the commandant how they were meant to wash their clothes. It was decided that they could use the public facilities in Aurora town centre. Two prisoners under escort would take all the laundry into town and use the public facilities.

Mike and Jack were selected that day. They were given four large sacks and went round collecting all the dirty laundry. A four wheeled hand cart had been provided; it was parked just inside the gate. They went over and they loaded the sacks onto it. Then they waited for their escort. Troopers Zara and Maddy turned up.

“Hello boys, we are your escort. I am Mistress Zara and this is Mistress Maddy. But first, get changed, boys. You have to wear these whenever you’re outside the compound.”

“Yes, Mistress Zara.”

She handed them two bright orange jumpsuits with PW on the front and back. Mike and Jack nipped back into the barracks and got changed, then came back out.

“Right, let’s go.”

The sentry opened the gate, and they went out to the main road and turned towards the town centre. The boys walked in front pulling the barrow by pushing on the T-bar fitted to the front, and the girls followed behind. They were both armed with pistols. They called out whenever they needed the boys to make a turn.

They met several civilians on the way. One woman spoke to the boys.

“Good afternoon, boys. Where are you off to?”

“Don’t speak to the prisoners, please.” said Zara.

It was a 20-minute walk to the laundry which had been closed to the public for 4 hours to let the prisoners use it. They arrived and the boys took the sacks inside. They left the barrow outside. Maddy moved a chair to just inside the door and stationed herself on it.

Mike and Jack got to work, loading 6 of the 8 laundry machines with the prisoners’ dirty clothes and setting the dial to do a full wash and tumble dry. Zara had to go round and scan an army issue payment card to get each machine working.

Zara glanced at the displays on the machines. They all said 3:00 to go. Mike and Jack sat down on two of the chairs provided for the customers.

Zara went to the inside end of the laundry room to see what was beyond the door and make sure any external doors were locked. When she came back:

“Mike, there’s a little kitchen through there. Go and make some teas.”

“Yes, Mistress Zara.”

Mike went through and put the kettle on. Ten minutes later he came back with cups of tea for Zara and Maddy, then went back to fetch two more for himself and Jack. When he saw that the girls had finished, he collected all the cups and went back to the kitchen to wash them, leaving them on the draining board.

Before he returned to the laundry room, he had a quick look around. In addition to the kitchen, there was an office, a storeroom and an ironing room. There was also an external door. Mike tried it but it was locked. He went back to the laundry room.

Zara whispered something to Maddy. They both looked towards the boys. Then they whispered again. Zara walked over and stood in front of the boys, looking first at one and then the other.

“Stand up, Mike.”

Mike stood up.

“Come with me.”

Mike followed her, wondering what she wanted. She opened the office door and held it.

“Inside.”

Mike went in. Zara followed and closed the door.

“Do you think I’m pretty, Mike?”

“Of course, Mistress Zara.”

“Good. Take your clothes off.”

“Mistress Zara?”

“You heard me boy. Strip.”

Mike took all his clothes off.

“Nice!”

Zara then stripped of as well. She then perched on the desk.

“Lick me, boy.”

Mike approached her, looking down at her shaved snatch. Then he suddenly reached down and grabbed an ankle in each hand and lifted them up and back, causing Zara to flop back onto the desk.

“Oh my! You northern boys are so forceful!”

Mike’s hands slid down Zara’s legs to her bum, but Zara reached down and grabbed her own legs behind the knees to keep them in the same position.

Mike’s hands then slid over Zara’s bum cheeks until they reached her flaps. He pressed down slightly then pulled Zara’s flaps open, revealing her lovely pink slit. His tongue soon arrived and licked up and down the slit for a few seconds before moving up to the clit. He slowly flicked the clit up and down with the tip of his tongue, then switched to flicking it left and right. He then licked up and down the whole slit a couple of times before returning to give more love and attention to the clit.

He paused and pulled his head back a little way to admire Zara’s pussy. He was still holding her open, and the pink entrance of her love cave caught his attention. His tongue homed in on it and he dived in, forcing her hole into a sideways oval shape.

Her hips bucked.

“Oh, my holy goddess! Yes, boy, keep going.”

Encouraged, Mike shoved his tongue in as far as he could and held it rigid. He then tried to move it up and down and side to side, causing her pussy hole to stretch and relax in different directions.

“Aaaaaargh! Holy fuck holes, Mike. Where did you learn to do that?”

Mike withdrew his tongue and licked up and down the full length of her slit a few more times before moving up to her clit once more. He began tracing small circles around it with the tip of his tongue, and at the same time he inserted a finger into her moistened minge. His hand was palm up, and he began curling the tip of his finger and playing with her G-spot.

After a few minutes, Mike withdrew his finger, and torrents of twat tang began flooding out. Mike didn’t want to waste any, so he abandoned Zara’s clit and quicky moved down to her hole and began lapping it up. He glanced down and noticed several drops making a run for it down her arse crack. He reached down and pulled her arse cheeks apart with his hands. He quickly shoved his tongue between her cheeks as low down as he could manage, forming a dam, and then slowly moved it up towards her pussy hole, pressing it hard into her arse crack and then her slit as he went. He managed to scoop up almost every drop of poon juice, except for one small drop that escaped into her arse hole.

“I want you inside me, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Zara.”

Mike stood up and aimed his meat missile at Zara’s flooded fanny. He moved the warhead up and down her slit a few times to pick up some of her love juice, then positioned it at the entrance to her hole. He slowly forced his way in.

“Oh, my goddess!” cried Zara.

Mike then began pumping. He started off at a slow pace but went balls deep from the start. He gradually increased the pace until he was hammering her hole like a pneumatic drill on steroids. His balls were heavy with spunk as they hadn’t been emptied since he had been raped nearly a month ago, and each time he hammered in, there was a loud slapping noise as his ball bag bounced off Zara’s perineum.

The high-speed pussy reaming was too much for Zara and she cried out as she came:

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Mike was close as well. He pulled out and aimed his cock over Zara’s belly. He was just in time. His cock quivered and his ball bag pulsed for a few seconds and then spurt after spurt of hot sticky man milk erupted from his jap’s eye and landed on and between Zara’s breasts, before quickly running down and forming a puddle.

“Aaaaargh!”

Zara was taken completely by surprise. She was used to Queendom boys who were trained to not come unless they got permission.

“Fuck me, you northern boys are always full of surprises.”

She reached down and stirred the spunk puddle with a finger then sucked it clean.

“Mmmmm. You’re tasty.”

They both got cleaned up as best they could in the kitchen, then got dressed and returned to the laundry room.

Mike glanced at the display. 1:25 to go. He sat down on the chair next to Jack, who had dozed off. Mike was knackered and idly looked down towards the floor. Suddenly he saw a pair of female legs. He looked up. It was Maddy, but she was looking at Jack. Mike nudged Jack, who then woke up.

“What? What is it?”

“Come with me, boy.” said Maddy.

Mike dozed off but woke up when Maddy and Jack came back. The machines were in tumble drier mode now and when Mike glanced at the display, he saw that there were only 10 minutes to go. Soon, Mike and Jack were busy ironing all the freshly laundered clothes. It took them just under an hour, and then they were on their way back to the compound.

Sergeant Dean looked up when they entered the barrack hut.

“Hard work boys?”

“Not too bad.”

“Don’t worry, you won’t have to do it every week. I’ll organize a rota.”

Mike and Jack looked at each other.

“You don’t have to. We don’t mind doing the laundry.”

“Really?”

Friday 28 July 71

Friday was bin day. The Queendom had a recycling policy and provided large black bins for landfill and large green bins for recycling. The bins were easily big enough for a man to fit inside. The compound had 3 of each bin, all positioned in a line outside the mess hut. Mike wondered if it would be possible to sneak out by hiding in one of the bins.

He watched as Zack, Chris, Des and Nigel manhandled all the bins on to the four wheeled cart. They were all wearing orange jumpsuits. They moved the cart to the gate, with Zack and Chris pushing the T-bar at the front and Des and Nigel pushing the back of the cart.

The four of them then waited for the escort, who turned up after ten minutes, armed with pistols. Mike recognised them as Sue and Clare. The sentry opened the gate to let them in. Sue came straight in, but Clare went into the gate hut and came out with a garden fork, then walked up to the cart.

Zack lifted the lid of each bin in turn, and Clare looked inside. With four of the bins, she lifted the fork and stabbed it down hard into the contents several times, but with the other two bins, she didn’t bother. Clare took her fork back to the gate hut and then rejoined Sue.

The boys got the cart moving, and they turned left onto the main road and headed for the landfill and recycling centre which was only half a mile away.

They were back about an hour later. Mike asked Zack why Clare had only forked four out of the six bins.

“The other two were nearly empty.” explained Zack.

Mike went to see Sergeant Dean. He had an idea for an escape attempt. They discussed it for about an hour. Sergeant Dean agreed it was worth a try. Mike had a week to get ready.

Friday 5 August 71

The following Friday, Mike was in the mess hut with Jack, getting ready for his escape attempt. He had a hand drawn map of Aurora, showing the POW compound, the recycling centre, and the railway station and goods yard, so he would know how to get from one to another. He also had some rations, basically cling filmed food from the mess which would have to be used within 1 day, and some water bottles.

Jack helped him with the final preparations. Mike carefully climbed into a black bin bag. It only covered about two thirds of his body. Another black bin bag was brought down over his head and arms, and a few air holes were made in it.

Jack checked outside to make sure the coast was clear. The cart was already outside the mess hut with the six bins loaded onto it. Jack, Rob, Colin and Dan were on bin duty today. Jack and Rob helped Mike to climb into the nearest black bin. There was a lot of shuffling about as Mike got into position. Then the guys brought a bin bag full of rubbish out of the mess and poured some of it into the bin Mike had climbed into and the rest into the other two black bins. They were ready.

The boys moved the cart over to the gate and waited for their escort. The girls turned up and Mike soon figured it was Zara and Maddy.

“Lids!”

Mike heard lids being opened and closed. Maddy stabbed the fork into all three green bins but didn’t bother with any of the black bins.

“Not much landfill today, boys!”

“No, Mistress Maddy. I guess we’re getting better at recycling.”

Mike felt the cart get moving again, and fifteen minutes later, they were in the recycling centre. Mike could tell by the change from tarmac road to rough ground. The noise of the cart on the rough ground gave him cover to adjust his position. He stood up as much as he could within the bin, allowing the rubbish that had been tipped on top of him to fall down around him.

As soon as the boys tilted his bin forward, he slid out onto the rubbish pile, still inside his bin bags. The boys tried as best they could to cover him with rubbish from all three black bins. Then they quickly left and headed to the recycling area to deal with the green bins.

Mike tore a hole in the bin bag so he could see out. He moved some of the rubbish that was on him. Then he lay still and waited until it got dark.

When it was dark enough, Mike got up and stepped away from the pile of rubbish, then pulled one bin bag up and off his head and stepped out of the other. There was nobody about. He consulted his map and carefully climbed a fence at the back of the recycling centre and made his way around the edge of town until he found the railway line.

When he found it, he crossed the lineside fence and walked along the track back into town. There were scattered bushes on each side of the tracks, and Mike moved between these as much as possible. Soon he arrived at the beginning of the sidings that formed the goods yard. The passenger station was about one mile ahead, but he wouldn’t need to go anywhere near it.

A long line of trucks was parked on one of the sidings. There was a mixture of box vans, open mineral wagons and flat wagons. Mike quietly made his way along the train, trying all the doors of the box vans. There must have been about 25 of them, but all of them were secured. Mike swore under his breath. The mineral wagons each had metal ladders incorporated into their ends, and he climbed up one and looked in. He didn’t fancy it. He would be too visible in daylight.

He looked at the flat wagons. He guessed they were used to carry machinery or maybe vehicles. There were tie down points down the sides. But he would be even more exposed than in a mineral wagon, not to mention the danger of falling off.

He walked back the way he had come then spotted a possible solution. It was another flat wagon, but this one had a tarpaulin on it. It had no doubt protected something from the elements on the journey down, but whatever it was had been unloaded and the tarpaulin had been rolled up like a carpet and roped onto the wagon. Mike examined it closely and reckoned he would fit into the hollow inside of the roll. He heard a noise and looked around but couldn’t see anything. Then he glanced up to where a road ran beside the track. A police car with a flashing light had just passed, quickly followed by another. He climbed up onto the wagon and shimmied his way into the rolled-up tarpaulin and rested, hoping to get some sleep, but it was cold and the wind was whistling through his ‘tube’.

Meanwhile, back at the POW compound, they had done the evening roll call and found they were a man short. They quickly figured out it was Mike. Operation Gotcha was implemented. The Police were alerted and a pre-arranged plan was put into operation. There were only three roads out of Aurora and police check points were quickly set up in pre-arranged locations. The ALI formed their own search parties and began patrolling the town.

Squads were also sent off to the bus and train station. Meanwhile, at the camp itself, a team led by Lieutenant Rita tried to work out how Mike had got out.

Amongst the first to be interviewed were Zara and Maddy.

“Who was on bin detail today?”

“It was Jack, Rob, Colin and Dan, Lieutenant.” said Zara.

“Did you look inside all the bins before they went out?”

“Yes, Lieutenant.” said Maddy.

“Did you fork them all?”

“Just the green ones, and the fork went all the way down.”

“Why not the black ones?”

“There wasn’t much in them, Lieutenant. None of them had more than two feet of rubbish in them.”

“Anything suspicious happen?”

“No, nothing at all.”

“Well, thank you Zara and Maddy. That’s all. Send Clare in, would you?”

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

Clare had been on duty in the watch tower that day.

Meanwhile, an army search party had just arrived at the railway station. They planned to do a full sweep of the goods yard, and in particular, the wagons.

Mike, meanwhile, had got out of his hide to have a piss in the bushes at the side of the track. As he was finishing, he looked down and saw two discarded sacks. He picked them up. They were both empty and he took them. He got back onto his wagon and stuffed one into the tarpaulin then kicked it down with his feet as he got in. He pulled the other one in after him. He could adjust it to cut out the draught or let in air or see out as needed. He relaxed and tried to sleep.

Ten minutes later he heard voices. As they got closer, he realized it was an army search party looking for him. There was nothing he could do. He just relaxed. If they found him, they found him. Why worry about it?

However, the troops were mostly interested in checking the doors on the box vans and having a quick peek into the open wagons. They didn’t pay much attention to empty flat wagons. Mike saw a flash of light as someone’s torch scanned the wagon he was on. The rolled-up tarpaulin was laid lengthwise on the wagon, so from the side, it would look like a solid, rather than a hollow tube.

Saturday 6 August 71

Mike woke up the next day. Dawn was just beginning to break. He wriggled out of his tube and checked that the coast was clear. Then he quickly went for a piss while he had the chance. It would be too risky in daylight. He got back into his tube and ate all the food he had brought with him. It was leftovers from yesterday’s meal. A casserole. It had a short shelf life so he ate it while he could and then drank some water from a bottle. He wondered when the wagon would move. There was nothing he could do about it, so he snuggled back into his tube and pulled the sacking in after him and dozed off.

In the late afternoon, a sudden jolt woke him up. He lay still for a moment. Was he moving? He wriggled up and looked out. No, he was still in the goods yard. He ducked back in.

But half an hour later, there was another jolt. This time he was moving, albeit slowly. After about 10 minutes, the train began to speed up, he looked out. It was going maybe 40 or 50 mph. It would take about two hours to reach Victoria. He thought it would probably stop there. If it didn’t, then it would be another two hours to the jumping off point for Mount Vernon or four hours to St Agnes.

He snuggled back into his tube. He found the clickety-clack of the track joints relaxing. He began to dream of being back home, of being back with Daisy. Soon, he was fast asleep.

A sudden violent jolt woke him up. He realized the train wasn’t moving and carefully looked out. There were wagons on both sides of him, but he could see through the gaps between them and saw . . .  more wagons. He considered getting up for a piss, but the next moment, there was another jolt and he was moving again. He figured he was just leaving Victoria. If so, the train was now heading for St Agnes.

Mike decided to try the St Agnes and Green Bay route. He decided to rule out the shorter Mount Vernon route because it would mean jumping off the train in the dark. As well as being dangerous, it would be too difficult to determine his location and thus when to jump. Mike nodded off again. The train stopped a couple of times in the night. One of the stops was quite long and Mike heard the sounds and felt the jolts of wagons being uncoupled or attached.

Sunday 7 August 71

Mike finally got a decent sleep. When he woke up, the train had stopped and it was daylight. He peeked out. The train was in a yard. This must be St Agnes, he thought. There was a lot of activity in the yard. It was far too risky for him to walk about. But he did wriggle out and take a leak between his wagon and the next. He hurriedly got back into his hidey hole when he heard voices. He decided to stay hidden during the day and set off for Green Bay in the evening when it got dark.

However, a few hours later, he heard metallic clanking noises coming from his own wagon. He lay perfectly still and heard someone walk away. Then there was a jolt and he was on the move again. Back the way he had come!

He adjusted the sacking so he could peek out. He was now the end wagon. But going backwards from his point of view. After 5 minutes he heard the squeal of brakes and the wagon stopped. He heard footsteps and then a man walked by and up to a point lever and operated it. The man walked back again. Then he was off again down a different track.

At first, he assumed the wagon was being shunted onto a different siding. But then the track it was on bent away from the yard and struck out on its own. It was a rusty track with plants growing between the sleepers in places. Up ahead he could see a level crossing. Traffic and pedestrians were passing in both directions. The crossing didn’t have gates or barriers to stop traffic. Instead, the locomotive that was pushing the wagon slowed down and almost stopped, blasted its horn, and then slowly pushed its way across. The track went round a slight curve, through some gates that could be closed across the tracks and onto a quayside. Mike saw several ships, and there were two dockside cranes. The track split into several sidings. Some led into warehouses; others ran along the quay until they ended at buffer stops.

The wagon stopped and Mike heard the metallic clang of the wagon being uncoupled, and then the fading sound of the locomotive as it backed away. There was a lot of activity, so Mike stayed silent and remained in his hideaway. Mike was already wondering if any of the ships would be sailing to the north.

As soon as the light faded, Mike crawled out of his tarpaulin home. The wagon was in an exposed position and there were floodlights in a few places. He quickly ran to the side of a warehouse where it was darker. The odds of getting close to the ships without being seen didn’t look good. Mike decided it would be best to stick to the original plan and head south. St Agnes is on the east coast, so that meant face the sea front and turn right.

Mike started to work his way south, darting from one shadow to the next. He made his way back to the railway track where he had come in, but the gates had been shut across the tracks and padlocked. It seemed the whole area was a secure location. The perimeter fence looked about eight feet straight up, with another two feet on top of that at an angle, topped by barbed wire.

There must be a weak spot somewhere, thought Mike. Maybe he would be able to force a way under the wire. He made his way along the fence looking for inspiration.

“Hey, you!” he looked round to see two female security guards in uniform.

“Come here, boy.”

Mike ran off away from them. He looked around. They were hurrying after him, but they were nowhere near as fit as he was. He saw a warehouse with one of its large, sliding doors open and ran in. There appeared to be dozens of crates organized into rows and stacked on top of each other. Mike ran down between the rows, looking for somewhere to hide.

Then he came across some empty crates against a wall. They didn’t have lids, but there were several lids nearby leaning up against the wall. He thought of getting in and pulling a lid over but changed his mind. Instead, he crouched down behind the lids leaning against the wall. He had only been there 10 minutes when he heard female voices.

He peered out and saw six security guards slowly walking through the warehouse looking every which way.

“Check those empty crates, Jenny”

“Will do.”

Jenny walked past. She wouldn’t spot Mike unless she looked back immediately after she had passed his hiding place. After she had gone a few yards further, he would be shielded from view by more crates.

When they had all passed by, Mike crept out and looked the way the guards had gone, then crept silently back the way he had come. After 30 minutes, he had gone as far as he could. He had reached the end of the site. The fence was in front of him. He decided to go for it. He gripped the fence and began climbing it. It rattled if he hurried so he took his time. He had just got to the point where the overhang started.

“Hey! Hey you, stop!”

He looked round and saw two guards hurrying towards him and shining torches. He climbed up further and reached the barbed wire. He was 10 feet off the ground at this point and had to get over the barbed wire then climb under the overhang and then another eight feet down to the ground. He had one leg over the barbed wire when the guards arrived below him. But he didn’t think they would climb after him and they weren’t armed. However, he saw that one had a radio and assumed she had already reported him.

“All right, get down, boy.”

Who the fuck was that? He looked down. Fuck it! He now had security guards on the inside and police on the outside. He didn’t know what to do so he just sat there for a minute not moving. Soon there were four more security guards on the inside. He tried moving along the fence but of course they just kept pace with him and illuminated him with their torches. He thought about moving all the way along until he reached the ocean. Then what? Maybe dive in.

One of the police officers shouted at him again,

“Get down boy. I’ve got a stun gun and if you don’t get down, I’ll shoot you.”

Mike looked down. She did indeed have a gun, although whether it was a stun gun, he didn’t know. He had never seen one. But he wasn’t achieving anything by obstinately sitting 10 feet off the ground astride barbed wire.

“Ok, don’t shoot. I’m coming down.”

Mike carefully climbed back down the inside of the fence. The six security guards jumped him as soon as he was down. They forced him onto the ground and sat on him. As soon as he was immobilised, the police officers got into their car and sped off. Five minutes later, they were back, this time on the inside. They immediately handcuffed him.

He was led over to the police car and pushed into the back seat. The officers got in the front and set off. Ten minutes later, he was in St Agnes police station. He was taken straight into an interview room.

“Sit.”

The officer held some kind of device behind Mike’s neck and pressed a button. After a few seconds she slowly moved the device around as if searching for something. Then she put the device on the desk and stood next to the door.

After a few minutes, a woman in plain clothes entered the room and sat behind the desk that Mike was facing.

“I am Detective Nora.”

She glanced up at him and then did a double take and stared at his clothes.

“Stand up, boy.”

Mike stood up.

Nora was familiar with the uniforms of the King George Army and the Green Bay and the Mount Vernon militias. But Mike’s wasn’t any of those.

“Is that a militia uniform?”

“No, officer.”

“Hmmm. Sit down.”

“Has he been scanned, Lucy?”

“Yes, Nora.”

“And?”

“I couldn’t get a reading.”

“Whose uniform is that boy? What militia?”

Mike didn’t answer. Nora thought for a moment.

“Lock him up, Lucy.”

“Yes, Nora.”

Mike was locked in a cell. But two hours later, Officer Lucy was back in front of his cell.

“Stand up, boy. Up against the wall.”

Mike heard the cell door open and the next moment his hands were cuffed behind his back. He was taken back to the same room as before.

Detective Nora was sitting behind her desk, but standing next to her was an Army officer.

“Stand there.”

“Boy, this is Lieutenant Maisy of the St Agnes Rifles.”

“Any idea, Maisy?”

“Yes, it’s the uniform of the Northern Legion. They’re mercenaries from the northern colonies recruited by the King George government. Listen up boy and answer my questions. Remember, you are required by the rules of war to answer certain questions. First, what is your name?”

Mike decided there was nothing to gain by being obstructive. They were entitled to ask for his name, rank and number, and using that, they could soon find everything else on his prisoner of war file.

“Mike.”

“Good. Your rank?”

“Trooper.”

“Serial number?”

“100705.”

“What was your unit?”

“No.2 Platoon Northern Legion.”

“And you’ve evaded capture until now?”

“No.”

“What then?”

“I’m an escaped prisoner of war.”

“I see. Where did you escape from?”

“Aurora.”

“And how did you get to St Agnes?”

Mike didn’t want to give away their escape route so:

“I walked cross country.”

“I see.”

“What were you doing in the dockyard?”

“I was hoping to stow away on a ship going to the north.”

“How did you get into the dockyard?”

“I climbed the fence.”

“Hmmm.”

“What do you think, Maisy?” asked Nora.

“I think he’s telling the truth with the questions he thinks we can verify and lying with the questions he thinks we can’t. Are you charging him with anything, Nora?”

“No, as he’s a Prisoner of War and going to be locked up anyway, I don’t think we’ll bother.”

“Ok, I’ll let Aurora know you’ve got him, and they can send someone to pick him up.”

“Ok, Maisy, and thanks for coming over.”

“Excuse me, Lieutenant Maisy.”

“What do you want, boy?”

“I’m a prisoner of war. Under the terms of the War Convention, you can’t hand me over to civilian authorities.”

“He’s right. Very well. As soon as I get back, I’ll send a couple of my girls over to collect him. Happy now, boy?”

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

An hour later, two soldiers armed with pistols arrived in front of Mike’s cell. With them was Officer Lucy.

“Here he is, girls. Stand up boy and face the wall.”

Lucy opened the cell door and one of the troopers zip-tied Mike’s hands behind his back.

“Right, boy, come with us.”

They led him outside and they all got into a scout car. Ten minutes later they arrived at the home base of the St Agnes Rifles. He was shown into one of the cells in the guard room. Shortly after, he was given a meal and a mug of coffee.

Meanwhile, back in Aurora, Lieutenant Rita together with Troopers Zara, Maddy, Clare and Sue were staring open mouthed at the three black bins outside the mess hut. They had turned all three bins upside down causing the rubbish that had been in them to scatter on the ground.

Rita ripped off the last bits of black bin bag that the boys had glued on to them as a makeshift repair.

Two of the bins had 18-inch wide by 12-inch high holes cut out at the bottom of one side. The other bin had similar holes but on two opposite sides.

“So, he obviously just lay down across the bottom of all three bins, and then they piled rubbish on him. Then when we looked in, each bin looked like it was almost empty.”

Monday 8 August 71

The St Agnes Rifles hadn’t been involved in the invasion of King George. Their main task was keeping an eye on the borders with Green Bay and Mount Vernon, but that was low key stuff. The independent colonies were careful to avoid antagonizing their powerful neighbours. The only action the girls got was occasionally chasing down smugglers making illegal border crossings. So, when word got around that there was an escaped enemy prisoner of war in the guard room, there was a lot of interest, and Mike got a lot of visits.

At first Mike found them annoying but he soon learned to ignore them and didn’t respond to their comments.

“Hmmm. He doesn’t look so tough. Got caught did you boy?”

“I think he’s cute. I bet he’s got a nice cock.”

“Maybe but I doubt he could handle any of us. He doesn’t look like he could last the course.”

Mike was getting pissed off with them, so when he heard some more girls talking to the guards and asking to have a look at him, he pulled the blankets over and pretended to be asleep. Then he got an idea and raised a finger up under the blankets.

Two girls came in.

“Oh, he’s asleep. Fuck me, Vicky, he’s got a hard on!”

Mike pretended to wake up and looked over at the girls. He then slowly lowered his finger.

“Fuck me. I was dreaming of a beautiful girl and now you two ugly cunts have gone and ruined it.”

“You cheeky bugger. Sharon, give us the key, I’m gonna shag this northern boy into the middle of next week.”

“Sorry, Vicky, can’t do that.”

Tuesday 9 August 71

The next day, Sue, Ruby and Lexi from the ALI arrived to collect Mike. They were all armed with pistols in holsters.

“Stand up and face the wall, boy.”

They zip tied his hands behind his back.

“Right, let’s go, boy.” said Sue.

They left the guard room and walked out the main gate and headed into town along the High Street. Mike got stared at by the local civilians, but nobody tried to speak to him. When they arrived at the railway station, they turned in.

“Tickets please.” said the woman at the platform gate.

Sue produced a rail warrant.

“We’ve got a reserved compartment.”

“Ah, yes, it’s in coach 1, right at the front.”

They found their compartment. A notice stuck onto the door read: “Queendom Army – Reserved”. They went in and Sue pulled down the blinds so no one could see in from the corridor. But she left the outside windows unobstructed.

“Sit down next to the window, boy.”

Ruby sat next to him and Lexi and Sue opposite. The train got going.

Mike sat there thinking. He was so disappointed to get all the way to St Agnes only to be recaptured and sent back again. Still, he had gained experience which would be useful to the boys in any future escape. After 4 hours, they arrived in Victoria. The train was due to wait here for 15 minutes to allow goods and parcels to be loaded or unloaded. Sue went out and came back a few minutes later with 4 cardboard mugs of tea and 4 packs of railway sandwiches. Two hours later, they arrived at the ALI’s home base. Mike was put in a guardroom cell even though the POW compound was just next door.

Wednesday 10 August 71

The next morning after breakfast, he was escorted into Lieutenant Rita’s office.

“Stand there, boy.” ordered his escort.
Rita was sitting behind her desk filling in some paperwork. She totally ignored him and just carried on with it for the next five minutes, not even glancing at him. Mike grinned. Textbook stuff, it was to make him feel small and insignificant. He remembered this from the escape and evasion lecture they had been given at Prince Albert training camp.

Finally, she looked up.

“I’m going to ask you some questions, boy, and you’d better answer me.”

“How did you get out of the camp?”

Mike figured they must have found out by now, so he told the truth.

“I was in the black bins, maam.”

“I see. And after you got away from the landfill site, how did you get to St Agnes?”

This time Mike didn’t say anything.

“You told Lieutenant Maisy in St Agnes that you walked. 250 miles in two and a half days, boy? You must be a really fast walker. How did you get on the train?”

Mike remained silent.

“You already know my name, rank and number. I’m not telling you anything else. According to the War Convention, I don’t have to answer your questions.”

Rita was an army officer, not a trained interrogator, and as a career soldier, she believed in respecting the convention.

“Very well. But under the War Convention, I am entitled to punish escaped prisoners of war with up to 28 days solitary or 50 lashes or 100 strokes.”

Mike knew that was true. He looked nervous but didn’t say anything.

Rita stared at him for a few seconds.

“50 strokes of the cane. Take him away.”

Mike was taken back to his cell.

Thursday 11 August 71

The next morning, right after breakfast, Zara and Maddy came to collect Mike from the guard room cell.

“It’s time for your punishment, Mike. Stand up and face the wall.”

Mike’s hands were zip-tied behind his back and he was led away. They went outside and turned into the camp. They went into a building and when inside, Mike realized it was the gymnasium where he had been caned before. He saw that they had now equipped themselves with a caning horse, and he was dragged up to it and told to lay down over it. They pulled his trousers and pants off and then shackled him and tightly fastened the waist belt.

“Hello again, boy. Remember me? My name is Betty and I will be administering your punishment today.”

Mike recognized Betty. She had caned him before and then raped him. She held a 3-foot-long rattan cane in her hand.

She moved round behind him and got into position.

Swish thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack.

Betty assaulted Mike’s arse with 10 rapid medium strength whacks, at the rate of about 2 whacks per second. Although it was painful, Mike managed to stifle his screams, but his eyes filled with tears. Betty paused for about 30 seconds.

Swish thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack. “Aaaaaaargh!”

Betty made a second assault, again at medium strength. Mike tried to control himself but couldn’t help crying out after the seventh or eighth whack. But as soon as the assault was over, he managed to get control of himself again. His arse felt like it was on fire. Betty again paused for about 30 seconds.

Swish thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

The third assault was also at medium strength, but some of the whacks landed on top of welts that were beginning to form after Betty’s previous attacks. These whacks were much more painful than those that landed on untouched pink arse. Mike screamed from the first whack and for several seconds after the assault had ended. He tried to relax during his 30 second break and prepare himself for the next wave.

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

On the next assault, Betty increased her power and gave him 10 spaced out high strength whacks. Mike screamed out in agony from the very first whack. To make it worse, the slow, deliberate nature of the whacks caused them to all hit the middle of his arse in more or less the same position. Mike thought that if she kept that up for much longer, he could very well end up with a new sideways arse crack. Still, nearly over, just 10 more to go. Mike relaxed and enjoyed his 30 second break while it lasted.

Swish thwack. Thwack. Thwack. Thwack. Thwack. “Aaaaaaaargh!”

Off she went again, with more spaced-out high strength whacks. Mike screamed out with the pain and tears poured from his eyes and streamed down his face. Then the whacks stopped. Was that ten? Surely not. No one was unshackling him, so he braced himself for whatever was coming next.

Swish thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

Betty aimed carefully and put her absolute maximum power into the next whack. Mike screamed. Preparing for the next whack, Betty studied Mike’s arse carefully and picked her spot.

Swish thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

She hit exactly where she had aimed. On top of an existing welt. Mike’s arse jerked and the caning horse shifted half an inch.

“Keep still, boy!”

Swish thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

Once again, Betty applied full force and the cane smashed into Mike’s arse and broke the skin. Flecks of blood shot out in all directions and Mike screamed, then whimpered for several seconds after.

Swish thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

Another full force hit. Mike felt dazed. He almost felt like he was floating. Everything seemed unreal.

Betty took her time over the last strike. She carefully touched the end of the cane just where she wanted to land the hit, right in the middle of the arse over the hole. Then she pulled the cane back, then went forward and touched the target once more, and then pulled the cane all the way back and absolutely launched it at Mike’s arse.

Swish thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh!” Snap!

Mike screamed out in agony as the cane smashed into his arse at lightning speed. The cane snapped and the last 18 inches went spinning over Maddy’s head and landed at the far end of the gymnasium.

But at last, it was over. Mike continued to moan with pain for the next few minutes. There was no sign of anyone releasing him. He looked up and saw Betty walking away with the cane in her hand.

Then he felt something cold on one of his arse cheeks. And then on the other one as well. He heard two girls talking and recognized the voices of Zara and Maddy. They were both behind him rubbing lotion into his welts. They took care of one cheek each.

“Such a shame, Maddy. It’s such a lovely bottom.”

“And not just the bottom.” replied Maddy.

Mike jolted in surprise. A hand had gripped the sides of his hanging ball bag and gently squeezed it.

“I don’t think he was hit there, Maddy.” laughed Zara.

They released Mike from the caning horse and then helped him to get his pants and trousers back on as he didn’t have the strength to do it himself. Then he was taken back to his cell in the guardroom. Progress was slow, because the slightest movement of his underpants over his arse caused him great pain.

As soon as they locked him in his cell, he stripped naked and lay face down on the mattress. He refused all offers of food that day as any movement at all was painful. Girls looked in on him several times during the day. He heard them discussing his severely welted arse. But he ignored them and tried to rest.

Friday 12 August 71

Mike felt much better the next day. Zara and Maddy collected him and escorted him back to the POW compound where he was greeted by all his comrades. He had only been gone a week but if felt much longer.

They had a meeting in the evening, and Mike explained everything that had happened since he was left at the landfill site. The guys still reckoned that the train was the best way out for those heading for Green Bay or Mount Vernon.

“Next time, we’re getting everyone out.” said Sergeant Dean.

“How?” asked Mike.

“The tunnel. We’ve made good progress. We reckon it will be ready in about 4 weeks.”

Someone asked Mike about his clothes.

“Would you have had more of a chance if you had civilian clothes? Is there any benefit to altering our uniforms so they look less military?”

“I don’t think so.” said Mike. “Any male walking around on his own in this country is going to get stopped and questioned, so I don’t think being in civvies is any advantage. The best bet is just to not get seen at all.”

They discussed what 12 guys should do if they all managed to escape at the same time using the tunnel. Although various routes were discussed, the same problem remained. If the journey was going to take much more than 5 or 6 days, you would need to either take rations with you or have a reliable way of obtaining them on the way. And although they were well fed in the POW compound, it was usually soup or broth or casseroles. They rarely got any kind of compact dry food that had a decent shelf life. Therefore, most of the guys were still thinking of jumping a train and then heading for either Mount Vernon or Green Bay.

Later that evening, Mike asked Sergeant Dean what he thought the guys’ chances were of getting away.

“Of getting all the way home? Not very good, I’m afraid.”

“So, what’s the point?”

“Well, first of all, even if there’s only a slim chance of getting home, we might as well go for it. Second, maybe if we continually make a fucking nuisance of ourselves, they might just send us all back early. And third, if the guys just sit here with nothing to do, I’m worried that some might not be able to take it. Working on escapes keeps the men busy and their minds active.”

“Do you think it’s wise sending them all south by train?”

“Probably not, but unless we can steal some military ration packs, it’s the only practical way out. So, what about you Mike? What’s your plan, now that you’ve already tried the train route?”

“I’m thinking of maybe laying low in Aurora until the dust settles. Try to live of the land so to speak.”

“Stealing food?”

“Yes. And then maybe try to jump a ship in Aurora harbour.”

“It’s worth a try. Most of us won’t make it. When we all get back, we can compare notes!” laughed Sergeant Dean.

Sunday 14 August 71

Two days later, Mike was in the mess hut with Colin and Dan, washing up after the boys had had their lunch. They then mopped the floor and had a general tidy up.

Zara and Maddy came in.

“What’s going on in here?”

“Just tidying up, Mistress Zara. We’re about done.” said Dan.

“Fine. Finish up and get out of here. We want to lock up.” said Maddy.

Ten minutes later they had finished.

“We’re done now, Mistress Zara.” said Dan.

“Ok, off you go then.”

Zara held the outside door open for them. Dan and Colin went out but Zara then put her hand across the door.

“Wait.”

Mike waited and Zara closed the door and locked it.

“How’s your butt, Mike?” asked Zara.

“It still smarts, Mistress Zara, but it’s a lot better than it was.”

“Well, I’m sorry about that, Mike, but you shouldn’t have escaped. But me and Maddy would like to make it up to you.”

“Mistress Zara?”

“Come here, boy.”

Zara grabbed him and gave him a long tongue kiss.

Maddy took him by the arm.

“This way, boy.”

They led him into the part of the main room where there was an old sofa.

“Strip, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Maddy.”

Mike took all his clothes off while the girls watched. Then both girls stripped naked as well.

“Sit down on the sofa. In the middle.” said Zara.

The two girls sat down on either side of him, then leaned in and began tongue kissing each other in front of him. Then they both looked down at Mike’s cock, which was on full alert. Maddy leaned down and grabbed the base of his shaft and began licking his helmet. Zara just sat there and watched her. Maddy then engulfed his cock, and her lips began sliding up and down his length.

“Ooooh. Mike, do you like having your dick in her mouth?”

“Yes, Mistress Zara, it feels nice.”

Maddy kept working on Mike’s cock, either sliding her lips up and down his shaft, or licking the side of it from his balls all the way up to the tip. At the same time, Zara leaned in and gave Mike a long tongue kiss.

“I need this cock inside of me.” said Maddy. “Get up, Mike.”

Zara turned sideways and leaned onto the armrest of the sofa with her legs apart, then Maddy moved in on all fours and leaned down. Her tongue entered Zara’s slit.

“Get inside me, Mike.”

Mike kneeled on the sofa behind Maddy. He grabbed his cock and moved the helmet up and down Maddy’s slit to collect some love juice, then pushed into her.

“Oooh, that’s nice.” said Maddy.

Mike’s hands gripped Maddy’s arse cheeks and he began pumping his cock in and out of her tight twat.

Meanwhile, Maddy’s open mouth was pressed tightly onto Zara’s pussy, completely sealing it off. Inside the cordon, Maddy’s tongue played with Zara’s flaps and love hole and lapped up any juice that trickled out.

Mike continued to thrust his cock in and out of Maddy’s sweet sex slot. Slow thrusts, but full length, one moment his bell end was half exposed and the next he was balls deep. There was a chorus of oooh’s and aaaah’s from both girls.

Miike looked down at Maddy’s nice round arse. He released his grip on it and placed the flats of his palms on their smooth, round surfaces, then began moving his hands over them in gentle circles.

He pulled his cock out and wiped it up and down her slippery slit a few times before pushing back inside her.

Maddy’s tongue was now making long up and down movements through Zara’s slit, all the way from her arse hole to her clit and back again, forcing her flaps apart each time it passed by.

Mike sped up and began hammering Maddy’s woman hole with fast, full-length thrusts. At the same time, Maddy switched to tongue fucking Zara’s tight hole. Each time Mike’s groin slammed into Maddy’s arse cheeks, it forced Maddy’s tongue deep inside Zara’s vagina. Within a few minutes, both girls were on the brink.

“Yes, yes, yes, oh my goddess, yes, yes, don’t stop, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Both girls came at about the same time.

“I need that man meat.” said Zara.

Mike stood up, Maddy laid back, and Zara crawled forward to return the favour to Maddy’s pussy.

“Mike. Get inside me!” commanded Zara.

Mike kneeled up behind Zara. He was facing the opposite way now. He felt he was a bit too close to blowing his load, so he didn’t immediately enter her. He had to be careful as he wasn’t trained to hold back like the local Queendom boys were. Instead, he rested his cock in the top of Zara’s bum cleft and moved it backwards and forwards slowly.

When he felt more confident, he worked his helmet up and down her slit to part her flaps and then found her hole and pushed in. He began thrusting in and out with full length thrusts at medium speed, with one hand gripping one of Zara’s butt cheeks and the other hanging loose behind him.

Meanwhile, Zara concentrated on licking and sucking Maddy’s clitoris. Maddy responded by stroking Zara’s hair and gasping:

“Oh my, yes, don’t stop.”

Mike moved both hands to take hold of Zara’s arse cheeks then increased the speed of his thrusting. The motion made it difficult for Zara to keep her tongue on Maddy’s clit, so she switched to licking up and down over her slippery snatch. Her tongue moved in sync with Mike’s thrusting cock. Zara’s hands made contact with Maddy’s legs, and she gently pushed them back causing Maddy’s slit to open wider and giving Zara easier access. Mike looked down at Zara’s beautifully smooth glistening arse cheeks. His eyes were drawn to her arse hole. It seemed to be winking at him in time with his pounding. He inserted a finger a little way into it and felt the hole gently gripping and releasing him.

Maddy was getting close and began loudly moaning.

“Oh, my goddess, yes. lick it, lick it, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeees!”

Zara stopped licking Maddy after she came and instead, she inserted a finger into her moistened minge. Meanwhile Mike kept thrusting his boy beef in and out of Zara’s tight hole.

Maddy looked at Mike.

“I want to ride him.”

Mike lay down on his back along the sofa and Maddy climbed on, facing him. Zara kneeled down in front of the sofa. She got hold of Mikes cock and steered it into Maddy’s minge as she slowly lowered herself down onto him. Maddy then began using her hips to thrust her powerful pussy up and down on Mike’s captive cock. Zara had one hand on the top of Maddy’s arse cheeks while the other played with Mike’s ball bag. Then she leaned over to give Maddy a long tongue kiss. Maddy continue bouncing up and down on Mike’s cock and soon she was ready for another orgasm:

“Oh my, yes, yes, yes, aaaaaaargh, oh my, yeeeeeeeeeeees!”

After recovering, she got off the sofa and kneeled on the floor next to Zara.

“Stand up, Mike.”

Mike stood up and faced the girls. Maddy gripped his cock and took it into her mouth, while Zara played with his ball sack. Maddy took the cock out of her mouth and began wanking it instead, at the same time licking its full length with her tongue. Then she tightly gripped the base of his helmet with her lips and wanked his shaft with her hand. Meanwhile, Zara continued to fondle his balls inside his bag.

“Oh my god.” said Mike as his cock suddenly stiffened and his balls tightened.

”Come for us, baby.” said Zara.

Mike’s cock flexed one more time and then began to shoot rope after rope of hot steaming spunk straight into Maddy’s waiting mouth. She kept her lips tightly clamped behind his helmet while she wanked the last few drops out of him and then swallowed his sticky load.

“Mmmmmm. Northern boy come is so tasty.” she commented.


Chapter 4 – Pleasure Boy

Monday 13 September 71

One month later, the tunnel was complete. With only 12 prisoners, the compound was small and consequently the tunnel was short. The ground was hard enough that the tunnel didn’t need shoring up. It seemed the compound had been located purely for the convenience of being next to the ALI barracks.

Sergeant Dean wished everyone well.

“Listen up. We’ll leave tonight after they lock us in. That will give us 10 hours before they realize we’ve all gone. So, good luck to everyone and hopefully we’ll all meet up again in Romulus.”

They had drawn lots for the order of departure. Mike was number 7. They prised up the false floor in the shower room and the first two guys went down. There was a delay while they cut the last two feet to the surface, then one came back and beckoned everyone to follow. Their compound was on the edge of town, so everyone turned away from town and headed into the landfill site, then over the fence at the back and around the edge of town to the railway line. This was the same route that Mike had used on his previous escape. Eight of the guys then headed along the track towards the goods yard, while three followed the track south on foot.

Mike crossed the track and kept going and soon came to a residential street. There was no one in sight, so he took a chance and went down it until it joined a main road. There was still no sign of anyone and no traffic. Not really surprising at this time of night.

He walked along the main road and saw a small group of shops set back behind a lay-by off the main road. There was a convenience store, a take-away, and another shop that he couldn’t identify. Possibly a hairdresser or some kind of beauty salon. There were two floors above each shop. Possibly flats thought Mike.

He spotted lights down the road. A vehicle was approaching but was still some way off. He went down a narrow road at the side of the shops. It gave access to the rear. Possibly parking for the owners or a means of delivering stock. All the shops had yards at the back containing crates and bins, and one had a wooden shed. The shed wasn’t locked but there was nothing useful in it. Mike went into the yard behind the convenience store and made his way to the door. As expected, it was locked and all the windows were closed. He had a look at the yard with the crates. They were all empty and there was a lot of rubbish around as well. There was nothing useful here. Mike decided that this whole area was a dead loss and started to move off but then he trod on an empty glass bottle. His foot flew forward and he fell down onto his arse, banging into a crate and making a lot of noise. He hit the ground hard and was dazed.

A ground floor light came on. Mike could see a shape inside the glass door, and he heard a key being inserted into the lock. Without getting up, he quickly crawled backwards out of sight behind the crate he had just bumped into. He heard the door open and saw flashes of light. Someone had come out to look around. And they had a torch.

Mike considered getting up and legging it. He was confident that a fit 19-year-old male who had recently been through gruelling military training would be able to outrun a random civilian and even overpower her if necessary. But she would report his presence. It would be better if he wasn’t seen, he decided. So, he would remain quiet and still and hope he wasn’t spotted. If he was, he could still make a run for it.

“See anything, Janet?”

“No, not yet.”

Shit! Now there were two of them.

Suddenly a bright light shone in Mike’s face,

“Who the fuck are you?”

“What is it, Janet?”

Mike slowly stood up. Fuck! Two women were standing looking at him. Both wore dressing gowns as if they had just got out of bed.

“Who are you boy? And what are you doing in our yard?”

“Don’t worry about it, girls. I’ll be out of your way in no time. Good night.”

Mike walked back down the side access road. One of the women followed him as far as the corner and watched as he walked away. But when he got to the front, he froze and then quickly backed up. There was a police car parked in the lay-by in front of the shops. Two officers were sitting in it.

Were they searching for him? He peeked around the corner again. No, they appeared to be parked up and just taking a break. He turned back, hesitated when he saw the woman looking at him, and then carried on. He froze again as the woman started walking towards him. She passed him and had a quick look round the corner.

Mike held his breath, wondering what she was going to do. But the woman just came back.

“Come inside. Don’t worry, we won’t tell the police. You can’t be outside on your own, but if you’re inside with us there’s no problem.”

Mike hesitated.

“Come inside now, boy, or I’ll report you.”

Mike reluctantly followed them inside.

“This way, boy.”

Mike followed her upstairs. He heard the outside door being closed and locked and then the other woman came up behind him. Mike followed the woman into a kitchen.

“Sit down boy.”

Mike sat down on a chair at the kitchen table.

“I’m Janet and this is Carol.”

Both women looked to be in their 40’s.

“What’s your name, boy?” asked Janet.

“Mike.”

“And who’s your owner?”

“I don’t have an owner.”

“No owner? So, you’re a state slave?”

“I’m not a slave. I’m a Trooper in the Northern Legion. I’m an escaped prisoner of war.”

“Fuck me! Were you captured in the Gender War, boy?”

“The Gender War, Mistress?”

“Yes, three months ago, when we defeated the patriarchy and liberated the women of King George.”

“Yes, Mistress Janet.”

“So, where have you escaped from?”

“The prison compound here in Aurora, Mistress. Next to the barracks.”

“That’s a prison camp? I thought it was a slave barracks.”

“So, they’ll be looking for you then.”

“I escaped earlier tonight, Mistress Janet. They probably won’t miss me until the morning.”

“Where are you trying to get to?”

“Green Bay or Mount Vernon, Mistress Janet, and then home to Romulus.”

“Hmmm. Wait here. Make him a cup of tea, Carol.”

Twenty minutes later, Janet was back.

“Listen boy. We won’t turn you in, but you can’t stay here. It’s too risky. But I’ve got a friend in Victoria who’s prepared to put you up and feed you, provided you work for her.”

“What would I have to do, Mistress Janet?”

“She runs a pleasure house. You would be one of her boys. She says if you work for her for one year, she will then help you on your way.”

Mike thought about it. He didn’t like the idea of being rented out like a piece of meat. But Janet would probably hand him over to the police if he refused. He decided to accept. But there was no way he would stay for a year. As soon as he got there, he would start looking for ways to move on.”

“Ok, Mistress Janet. I accept.”

Janet looked out of a front window.

“The police have gone. Wait here while I get ready.”

Carol sat down opposite Mike.

“It’s a pity Janet’s taking you tonight. I could use a nice young boy like you to keep me warm in my bed.”

Janet came back. She had got dressed.

“Follow me, boy.”

They both went outside. Janet opened a back door.

“Get in and lay down on the floor. You can get up once we’re out of town.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Janet got into the driver’s seat and they set off. Half an hour later, she pulled over and stopped.

“Get up boy. You can sit in the front now.”

They arrived in Victoria two hours after leaving Aurora. Janet drove round the back of a building and parked.

“Come with me boy.”

They went inside.

“Here he is, Madeline.”

“Bring him into my office, Janet.”

They all went in.

“Take your clothes off, boy.”

“Why?”

“Don’t argue, boy, take your clothes off."

Mike stripped off.

Madeline looked him over.

“Open.”

She checked his teeth, and then she fondled his cock and balls and caressed his bum.

“How old are you boy?”

“19, Mistress Madeline.”

“Very well. I’ll take him.”

Madeline sat behind her desk and made a brief call on her desk phone.

Knock knock.

“Come in.”

Two women came in.

“Ah Zoot, Willow. Mike here is joining us. Look after him, will you?”

“Yes, Madeline.”

Zoot and Willow were both in their mid-20’s. Mike noticed they both had holsters on their hips containing a cylindrical device of some kind. He didn’t know what it was. Zoot drew her device from her holster and prodded Mike in the back.

“Up against the wall boy. Hands behind your back.”

Willow cuffed Mike’s hands.

“Take him away, Zoot.” said Madeline.

“Yes, Madeline.”

“Move, boy.”

Mike reached down to grab his clothes.

“Leave those, boy. You won’t need them. Get moving.”

“Willow, this is Janet. Give her a cheque for 25,000 credits.”

Zoot escorted Mike to an elevator and pressed a button. They descended one level. They walked out and came to a desk with a woman sitting behind it.

“Chrissy, this is Mike who’s just joined us. Where should we put him?” asked Zoot.

Chrissy looked through a register and made a note.

“Put him in 23.”

“Ok.”

Zoot prodded Mike in the back again.

“Get going, boy.”

They took Mike along a corridor with man cages on both sides and opened number 23. Zoot prodded Mike in and the door clanged shut. There was a mattress with some sheets and blankets, a bucket and a water bottle. Mike made the bed and lay down on it and tried to sleep.

Tuesday 14 September 71

The next morning at the Aurora prison compound, Sue and Zara unlocked the barrack hut and walked away. Normally the boys would be waiting and would open the door and come out as soon as they heard it being unlocked. But nothing happened.

Sue and Zara looked at each other then went back and opened the door themselves and walked in. There was no one there. They glanced into the toilet and shower room. Empty. Then Sue did a double take. Was that a hole in the floor? She walked over and looked down into it. A tunnel entrance.

“Oh, my fucking goddess!”

They both rushed back and raised the alarm amongst the compound staff and then rushed over to Lieutenant Rita’s office in the ALI garrison next door.

Knock knock.

“Come in.”

“Lieutenant Rita! There’s been an escape.”

“Shit! Who is it?”

“All of them.”

“What all 12?”

“Yes, Lieutenant Rita. They’ve all gone. All 12 of them!”

“Inform Major Klara immediately.”

“Yes, Lieutenant Rita.”

Major Klara was the commanding officer of the Aurora Light Infantry.

Meanwhile, Rita called Aurora Police.

“Aurora Police. Officer Kimberly speaking. How can I help you?”

“Good morning, Kimberly. It’s Lieutenant Rita at the POW compound. There’s been a mass breakout. Implement Operation Gotcha immediately.”

In Victoria meanwhile, Mike had been woken up in his cage and been given some cereal for breakfast and a cup of tea. The empties had just been taken away when Zoot arrived.

“Good morning, Mike. Welcome to Fiona’s Fun House. I’m Mistress Zoot and I’m here to instruct you on your duties.”

“Good morning, Mistress Zoot.”

“Here at Fiona’s Fun House, we provide pleasure services for women, either on site, or with home visits. However, you’ll start off strictly on-site until Mistress Madeline says otherwise. We’re open from midday until midnight. We’ll get you showered and then Mistress Madeline says you are to go on the slots for your first week until we know what you are capable of. Then you’ll probably go onto room service. If you do well, Mistress Madeline may allocate you to home visits from time to time.”

“So, if I understand it correctly, I have to work here for a year and then Mistress Madeline will help me on my way?”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m here on a one-year contract, and then I can move on, is that correct?”

“I don’t know where you’ve got that from. As far as I know, Mistress Madeline bought you, so she’s your owner until she decides to sell you.”

“But Mistress Zoot . . .”

“Enough, boy!”

She prodded him with her device.

Buzz. “Ow!”

“What was that, Mistress Zoot?”

“It’s my man-prod. And that was on the lowest setting. If you don’t want to feel it on full blast, I suggest you get moving. That way.”

“Yes, Mistress Zoot.”

Zoot showed Mike where the showers were. After having a shower, Mike was taken back to his cell. While he was away, some clothes had been delivered. White slippers, white shorts and a white T-shirt with FFH lettering on it. He got dressed.

At 11:30, Zoot was back.

“Come with me, Mike. You’re on the slots. I’ll show you what they’re all about before we set you up.”

Zoot took Mike into a plush looking room. It was long and narrow. Down one side there were strange looking glass boxes fixed to the wall, each with what looked like a bar stool in front of it, and there were partial room dividers between each position. They went up close to one of the devices.

“Sit on the stool, Mike.”

In this position, the dividers shielded him from the positions on either side. In front of him was a glass case and he could see through it. The back was a shiny white surface with a 2-inch diameter hole in it lined with a rubber ring. It looked like the glass front should lift up, but when Mike tried it, it wouldn’t. Zoot got a credit card out and pushed it into a slot at the side of the device. There was a click.

“You can open it now, Mike.”

Mike opened it. It latched and stayed up by itself. Mike glanced at the credit card slot. Below the slot was a display. It showed the charge: 00.05 credits. As he watched it changed to 00.10 and then 00.15.

“Try closing the door.”

He closed it. There was a click and the credit card popped back out, and the charge stopped increasing.

“It’s basically a card operated glory hole. The ladies can browse the available cocks and if they see one they fancy, they can pop a credit card in the slot and get access to it. They’re very popular.”

“I see.” said Mike.

“Come with me and I’ll show you your side.”

They made their way to the other side of the wall. It was well lit this side as well. Mike saw the row of 2-inch holes. There were dividers on this side as well, and there were also small TVs at about head height.

“Ok, Mike, we’ll set you up in this one.”

Mike heard voices and glanced to the side to see 8 or 9 more boys being led in.

“Right, shove you’re cock and balls through the hole, Mike.”

Mike shoved his cock through and then used his fingers to try and get his ball bag through as well. Zoot then connected three belts. One went around his waist and one around each of his upper thighs. She tightened them all and they pulled him tightly up to the glory hole. His balls, which hadn’t fully gone through, now popped into position. The rubber ring was quite tight around his ball bag, and the restriction caused his cock to go full mast and his ball bag to swell up.

Zoot turned Mike’s TV on. It was showing some old movies.

“Mike, whenever someone puts their card in your machine, the screen will automatically switch to random blowjob porn.”

“Oh, I thought I would be able to see who’s on the other side.”

“No, Mike. Because the woman on the other side might be shy or might just not want you to see her for some reason.”

Zoot checked her watch. We open in 10 minutes. You get a 15-minute break on average every 2 hours, and a 1-hour break about halfway through your 14-hour shift. However, once you’ve come twice, you’ll get withdrawn regardless. Now, pay attention to these buttons. They’re colour coded, but they’re labelled as well. The red one is your emergency button. But be warned, you’ll be in trouble if you press it without good reason. This green button is the come warning. Press it when you’re about to come and it will warn the customer. Some customers like the taste of man milk but some don’t. So don’t forget to press. This dial is the volume control for the TV. Oh, and this hook here below the TV is to hang the headphones on if you take them off.”

Mike didn’t get any customers in the first hour, so he put his headphones on and began watching “The Longest Day” on the TV.

Half an hour later, he heard a click and the movie stopped and was replaced by blowjob porn.

Straight away a hand grasped his shaft and began wanking it. A few seconds later another hand grasped his ball bag. Then he felt lips clamp down onto his shaft. The lips began to move up and down with the hand just ahead of them, but the hand grasping his ball bag went away.

Whoever this girl was, she seemed to be in quite a hurry. After a while, her lips stopped moving and just clamped around his cock with only about an inch of it inside her mouth. Meanwhile, the hand started wanking his cock at a furious speed for about 10 seconds.

Her mouth released his cock, but a hand continued wanking it for quite some time. She changed hands now and then. Then the hands went away to be replaced by lips. Her lips moved rapidly up and down Mike’s man meat, concentrating on just the top half.

For the next five minutes, she alternated between lips and hands but always at a furious pace. Then Mike felt fingertips touching his ball bag, which had swollen up like an orange due to the restricting effect of the tight rubber ring. Her fingertips kept rhythmically pressing and relaxing on his ball bag.

It was too much. He pressed the green button and a moment later a hand gripped his shaft and held it in position. He could feel that his helmet was laying on her tongue but was not inside her mouth. Meanwhile, the fingertips kept pressing his ball bag hard once a second and then relaxing.

Mike felt the come boiling in his ball bag and then the next time the fingertips squeezed it, a jet of hot seed shot out of his cock. The fingers released and then squeezed again and another jet shot out. The fingertips managed to achieve three strong spunk shots and numerous follow up drips.

Then Mike heard a click and ‘The Longest Day’ resumed playing on the TV.

A minute later, Zoot came and released him for a 20-minute break. He got cleaned up and had a cup of tea, but in no time at all, he was back in position again and open for business.

He carried on watching the movie. It was almost over when he thought he heard someone knocking. He turned the volume right down and hung his headphones up and listened. There it was again, and he felt it as well as heard it. But at that moment, the movies suddenly switched to blowjob porn again.

The next moment, he felt a hand grasp his ball bag and fondle it for a few seconds before moving up to his shaft and then gripping it just below his helmet. The hand then wanked him for about 30 seconds. Another hand then lightly gripped his ball bag and began fondling it. After a minute, the wanking hand slid down to the base of his cock and held it steady, and Mike then felt lips enclose his helmet and begin sucking. A moment later, the lips began travelling up and down his shaft and a tongue began caressing his bell end.

The hand gripping his shaft then moved to the side and lightly gripped his cock between finger and thumb, while the other hand continued to fondle his ball bag. The lips kept on travelling up and down the top half of his cock, but then they concentrated on his smooth purple helmet for a while. Up went the lips until his cock was almost free, then back down only an inch until just the helmet was inside, then up again.

Her hands moved again. One lost contact while the other did double duty, coming up from below, the fingers passing either side of his ball bag and the fingertips just reaching and gripping the shaft.

She then took the cock out of her mouth and went for a minute of full-on cock wanking, before engulfing the cock with her mouth once more. Her lips now increased to warp speed and hammered up and down the full length of Mike’s shaft. After a couple of minutes, Mike’s jizz was fizzing in his ball bag and he pressed the green button.

The woman’s lips stopped moving, instead clamping tightly onto his shaft just below the helmet, and then a hand gripped Mike’s cock and began vigorously wanking it. Mike’s cock pulsed and then three long squirts of hot man milk shot out of the end and into the waiting mouth. The hand continued wanking for a while, determined to extract every drop of milk out of the now softening meat.

The movie suddenly came back on, and he heard that knocking sound again and felt it through the floor. Then, faintly, he heard a voice he recognised. It was Zoot. He listened carefully with his head tilted slightly to one side. He could just make out what Zoot was saying.

“Do you need help with your zimmer, Gladys?”

Then he heard it more clearly, as Zoot repeated herself in a louder voice.

“I said, do you need help with your zimmer, Gladys? Going backwards can be tricky, can’t it? There you go, my dear. See you next week.”

A minute later, Zoot came to release Mike and take him back to his cell. He was going off duty now as he had shot two loads today.

Wednesday 15 September 71

The next day, Zoot took Mike to the photographer.

“Madeline wants your portfolio prepared in case she wants to offer you for room service.” she said.

Mike was naked but only at half mast, so Zoot had to wank him to attention before the photographer could begin. She took pictures of his front, rear and both sides, then a head and shoulders shot, and finally close ups of his cock and balls.

Mike was then taken away to work a shift on the slots. Mike hated the slots, not only because you couldn’t see who’s mouth your dick was in, but also because there were hours and hours of nothing happening, and you had to stand up all the time. He would much prefer room service, which he assumed just meant going to bed with a woman and having sex with her in whatever position she wanted.

Back in his cell, Mike lay down on his mattress and had a think. It appeared that Janet had double crossed him. She had sold him to Madeline for 25,000 credits. Zoot didn’t know anything about his one-year agreement and he suspected Madeline didn’t either. As far as Madeline was concerned, she had bought a boy to use as a pleasure slave. Mike remembered reading an article about Queendom slavery in a Sunday magazine. If he recalled correctly, brand new slaves just out of training usually went for about 100,000 credits. Skilled pleasure slaves could cost up to 250,000.

But Madeline had paid just 25,000 credits for him. That must mean she knew he was not legit. He wondered if she knew his status as an escaped prisoner of war. Maybe she thought he was merely stolen property. They had prepared his portfolio, so it looked like they were considering using him for room service. But Mike strongly suspected that he would never be allowed out to do home visits, which would have been his best chance of getting away.

Meanwhile, back in Aurora, eight of the escapers had been recaptured. They had been found on a goods train before it had even left Aurora. There were still four at large. Zack, Colin and Rob, who had walked south from Aurora along the tracks, and Mike.

Saturday 18 September 71

On Saturday, Willow came to Mike’s cell to inform him that he was on room service today.

“How does it work, Mistress Willow?”

“You could be booked in advance for a specific time, in which case we’ll have plenty of time to get you set up. Or you could be picked by a walk-in, in which case it’s more of a rush. But either way, a staff member will collect you and take you to a room and set you up. So just relax here until someone fetches you.”

“Yes, Mistress Willow.”

Mike didn’t get any customers in the afternoon. Apparently, afternoons were always slack. Evenings were peak time.

Sure enough, early in the evening, Macy, who he hadn’t met before, came to collect him. She had a man-prod in one hand.

“You’re up, boy. Strip off and then come with me.”

All the pleasure rooms were actually two rooms and had two entrances. The customer entrance led to a changing room and then another door gave access to the pleasure room. The slave entrance led directly to the pleasure room. Macy and Mike entered a pleasure room by the slave entrance.

Mike looked around. The room had a large bed with plenty of restraint points on it, and there was a St Andrew’s cross, a caning horse, some stocks, a sex chair, and even a human toilet frame. There were also restraint points on the floor and the ceiling and a couple of man cages. And hanging from a wall, were a selection of whips and canes, and there was a cupboard that Macy said contained sex toys and lubricants.

Macy checked her data pad.

“Get on the caning horse, boy.”

Mike got on and cursed under his breath. Macy shackled him on and tightened the waist belt. Then she got some cream out of her bag and applied it to Mike’s arse and began rubbing it in.

“What’s that, Mistress Macy?”

“This is what we call pre-strike lotion. It won’t stop the pain, but it will help your arse heal up more quickly, especially if she breaks the skin. Ms Bridget can go a bit overboard sometimes. There, that will do. Good luck, boy.”

Macy left by the slave door.

Ten minutes later, Mike heard sounds coming from the changing room, then a moment later, a woman came in and stood in front of him. She grabbed his hair and pulled his head up so she could see his face. She looked like she was in her early 50s and was wearing a smart business suit.

“Hello, boy. I am Mistress Bridget.”

She let go of his hair and walked along his side. Her hand moved to his neck and then travelled down his back to his arse cheeks. Her hand traced circles over one arse cheek and then the other.

“Nice firm arse. But much too smooth. A boy’s arse should always be nicely welted. It’s a sign of subservience to women. But don’t worry, we’ll soon put that right.”

She went back into the changing room. When she returned, she was only wearing a black lace bra and panties and black stockings. She walked up to the rack and selected a 3-foot cane.

She walked back and stroked Mike’s hair. Then she slowly walked round to his arse, looked at it, stroked it with her free hand, then walked back up the other side. She continued to slowly circle him. The next time she passed his arse, she lightly tapped it with her cane, then circled round past his head again, stroking it again as she passed, and carried on round to his arse.

This time she stopped and stroked it for a few seconds. Then:

Swish thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack. “Aaaaaaaaargh.”

She caned his arse with six rapid strokes, applying full force each time. Mike screamed out with pain but quickly got control of himself when she stopped. She resumed circling him. She again stroked his hair as she passed his head. When she went behind him again:

Slap! “Ow!”

She reached out and gave his arse a single spank as she walked past. She passed his head again and then stopped just before she reached his arse. She remained motionless for about 10 seconds, just staring at his arse. Then:

Swish thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

She unleashed a furious assault on Mike’s still mostly pink arse. Nearly 30 strikes, as rapidly as possible and with as much force as possible. Mike screamed continuously from the first strike. He recovered soon after she stopped but tears flowed from his eyes. It was so painful. 

Bridget stopped and watched, fascinated, as thin pink lines appeared all over his arse, gradually darkening and thickening, first to red and then to purple. After 5 minutes, Mike’s arse was almost solid purple. She reached over and lightly caressed it. She loved feeling the ridges and bumps of the welts on a boy’s arse. Especially when she had put the welts there. She felt powerful and in control.

“That’s much better.”

Bridget pressed a “call” button on the wall next to the door, and a few minutes later, there was a knock on the slave entrance.

“Enter.”

Macy came in.

“You called, Ms Bridget?”

“I want to use the sex chair.”

“Certainly, Ms Bridget.”

Macy unbelted and unshackled Mike and then took him over to a rubber mat on the floor and made him lay down on it. Then she shackled his ankles and wrists to the floor mounts provided, moved the sex chair into position over Mike’s face, and left.

Bridget slowly walked over and stood next to Mike and looked down as him. She bent down and removed her panties, then stood astride Mike’s chest, facing his feet. She sat down in the sex chair. The sex chair supported Bridget’s arse cheeks but the wide slot down the centre of the seat left her arse crack and pussy exposed. She looked down and adjusted the seat position slightly, then pressed a button on the side of the chair. An electric motor whirred and the seat of the chair descended. Her pussy touched Mike’s mouth.

“Lick me, boy. Make me come.”

Mike’s eyes were still full of tears and were stinging him and making him squint. He had no way to wipe them, so he had to work by touch.

He extended his tongue and found Bridget. His tongue tip explored her bumps and folds for a few seconds as he tried to work out where he was. He found her flaps and began playing with them, pushing them first to the left and then to the right. Then he lightly ran his tongue along their length.

Bridget jabbed the “down” button and the chair dropped another half inch. It was enough for Mike to be able to work his tongue between the flaps and separate them. He then began licking back and forth along her slit.

“Ooooh, yes.”

His tongue found her woman hole and popped inside. He moved his tongue from side to side inside her, causing the walls of her love cave to stretch and then relax. She loved the sensations.

“Oh, my goddess, yes boy, that’s nice.”

Bridget leaned back in her chair slightly. The movement pulled her pussy off his tongue, and he had to go exploring again. He found he could still reach her slit if he lifted his head, but it was quite a strain, so he lay back to see what else he could find. He soon located her arse hole, and the tip of his tongue began making little circles around it. Then he went for the hole and started tickling it. Bridget giggled. Then he jabbed her hole and made it half an inch in.

“Oh!”

Bridget lifted her arse in surprise but quickly sat down again. This time she leaned forward slightly, and Mike found he could now reach her clit, and played with it for a while, flicking it up and down and then left and right and making small circles around it. Then he began long tongue strokes starting from her clit and going between her flaps to her love hole and then back again. He increased speed as much as he could and applied pressure, licking continuously up and down her slit, scooping up any poon potion he came across on the way.

“Oh, my goddess, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Bridget jabbed the “up” button for a couple of seconds. Then sat there getting her breath back. A few more drops of twat tang leaked out of her sweet sex hole and dripped straight into Mike’s mouth, and he gulped them down.

Bridget got up, went into the changing room, had a shower and then got dressed and left.

Ten minutes later, Macy came back to release Mike and escorted him back to his cell. Back in his cell, Macy treated his arse with lotion.

“You’re off-line for the rest of the day, Mike. Get some rest.”

Wednesday 22 September 71

The following Wednesday, Mike was informed that he had been pre-booked for an evening session by General Mandy, a member of the Queendom Army General Staff.

Mike scrubbed up in preparation. He had a shower and washed his hair and late in the afternoon, Macy came to give him a final inspection.

“Yes, you’ll do. The General is an important person so make sure you show her a good time. If she has any complaints, you’ll be for it.”

“Yes, Mistress Macy.”

Half an hour before the appointment, Macy escorted Mike to one of the pleasure rooms.

“On the bed, boy. The General wants you spreadeagled.”

“Yes, Mistress Macy.”

Mike got on the bed and Macy shackled his wrists and ankles to the corners.

“You’ll do. Be good.”

Macy left.

Mike heard General Mandy arrive in the changing room 15 minutes later. She opened the door and glanced at Mike, then went back to get changed. Ten minutes later, she was back. She wore a frilly white top, black skirt and black stockings and suspenders and no panties. She looked about mid 40’s.

She kneeled on the bed sideways on to Mike and began stroking his body, running her hands up and down his thighs and chest, but not touching his cock.

“Oooh, what a nice young body.”

She leaned in and kissed him on the lips. Then she moved across and sat on his chest and shuffled forward so that her pussy was about 3 inches from his chin.

“What a cute boy.”

Her finger played with his nose and his lips and then she pushed a finger into his mouth.

“Mike sucked it.”

Then she withdrew her finger and scooted forward.

“Lick me, boy.”

Mike tilted his face forward and extended his tongue. Mandy’s feet were on the bed under Mike’s armpits. Her knees were bent and her arse was resting on his chest. She leaned back, supporting herself on an arm stretched out and resting on the bed by one of Mike’s thighs. Her other arm reached forward, and her hand went behind Mike’s head and pulled his face into her pussy.

Mike stuck his tongue out and began running it up and down Mandy’s slit. Mandy moved her arse up and down at the same time, increasing her pleasure. Mike continued licking her slit for a couple of minutes but then Mandy turned round to sit on his chest facing his feet.

She leaned down and took his man meat into her mouth and began gently sucking it. Then she sat up and gave his cock a hard sideways slap. She didn’t immediately return to the cock as she was too busy enjoying Mike’s tongue. He was thrusting it in and out of her pink woman hole. His nose was pressed up against Mandy’s arse hole while his face cheeks were squashed against her arse cheeks.

After enjoying his tongue for a while, she returned to his cock, once again taking it into her mouth. At first, she took the first two inches in and played her tongue over his purple helmet, but after a while, she began moving her lips up and down his length. She supported herself with her right hand on his thigh, while her left moved over to grasp his shaft. Then she took his cock out of her mouth and wanked it for a short time before going back to sucking.

Meanwhile, Mike continued to lick her slippery slit, lapping up her juices as soon as they dripped out. He pulled out and kissed each of her arse cheeks before diving in once again.

“I need this cock inside me.”

She shuffled forwards and lifted herself up then lowered her minge onto his cock and engulfed it. She then began to reverse squat ride him. Her feet were either side of his thighs, and she leaned back with her hands resting each side of his body near his armpits. She pushed up until only his bell end was still inside her and then came down until her arse cheeks bounced off his groin.

Then she sat up straight and pulled her frilly top off revealing her full breasts. She was still wearing her black skirt, but it was scrunched up around her waist looking more like a baggy belt. She then continued her reverse squat riding but now in an upright position. Mike had a lovely view of her big round arse cheeks as they bounced up and down on his groin.

Starting to get a bit tired, she leaned back a little and rested her hands on Mike’s chest. She stopped bouncing and her arse descended and parked on Mike’s groin. She looked down to see Mike’s rod impaling her and began stroking her clit and the exposed part of Mike’s rod. Having had a rest, she then resumed full on squat riding. She loved being on top. As a top army officer, she was a firm believer in the Queendom and female superiority, so being in control of a male seemed natural.

She fancied a change, so she climbed off and got between Mike’s legs and took hold of his cock. She then began licking the underside of his helmet for a while, before taking him into her mouth. She then began full length rapid cock sucking with her lips going as far down his shaft as she could manage before pulling all the way back to his helmet. She sucked him for several minutes.

She then decided on a spot of cowgirl. She got up above him and then lowered herself down until her love cave engulfed his boy beef and then began gently riding him. Her knees rested on the bed either side of his hips while her hands gripped his chest high up almost at his neck. She bounced up and down at a fast pace. She changed to a more upright position and Mike had a good view of her breasts bouncing up and down in time with her riding. She carried on bouncing as her climax approached.

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

She nestled down onto his cock while she recovered. Then she looked down at him.

“That was nice. What’s your name, boy?”

“Mike, Mistress Mandy.”

“Mike. Hmmm. I must remember that. I might use you again.”

She climbed off and went into the changing room to shower and get dressed.

Macy came to collect him shortly after the General had left.

Thursday 22 September 71

“You did well yesterday, boy. General Mandy was very pleased and said she might use you again.”

Macy was praising Mike for his performance the previous day.

“Thank you, Mistress Macy.”

“You’re on room service again today but there’s no pre-bookings for you. So, just sit tight and we’ll see if any walk-in’s want you.”

“Yes, Mistress Macy.”

As it happened, Mike wasn’t used that day, so he just lay on his mattress all day, daydreaming or thinking. He’d been keeping his eyes open for any possible escape route but so far, he’d drawn a blank. There was no way to escape from his cell.

He wondered if he could overpower the staff when he was outside his cell. But they all carried those man-prods. He thought could probably escape from one girl, but he didn’t know his way around the building well enough. He doubted he could find his way out before the alarm was raised and he was surrounded on all sides by staff with man-prods.

The only time he was alone outside of his cell was at the beginning and end of a room service session. But so far, he had always been restrained. And of course he was naked. So, he would need to break his restraints, find his way out of a building he wasn’t familiar with, then escape through the streets of the capital city of the Queendom while naked.

He began to wonder if he should tell the next customer that he wasn’t legit or even admit he was an escaped POW in the hope that she would pass it on. That would get him back to the compound and another caning. He would then have to escape all over again. But he’d escaped twice from the compound. He couldn’t see a way out of Fiona’s Fun House.

Friday 23 September 71

The next morning, Mike was informed that he had a pre-booking that evening.

Macy came to collect him in good time and took him to a pleasure room. She checked her data pad.

“She want’s you on the caning horse, boy. Up you get.”

Mike sighed. Another Queendom sadist. He climbed up onto the horse, and Macy shackled and belted him and then left.

Twenty minutes later, Mike heard noises coming from the changing room and shortly after, a woman came in. She walked round in front of Mike and lifted his head by pulling on his hair.

“Hello, boy. I’m Mistress Stacey. What’s your name?”

“Hello, Mistress Stacey. I’m Mike.”

Stacey wore a shiny black garment. Mike wasn’t sure what material it was made off. It covered her belly and her back, but left her breasts, pussy and arse exposed. It was held up by straps over her shoulders. At the bottom, two straps descended at the front and two at the back and they held up black fishnet stockings. Mike figured the woman was maybe 45. She had put on quite a bit of weight and had a very big arse but was still quite pretty despite that.

She selected a cane from the rack and moved round behind Mike.

“This is just to warm you up and remind you who’s in charge here.”

Swish thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack.

She gave him ten rapid medium strength whacks of the cane. Mike managed to bear the pain without crying out, although it did bring tears to his eyes.

Swish thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack thwack.

She then gave him another ten. Mike thought the second batch had less force than the first.

“I think that’s enough for now.”

She released him from the caning horse and moved over to the bed. Mike suddenly realised he was free of restraints and the idea of just fleeing flashed across his mind. No, this wasn’t the right time. He didn’t have a clue how to get outside from this room. And he was naked.

Stacey had sat down on the bed.

“Lick my tits, please, Mike.”

“Yes, Mistress Stacey.”

Stacey had huge tits. Mike went over and kneeled before her and then reached up and held her right breast in his hand. He then leaned in and kissed the nipple and then sucked on it. He then extended his tongue and licked the nipple up and down.  He adjusted his position slightly and then grasped the breast with both hands and lifted it up from its natural position. It felt heavy in his hands. His tongue began to trace wide circles around the areola, which were quite large. He gradually reduced the diameter of the circles so that he was soon licking the areola and then eventually the nipple and he then finished by giving the nipple a good, long suck.

A strange sense of fairness then induced him to do exactly the same with the other breast.

“That was very nice, Mike. Now step back, please.”

Mike stepped back. Stacey stood up and turned round then got on her knees on the bed and leaned down. Her arse was pointed straight at Mike.

“Now I want you to lick me.”

“Yes, Mistress Stacey.”

Mike approached the bed on his knees and looked down at Stacey’s huge round arse. He placed his hands on the huge expanse of smooth, shiny skin, one on each arse cheek, and ran them all over the smooth, warm surface. Then he gripped an arse cheek in each hand and gently prised then apart, affording himself an excellent view of her tight, pink arsehole and her shaved minge below it.

He leaned down and his tongue entered her arse crack about two inches below the hole, he then slowly licked up and over it until he reached about two inches above it, and then down he went again. He repeated the up and down licks for about a minute.

He then turned his attention to the actual hole. He poked his tongue out as far as he could and made it as rigid as possible and then tried to force his way in. At first, he couldn’t make any progress, so he just used the tip of his tongue to tickle the sphincter. He couldn’t resist stroking those beautiful arse cheeks again, so he released his grip and began sliding his hands all over the huge pink orbs.

Of course, as soon as he released his grip, the cheeks snapped back together again, and he felt his tongue being squeezed between them. He gripped them again and parted them. He pulled back to admire the view and noticed Stacey was involuntarily winking her arse hole. It kept opening and closing at about one second intervals. He seized the opportunity. With perfect timing, he waited for the arse hole to open and then dived in. His tongue made it half an inch in before the arse hole tried to close. It couldn’t and just gripped his tongue instead.

“Oooooh, you’re a naughty boy, but I like it.”

Mike retrieved his tongue and concentrated on bathing her sphincter with his saliva for a while. Then he decided to go back to arse crack licking. This time he covered six inches of crack. Three each side of the hole. Up and down went his tongue. He loved the feeling when his tongue bumped over the ridges of her tight bum hole, especially when Stacey started to pucker her hole, and tried to time her pucker to the exact moment his tongue passed over.

“Fuck me, Mike. Nobody’s ever licked me like that before!”

Mike now got down on to his hands and knees and moved in closer to Stacey’s minge. He reached out and gently pressed his finger onto her peach either side of her clit and pulled sideways. Her flaps opened leaving the sexy, pink interior open to an attack by Mike’s tongue. It was not long in coming. It dived between the open flaps into the depths of her pink slit and then started slow, up and down movements along the whole length. After going back and forth a few times, Mike decided to give some attention to her clit. His lips surrounded it on all sides, and then he alternated between sucking it and tickling it with his tongue. His tongue then made its way down her slit to her love hole, played with the entrance for a little while and then pushed its way in.

“Oh, my goddess. Yes, yes, don’t stop.”

He made his tongue as rigid as possible and then tried to stir her vagina. This caused her hole to stretch first one way and then another.

“Aaaargh! What are you doing to me, you naughty boy!”

He kept it up for little while, but then his tongue began to ache with all the sideways pressure, so he switched to tongue fucking. He stuck his tongue in as far as he could and then extracted it. Fanny fluid began to leak out, and Mike eagerly lapped it up.

Tongue fucking was hard work, so Mike went back to clit flicking, but at the same time he inserted two fingers into Stacey’s box and began toying with her G-spot. This was too much for Stacey to bear and her climax rapidly approached.

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

Stacey stayed in position for a few minutes with her arse hole puckering and lady liquor dripping from her minge.

When she had recovered sufficiently, she turned and looked at Mike.

“Thank you, Mike, that was wonderful. But now get on the bed, please, I want to squat ride you.”

Mike got on, adjusted the pillows and laid back. Stacey carefully climbed onto the bed near Mike’s feet and then crawled up towards him on her knees. She kissed him on the lips. She planted her feet either side of his thighs and braced her hands on his shoulders as she raised herself up. Then she lowered her pussy down towards his man meat. Mike aimed it at her gash and Stacey impaled herself upon it.

She started bouncing up and down on him. Mike looked up at her. She was quite a big woman. Her arse alone probably weighed as much as he did, but she still seemed able to bounce up and down on his stiff rod almost effortlessly. Her huge arse rose up, and looking over his belly, he could see his eight inches reaching up into her giant gash. She liked to pause for a moment at the top, before dropping back down until her huge, fleshy butt cheeks smacked into his thighs and bounced off.

She kept at it for several minutes until, perhaps feeling tired, she changed her posture slightly. She moved her arms out from his shoulders and rested them on the bed instead and leaned forward more. Her arse thrusts were now a bit slower and shorter, but it allowed her to conserve her energy. Her face was slightly beyond Mike’s in this position, and her breasts dangled above his face. She looked down at him and smiled.

“This is my favourite position. There’s nothing more invigorating then being in control of a handsome young man while bouncing up and down on his manhood.”

After getting her breath back, she reverted to the more upright position and went full bore. She bounced up and down on his cock like there was no tomorrow. Mike half expected to see steam coming from her quim. She had excellent balance. She looked up at the ceiling and held her hands behind her head as she quickly approached her climax.

“Oh my god, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

As she came, she braced her hands against his chest and then leaned down and gave Mike a long tongue kiss.

“Thank you, Mike, you were wonderful.”

She went into the changing room to shower and get changed. It suddenly occurred to Mike that he was alone and unrestrained, and he went over to the slave door and listened. All was quiet, so he carefully opened the door and looked out. The door to the neighbouring pleasure room opened so he quickly went back in and silently closed the door.

He went over and lay down on the bed. There was something unusual about Stacey, thought Mike, but he couldn’t put his finger on what it was. She just didn’t seem like a typical Queendom lady.

Soon, Macy arrived and escorted him back to his cell.

Monday 26 September 71

The following Monday afternoon, Mike was waiting in his cell. He had no pre-bookings that day and so he was just laying naked on his bed waiting in case a walk-in requested him. He suddenly heard a commotion and Chrissy and Macy came hurrying down. They both had man-prods. They came straight up to Mike’s cell and opened it.

“Come out, boy. Quickly.”

Mike didn’t know what was going on. Chrissy prodded him along the corridor past the other cells. He hadn’t been this way before, but he knew the pleasure rooms were the other way.

“Where are we going, Mistress Chrissy?”

“Silence, boy.” replied Chrissy.

Macy went ahead and opened a door on the left and went in, switching the light on as she did so.

“In you go, boy.” said Chrissy as she prodded him.

It was a storeroom and had cupboards and wardrobes and shelves all-round the walls but no windows. Macy fiddled with something, and then Mike was amazed to see her swing a tall wardrobe away from the wall revealing a secret area behind it. The room – if you could call it that - was tiny. It was only four feet from floor to ceiling and about four feet wide. It was six feet deep. Just big enough to contain a mattress.

“Crawl in boy.” ordered Chrissy.

Mike got down on his hands and knees and began to crawl in. Behind him, Chrissy adjusted a dial on her man-prod. She turned it up to max. When Mike was about halfway in, she reached in after him and touched the prodder onto his arse.

Buzz. “Aaaaaaaaargh!”

Mike jolted and screamed and then blacked out.

The girls shoved him the rest of the way in and moved the wardrobe back into position.

Mike eventually regained consciousness. He didn’t know how long he had been out. He looked towards his feet. The storeroom light was on, and the wardrobe was in the swung open position. He crawled out and then tried the door, but it was locked, so he sat on the floor and leaned against the wall. Ten minutes later, he heard a key in the door and Chrissy looked in and peered into the alcove. She saw it was empty then glanced around the room and spotted Mike.

“Ah, you’re awake. Come on then.”

She escorted Mike back to his cell.

“What happened, Mistress Chrissy?”

She prodded his back.

“In your cell, boy.”

Tuesday 27 September 71

The following day, Macy brought Mike’s breakfast to his cell. Macy was a lot more talkative than Chrissy.

“It was a police operation. They were searching for some boys - escaped prisoners – and they cordoned off our street and then carried out door to door searches.”

“Did they find them, Mistress Macy?”

“I believe they’ve found three of them but they’re still looking for a fourth. But we’re ok now, they’ve already searched our building, they’re now further along the street.”

Mike wanted to know more about the boys but wasn’t sure how to word it.

“Were they dangerous criminals, Mistress Macy? Are we safe here?”

“We’re perfectly safe here, boy. This is a very secure building. There’s no way a boy could sneak in – or out – without us knowing about it. Besides, I understand they were prisoners of war, not criminals.”

They had to be Mike’s comrades. He wondered who they were.

Meanwhile, in Victoria’s Central police station, Ray, Jack and Colin were being held in the cells. One at a time, they were taken to the punishment room and brutally caned in an attempt to get them to reveal the whereabouts of the fourth member of their group. They didn’t reveal anything because they didn’t know.

Eventually, after they had all taken far more punishment than any boy had previously endured, the authorities accepted that they had escaped as a group of three, and Mike has struck out on his own.

They were sent back to Aurora. Now there was only one escaped prisoner still on the run.

Chapter 5 – Party Time

Thursday 28 October 71

On 28 October – New Year’s Eve on Vena – Macy informed Mike that he would be doing his first ever home visit. He would be one of six boys that Fiona’s Fun House was supplying for a New Year party being thrown by General Mandy.

Madeline desperately didn’t want Mike to go. He wasn’t legit and therefore they risked losing him and getting into trouble with the police. It wasn’t that they thought he could escape. In fact, it was quite the opposite. Security was so tight in the capital that if any boy went wandering off on his own, he would very likely be picked up by the police within the hour. And Madeline’s party boys would be naked, so they would be picked up within minutes. That was the problem. If the police found a boy wandering the streets, they would take him back to the station and scan his neck chip to identify him. And then he would be back with his rightful owner an hour later and no doubt looking forward to receiving a good lashing.

But Mike wasn’t owned by Fiona’s Fun House. They didn’t know who owned him, but they assumed he was stolen property. If Mike was foolish enough to run off, and he got caught, Madeline would be in trouble with the police. Receiving stolen goods was a serious crime.

But General Mandy had used Mike before and enjoyed him, and she insisted that he be one of the six boys that Madeline supplied for her party. Madeline tried every excuse she could think of, but General Mandy wasn’t having it. The general had a lot of clout, so Madeline had reluctantly agreed. But she was very worried and instructed Zoot and Willow to keep a close eye on him.

Zoot and Willow were the mistresses in charge of the away team. They had already visited General Mandy’s mansion the day before, with a team of boys, to set up the play equipment. Mandy wanted two Amazon chairs in the main party room, positioned in corners of the room.

Mandy’s mansion had a gymnasium, and the team had set up two electric riding tables and two hang-downs in there. The boys would be mounted in the toys until midnight. Zoot and Willow would shuffle them about from time to time, so the boys didn’t strain themselves by being in the same position for too long. After midnight, when all the toasting had died down, most of the guests would leave, but General Mandy and the five guests who were staying over would then have a boy each to keep them warm.

General Mandy had two slave boys of her own, but during the party they would be employed as waiters, serving drinks and helping in the kitchen. They would not be used to service the women. Mandy fancied fresh meat tonight.

Late in the afternoon, Zoot and Willow gathered the six boys and loaded them into one of their own minibuses. They all had their hands cuffed behind their backs and their feet shackled close together. Mike had only met two of the other boys before – and then only in passing. He had never spoken to any of them. Madeline didn’t allow her boys to talk to each other. When they weren’t working, they were kept locked up in their cages.

They set off for General Mandy’s mansion in the posh part of the city. After 10 minutes, they were driving past one large mansion after another, all set in large grounds with gated driveways. They stopped in traffic. Mike glanced over to the left and saw an entrance that had lifting barriers rather than gates and armed guards in attendance. His eyes opened wide as he saw the sign: “Embassy of the Colony of Romulus”.

So near yet so far! They carried on and just five minutes later they turned left into General Mandy’s mansion. They hadn’t made any other turns so it must be on the same street. Mike banked the knowledge for possible future use. The boys were taken to a large storeroom. A bucket and some water bottles had been placed in there, and they were locked in for the time being.

“Strip off, boys. We’ll be back for you in about 40 minutes.” said Zoot.

While they waited, they could hear voices as guests arrived and were greeted by the host.

After what seemed like ages, the storeroom door was opened and Zoot and Willow took two of the boys out. Ten minutes later, they were back for two more. Mike was one of the last two to be collected. They were taken to the gymnasium. Two boys had already been set up in the hang-downs.

“You two are starting off on the riding tables. Come here, Jake.” said Willow.

Zoot took Mike while Willow took Jake.

Mike looked at the strange device. It claimed to be an Auto-Ride 500. It was a tubular framed double-deck chair. The lower seat was long and flat. The upper one was smaller and designed like a sex chair with individual rests for each arse cheek and with the arse crack and pussy left exposed. The upper seat rested on vertical metal tubes. Zoot told him to crawl onto the lower seat and lay down on it.

“Scoot up a bit. That’s it.”

The design meant his body from his knees to his waist was horizontal. His knees were bent and his feet were on the ground with his ankles shackled to the frame. There was a rest for his back and head, angled slightly upwards, and he was strapped down onto it, and his hands were cuffed behind it. His waist was also strapped down.

Finally, Zoot opened a small plastic bag and took out an electronic cock ring which she positioned at the base of Mike’s shaft. The cock ring had wires coming from it with a small plug on the end. Zoot plugged it into the machine. It was the latest design. It had hardness detection and variable vibration and would automatically keep the cock at stand-by hardness when the machine was not in use, or maximum hardness when it was. In addition, it was able to detect an imminent cum shot.

“What do I have to do, Mistress Zoot?” asked Mike.

“Nothing. Just lay there. It’s a riding table. It allows a lady to ride a cock without having to expend any energy.”

Next to the upper seat was a control panel with various buttons on it. Zoot switched the machine on and pressed a few buttons and seemed satisfied. Then she looked down to check the cock ring was working. It gently hummed as it worked on getting Mike’s cock up to stand-by hardness. She glanced over at Willow. Willow had also just finished so they both left.

Just 10 minutes later, the first guests wandered in, holding glasses of wine. All the guests were army officers. They all had man-prods in holsters, supplied by Fiona’s Fun House.

“Oooh, Jean, I’ve got to try this.”

“Go on then, Cora. I’ll hold your drink. I’ve not seen one of these machines in action before.”

Cora chose Jake’s machine. Mike couldn’t see it from his position, but he heard her climb up the metal steps built into the frame. Then he heard motors slowly whir as she adjusted her position.

“Guide it in for me, Jean.”

Then Mike heard the motor running continuously and Cora’s moans.

“Oh, yes, this is nice. Oh, oh, oh.”

Mike heard more voices as more women entered the room.

“Here they are, mum. I told you they had some of these set up. Come on, this is just what you need. It will do you the world of good.”

“Yes, go on Maureen.”

“Ok, Doris, but I’ll need some help to get on.”

“Of course., Maureen.”

Out of the corner of his eye, Mike saw a wheelchair roll up. Maureen looked to be in her 60’s. Mike found out later that she was a retired general. Her daughter, Sue, who was with her, was acting as her helper.

Sue and Doris helped Maureen out of her chair. She could manage short distances with a bit of help. Sue pulled her mum’s panties off and, with Doris’s help, they got her up the steps and onto the lady-seat and got her feet into the footrests. Lift your bum a minute, mum. Sue scrunched her mum’s dress up around her waist. Then Sue pressed a button and the lady-seat slowly descended. Doris grabbed Mike’s cock and aimed it so that Maureen’s quim engulfed it as it came down.

“You’re all set, Maureen. Give it a go.”

Maureen pressed “Go” and her seat began to rise and fall at a steady pace, which caused her quim to slide up and down over Mike’s man meat. There were controls to adjust the upper limit, the lower limit and the speed. Maureen soon got the hang of the controls and had her wrinkly fanny sliding up and down Mike’s cock at a rate of knots.

“Oh, my goddess, this is wonderful. I’d almost forgotten what it’s like. It’s such a long time since I’ve enjoyed bouncing up and down on a nice hard cock.”

Maureen slowed the machine right down and adjusted the limits, so her fanny was just caressing Mike’s smooth, purple helmet.

“Ooooh, That’s lovely. He’s got a really nice bell end.”

Sue noticed an aerosol can of lubricant had been left next to the machine. She picked it up and leaned in and gave Mike’s man meat a good spray.

“Oh, thanks Sue, that’s better.”

Maureen was ready to finish off so she adjusted the lower limit so that her quim slid right down to Mike’s balls, then when she was happy, she wound the speed up to maximum.

She bounced up and down on the cock at a furious pace. She was riding him much faster than she had ever ridden anyone before, even when she was a young woman. She held on tight with her left hand, but held her right arm up in the air and yelled out:

“Yeeeee-haaaaa.”

There was laughter all round. Suddenly a buzzer sounded on Maureen’s control panel and the cum warning light flashed.

Mike’s balls tightened and his cock flexed, and a few moments later, jets of hot, sticky man milk shot into Maureens love cave.

A few seconds later, Maureen went over the edge herself:

“Oh fuck, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

She pressed stop and the machine gradually slowed down, and Maureen’s seat rose up to the stand-by position. Mike’s dick flopped out and fell over and then his man milk began to drip out of Maureen’s snatch and onto his belly, forming a puddle.

“Oh, my goddess, Sue. I’ve never felt anything like it. Doris, you’ve got to give it a try.”

Zoot came along and gave Mike a quick wipe down, and then he was ready to go again.

Two hours later, Zoot and Willow decided it was time for a rotation. They got two boys off the hang-downs and took them to the Amazon chairs. Ten minutes later, they were back, accompanied by the boys who has started off on the Amazon chairs and would now be going onto the Auto rides. They got Mike and Jake out.

“Wait over there, boys.”

Mike and Jake waited while Zoot and Willow got the other two boys setup on the Auto rides. Then they came back.

Unlike the expensive, high-technology Auto-Ride machines, the basic hang-down was cheap and simple. It was simply four shackles on the end of four ropes that looped through eyebolts in the ceiling from which a boy could be suspended. Fiona’s Fun House had supplied more upmarket models, however. These had an electric winch which wound all four ropes up and down at the same time.

Willow was looking after Mike. She pressed “down” until the shackles reached the floor.

“Lay down on the floor, boy, on your back.”

Willow snapped the shackles over Mike’s wrists and ankles. Then she pressed “up”. The motor whirred and wound up all four ropes. First, the slack was taken up and then the ropes pulled Mike’s arms and legs until they pointed straight up and finally, he was lifted off the floor. Willow raised him until he was about 2 ½ feet off the ground. Users could make adjustments if they needed to.

Jake was prepared the same way.

They both got customers soon after. Six women came into the room. Two climbed onto the Auto-Rides and the others stood around watching them. One of the women on the Auto-Ride asked for lubrication and her friend picked up the spray can, but it was empty, so she went over to a box that contained sex toys and accessories.

She found a new lubricant spray can and went back to apply some. Then she returned to the box and had a rummage around.

“Hey, look what I’ve found.” she said.

Mike’s upside-down head could see her from his hanging position as she held up her find. It was a plastic strap on cock. She took off her dress and hung it over a vaulting horse, then with the help of a friend, she got the strap-on fitted. Then she looked over to the boys on the hang downs. Mike prayed silently as the woman approached them. She looked at one and then the other as she lubed up the plastic cock. Mike’s prayers were answered. She went over to Jake and approached his ass. She raised him up a notch. Then she grabbed his legs and aimed the plastic cock at his arse hole. She pushed in a little way.

“Ow!” said Jake.

“Quiet, boy.”

She pushed further in.

“Aaaaaargh!”

“I said shush.”

Then she pushed all the way in, plastic balls deep.

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

She pulled out and went back to the box of sex toys. A moment later she came back with a ball gag. She forced it into Jake’s mouth and strapped it tight behind his head. Then she went back to his arse hole and entered him again.

“Nnnnnnnnn.” was all Jake could say.

She began ramming the plastic cock in and out of his arse at high speed. Jake was unable to cry out, but tears were dripping from his eyes.

“I need some attention.” declared another woman, who until now had been watching her friend on the Auto-Ride.

“Why don’t you sit on that boy’s face, Millie?” asked her friend.

“Good idea.”

She approached Mike and dropped her panties and hitched up her skirt, then she bent her knees and ass slightly and reversed into him so that his extended tongue made contact with her pussy. Mike began licking whatever he could reach. She reached behind and grabbed his arms, so that she could position his tongue without having to move herself.

“Hey, Millie, I’ve got an idea.”

Her friend came up behind Mike’s arse.

“Stand up straight, Millie, and legs apart.”

Millie and did as her friend said and looked around to see what was going to happen. Her friend then began pushing and pulling on Mike’s legs and soon had quite a swing going.

Millie laughed and then got her legs as wide as possible. Her friend lowered Mike a touch and soon Mike’s head, facing upwards with his tongue extended as far as he could, was swinging back and forth between Millie’s legs, his tongue passing between her flaps and along her slit in each direction as it sped by.

Another friend of Millie’s was amused by the sight.

“Here try this. Keep swinging him.”

She pulled out her man-prod and got into position. Each time Mike’s tongue passed through Millie’s slit, she touched his arse with her man-prod.

Buzz. “Aaaargh!”

The sudden jolt of electricity made Mike’s body spasm and his head jerk upwards, and Millie’s slit got a tongue stab each time. Millie’s friend had great fun trying to time it so that Mike’s tongue stabbed Millie’s love cave.

“Missed!”

“Nearly.”

“Yes – bull’s eye.”

“Ow! That was my arse hole.”

“Oooooh. Bang on.”

As other ladies came into the room, they were amused by how Mike’s tongue was being used, and soon Jake was being used in the same way. The ladies thought it was an ideal way to get their snatches warmed up before having a go on the Auto-Ride.

After two hours on the hang-down, Mike and Jake were taken down. They were both led into the lounge. It was their turn on the Amazon chairs.

These were rectangular chairs with no back or arms, fitted with shackling points and belts. Zoot took charge of Mike.

“Lay on the chair, boy, on your back.”

She tightened a belt across his waist and then shackled his wrists to points on the chair behind and below him. She then attached chain shackles to his ankles and wound them in. His legs were pulled back until his ankles were off to the sides of his head.

The Amazon chairs were popular at parties because they didn’t take up much room so they could be stationed in any spare corner where they would be handy if any passing lady fancied a quick snack.

“Right, you’ll do.” said Zoot, as she smacked his arse. “You’re open for business.”

There was nothing Mike could do except lay there and wait. Although he was able to look around, he would get neck ache if he did it too much. The most comfortable position was head flat and looking straight up.

He was daydreaming in this position when he suddenly became aware of a pussy rapidly descending towards him. He couldn’t see who it was because she was wearing a skirt which draped over his face, but he heard the command:

“Lick it, boy. Get it nice and wet before I sit on your cock.”

Mike’s tongue probed the slit and began moving along it as much as he could. It wasn’t far as the Amazon chair didn’t allow him much movement. To compensate, the woman sat on him and began sliding backwards and forwards over his face, so Mike simply extended his tongue as far as he could and tried to make it rigid. The woman continued sliding her minge over him and soon he felt her lady liquid dripping out, most of it ending up in his mouth. He found it quite tasty.

Satisfied that she was nice and wet, the woman got up and went round to his cock. She stood in front of his arse and leaned in and then lowered her snatch onto his manhood and engulfed it. She repositioned her feet and leaned in more, resting her hands on his shoulders, and then by bending and straightening her knees, she was able to ride him in a standing position.

She persevered for a minute or two, but she didn’t get the penetration she craved, so she climbed up onto the chair, her feet each side of his waist, and grabbed hold of his ankles for support and squat rode him.

“Mmmmmm. This is nice. You’ve got a nice hard cock, boy.”

She gradually increased the stroke and the speed. There wasn’t anything Mike could do except lay there and take it. The ladies were in total control on the Amazon chair, which is why it was so popular with Queendom ladies.

She leaned down and kissed him and then after a few more minutes of bouncing up and down, she was nearing her climax:

“Oh yes, fuck it, yes, yes, yes, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!.”

Two more ladies used Mike for a quick squat ride that evening. At 27:15, Zoot told him that Mandy would be taking him to bed that night. He hoped nobody else would use him before then as it could be a long night and he would need to conserve energy.

Suddenly, he felt lips clamp around his cock and a hand grip his ball bag.

Buzz. “Aaaaaaargh!”

A man-prod stung his arse.

“Hello, Mike.”
He looked to see who it was. He couldn’t believe it. It was Lieutenant Rita, the Aurora Compound commandant. He recognized her right away even though he had never seen her with his cock in her mouth before.

“Mistress Rita!”

“Yes Mike. It’s me. We’ve been searching all over for you. But I never thought I would find you at the General’s party. You’ve caused us a lot of trouble, boy.”

“What are you going to do, Mistress Rita?”

“Well, it seems the general’s having you tonight. But tomorrow morning you’re ours. You’ve been a very naughty boy, Mike. I showed you mercy the last time you escaped. I only gave you 50 strokes, but it seems it didn’t do any good. You didn’t learn. So, this time it’s going to be the full 100 strokes. And believe me, it’s going to hurt you a lot more than it hurts me.”

Mike looked despondent.

“What about the other boys, Mistress Rita?”

“What about them?”

“Did any of them get away?”

“Stupid boy. Of course they didn’t. We caught three two days ago and now you’re the last one. Poor old Betty has been so busy these last few days. She’s had to dish out 400 cane strokes so far and she’s still got 250 more to go. But it’s not all bad news. Her caning arm is so strong now with all the practice she’s been getting. And you’ll be getting the full benefit of that.”

“Mistress Rita –“

“Shush boy. Silence. Now that I’ve found you, I think I’ll take your cum.”

Rita let go of Mike’s ball bag and she leaned forward and rested her hands on his thighs. Her mouth engulfed his cock once more and her lips began to move up and down his shaft. At first, she went slowly, her lips travelling down his shaft until they got to 2 inches from the base, then they went back up until only his helmet was in her mouth. She continued like this for a couple of minutes while gradually increasing her speed. Then she clamped her lips around his cock one inch from the tip, with just his bell end in her mouth. Her tongue toyed with the purple helmet, while a hand moved down to vigorously wank his shaft.

Then she took her mouth off the cock and started licking its surface, going from the base to the tip. She licked the purple helmet for a while before taking the whole cock back into her mouth once again.

“Get ready boy.”

Rita used a thumb and forefinger to completely encircle Mike’s ball bag at the root with her palm towards her. It was very tight, but she just managed it. Mike gave a little cry:

“Aaargh.”

Her other fingers closed and she held his ball bag within her cupped hand. Her mouth contained just his helmet and her lips sealed shut around it while her tongue played with the head. Her other hand gripped his shaft and began wanking it. As she wanked it, she squeezed and then released his ball bag.

“Come for me, boy.”

“Oh my god, Rita.”

Mike couldn’t resist Rita’s wanking and squeezing and soon he felt his jizz fizzing in his balls. He couldn’t hold on. Rita could tell Mike was about to blow and she squeezed his ball bag hard. Mike cried in pain.

”Aaaaargh!”

Instead of the usual several jets of jizz, Mike’s cock delivered one long continuous stream of steaming hot spunk. Rita wanked and squeezed the few remaining drops out of him and then swallowed the lot down and licked her lips.

“Mmmmm. I’ll say one thing for you. You’ve got really tasty spunk. I’ll see you tomorrow, boy.”

Mike lay down trying to get his breath back, staring up at the ceiling. His balls ached due to Rita squeezing them. Soon her heard the announcer counting down the seconds to midnight, then there was cheering and the sound of champagne corks popping, and then shortly after, the Queendom anthem blared out.
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Mike then became aware of someone touching his ankles and looked up to see Zoot busy releasing him from the Amazon chair.

“Stand up, boy.”

Mike stood up and wondered what his chances would be if he made a bolt for the door.

“Get going boy. Through that door and then up the stairs.”

Mike felt something cold press into his backside and glanced round. He saw Zoot had her man-prod out. They went upstairs and Zoot directed him to the master bedroom. Inside, there was a huge Queen size bed, a chest of drawers, bedside cupboards, a sofa, a small round table with two chairs, and a man cage. There were also two internal doors. Mike assumed one would be an en-suite bathroom.

“Get on the bed, boy. In the middle, face up and spread eagled.”

Zoot connected his wrists and ankles to the corner shackles, then wound in the chains to reduce the amount of slack.

“Make sure you give the general a good time. If she has any complaints, you’ll pay for it tomorrow. See you in the morning, boy.”

It seemed Zoot was not aware of Rita’s claims on him. Mike figured that going back to the POW compound was actually preferable to staying at Fiona’s Fun House. Better than both, however, would be escape. He determined to keep his eyes open and seize the opportunity if one presented itself.

Half an hour later, General Mandy entered the room. It was immediately clear that she had had a few drinks, although she was not completely drunk. She stood looking at him for a few seconds, as if wondering what to do. She had a man-prod in her hip holster.

“I need some attention, boy, but I’m tired. You’ll have to do all the work.”

She pressed a button on a remote control and all of Mike’s shackles popped open and retracted.

“Turn over, boy. On your hands and knees.”

She reconnected just one ankle shackle but played out the maximum amount of slack. Then she took most of her clothes off and slipped out of her shoes. She left frilly sky-blue knickers and a bra on. She got onto her hands and knees with her chest and face flat on the bed and her big round arse proudly on display.

“Lick me, boy.”

Mike scooted forwards. He placed his hands on her bulging arse cheeks and slid them around over the huge expanses of smooth skin. The material of her panties was only half an inch wide at the back and was barely visible deep within her butt crack but widened out further down to cover her ample snatch.

Mike continued sliding his hands over her smooth orbs as he moved into position. Then his right hand gripped her right arse cheek while his left delved into the crack to get hold of the thin material and pull it off to the side. He stared in awe at the huge, now naked, perfectly round globes, now neatly divided by her arse crack at the top, her tight arse hole in the centre and her shaved snatch at the bottom. As he gazed, mesmerised by her pink arse hole, he realized it was unnaturally pink and suspected she had had it coloured by an arse artist.

He moved in with his tongue extended and went straight for her arse hole. He began licking up and down over the hole and the inch of crack above and below it, his face cheeks gently grazing Mandy’s arse cheeks as he did so. Then he extended and stiffened his tongue as much as he could manage and tried to force it in. He was able to penetrate about half an inch and spent the next minute or so tongue fucking it.

“Mmmmmmmm” said Mandy. “That’s nice.”

He then moved down a couple of inches to give her snatch some attention. His hands were now by his sides. His tongue flicked up and down and side to side over her flaps which were loose and flabby. He sucked each flap into his mouth in turn and bathed it with his tongue.

Then he gently grasped the inside edges of both of her arse cheeks just each side of her pussy and prised them apart. Her flaps also parted, revealing the depths of her pink slit. His tongue homed in and probed the depths of her love valley, and he began licking up and down all the way from her slit to her arse hole.

“Oh, baby. Yes.”

He kept it up for some time before moving down to concentrate on her clit, which had now come out to play. He sucked it into his mouth and tickled it with his tongue, flicking it up and down and from side to side and then tracing little circles around it.

“Lick my arse crack, baby. All of it.”

That was a lot of distance to cover. It was a huge semicircle starting from near her pussy and going up, over and down and ending up at the small of her back. Mike got up higher on his knees then bent down and his tongue made contact with her pussy. He then slowly dragged it up, over her perineum and into her lower arse crack and over her pink hole. Mike took his time. His tongue then travelled along her upper arse crack, reaching the summit about 2 inches beyond her hole, and he then had to lean forward over her arse cheeks as he traced her arse crack as it descended down the other side towards her back where it finally petered out. He then had to perform the entire journey again in reverse.

“Oh, my goddess, that’s lovely, keep going baby.”

Mandy made him do six return journeys through her arse crack.

“Now I want you inside me, boy.”

Mandy adjusted her position slightly, readying herself to receive his mighty weapon.

Mike didn’t waste any time. As soon as his cock arrived at the entrance to her minge, he pushed straight in and went balls deep. He left it there for a few seconds. He loved the feeling of his boy beef being gripped by Mandy’s moistened minge.

Then he took a firm grip of the sides of Mandy’s arse cheeks and began pumping in and out. He went for slow but full-length strokes from the off. Balls deep on the way in, and half the helmet out on the way back. He gradually increased the speed of his pumps. He looked down while he was pumping. Mandy’s arse was more than twice the width of her waist and seemed to dwarf the rest of her body. Mike loved looking at his rod pumping in and out of her quim and he tried to estimate the spot on her arse crack which was directly above the point of maximum penetration of his purple helmet.

“Faster, boy, faster.”

Mike upped the pace. He began pumping like there was no tomorrow. He glanced down in shock at what he at first thought was steam coming off his cock, only to realize that it was in fact vaporised twat tonic squirting out under the intense pressure.

“Oh, my. Yes, yes. Oh, fuck. Don’t stop. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeees!”

Mike felt Mandy’s quim squeezing and releasing his cock as she came. Mike was on the edge too, so he whipped his cock out and dropped it into Mandy’s arse valley but kept on thrusting. Mike’s meat sword was covered in Mandy’s minge moisture, and this together with the width of Mandy’s arse crack, caused his cock to disappear between her cheeks. Not one to waste an opportunity, Mike’s hands grabbed Mandy’s arse cheeks once more and this time pushed them together. He then proceeded to give her an arse crack fuck for about 10 seconds, but then his ball bag started pulsing and his cock stiffened. The next moment, three strong jets of hot man milk squirted out of his jap’s eye and onto Mandy’s back. Mike wanked the last few drops out then sat back on his knees.

“Boy, I didn’t give you permission to come!”

“Sorry, Mistress Mandy, I just couldn’t hold back. You’re arse turned me on so much.”

“Hmmm. Even so, I think I’ll need to have a few words with Madeline about you tomorrow.”

“Yes, Mistress Mandy.”

Mandy got up and had a shower, leaving Mike with one ankle shackled to the bed. Mike lay there, getting his breath back. Then his eyes were drawn to Mandy’s clothes which in her tipsy state she had not bothered to hang up. Instead, she had just dropped them onto a bedside cupboard. Mike scooted across and found that he could just reach them. He began feeling them and couldn’t believe it when his hand touched her man-prod.

His mind began to race. If he grabbed it and turned it up to max, he knew it would knock her out. But then what? Would he be able to escape? What if he knocked her out but couldn’t find a way to escape? Or if he escaped but got caught? He dreaded to think what the punishment would be for man-prodding a general’s arse.

He heard the shower stop. It was decision time. Fuck it. He was doing it. He grabbed the man-prod and got back into the same position he had been in before. He held the man-prod but tucked it between his arm and body out of sight.

Mandy came back into the room. She had dried herself but was still naked.

“Right, boy, let’s get you put away for the night.”

“Yes, Mistress Mandy.”

The man cage was against the wall beyond the foot of the bed.

Mandy got a key from her dressing table and went over to the man cage. She squatted down to unlock it.

Suddenly, Mike slid off the bed and went for her. Mandy looked around at the noise, but it was too late, Mike jabbed her arse with the man-prod.

“Aaaaaaargh!”

Mandy screamed and then collapsed in a heap in front of the cage. Mike stared at the door, waiting for someone to come in to investigate. No one did. But he could hear noises. It sounded like a cane hitting an arse followed by male screams. It seemed one of the other ladies was having some fun.

Mike stood up. His ankle was still shackled. He looked for the remote control to release it. He saw it. Shit! Mandy had left it on the dressing table and the slack on his ankle shackle only allowed him to get about halfway to it. He lay down on the floor and tried to stretch towards it, but it was still out of reach. He tried pulling the bed, but it was too heavy. It was a huge bed and fitted with half a dozen heavy electric motors. He went around the bed to see if he would have more luck pushing it. It was on the verge of moving but he couldn’t quite do it, his grip on the carpet wasn’t good enough. He grabbed the bedside cupboard and dragged it to the foot of the bed then pushed it sideways with his feet until it reached the wall.

He then managed to push the bed about a foot. Elated, he moved back towards the dressing table, but the remote was still several yards out of reach. There was another bedside cupboard on this side of the bed, so he dragged it all the way round and pushed it up against the first one. Bracing his feet against it he was then able to push the bed another 18 inches or so.

The remote was still out of reach, but Mike grabbed the dress that Mandy had been wearing, and holding onto one end, he threw the other end over the remote and managed to drag it off the dressing table and onto the floor and then towards him.

Finally, he was able to grab the remote and release his shackles. He went over to the window and looked out. It was dark. He opened the window and discovered that a drainpipe ran close by that he would be able to climb down.

What to wear? He looked around but all he saw was the dress that Mandy had been wearing and a pure white dressing gown. He looked in the bathroom. Nothing. There was another internal door, but it was locked. Since there were no wardrobes or clothes cupboards in the bedroom, Mike assumed it must be a dressing room or a walk-in wardrobe, but it was locked.

He rifled through all the drawers in the bedside cupboards and the dressing table but couldn’t find it. It wouldn’t contain male clothes anyway, so he grabbed the dressing gown and put it on, and he also took Mandy’s slippers. Maybe from a distance and in the dark, he would look like a woman.

Mike got out of the window and climbed down the drainpipe and into the garden. His plan was to go back along the street to the Romulus embassy.

He sneaked along the side of the mansion, heading for the front. He would then need to turn right, and the embassy should be down the street on the right.

Shit! There were two security guards at the front. Mike went back and through the back garden. It was a large garden with plenty of shrubs to lose himself in. He made his way to the back fence. It was six feet high and made of wood. He climbed up and looked over. The mansion backed onto another road at a lower level. A steep grass bank led down to it. He hauled himself up and swung over and lowered himself down on the other side. Then he slipped and skidded down the bank to the road.

He turned left and started walking in the direction of the Romulus Embassy, although he was now on the wrong street. He would need to cut through to the left at some point. Mandy’s slippers were too tight for him. He persevered for a while and then tried walking bare foot. It seemed better so he chucked the slippers.

There didn’t seem to be many people on the streets, and the few he did see seemed to be under the influence. Mike figured it must be around 02:00. One or two cars came past but Mike looked down at the ground, and they all drove past and ignored him.

Then Mike stopped. Up ahead there was activity. It looked like a club of some kind was still open and there were two female bouncers outside. He needed to get past, so he crossed over to the opposite side of the road. Out of the corner of his eye he could see the bouncers casually watching him, but he kept walking and made sure he didn’t look their way.

But then there was a commotion. Mike looked over at the shouting and screaming. It appeared three girls were getting thrown out of the club. Mike then noticed the sign: “Bella’s Night Club” and on the wall there were posters: “New Year Special. Live Boys!”.

“And stay out!”

The three girls, obviously drunk, were ejected. They argued with the bouncers for a while, before one of them said:

“Come on Tracy, it’s not worth it, let’s go somewhere else.”

Mike realised he had been staring at them, and now they were crossing the road. He resumed walking, but then he heard them talking. He glanced round and saw that they were coming his way.

“Aaaargh. Fuck!”

Mike stood on a loose stone in his bare feet. Then to make it worse, the footpath which up to now had been smooth tarmac, now had a much rougher surface and it hurt his feet to walk on it. Worse, it slowed him down considerably and allowed the drunk girls to catch up.

“Hey, girl. Hey!”

Mike glanced around.

“Yes you. Do you know of any more night clubs around here? That one back there’s a shit hole. The boys are ugly as fuck and have small dicks.”

Mike nodded “no”.

“Well, where are you off to then?”

Mike just shrugged his shoulders and tried to limp away as fast as he could.

“Hey, she’s not wearing any shoes. Is that a dressing gown you’re wearing?”

Mike heard the girls hurrying to catch up with him. One of them grabbed his shoulder and he turned around.

“Hey, it’s a boy! What are you doing out here, boy?”

“Erm. I just finished my shift in the night club. I’m going home now.”

“On your own?”

“My Mistress works at the club as well. She said she is too busy to take me home. She told me to sneak home on my own. Please don’t report me, my mistress will punish me if I get into trouble.”

“Which club do you work at, boy?”

“Bella’s, mistress.”

“I don’t remember you and we’ve been there all evening!”

“I had make-up on when I was dancing, mistress.”

One of the girls whipped open Mike’s dressing gown.

“You’re a liar, boy. I don’t recognise your cock. Your cock’s nicer and longer than any we’ve seen tonight. You weren’t on stage tonight.”

Mike didn’t know what to say.

“Tell you what, give us a show now and afterwards we’ll forget that we saw you. Deal?”

“I can’t, mistress. I’ve got to get home.”

But the girls wouldn’t take no for an answer and soon they were all over him and had pushed him onto the ground. Before he knew it, his dressing gown had been ripped off, and hands were all over his cock and balls.

Screeeeeeeech!

“Hey, what’s going on over there?”

The girls looked up as a police car halted and two officers got out.

“It’s the law, let’s get out of here.”

They all ran off, leaving Mike dazed and naked on the ground.

“Looks like an attempted mugging, or possibly rape, Nina. Call it in, I’ll see if she’s ok.”

“Sure thing, Greta.”

“Are you ok, maam?”

Mike started to get up as Greta approached.

“What!? Hey, Nina, it’s a boy! And he’s naked! Are you ok, boy? Where’s your owner?”

Mike got up and bolted.

“Hey! Stop!”

Greta ran back to the patrol car.

“Call it in, Nina. Unescorted naked male, running along West Street towards the city centre.”

They did a U-turn and headed back to look for him, but Mike had dodged into an alleyway off to the left and watched them go past. He carried on along the alleyway to the next street. It must surely lead to the road with the big mansions and the embassy on it. Sure enough, he recognised the street when he emerged onto it. He looked to the right. The embassy must be further along. Mike figured that the embassy and Mandy’s place must be no more than 2 miles apart. So, maybe another mile and a half to go. So less than 30 minutes.

But he didn’t like the road. One big property after another with iron railings along the front and large gates at their entrances. There were no corners or alleyways to duck into if he saw someone coming.

Mike ducked back into the alleyway and tried to come up with a realistic plan. But the best he could come up with was to just walk along the street and hope he wasn’t seen. And trust to luck if he was.

It wasn’t a good plan, but he couldn’t just stay in the alleyway. So, out he went and turned right and started walking along the pavement.

Trooper Mike. A member of the 2nd platoon Northern Legion. Walking along one of the poshest streets in Victoria, totally naked. He kept telling himself that it was less than 30 minutes to the embassy. But 30 minutes is a long time when you’re walking through the enemy’s capital city with your bollocks out.

For 15 minutes, all went well. Mike walked along and saw no one. No pedestrians and no cars, but them he heard a car coming up behind. He deliberately didn’t look, trying to convince himself that if he didn’t see them then they wouldn’t see him. It didn’t work. He realised the car was pacing him. He glanced left and saw it was a police car.

“Stop where you are boy!”

Mike ignored them and broke into a run. The patrol car dropped back but kept pace with him. Then he saw two more officers ahead, on foot, and they were looking directly at him. They moved apart as if to cover all escape routes.

Mike slowed down to pace himself but just kept running. As he got nearer, he suddenly burst into a sprint and shimmied left and right. He successfully dodged one officer but the other managed to trip him but also tripped over herself. Meanwhile the officer he had dodged rushed back and dived on top of him.

But Mike forced himself up and broke away. With Mike being naked, there were no clothes for the officer to grab and so she had to grab and arm or a leg, but Mike was able to shake her off. He glanced back, the officer who had tripped was back on her feet and the two officers in the car were just getting out.

Mike sprinted off once more, he glanced around, he was leaving the officers on foot behind, but the patrol car officers had got back in and were after him again. A few seconds later they were right behind him, and the foot officers were behind the car. But it seemed the patrol car was not prepared to run him over.

Then he saw it. “Embassy of the Colony of Romulus”. Up ahead on the right. With two armed Queendom police officers guarding the entrance.

“Stop! Stop or we’ll shoot!”

Would they shoot or were they bluffing? Mike decided that having got this close, he wasn’t going to stop now. He ran along the street as if he was going to run straight by, but at the last moment he suddenly turned right and ran as fast as he could at the barrier. How he made it, he didn’t know. Sheer adrenaline helped him vault over it and into the grounds of the embassy. The gate guards, members of Victoria police, had a bead on him the whole time, but they didn’t fire.

Mike carried on running but more slowly. He was worn out. He ran up the driveway towards the embassy building. Then two guardesses who had seen him vault the barrier, challenged him.

“Halt! Stop or we’ll shoot.”

Mike slowed down and stopped, if only because he had reached the front door of the embassy and had nowhere else to go. Suddenly he was body slammed by a guardess and fell to the ground. He didn’t have any energy left to resist. His hands were pulled behind his back and cuffed.

“All right, boy, stand up.”

Mike couldn’t stand. He was too weak.

One of the guardesses pressed a buzzer on the door and then spoke to someone inside via the intercom. A short time later, the door opened and two more guardesses emerged and took Mike under the arms and half dragged him inside. A woman at the reception desk stood up in amazement as she saw the naked male being dragged into the embassy through the front door.

“Who is he?”

“No idea, Sam. Apparently, Victoria police were chasing him, and he just vaulted the barrier and ran in.”

“Ok, take him into the interview room. And see if you can find him some clothes. I’ll call the duty officer.”

Half an hour later, Mike had been given some clothes and had got dressed. A guardess stood just inside the door. The door opened and woman in her mid-30’s entered.

“Hello boy. My name is Molly. You are in the Romulus embassy, and I am the duty officer tonight.”

“Hello, Molly.”

“So, who are you?”

“My name is Mike. I’m a Romulus citizen, although for the last 3 years I’ve been living in Evans.”

“So, what are you doing here in Victoria?”

“I am an escaped Prisoner of War. I signed up with the Northern Legion and fought in the war on King George’s side, but I was captured.”

“I see. What was your service number?”

“100705.”

“And your unit?”

“2nd platoon.”

“And where were you captured?”

“The first time, just south of King George. The second time on the Aurora to Diana highway.”

“And the date when you were first captured?”

“I’m not sure but it must have been towards the end of June.”

“Very well. We’ll check up on you and then we’ll talk again. In the meantime, we’ll give you a room here.”

“Thank you.”

Mike was shown to a small, single room. He got into bed and a few minutes later he was asleep.

The following morning, there was a knock at the door.

“Come in.”

A man in his mid-20’s looked in.

“Hello. My name’s Neil. Molly asked me to show you around.”

Neil showed Mike where the loos and the showers were and then led him to the canteen for breakfast.

“I was beginning to think I was the only male here.” said Mike.

“You’re not far wrong, there’s 11 males here and I think 87 females.”

“Why the disparity?”

“Tact. The Queendom don’t like dealing with males, so all the diplomatic staff and all the receptionists and guards are female – basically anyone who might have to deal with or be seen by the Queendom is female. Us guys are maintenance and technology.”

Later that day, Mike was summoned to an interview with First Secretary Myra.

“So, Mike, your story checks out, but there’s a problem. When you signed up for the Northern Legion, you actually exchanged your Romulus citizenship for King George citizenship.”

“Yes, I know that, but I was told it was temporary. So, surely now that King George no longer exists as an independent colony, I revert to Romulus.”

“How long did you sign up for?”

“One year.”

“Well, technically you don’t revert to Romulus citizenship until your one-year contract is up. Which means you are still a King George citizen.”

“But King George as a colony no longer exists. It’s now just another duchy in the Queendom.”

“That’s true. But the Queendom are saying that since King George is now part of the Queendom, they inherit all King George’s land and property. And contracts. They claim that you are now a Queendom citizen until your contract expires. And they want you back.”

“That doesn’t make any sense. Males can’t be citizens in the Queendom.”

“Yes, that’s true. But the whole thing is a bit of a grey area. And Romulus are keen not to anger the Queendom at the moment.”

“Are you seriously suggesting that you’re going to hand me back?”

“I’m afraid that’s policy at the moment. I have to follow government policy.”

“This is ridiculous.”

“If you had joined your own Romulus Militia instead of signing up for a foreign mercenary force, you wouldn’t be in this predicament.”

“True, but then Romulus never lifted a finger to help King George, did they?”

“I’m afraid I can’t comment on government policy, Mike.”

“So, is the decision final?”

“Well, you have the right of appeal to the ambassadress if you like. But you’ll get the same answer.”

“Damn right I’ll appeal. How do I do that?”

“I’ll let the ambassadress know you wish to appeal and arrange an interview.”

“Fine.”

Monday 4 January 72

The ambassadress was a busy woman and had no free time during the official workday until Thursday. But the Queendom was pressing for Mike’s return, so they had to see him soon. The ambassadress finally agreed to fit him in late on Monday evening, but in the small office in her private suite. After all, it should only take 15 minutes at the most. Molly came to collect Mike and took him to the ambassadress.

“Ambassadress, Mike is here for his interview.”

“Thank you, Molly, show him in please.”

Mike was shown in. The ambassadress stood up to shake his hand but then they both froze for a few seconds in disbelief.

“Oh my god, it’s you!” said the ambassadress.

“Mistress Stacey!” said Mike.

“Shhhhhh! Please, Mike. It’s Ambassadress Caroline. Oh my god, this is so embarrassing.”

“Yes, isn’t it.” said Mike. “So, Ambassadress Caroline has gone native, has she?”

“No, it’s not like that, not at all. I’m a single lady and I have needs. I just needed to have a bit of fun. To unwind after a stressful day.”

“That sounds fine to me, Stacey. I’ve got no problem with it. None at all. Now, about this plan to hand me over to the Queendom.”

“Not so hasty, Mike. That was just one option. There are others we need to consider before we come to a final decision.”

“Of course, Ambassadress.”

“So, how do I get back to Romulus?”

“Well, in theory, we could just take you back. We load you into an official diplomatic car and take you to the airport. Then you board a Romulus plane and fly out. It’s as simple as that. In theory.”

“So, what’s the problem?”

“It seems the Queendom are desperate to get you back.”

“Why? I’m just an ordinary Trooper.”

“We were hoping you could tell us that.”

“I really don’t know. It’s not like I know any secrets.”

“Hmmm. Tell me everything that’s happened to you since you were captured.”

Mike related how he had escaped, been recaptured in St Agnes docks, then escaped again and been sold to Fiona’s Fun House.

“So how did you escape the Fun House?”

“They sent me on a home visit. Some general was having a new year party. I stunned her with her own man-prod before I escaped. Is that it? Are they pissed off because I stunned a general?”

“Well, I doubt they’re too happy about it, but there must be more to it than that. Can you remember the name of the general?”

“Yes, it was General Mandy.”

“General Mandy! She’s a member of their general staff. Our intelligence department believes she is in charge of a group that’s looking at solutions to what they call the southern problem. Basically, how to take over Green Bay and Mount Vernon. We think they’ll go after them now that they’ve got King George.”

“I see. But how does that affect me?”

“When you were in her mansion, did you come across any official looking documents, plans, maps?”

“Now you mention it, there were some folders containing a load of official looking shit in one of the drawers. I saw them when I was looking for a key.”

“Did you have a good look at them?”

“No, I was more worried about getting out of there.”

“But you moved them?”

“Well, yes, I looked under them.”

“It’s a pity you didn’t bring them with you.”

“But they must know I didn’t.”

“Maybe they thought you had a camera.”

“I ran through most of their city naked. They know I didn’t bring anything in here.”

“Romulus and the Queendom both have tiny camera’s that can be implanted inside an eye. I bet that’s it. They think you’ve photographed their plans, and they want you back before we can get you back to Romulus and retrieve the camera.”

“Can’t you invite one of their doctors to examine me and verify that I haven’t got a camera in my eye? Then maybe they’ll let me go.”

“No, we can’t do that. What if we need to get someone back who does have a camera in their eye? We can’t set a precedent of proving when someone hasn’t. No, we’ll need to sneak you out.”

“Can you do that?”

“I think so, yes.”

“Thank you, Ambassadress Caroline. Or should I say Mistress Stacey?”

“You may say Mistress Stacey if you like, boy, if you’ve got nothing else going on tonight!”

Mike liked where this was going. They moved into the bedroom, and both got undressed.

“On the bed, Mike, I want to sit on your face.”

“Oh, I see you still want to be in charge, Mistress Stacey.”

“I am an Ambassadress, boy. I outrank you. I order you to lick my pussy.”

Mike laid down on the bed.

“Aren’t you going to shackle me, Mistress Stacey?”

“I’m afraid this bed isn’t fitted with shackles, boy, otherwise I would.”

Caroline climbed onto Mike’s chest and kneeled on the bed, facing his feet. Mike’s arms were trapped under Caroline’s legs, between her feet and her knees. She shuffled back until her arse hole almost engulfed Mike’s nose and her arse cheeks squashed down onto his face. Mike poked his tongue out and found Caroline’s love tunnel and he poked it in as far as he could.

“Ooooooh, that’s nice.”

Other than poking his tongue in and out, there wasn’t much more he could do. He couldn’t see and he couldn’t move his head. Caroline compensated for this by rocking her arse backwards and forwards over Mike’s face. She mixed this up with twisting it left and right or lifting one cheek and then the other alternately. After a few minutes, Mike could tell that Caroline was getting aroused as her twat tonic began to run down his tongue and into his mouth. The pressure of her arse cheeks on his face made it difficult for him to swallow, so he just had to let it trickle down his throat of its own accord.

“I need to taste your cock.”

Caroline leaned down over Mike’s cock which was at half-mast and laying on his belly. She licked from the head all the way down his length and onto his ball bag. As soon as it had perked up, she scooped it up with her lips and took it into her mouth. Her lips began to travel up and down his shaft, slowly at first and then a bit faster. Now and then, she would concentrate on just the helmet. Her lips would slide rapidly up and down just over the smooth purple head. Then she would resume servicing his whole length.

“Mmmmmmm. Such a nice young cock.”

She removed the cock from her mouth for a while and wanked it, then she engulfed him once more and sucked him and her tongue played with his bell end inside her mouth.

“I need this cock inside of me, boy. Fuck me!”

Caroline got off him and rolled onto her back with her head on the pillow. Mike got onto his knees between her legs and scooted up towards her. As he did, he gathered up her legs and bent them back behind her. He leaned forward with his arms on the bed by her shoulders. Caroline’s ankles anchored onto Mike’s forearms.

Mike looked down at her exposed quim and aimed his cock in using hip movements. He kept pushing until he was balls deep. He then withdrew until only half his helmet was still inside and then thrust back in again. He gradually speeded up until he was pumping at a fast pace, then he slowed down again.

He leaned down much further and gave Caroline a long tongue kiss. Then he got back up slightly and began pumping her with rapid, balls deep thrusts. Caroline began to moan and Mike knew she was close. He increased pace even more to try and synchronise his own orgasm with hers.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, pound me baby, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Mike pounded her for a few more seconds and then pulled out and aimed over her belly. His cock twitched and his balls pulsed and the next moment the jizz was flying. Three full ropes of hot sticky spunk were pumped out of his pork sword and onto Caroline’s belly. Mike wanked the few remaining drips out and then kneeled back, exhausted. Caroline swirled two fingers in the spunk puddle and gathered up some of the tasty treat, which she then licked from her fingers.

“Mmmmmmmmm. That tastes so nice.”

They both got up and had a shower and then got dried off. Then they both got back into Caroline’s bed and were soon asleep.

Thursday 7 January 72

Mike’s return to Romulus was planned for the following Thursday. They wanted to get him onto the midday flight to Romulus from Queen Valerie I International Airport.

Molly got Mike ready and explained what would happen and what he would have to do.

“Here, you will need this blanket.”

A car with diplomatic plates pulled up outside the front door. The driver was an embassy guardess. First Secretary Myra came out of the embassy and got into the front passenger seat. Then a guardess came out of the front door and looked around, then beckoned to her colleague inside, who came out with a male with a blanket over his head. All three got into the back of the car with the male in the middle. None of the guardesses knew who the male was or why he was so important. First Secretary Myra knew but didn’t enlighten them.

They set off. The Queendom police on embassy duty lifted the barrier to let the car out. The airport was normally about a 30-minute drive from the embassy, but the driver didn’t take the obvious route. They even did a U-turn at two roundabouts. One of the guardesses studied the cars behind them trying to work out if they were being followed.

After 30 minutes they were still 10 minutes from the airport when suddenly a car pulled out from a side road in front of them. Their driver was highly skilled and braked hard to avoid the collision. However, the driver of the car behind was not so skilled and rammed hard into the back of them. All 5 occupants were dazed and likely had whiplash.

An ambulance was parked across the road and having seen the accident, it quickly pulled out and travelled the short distance to the scene, with its siren blaring and its lights flashing. Within minutes, a Queendom police car and another ambulance had also arrived. The officers and the ambulance crews started getting the injured out of the car. Soon, a second police car arrived, and the officers began directing traffic.

Myra came round and quickly got herself together. She realised she was sitting in the back of a police car with its door open. She looked around to assess the situation. Her guardesses were being treated for cuts and bruises. She looked around for the male but couldn’t see him.

“Where’s the boy?” she asked the officer.

“Oh, I saw him being taken to the ambulance.”

Myra glanced around, saw the ambulance and quickly walked over to it. Her three guardesses were inside. One was badly concussed and was laying down. The other two were being treated for cuts and bruises.

“Where’s the boy?”

“He was in the other ambulance.” said one of the ambulance crew.

“What other ambulance?”

“It’s gone. They told us he was in a bad way, and they had to leave immediately.”

“Which hospital did it go to?”

“I don’t know. I’ll find out when I’ve finished here, or the police will be able to tell you.”

Myra went back to the police car she had been sitting in.

“Excuse me, officer. Can you find out which hospital the first ambulance has gone to.”

“Sure. I expect it will be General, but I’ll find out for you.”

The officer made a call on her radio.

“Hi, Jean. I’m still at the accident. Can you tell me which hospital the ambulance went to?”

There was a long pause.

“What do you mean it’s still there?”

The officer glanced at the ambulance.

“Yes RZ 29 is here. I was asking about the first ambulance.”

“No? That’s odd. Ok, thanks Jean.”

“So?” asked Myra.

“There’s been some kind of mix up. The ambulance service didn’t realise that two ambulances had attended. Until they identify the first ambulance, they won’t know for sure where the boy has been taken. But trust me, from here, nine times out of ten it will be General.”

“Ok, thank you officer.”

Myra went off to the side where she couldn’t be overheard and called the embassy.

“Ambassadress? Yes, it’s going just as we expected.”

Meanwhile, at the Queendom Army Intelligence Service in the city, an ambulance pulled into the car park and two nurses got out with a boy on a stretcher. He was taken inside and into an interview room.

“How is he, Rachel?”

“He’s fine, boss. Mild concussion, that’s all. The drugs should wear off soon.”

Half an hour later, he had revived.

“Good morning, Mike. I am Major Alison of the Queendom Army. How are you feeling.”

“Fine. Where am I?”

“Don’t worry about that. Someone will be here soon to ask you some questions. In the meantime, would you like a cup of tea?”

“Yes, please.”

The door opened.

“Boss, General Mandy has just arrived.”

“Ok.”

Five minutes later, General Mandy came striding in. She took one look at the boy then stated:

“That’s not him.”

And she walked out again.

Major Alison was stunned.

“What’s your name, boy?”

“It’s Neil, Major.”

“What are you doing here?”

“Well, I was on my way to the airport, and our car was in an accident. Next thing I knew, I was here. Is this a hospital?”

“But who are you?”

“I work in the Romulus Embassy, Major. Here’s my passport, and here’s my diplomatic pass.”

“Rachel!”

“Yes, boss?”

“Take him back to the Romulus Embassy.”

“Yes, boss.”

Meanwhile, at Queen Valerie I International Airport, a crate was hoisted into the cargo bay of a Romulus Airways plane. As soon as it was safely on board, two guardesses prised the lid off and Mike climbed out.

“We thought you might be more comfortable in first class.”

“That’s very thoughtful of you. Thank you.”

Three hours later, Mike was back at Romulus airport. His guardesses quickly ushered him through immigration and half an hour later, he was in the hotel room that had been booked for him.

“Someone will pick you up at 10:00 tomorrow.”

“What for?”

“You need to be debriefed by intelligence officers.”

Friday 8 January 72

At 10:30 the next day, Mike arrived at a government building in downtown Romulus, and soon after, he was shown to an interview room to wait for the intelligence officer.

Then 5 minutes later, she arrived. Mike stood up in shock.

“Daisy! What are you doing here?”

“I’m here to debrief you, Mike.”

“You’re the intelligence officer?”

“Yes. I’m one of four. They’ve chosen me to debrief you because I know you.”

Daisy walked over and gave Mike a big hug and a tongue kiss.

Mike explained what had happened to him since he flew out to King George eight months previously. He then listed all his comrades and what he knew about their fate.

“So, of the four of us who signed up together, Dave was wounded at the farmhouse and later died, Steve was killed at the ambush and Ray is a prisoner. They’re still holding 11 prisoners. What’s the chances of getting them back?”

“Well, as you know, all the Northern Legion boys have been sentenced to 5 years as POWs. But we think that’s just a bargaining ploy. There are negotiations going on at the moment. Mainly concerning access to minerals in Mount Vernon and control over the southern colonies in general. The Queendom want more say in what goes on there. They say mineral production needs to be expanded and if Mount Vernon can’t manage it, they say they should take over the colony and manage it themselves, for the benefit of the whole planet. If an agreement could be reached, no doubt release of the legion boys would be part of that.”

“So, how are the negotiations going?”

“Not very well I’m afraid. And relations will get worse if the northern colonies conclude a military alliance.”

“Yes, I heard about that before I left Romulus. So, how’s that going?”

“Not very well either. The northern colonies are so jealous of their independence.”

There was silence.

“So, what are you going to do now, Mike?”

“I don’t know, Daisy.”

“Why don’t you move in with me?”

“I don’t want to live off you, Daisy. I need to get a job. Sure, I’ve got 250,000 credits in the bank. But it won’t last long if I set myself up in Romulus but then can’t find work.”

“I can help you there. I’ve spoken to my boss. I think they’re going to offer you a position in the intelligence service.”

“Why? What do I know?”

“Your experience of the Queendom is invaluable, Mike. You escaped their clutches several times, have been all over the country, and have first-hand knowledge of how their army works. And we’re looking for agents to send into Green Bay and Mount Vernon. I’ll set up a meeting tomorrow and they can explain it all in detail.”

“Ok, Daisy, and thank you.”

Daisy stood up.

“Come on, Mike. It’s time to go home.”
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