

The Wild Boy

The Chronicles of Vena – Book 7

By Mikhail Klach


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

All rights are reserved to the author including the right to reproduce this work or any part thereof. No part of this work may be reproduced, transmitted or stored in any form without the written permission of the author.


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

I am a retired Technical Author living in the UK. This work is from my twisted imagination and is the result of me having far too much free time. I hope you like it. Enjoy.


Chapter 1 – Paris Island

Chapter 2 – The Queendom Army

Chapter 3 – St Peter

Chapter 4 – Consort Farms

Chapter 5 – The Slave Huntresses

Chapter 6 – Exercise Rachel

Chapter 7- The Auction

Chapter 8 – Stolen to Order

Chapter 9 – The Streets of Victoria

Chapter 10 - Conclusion


[image: ]




Chapter 1 – Paris Island

Monday 8 January 55

Harold finally arrived at the top after climbing the long spiral staircase. He thought there must be about 250 steps, but he had never actually counted. He looked out across the sea. There were still two hours until dusk, but mist was beginning to form, and visibility was reducing.

Harold made his decision. It was time to light up. But first, he needed to trim the wick. He turned the regulating screw, and the wick rose up out of its metal tube. He then got his wick trimmer and cut off the uneven extremity. But not straight across. He trimmed it into a neat wedge shape. This would ensure an even burn.

He then turned on the fuel supply – mineral oil – and lit the wick with a slow match.

Harold was the lighthouse keeper on an uninhabited island about 15 miles off the coast of North Vena and just over 100 miles south of Romulus. The island was quite small, only 15 miles from north to south and the same from west to east. It was adjacent to every shipping route out of Romulus other than the coastal route to Ryman and Eugene. Harold knew the island as Paris Island although it had no official name.

It was claimed by Westport, because one of their colonists had been the first to set foot on it, and also by Romulus, because they were the nearest to it, but under the colonial charter – the closest thing they had to international law - neither colony could officially lay claim to it as it was more than 100 miles from their colonies and uninhabited.

Harold hated crowds and loved freedom, independence and self-reliance. He had been brought up that way by his parents, who were among the original settlers of the colony of Westport, a secular patriarchy founded in 28 on the west coast of North Vena.

Westport was one of five patriarchies that had been established on the planet. Three, Westport, Sykes Inlet and King George, were secular, while the other two, St Davids and St Peter, were religious.

But Westport and Sykes were not only patriarchies. Their founders were also fiercely isolationist. They would trade with other colonies but other than that they kept themselves to themselves. They were not interested in inter-colony politics and steered clear of treaties, unions or co-operatives of any kind. They had even refused to be partners of the North Vena highways project. As a result, there were no roads to either Westport or Sykes. Travel was by coaster, or, if you were very fit and didn’t mind spending weeks on your journey, on foot.

The light was now glowing brightly, and Harold started the long trip back down to the living quarters to join his son, Edric, 8. Usually, Harold loved being a lighthouse keeper. The remoteness and the isolation appealed to him.

But these last few months were different. His wife Mary, who had lived with him in the lighthouse, had passed away in September and Harold missed her enormously. After taking her back to Westport for burial, Harold had decided to stay on as lighthouse keeper for the time being.

But it just wasn’t working. He couldn’t settle. It wasn’t the same without her. So, he had quit. The supply boat was due in the morning. As well as supplies, the boat would bring a replacement keeper and his wife, and Harold and Edric would leave on the boat which would take them to Romulus.

They would check into a hotel, and Harold would look for work to tide him over while he decided what to do long term.

Tuesday 9 January 55

The following day, around midday, Harold and Edric disembarked from the supply boat in Romulus harbour. They got a taxi to their hotel and checked in. But Harold already knew that Romulus, or any other city for that matter, just wasn’t for him. He hated the hustle and bustle and the crowds of people. He was used to peace and quiet and isolation. For a while, he had considered moving back to his hometown of Westport.

But then he remembered his visit for his wife’s funeral. Westport had grown considerably since he had last lived there in late 49. He doubted he would be able to settle there either.

Wednesday 10 January 55

The next day, Harold walked into town and visited a newsagent. He bought a copy of the local paper, mainly for the job ads. But then a magazine on the shelf caught his eye. It was called “Off Grid World”. Harold bought a copy and went back to the hotel.

When he went back into his hotel room, Edric was watching TV but looked around as Harold came in and closed the door.

“Dad?”

“Yes, Edric?”

“When are we going home?”

“Don’t you like it here?”

“No. It’s noisy and there are too many people.”

Harold began to think. It was just an idea. But the more he thought about it, the more he liked it.

Friday 12 January 55

Two days later, Harold had done his research and worked out the costs. It was doable.

“Edric?”

“Yes, Dad?”

“How do you feel about going back to the island?”

“Back to the lighthouse?”

“No, we wouldn’t live in the lighthouse. We would live somewhere else on the island. Perhaps Woody Valley.”

Woody Valley was in the south of the island, not far from the coast, and was one of Edric’s favourite places. He had been there camping many times with Harold and Mary, whenever they had been able to get some time off with a temporary keeper covering for them.

“Yes, please dad. Can we really go back?”

“Yes. We would have to live in a tent at first. But we would then build a proper house out of logs.”

Edric thought it was an excellent idea, and two weeks later, they hired a boat to take them and their supplies to a beach on the south side of the island.

Harold told the boatman that they were joining up with a group of friends who were already there, hence the large quantity of supplies. He said they would be staying for about a month and then all leaving together.

Saturday 27 January 55

Harold found a flat spot in Woody Valley. It was in a clearing in a wood about a mile inland and was next to a fast-flowing stream. He set up their tent and got things organized. By the end of the day, he had moved all their supplies into their camp and set up a number of traps for the rabbit-like creatures that were abundant on the island and collected wild berries and edible plants. Then they both returned to the coast and did a spot of fishing in a sheltered rocky cove.

Sunday 28 January 55

The next day, Harold started work clearing a site for their log hut. Harold reckoned it would take six months to build as he wouldn’t be able to devote all his time to it. He also wanted to get a garden set up ready for growing vegetables, and he needed to spend a considerable portion of each day hunting and gathering, plus a couple of hours each day home-schooling Edric.

Over the next few months, they made progress with their hut and got their garden planned out and planted. They learnt the best places to set traps, to fish and to find wild berries and edible plants.

The largest animals on the island were small deer-like creatures known as Munjos, but they were difficult to hunt as they would flee at the faintest sound. Nevertheless, Harold managed to bring one down occasionally, using a spear made by tying a sharp knife to a long straight branch. The Munjos were useful not only for their meat but also for their hide which could be made into clothes.

Despite the isolation, Harold and Edric enjoyed their freedom and tranquillity and Edric quickly learned many survival techniques and skills from watching and helping his dad, including how to trap and kill animals, how to make fires and cook meat, how to skin an animal, and how to tan the pelt using a mixture of mashed up brain matter and water.

But one day, their happy existence came to a sudden end.

Wednesday 11 August 60

One morning five years later, the now 13-year-old Edric got up and stretched. He glanced at his dad in the opposite bunk, then went out and down to the stream to wash. He stood up and stretched and looked up. The sky was blue. It looked like being another pleasant day.

Edric headed back into the hut. Harold was still in bed.

“Dad! Come on, it’s time to get up.”

Harold didn’t move so Edric went over to give him a shake. He was laying on his side, but Edric’s shake caused him to roll onto his back. His eyes were open and staring.

Edric knew immediately and rushed outside to breathe fresh air and recover from the shock. After 10 minutes, he went back inside to double check. There was no doubt. Harold had passed away in the night.

Edric selected a spot about 100 yards from the hut, on the edge of the clearing, and spent the rest of the day digging a grave between bouts of tears and then burying his dad.

He was now alone on the island. The lighthouse had been automated two years previously. Boats still arrived at the lighthouse pier, but they were rare and impossible to predict. Just the occasional maintenance crew.

But Edric wasn’t bothered. He was used to his way of life and didn’t see the need to change. If truth be told, he was actually afraid of meeting people, not having spoken to anyone other than his dad for the last 5 years and more, and not many before that.

So, Edric settled in, improved the hut and refined his skills. He spent some of his time hunting and fishing or looking after the garden. He made many exploratory journeys across the island and soon knew almost every inch of it. He remembered visiting Westport for his mother’s funeral and knew it was somewhere on the big island to the north, which was visible on a clear day from high cliffs on the north coast of Paris Island.

Edric didn’t think much about the future, or what might become of him in his old age. He just took each day as it came.




Chapter 2 – The Queendom Army

Monday 2 May 65

Then, early one evening about five years later, the now 18-year-old Edric had just finished his dinner. He stepped outside and wandered down to the stream to collect drinking water in a bucket. As he arrived back at his hut, he heard a strange buzzing noise.

He stopped and listened. Again! He quickly took his bucket of water into the hut and then came back outside again and listened. There it was again.

He carefully crept through the wood towards the sound. The light was beginning to fade. In an hour it would be pitch dark but for the moment he could see. And anyway, Edric knew his way to and from the beach by instinct. He arrived at a high point that overlooked the beach. As he drew near, the noise stopped but then he noticed a trawler out to sea. Nothing unusual, ships passed by all the time, although this one was closer than usual and appeared to have stopped.

Then a sound directed Edric’s attention down onto the beach. A boat! A large inflatable. It had apparently just beached, and a group of people were taking things out of the boat and placing them on the sand.

Edric counted 14 of them. All dressed in the same clothes, coloured various shades of green, and they all had rifles. Edric had used a rifle many years ago, but they had not brought one to the island as it would have been useless once the ammunition had run out.

Edric realised they must be soldiers, but he had no idea which colony they were from or what they could possibly want on an uninhabited island. Perhaps they had come on a hunting expedition. Their boat was now empty, and they pushed it back out into the water. Two people got in. Then the outboard motor started. The buzzing noise! And it headed back out to sea. It looked like it was heading for the trawler.

The people on the beach then began collecting the stores they had dumped on the sand. They carried everything into the woods.

Edric decided to make his way back to his log hut. He would lay low and keep close to home until they went away.

Tuesday 3 May 65

The next morning, Edric got up before first light and had a cold breakfast. He didn’t want to make a fire or do anything else to draw attention to himself. The visitors were uncomfortably close as it was.

He crept out and headed through the woods towards where the visitors had entered. It didn’t take him long to find them.

They had made their camp in a clearing barely half a mile from his own. They had erected five tents and had made a fire. Two of them were standing next to the fire. Edric noticed that they were both female.

He watched them silently. For half an hour, the two next to the fire just stood, chatting. But then the camp began to wake up. Two people came out of one of the tents. Two more females.

They soon had a pot of water hanging over the fire. Over the next five to ten minutes, more and more came out of the tents, until all 12 were out. Edric was surprised to see that all 12 were female.

They all had breakfast and a hot drink of some kind. Then one of them that Edric took to be their leader, began issuing instructions, but Edric wasn’t close enough to make out what she was saying.

Eight of them had gathered various pieces of equipment. It looked like they were about to go off somewhere. Sure enough, the eight set off to the north leaving four behind at the camp.

Edric soon got bored watching the remaining four and quietly made his way back to his hut. He didn’t like the fact that their camp was so close to his, but there was nothing he could do about it. It wouldn’t be the end of the world if they saw him, but he would prefer that they didn’t.

He considered moving further away. But he had too much invested in his camp. And if they found his camp, it would be obvious someone was living on the island, whether they saw him or not. So, he decided to stay put.

Friday 6 May 65

Edric mostly kept away from the visitors’ camp, just having a quick look each morning to see if they were still there. Then three days later, again in the early evening, he once again heard the buzzing sound of an outboard motor. He made his way to his vantage point.

It looked like the same boat as before, but this time there were just six people on board, but lots of supplies. The supplies were unloaded as soon as the boat beached. Then it returned to the trawler with just two people on board.

Edric wondered why they needed so many supplies. They had rifles, they could easily take down a Munjo or two. Then it dawned on him that he hadn’t heard any shots since they had arrived. They clearly weren’t doing any hunting. Or fighting an enemy.

Monday 9 May 65

Three days later, Edric’s worst fear was realised. He was weeding his vegetable garden down by the stream when he heard a twig snap. He dropped his handful of weeds and quickly flopped down and crawled away from the garden and into the rough grasses that covered most of the clearing. But he couldn’t see or hear anything from his position, so he carefully crawled up the slope until he had a good view of his hut. He still couldn’t see anything, but he now lay motionless and listened.

After about 10 minutes, he heard another sound. Then he saw them. Three of the women in green had spotted his hut and were creeping up on it with their rifles at the ready. But they weren’t coming from the direction of the visitors’ camp. They had come from the opposite side.

“Hello! Is there anybody in the hut? Come on out. We just want to talk.”

There was obviously no answer. Edric watched as they carefully approached the hut. One of them then kicked the door in and then quickly moved to the side. She then peered in.

“Hello! Is there anybody in there?”

There was no reply.

“Lucy, Amy, with me.”

“Ok, Mandy.”

When her companions had got into position, she went in. A moment later she was back out again.

“There’s nobody in there.”

The other two came up and they all stood around near the entrance to the hut discussing their find.

“Lucy, go and tell Lieutenant Deborah.”

“Yes, Mandy.”

Lucy ran off in the direction of their camp. Then Mandy and Amy went over to look at what they at first thought was another log hut, but when they got closer, they saw that it was just a stack of cut logs that Edric used for repairs or for firewood. Edric stayed silent and observed.

Twenty minutes later, Lucy came back, now accompanied by the woman that seemed to be their leader.

“What’s going on, Mandy?”

“We took a wrong turn on our way back from the listening post and came across this log hut.”

She pointed at it and Debbie stared at it in surprise.

“Did you see any sign of anyone, Mandy?”

“No, boss.”

Lieutenant Deborah went inside and had a good look around while the other three stood around outside. When she emerged:

“There’s home-made hunting and fishing gear, some water and dried food, and a basic stove. And the stove was stone cold.”

“Do you think someone lives here, boss?”

“I don’t know.”

“It’s a bit primitive. Maybe it’s only used by hunters when they visit the island.” suggested Mandy.

“That’s possible.”

“Hey, come down here and look at this.”

“What is it, Amy?”

“It looks like a vegetable garden.”

They all walked down to have a look. Edric squirmed. They were getting far too close for comfort. And his sleeveless deer skin jacket and skirt didn’t exactly blend in with the green grass.

“You’re right. It is a vegetable garden. I don’t like it. I don’t like it at all.” said Debbie.

“Why? They’re just vegetables.”

“A vegetable garden needs regular tending. That means someone must be living here. Lucy, go back and tell Susan to bring her squad up.”

“Yes, boss.”

Lucy ran off again. Meanwhile, Debbie, Mandy and Amy discussed the situation. Then Debbie happened to look down.

“Hey, look at this!”

She bent down and picked up the handful of pulled-up weeds that Edric had dropped.

“Someone has been here weeding. These would all blow away with the first gust of wind. Someone must have been here within the last few minutes.”

They all looked around in different directions, mainly looking at the tree line at the edge of the clearing. Then Mandy happened to glance in Edric’s direction.

“Hey, what’s that over there? There’s something in the grass.”

They all looked to where Mandy was pointing.

“It looks like a Munjo.” said the boss.

“Can I shoot it?” asked Amy.

“No. No unnecessary noise.”

Amy walked a bit closer and then stamped her foot on the ground and shouted:

“Boo!”

Nothing happened.

“I think it’s dead.”

She walked closer. Suddenly, Edric leapt to his feet and bolted for the edge of the clearing.

“It’s a person! I think it’s a male.” shouted Amy.

“After him!” shouted Debbie.

Amy and Mandy gave chase. Soon all three had disappeared into the trees that surrounded the clearing.

Debbie waited for Sue. Sue and her squad of six arrived five minutes later.

“Down here, Sue.”

“What’s going on, Debbie?”

“See that log hut?”

She pointed at the hut. Sue and her squad of six girls gazed at it open mouthed.

“Someone lives there. We spotted him. Amy thinks it’s a male. One person wearing a deer-skin coat. Mandy and Amy have chased him into the woods over there. He knows we’re here. He may even have been spying on us. I want him caught. We can’t allow him to give away our presence on the island. Get going.”

“Yes, Lieutenant. Come on, girls.”

Debbie made her way back to their camp, but Sue and her squad rushed off into the woods. Sue kept shouting for Mandy and soon heard a reply from deeper into the woods. They homed in on her voice and soon they caught up with her, not far from the edge of the wood.

“Where did he go?” asked Sue.

“Amy lost him around here somewhere. He didn’t leave the wood. Amy would have seen him crossing the open ground. We think he must be hiding somewhere close by.”

“Where is Amy?”

“She’s about 100 yards ahead of us. We think he’s between us somewhere.”

“Very good. Right, everyone spread out and form a skirmish line. Ellie, right flank, keep just inside the wood. Everybody else, fan out to the left. Keep 10 yards from your neighbour.”

They took a couple of minutes to get lined up.

“Ok, let’s go. Nice and steady.”

Mandy was right. Edric had kept glancing around as he ran and as soon as he was temporarily out of sight of Amy, he had dived into cover and then crawled away. He had come to a stop in a small depression. He lay there, trying to control his breathing. He wondered why they were chasing him. He hadn’t interfered with them, and the island was unclaimed land. He had every right to be here.

He lay still, listening. He dared not crawl any further. He knew one of them was close by and might hear him if he moved. He wasn’t sure where she was exactly, but it was too risky to look out. He listened to their boss issuing instructions. He didn’t know what a skirmish line was, but soon he could hear boots tramping through the woods, and they were getting closer and closer. Shit! He would have to make another dash for it.

He got up and ran for it, taking Amy by surprise as they were only 20 yards apart.

“There he goes! It is a male.”

“After him.” shouted Sue.

It was quickly clear that Edric was faster than any of his pursuers and would likely get away, so Amy, who was closest to Edric, stopped and aimed her rifle and fired three warning shots off to one side of him.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

All three shots hit a tree trunk in front of Edric and over to his right. Wood splinters flew out in all directions. He was shocked that he was being shot at and immediately dived onto the ground to avoid the next shot. He rolled over and over sideways a few times and then crawled forward a few yards and then turned over and lay still on his back, hoping against hope that they would all run past without seeing him.

But Amy ran straight up to him, pointing her rifle as soon as she saw him. Edric covered his face with his hands and curled up and cried out:

“Aaaaaaargh!”

But no shot came. Soon, all the other girls arrived and stood around looking down at him.

“Is it a male?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“Mandy, Amy, get him up.”

Edric was still curled up in a foetal position. Mandy and Amy grabbed an arm each and tried to pull him up onto his feet.

Edric resisted and cried out.

“No. Aaaaaargh!”

“He’s terrified.” said Mandy.

“He thinks we’re going to shoot him.” said Amy.

Sue made no comment. She was wondering if Debbie might actually order them to do just that.

Two more troopers stooped down to help. Between them, they managed to pull Edric up onto his feet. Then two of them held his arms behind his back. Edric just stared down at the ground.

Sue placed a hand under his chin and pushed his head up.

“Yes, it’s a male all right. And quite a young one. Bring him along.”

Mandy and Amy kept Edric’s hands behind his back and pushed him along while two others pulled him by his shoulders. Edric kept his head down, looking at the ground the whole time. After twenty minutes, they arrived back at the camp. Sue reported to Lieutenant Deborah in her tent.

“It was a male, Debbie. And we’ve got him.”

“Excellent. Good work, Sue.”

Lieutenant Deborah went outside to see for herself. Edric wasn’t being very co-operative. He was surrounded by all the women in the camp. Meeting strangers for the first time in years, and then being shot at, had stressed him out.

Lieutenant Deborah stood in front of him.

“Release him.”

The two troopers who had been holding him up let go but remained close beside him. Edric sank to his knees.

“Look at me, boy.”

Edric continued looking down at the ground, so one of the troopers grabbed his hair and pulled it back, forcing him to look up.

With his deer-skin jacket, deer-skin skirt and deer-skin shoes, and his long hair, and the beginnings of a beard and moustache, Edric looked almost like a primitive caveman.

“Holy goddess! Is he even human?” muttered one of the troopers.

There had been rumours of pre-colony humanoids – commonly known as Venanoids - ever since the first colonies had been founded. But no actual evidence had ever been found, and the stories were widely regarded as fairy tales.

“Yes, he’s human.” replied Debbie.

“But he looks feral. Goddess knows how long he’s been living here. How old would you say he is, Sue?”

“I would guess he’s between18 and 20.”

Sue was using the Queendom measurement of age, which was from conception, not birth, so she was spot on.

“Listen to me, male. I am Lieutenant Deborah of the Queendom Special Forces. Who are you?”

Edric didn’t answer. He had no idea what the Queendom was.

“What’s your name, boy?”

No reply.

“How long have you been living here? Are you alone on the island?”

“He looks terrified.” said Sue.

“Not surprising. We might be the first people he’s seen for years.” replied Mandy.

“True. Well, anyway, I’ll contact Victoria for instructions.” said Debbie.

“In the meantime, Sue, see what you can get out of him. And give his clothes a wash. They’re filthy.”

“Ok, Debbie. Mandy, Amy, bring him over here.”

Mandy and Amy grabbed him by the arms and then followed Sue to the edge of the clearing where there was a fallen tree, it’s trunk now lying flat on the ground. Most of the girls in the camp followed out of curiosity.

“Get that deer skin off him, Lucy. What’s he got under it?” asked Sue.

Lucy reached down and grabbed the bottom edge of it and lifted it up.

“Nothing. Oh, and it’s in two pieces.”

She grabbed the top of his coat and pulled it up and off and then pulled his skirt down. There was a chorus of oooh’s and aaah’s as the girls saw a handsome, naked young male for the first time in weeks.

“Take his shoes off as well.” said Sue.

Lucy took them.

“I guess he made all these himself. Not a bad effort.”

“They can all go in the wash tonight.” said Sue. “Take them away and bring a large towel back with you.”

“Yes, Sue.”

“Will we be allowed to use him, Sue?” asked one of the troopers.

“Maybe. I’ll ask the boss.”

Lucy came back with a large towel.

“Fold it in two and place it over the trunk.”

Lucy did so.

“Ok, get him bent over it. That’s it. Right, zip tie his wrists together and then his ankles. That’s it. Right, who’s got the rope? Right, thread it through and tie it off.”

The zip ties on Edric’s wrists and ankles were connected by a rope underneath the trunk. Meanwhile, Mandy had selected a suitable fallen branch and was trimming the twigs off it to make a cane.

Sue and Lucy went around the trunk to Edric’s head while Mandy took up position near his arse.

Sue nodded at Lucy and she grabbed Edric by his hair and pulled his head up. Sue then spoke.

“Listen to me, male. You’d better tell us what we want to know or you’ll suffer the consequences. Now, what is your name?”

Edric looked at her with a puzzled expression on his face.

“Your name, male!”

No answer.

“Give him ten medium strength, Mandy.”

Lucy let go of Edric and stepped back as Mandy began her assault.

Swish Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack!

Edric gasped at the first hit. He didn’t cry out but tears came to his eyes. He was shocked. He had never been caned or abused in any way before. Lucy pulled his head up again.

“It will get a lot worse than that, male, if you don’t co-operate. Now tell me your name.”

Edric said nothing.

“Ok, Mandy, ten full strength.”

Swish Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack!

“Aaaaaaaargh!”

Edric screamed out loud then sobbed when the blows ended.

“You don’t need to suffer like this, male. Just tell me your name. What harm can it possibly do to tell me?”

Edric continued sobbing.

“Very well, if that’s how you want to play it. Three maximum strength, Mandy.”

Mandy stepped back a few paces. Then she took a short run up and launched the cane at Edric’s arse.

Swish! Thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

Edric screamed out in agony. Then he had a five second reprieve as Mandy retreated to her starting position ready for her next assault.

Swish! Thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

Edric screamed again. It felt like his arse was on fire.

Swish! Thwack. “Aaaaaaaaaargh!”

Once again, Lucy grabbed Edric’s hair and pulled his head up. Tears were rolling down his cheeks.

“What’s your name, male?”

Meanwhile, Mandy had walked around to join her.

“You know what, Sue? I’m wondering, if he’s spent years and years in isolation on this island, maybe he can’t actually speak.”

“Yes, I was wondering the same thing. Ok, tie him up somewhere. One of the stores tents should do. I’ll go and report to the Lieutenant.”

“Yes, Sue.”

Mandy and Amy released Edric and then got him up off the trunk.

“Let’s tie him to the centre pole in supply tent no.1.” suggested Mandy.

“Ok.”

They pulled him into the tent.

“How are we going to secure him?” asked Amy.

“Zip ties. One around a wrist, one around the centre pole, and another tying the two together.”

Amy zipped him up. He was standing next to the pole but the zip tie around the pole was a loose fit and would slide down if he wanted to sit or lay down.

Sue reported to Lieutenant Deborah.

“Well?”

“Sorry, Debbie. We’ve not been able to get anything out of him.”

“What, nothing at all?”

“No. Not even his name. In fact, we’re not sure he can actually speak. He may have been living in isolation for years.”

“Hmmm. A few years maybe. But someone must have brought him here. He can’t have survived on his own as a child.”

“So, what did Victoria say, Debbie?”

“They won’t make a decision. They say it’s up to me. I’m the officer on the spot. But I’m not to take any risks that might reveal our presence on Paris Island.”

“They’re passing the buck. They want him got rid of, but they want you to be the one to make the decision.”

“Exactly.”

“So, what are you going to do.”

“Well, I guess we either release him or we shoot him. But if we release him, we’re taking a big risk.”

“But he can’t speak! And even if he could, who is he going to tell? There’s nobody else here.”

“I’m not so sure that he can’t speak. And anyway, he could use sign language or draw pictures. And he’s scared of us, so he might well head straight over to the lighthouse and wait for the next maintenance boat or maybe signal to a passing ship.”

“Can’t we just keep him prisoner until the St Peter operation is complete? Then when it’s over, we can release him again just before we leave.”

“No. We’d need to allocate girls to look after him. We can’t spare anybody. Everyone has already got a job to do. And of course we’d need to bring in extra rations to feed him.”

“Ok, so we shoot him then. I doubt anyone even knows that he’s here.”

Debbie was deep in thought. It was clear she didn’t like the idea.

“No. We’ll send him back on the next supply boat.”

“What? Abduct a citizen from Romulus? That’s against inter-colony law. If word gets out it would create a major diplomatic incident.”

“We’re 105 miles from Romulus, so technically this is unclaimed land. And anyway, shooting him isn’t exactly legal either.”

“True, but nobody would know that we shot him. But if we arrive back in St Agnes with a male, especially a feral male who can’t speak and looks like a cave man, questions will be asked. What will they even do with him?”

“The best plan would be for them to keep him in St Agnes until the St Peter operation is complete and then put him back where we found him. But whatever they decide to do, it will be their decision, not mine.”

Sue grinned.

“Ok, Debbie, I’ll make sure he’s on the next boat out. Oh, and the girls were asking if it’s ok to use him.”

“Well, ok, but don’t overdo it.”

Sue went back and spoke to the troopers.

“Listen up. Lieutenant Deborah says we can use the male, so we’ll be putting on a show tonight.”

There was a big cheer.

“We’ll pick two lucky participants by lot.”

Sue wrote down the names of all the girls who fancied some boy beef action on pieces of paper, screwed them up, and put them in a helmet. She gave them all a good stir and then picked one out and unravelled it.

“It’s Lucy. Pick the next one, Lucy.”

Lucy dipped her hand into the helmet, grabbed a paper ball and unravelled it.

“It’s Sally.”

“Ok, Lucy and Sally, you’ve won your prize, but you also have to earn it. Take him down to the stream and wash him. Then I need a couple of volunteers to set up the play area.”

“Let’s go.” said Lucy.

“Here, I’ll help you.” said her friend, Mandy.

Mandy, Lucy and Sally went to the store tent to collect Edric. They quickly released him but then zip tied his hands behind his back. Lucy and Sally then grabbed his hands and pushed him along. Mandy detoured to pick up a bowl, some liquid soap and a sponge and a towel. They all met up near the stream.

Mandy filled the bowl with water from the stream and added some soap to it.

Sally and Lucy held onto Edric’s shoulders, keeping him still in a standing position. Mandy then set to work with the sponge, washing his hair and then soaping his body all over from head to toe, and paying particular attention to his cock and balls and his arse.

When she was satisfied, she poured the soapy water away and refilled the bowl with fresh water. She then rinsed him off and then dried him with the towel.

“There! He looks much better now. He’s actually quite handsome now that all that dirt has gone.”

Edric did, in fact, feel much cleaner and fresher than he had felt for a long time.

“Right, let’s get him back.”

They took him back to the store tent and bound him to the centre poll once again. The play area was still being set up, and the action wouldn’t begin until after the evening meal.

Edric was given some food and water and then allowed to use the latrine. Then it was time for the entertainment. It was early evening but still daylight. An area had been prepared by removing any loose stones and twigs, and then a groundsheet had been laid on it and pegged down.

Edric was brought out and forced down onto the groundsheet on his back. His arms and legs were then pulled apart, and his wrists and ankles were then each zip tied to a heavy-duty tent peg which was hammered into the ground.

The girls then all sat down in a circle around him to watch the action. Edric had no idea what was going on.

“Let the fun begin!” called out Sue.

Sally and Lucy stripped to their underwear, got down on their hands and knees and then each crawled up one of Edric’s legs, Sally on the left and Lucy on the right. Sally reached out and cupped Edric’s ball bag in her right hand and began fondling his balls. Lucy extended her tongue and licked his soft dick and then sucked it into her mouth.

Edric’s eyes opened wide in shock. Nobody had ever grabbed his balls before. And it was the first time his cock had been inside a woman’s mouth. His cock quickly began to erect and within a few seconds it had reached its full 8 inches.

Lucy took her mouth away and there was a chorus of oooh’s and aaah’s as the audience got a good look at Edric’s fully alert man meat for the first time.

Lucy grabbed the shaft at the base and held it upright. Then she and Sally extended their tongues and began to lick the sides of his shaft in perfect synchronization. Beginning just above Lucy’s hand, their tongues made their way up the smooth pillar of pork until they reached the tip, and then slowly descended again.

Lucy stood up and moved around and kneeled astride Edric’s chest, facing his cock. Sally scooted over and got between his legs. They then resumed licking his cock, Lucy licking the top surface, while Sally licked the underside and the ball bag.

“It’s nice and long. See if you can take it all in.” said Sally.

“Challenge accepted.” said Lucy.

She opened her mouth and leaned forward and then took his cock inside. Then she closed her mouth. Her lips clamped onto his man meat, just below his bell end. Then her lips began to slide down his shaft towards his balls. They stopped about two inches from his ball bag, when his bell end reached the back of her mouth.

Lucy took a breath through her nose, adjusted the angle of her head, and then pushed on forward. Edric felt his bell end getting squeezed as Lucy took it down her throat.

“Oh!” he gasped.

“I think he likes it.” said Sally.

Lucy held her ground for about five seconds before pulling back. The girls cheered when Edric’s man meat appeared once again, coated with Lucy’s saliva.

Lucy sat up.

“Over to you, Sally.”

Sally stood up and dropped her panties. Then she squatted down and adjusted her position so that her minge was above Edric’s pork sword and her hands were on his waist. She leaned in and kissed Lucy on the lips.

Mandy took advantage of the vacated position between Edric’s legs and crawled in and then helpfully took hold of his meat and guided it towards Sally’s pussy as she descended. Then she slid the tip of Edric’s meat back and forth along Sally’s slit a few times to give it a good coating of girl juice and then positioned it at her hole. Sally slowly sat down and engulfed it.

Mandy backed away slightly but then reached in and had a feel of Edric’s ball bag.

“He’s nice and heavy. I think he’s carrying a full load.”

Sally began to slide her minge up and down Edric’s slippery pole. She got a steady rhythm going, as the audience began to chant:

“Fuck that cock. Fuck that cock.”

It was another first for Edric. He hadn’t even seen a girl since he had left Romulus ten years ago, and now he had one sliding up and down on his dick. He loved the feeling of the soft, moist flesh of her minge gripping his man meat. The grip wasn’t uniform. It seemed to fluctuate as her love tunnel alternately tightened and released its hold on his pole as it slid up and down. And Edric loved the contrast between the cool fresh air blowing over his shaft when Sally was at the top of her thrust and the intense heat from her tight quim when she came back down.

Edric couldn’t see anything as his face was covered by Lucy’s panty clad arse. But then Lucy stood up and Edric squinted at the sudden influx of daylight. But before his eyes could adjust, it was dark again as Lucy’s arse returned to its former position.

But something was different. Instead of cotton on his face, Edric now detected smooth, bare skin. Lucy moved back slightly. One of her arse cheeks pressed down onto his nose, causing him a little pain until he managed to turn his head slightly and his nose found refuge in her arse crack.

Edric felt something drip into his mouth and land on his tongue. It tasted sweet and slightly metallic. He wondered what it was. Another drip then landed on his lower lip. Without thinking, his tongue darted out and lapped it up. While it was out there, it felt something just above his mouth. Edric extended his tongue further to explore.

He realised it was Lucy’s minge. For some reason that he couldn’t explain, he just had to lick it. He extended his tongue as far as he could and began to lick along the surface of whatever he could find.

He had never licked a minge before and wasn’t familiar with the layout. He was surprised not to find a hole, instead it seemed to be just a series of ridges and valleys. Nevertheless, he set to work, tracing his tongue along top of the most prominent ridge. Up and down went his tongue.

“Oh yes, boy. Keep going.”

It seemed he was doing something right. More drips of the sweet juice kept appearing and Edric licked them up as he went. For a change, he began licking from side to side instead of up and down. The ridge he was working on folded one way and then the other as his tongue passed over it.

Then, suddenly, the ridge split into two at one point. Edric realised the ridge was actually formed of two flaps that were pressed tightly together. He homed in on the weak point and forced his tongue in the gap between the two halves. Then he moved his tongue along it, forcing the two flaps apart as he went. It was like unzipping a purse. Edric wondered what was inside.

He soon found out. He moved his tongue up and down and discovered a soft, pink valley with a hole at one end.

“Oh, my goddess. Yes.”

Lucy squirmed. She seemed to be enjoying it. Encouraged, Edric continued licking his tongue up and down. He loved the feeling as the tip of his tongue traced a path along the bottom of Lucy’s hot slit, while at the same time, the sides of his tongue forced her flaps apart as he went. He noticed that the sweet juice was a lot more abundant in the love valley, and it didn’t take him long to figure out that it was coming from her hole.

His tongue stopped at the hole and he applied pressure, trying to force his way in. Slightly to his surprise, he made it. The minge resisted strongly at first, but once he had got in a little way, it seemed to give up and suddenly stretched to accommodate the shape of his tongue.

Edric pushed in as far as he could. Then he withdrew and pushed back in again and held it there. He could feel the minge pulsating. Suddenly, a gush of juice squeezed out between his tongue and the walls of the minge. Some ran down his tongue and into his mouth, but a lot ran down his cheeks and was wasted.

Edric withdrew his tongue for a moment so that he could lick his lips. Then he dived back in again. He wasn’t sure if his action had caused the gush, but it was worth a try. He tongue fucked the minge for another half a minute and then pushed his tongue as far inside as he could and held it there. Then he tried to move it sideways and then up and down, stretching the hole in all directions.

Moments later, he got his reward. He felt the minge pulsating once again. He quickly withdrew his tongue and then formed his lips into an O and pressed them tightly over the hole, sealing it off.

Moments later, the gush of juice squirted out and went straight into his waiting mouth. He swirled the sweet liquid around inside his mouth and savoured it with his tongue before gulping it all down.

“Oh, my goddess.”

Lucy watched Sally bouncing up and down on Edric’s man missile.

“Swap, Sally? I need some meat.”

“Of course, Lucy.”

The girls stood up.

Lucy rushed over and positioned herself over Edric’s dick but faced away from him. It was obvious that she was absolutely gagging for man meat. Sally watched with interest instead of immediately sitting on Edric’s face.

Lucy quickly positioned her feet either side of Edric’s upper thighs, facing him. She reached down and braced herself with her left hand resting on his chest. Her right hand reached down and grabbed his cock. As she lowered herself down, she let go of his chest with her left hand and reached back and rested it on her left arse cheek. Meanwhile, her right hand aimed his pork sword at her slippery slit.

She lowered herself down, sighing as his pork sword pierced her minge.

“Aaaaaaaaah!”

She reached forward and braced herself with her right hand, her left still resting on her arse cheek and then began to slowly move up and down. Satisfied with her position, she moved both hands forward and rested them on Edric’s chest and then picked up the pace.

Soon she was powering up and down at speed, and with full length strokes. Up she went until her minge only contained Edric’s bell end, and then down she went again until her smooth, round arse cheeks bounced off Edric’s thighs with a loud slap.

“Aaaaargh!”

Edric cried out. It felt like his cock was on fire. And he was worried that if Lucy’s aim was slightly off on a downward stroke, she might snap his cock off, or at least painfully bend it in the middle.

Lucy ignored Edric’s cries. She loved squat riding on a long, hard pork sword, especially when her boy was tied up and helpless. It gave her such a sense of power. Which was as it should be. Females were superior, and nothing illustrated this more than when a long, hard cock – the very symbol of masculinity – was under the total and unequivocal control of a female.

Edric tried to relax. He looked straight up at the sky and opened his mouth. The pain had eased off a bit, mainly because the battering had caused his cock to go numb. But it felt as if his ball bag was inflating every time Lucy’s quim powered down his shaft, then deflating when she powered back up. Edric had visions of his bollocks exploding.

Suddenly, Lucy stopped when she was at the top of a thrust. Her quim was still gripping his bell end, and it felt as if it was continually squeezing and releasing it.

“Yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Lucy orgasmed to cheers and applause from all the watching troopers. She then descended and sat still while she recovered, with Edric’s cock still captive inside her.

Then Edric saw a shadow and the next moment two arse cheeks appeared as Sally reversed into position over his head. She then lowered herself down and her minge arrived directly over Edric’s mouth.

Edric extended his tongue, but Sally kept sliding backwards and forwards. So, Edric just extended his tongue as far as he could and tried to keep it rigid. Sally moved her slit back and forth over his tongue.

Meanwhile, Lucy climbed off and moved around in front of Sally. She squatted down and embraced Lucy and they kissed each other. Lucy had stopped moving with her hole directly over Edric’s mouth. Edric stabbed it in as far as he could.

“Oh!”

He then set to work tongue fucking her as best he could. His tongue had to do all the work as Sally’s whole weight was on him. It wasn’t long before her twat tonic was flowing. Her flavour was different to Lucy’s but was still sweet and tasty.

Lucy and Sally stopped kissing and then Sally began to move up and down on Edric’s tongue. Lucy grabbed the sides of Sally’s arse cheeks and helped her to bounce up and down. Sally leaned into Lucy and held onto her.

After a few minutes of quim fucking Edric’s tongue, Sally was on the brink.

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

There were cheers and more applause. Sally collapse into Lucy’s arms. After a few minutes, they both got up.

“Come on, Sally. Let’s go get a beer.”

It was then open season on Edric’s cock and tongue amidst screams and shouts. But it was getting late, and half an hour later, Lieutenant Deborah put an end to the proceedings.

“Having fun, girls?”

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

“Has he come, yet?”

“No, Lieutenant.”

“Well, make him come and then put him away for the night.”

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

Sue, Mandy, Amy and Rita were the girls entrusted with the mission.

Sue came up between his legs, Mandy crawled over his head and chest, and Amy and Rita approached from the sides. They rendezvoused at the base of his man meat. They soon had his boy beef pointing straight up like a rocket on a launch pad.

Then, all four tongues began to move up and down the full length of his rod as one. Up and down, up and down. The sensation of four female tongue gently caressing his pork sword was amazing. Edric knew he wouldn’t be able to last very long.

Sue also knew. She had grabbed the sides of his ball bag between the thumb and forefinger of her right hand and was monitoring the spasms and flexing within it.

“Here he comes!” she shouted.

All four ladies drew back to get a better view. Sue let go of his balls but gently gripped his cock at the base, to keep it pointing straight up.

“Aaaaaaaargh!”

Edric screamed out as his first rope shot out of his cock and reached six feet into the air.

“There she blows!” cried Mandy.

Five more ropes quickly followed, each one slightly less powerful than the one before. Finally, a few drips emerged and ran down the side of his shaft. There was then a sudden rush and lots of screaming and laughing as the nearest girls quickly moved in to lick up the cum that had landed on Edric’s body.

Lieutenant Deborah then came by again.

“All done? Ok, pack him away for the night.”

Tuesday 10 May 65

The following day, Edric was given breakfast in the store tent and then late in the afternoon Amy and Rita entered the tent and released him and gave him his own clothes back. They had been washed and dried overnight. Amy pointed at the clothes and then at Edric. Edric understood and got dressed. His hands were then zip tied behind his back and he was grabbed by the shoulders and led outside.

A supply boat had arrived and was being unloaded. It was the inflatable that Edric had seen before. When it was ready to leave, Amy and Rita boarded the boat, taking Edric with them.

The two crew, who were also special forces, asked.

“Who’s that?”

“We found him on the island. We think he’s being living wild there for some time.”

“So, are we taking him back to St Agnes, then?”

“Yes, he’s seen our camp, so it was either that or shoot him.”

The boat set off back to the trawler. When they arrived, a crane hoisted their boat out of the sea and onto the deck. Although the troops and the crew of the inflatable were all Queendom Special Forces, the trawler itself was operated by the Queendom Navy, and like sailors everywhere, they were a highly superstitious breed.

The special forces troops loved to wind them up whenever possible. So, when the sailors saw Edric and asked who he was and why he had been brought on board, Amy had no hesitation in replying:

“He’s a Venanoid. We found him on the island all alone and captured him. We think he could be the last survivor. He’s being taken back to Victoria so they can do tests and stuff.”

“Fucking hell!” said the sailor.

“Keep your distance. He can be ferocious when provoked.”

“Can he talk?”

“No. Not English, anyway. And we think he’s been isolated for so long that he probably can’t even remember his own language – assuming they even had one.”

“Shit!”

“Where can we put him?”

“Probably best to chain him up in the hold.”

Edric was chained up and lay back with his head on some empty sacks and tried to get some sleep. The slow chug chug chug of the engine soon had him drifting off to sleep.

Wednesday 11 May 65

The next morning, Amy and Rita brought him some breakfast and then took him to the heads and then brought him back and chained him up again. Edric listened as they chatted. Apparently, the sailors were refusing to come anywhere near him, believing him to be a dangerous wild beast.

Edric wondered where they were taking him. The time on board was already too long for the destination to be Romulus. Maybe they were going to Westport. He dozed off once again to the chug chug chug. There was nothing else he could do.

Then, in the middle of the afternoon, he woke up. Something was different. Then he realised. The engines had stopped. And there seemed to be a lot of commotion on board. He wondered where they were and waited for someone to come and get him. But no one did.

Then, half an hour later, the engines started again, but after only a minute or two, they stopped again. Edric wondered what was going on. But there was nothing he could do so he just waited.

He could hear muffled voices but couldn’t make out what was being said. Then, Amy and Rita appeared and unchained him.

“Up you get, boy.” said Amy, gesturing at the same time.

Edric stood up. They led him up the steps and onto the deck. Edric could see a rocky coastline only a quarter of a mile away, and the waves were breaking as they approached the shore. He wondered why they had stopped here. This didn’t look like a good place to go ashore.

Lieutenant Deborah then appeared.

“Amy, Rita, into the inflatable and take the boy with you.”

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

Amy and Rita pushed Edric into the inflatable which was in position on deck but already hooked up to the crane. The other two members of the special forces and five of the six crew members also boarded, and they were then craned into the sea.

The outboard motor was then started, and they then motored a short distance away from the trawler. The one remaining crew member, who had remained on board to operate the crane, then jumped overboard, and Edric’s boat then motored over to pick her up.

They then slowly set off for the shore, but then turned parallel, looking for a suitable place to beach. Most of the shoreline was rocky, and the waves were crashing, making any landing look decidedly risky.

After 10 minutes, they saw a small beach between rocky outcrops. Captain Melanie, the captain of the trawler, didn’t fancy it.

“The beach is fine. But it’s getting to it. Look at the way those waves are crashing. They’ll overturn us before we get anywhere near it.”

They carried on along the coast for another 10 minutes, looking for somewhere better, but then Mel spoke again.

“We’ll have to go back to that beach. We’ve only got another 15 minutes of fuel and there doesn’t seem to be anywhere better. I assume everyone can swim?”

Apparently, everyone could.

“What about the boy?”

“No idea, but me and Rita will grab him if he gets into difficulties.” said Amy.

“We might be ok.” said Mel.

“But if we get overturned where those waves are breaking, just swim for the shore. It’s not far. We should all make it even if it means we get a soaking. And St Agnes knows our position.”

They returned along the coastline until they reached the beach, and then Mel turned towards it and motored at full speed.

The waves didn’t look that bad from out to sea, but as they got closer to where they were breaking, it got quite frightening. Just as they thought they had timed it just right, the sea they were pushing through suddenly seemed to rise up and carry them along.

They all looked ahead. Just a short distance ahead of them, there seemed to be a sudden twenty-foot drop. It was like approaching a waterfall. They all expected to fall over the edge at any moment. But as they moved forward, so did the waterfall. Perhaps they would be ok after all.

Then suddenly, the wave they were riding began to collapse forward with a massive splash and a mass of sea foam. The inflatable turned upside down and they were all thrown forwards into the sea.

Everyone soon came back to the surface and took a breath and then struck out for the beach. Edric had been near the rear of the boat and as a result had been thrown further towards the shore than most when it overturned. He was also a strong swimmer. As a result, he was the third person to make it to the beach, beaten only by two of the sailors.

As soon as he reached dry land, Edric immediately took off and made his way inland. The two sailors saw him but made no attempt to stop him.

Five minutes later, Lieutenant Deborah did a quick head count and found that all the girls had made it.

“Did anyone see what happened to the boy?”

“Yes. He made it to the beach and then ran off inland.” said one of the sailors.

“Shit! Rita, Amy. Have a quick look around, but don’t waste too much time. If he’s gone, he’s gone.”

“Yes, boss.”

Debbie looked around at the sound of yelling. Mel and the sailors were wading back into the waves to grab the inflatable, which had been washed almost on to the beach. They dragged it up onto the sand. It contained emergency rations and drinking water and the all-important flares, so they could signal to the navy when they arrived to pick them up.

“Where are we, boss?”

“We’re about 75 miles north of St Peter.”




Chapter 3 – St Peter

Thursday 12 May 65

Edric woke up the next morning. He had slept in the middle of some heather, which sheltered him from the wind. He made his way down to a stream and had a cool drink of water. For breakfast, he had a feast of Dandelions that he had found growing nearby. Although the entire plant was edible and very nutritious, Edric didn’t much like the stems which were too bitter for his taste, so he threw them away.

He didn’t know where he was but assumed he must be somewhere on the big island. He had decided to go back to Westport. Perhaps he had relatives there. But he didn’t know how to get there. But one thing he did know was that every colony on the big island was on the coast. So, his plan was simply to head back to the coast and then follow it until he arrived somewhere. Even if it wasn’t Westport, he would then know where he was and how to get to it.

He backtracked to the coast and soon found the beach where they had all come ashore. The sea had calmed and everyone had gone. But the trawler had wrecked itself on some rocks. It was lying on its side and was already beginning to break up.

The inflatable had been recovered, but they had left a cardboard box.

Edric had a poke around. Just water bottles and rations. Nothing that interested him. On second thoughts, he took a water bottle. It would save him walking to a stream if he got thirsty in the night.

He now had to decide which way to go. To the left or right? He couldn’t see much from here, but if he went right along the coast, just inland, in about a mile he would be on high ground with a good view in both directions. He would then decide, and either carry on or double back.

Half an hour later, he was on top of the hill. There didn’t seem to be much difference. There was no sign of civilisation in either direction, so he decided to keep going. Looking at Vena’s star, he deduced that he was heading south.

Late in the afternoon, he stopped in a wood beside a stream. He had a drink of water, and then a meal of hawthorn and wild garlic. Edric craved some meat in his diet. But he wanted to keep moving so stopping to make and set traps or make hunting implements was out of the question.

Saturday 14 May 65

Two days later, in the late afternoon, Edric came across an unmade road, just at the point where it ended. There were faint marks in it, which Edric correctly realised were made by motorised vehicles, like those he had seen in Westport and Romulus.

Edric figure that people must come up here and then set off on foot to hunt. He could see no other reason. But the fact that the road headed south was good news. It must mean he was heading towards a town. He would be able to make faster progress on this road.

He walked for half an hour along the road until he found a good spot to stop for the night. He then had a drink and a meal and got his head down.

Sunday 15 May 65

Edric set off early the next morning and made good progress along the road. Around midday, he reached the top of a low hill and then saw a town in front of him. He didn’t recognise it, but he was sure it was neither Romulus nor Westport. He made his way down into it. He saw the town sign. St Peter. He had never heard of it.

The town seemed to be quite small and was dominated by an abbey on a hill overlooking the town. He carried on. The road was tarmacked from the town limits. He was apparently on a High Street. There were small shops on both sides of the road. There was not much road traffic but there were a few pedestrians, both male and female, single and together.

“Hey, you! Come here, boy.”

Edric looked up to see a policeman approaching him. It wasn’t surprising. Edric looked totally out of place in his deer-skin clothing.

“I know most people in St Peter, but I don’t think I’ve seen you before. What’s your name, boy?”

“Edric.”

“What?”

“Edric.”

“Edric? What kind of name is that? And you’ve got a very odd accent. How old are you, Edric?”

“Don’t know.”

“What do you mean you don’t know?”

“Don’t know how old.”

“Hmm. Where do you live?”

“Anywhere.”

“No, I mean where do you live at the moment? Are you a resident of St Peter?”

“Don’t know.”

Edric didn’t know the word “resident”.

“Well, where have you just come from?”

“Come from north.”

“On foot?”

“Yes.”

“There’s nowhere up north. So, what brings you to St Peter?”

“Run away from women.”

“You ran away from the women? Have you escaped from the Queendom, Edric?”

Edric had no idea what the Queendom was.

“I think you had better come with me, boy.”

The policeman took Edric to an official looking building. Edric read the sign on the door:

“St Peter Police Office.”

They both went in and the policeman reported to the desk sergeant. The sergeant looked at Edric.

“What in the world have you got there, Roy?”

“I’m not sure, James. He claims to be a runaway from the Queendom, but he came down from the north, so I’m not so sure. Says his name is Edric. But he’s got a strange accent and an odd way of speaking. I think he might be a simpleton.”

“What’s that he’s wearing?”

“I think it’s deer skin. It’s quality and seems well put together. It looks expensive. I wonder where he got it from.”

“Search him.”

Officer Roy searched him.

“One plastic water bottle.”

“That’s it?”

“Yes. Nothing else. No papers.”

“Hmm. Lock him up for now. He looks quite young. 18 tops. I’ll contact King George and see if they’ve got a missing person. And I’ll ask Amanda to take a look at him.”

Edric was locked up in a cell, which he wasn’t happy about. He had been used to freedom his whole life. He hated restrictions of any kind. But at least they gave him a hot meal, his first for several days. A thick, meaty stew with some crusty bread and butter.

Edric particularly enjoyed the bread and butter. It was the first he had had for over ten years.

Later that day, Sergeant James collected him from the cell and took him into an interview room.

“Stand there, boy. This is Doctor Amanda. She’s going to check you over. I’ll leave you to it, Amanda.”

“Thanks, James.”

Amanda approached Edric, but as she did so, he backed away with a nervous look on his face.

“There’s nothing to worry about, Edric. I’m just going to check you over.”

Amanda took his pulse, which was abnormally high, listened to his sounds using a stethoscope, shone a light into his wide staring eyes, looked at his teeth, measured his height and finally weighed him.

“So, Edric, where are you from?”

Edric didn’t reply. He was wary of Amanda and didn’t understand why she was poking him around.

“Talk to me, Edric. You want to go home, don’t you? I might be able to help you. But I can only help you if you let me. Where is your home, Edric.”

Edric decided he was in no immediate danger.

“Woody Valley.”

“Where?”

“Woody Valley.”

“Woody Valley? I’ve never heard of it, Edric. Is it the name of a town?”

“No.”

“But it’s your home?”

“Yes.”

“And is it in a town?”

“No.”

“Well, is there a town nearby, then?”

“No.”

“Hmmm. Where did you get this fine deer-skin coat, Edric? It looks very expensive.”

“Make it.”

“You made it?”

“Yes.”

“But where did you get the skin?”

“Deer skin.”

“Yes, I know it’s deer skin, but where did you get it?”

“Kill deer. Take skin.”

The door opened and Sergeant James came back in.

“How are you getting on, Amanda?”

“Well, as you said, he’s about 18. And he’s in good health. And he’s fit. In fact, he’s exceptionally fit.”

“What about his accent? Any clue?”

“No. I’ve never heard anything like it. And he seems to have a very limited vocabulary. He’s got the language skills of a 5-year-old.”

“Do you think he’s a simpleton?”

“No. I don’t think so. I think the most likely explanation is that he’s been living in isolation for a long time.”

“What do you mean? Weeks? Months?”

“No. Longer than that. Years.”

“Maybe he has escaped from the Queendom, then. Perhaps he’s a refugee from Stakarov and has been living rough. That would mean 4 years.”

“But he would have been only 14 at the time of the Stakarov invasion.”

“Maybe he fled with his parents, and then they got separated later.”

“Possibly. But there’s no point speculating. Have you heard anything from King George?”

“Not yet. But if he’s not one of theirs, what do you recommend, Amanda?”

“He needs examining by a specialist.”

“You mean a shrink?”

“Yes, a psychiatrist. To confirm that he’s normal apart from his underdeveloped language skills. And if it is the case that he’s been isolated for years, his education will probably be lacking, so a specialist tutor would be beneficial. We can’t do that here. It will mean sending him to Romulus. I’ll speak to my contact in the General Hospital in Romulus and see what I can arrange.”

“Thanks, Amanda. And in the meantime?”

“Best to just to keep him here for the time being.”

“OK. Well, thanks Amanda. Come on Edric, let’s get you back.”

Edric had been listening in but a lot of it was beyond him. They had used too many long words that he hadn’t heard before and he was unable to deduce their meaning by context.

Edric went back into his cell and laid down on the mattress.

“Don’t worry, Edric. Everything will be fine. We’ll get you sorted in no time.”

Monday 16 May 65

The next morning, Edric was given breakfast. Then Sergeant James unlocked his cell and asked him to follow him. He was shown to a room with a table and four chairs, a kettle and a microwave and a TV and an assortment of books and magazines.

“You can come in here during the day, Edric. But don’t leave the building. You only need to go into the cell at night. You’ll probably only be with us for a few weeks, a month at the most. But if it looks like being longer, we’ll try to find you some proper digs. Ok?”

Apart from not knowing how to use the kettle, microwave or TV and not knowing what digs were, Edric was fine. Sergeant James turned the TV on and showed Edric how to change the channels. But Edric found every program boring.

When Sergeant James popped in a bit later to make a brew, he found Edric engrossed in a magazine.

Sunday 22 May 65

But on the following Sunday, something was different. Nobody brought Edric his breakfast or unlocked his cell. But on one occasionally, when Roy briefly opened the cell block door to check on him, Edric was able to see into the reception area. He noticed at least a dozen police officers standing around, a couple had rifles, but most were armed with truncheons. Then after an hour or so, it quietened down.

Finally, Officer Roy brought him his breakfast.

“Sorry it’s so late, Edric. There’s something going on and we’re a bit short staffed.”

Edric noticed that Ray appeared to be under a lot of stress.

“Roy not well?”

“What? Yes, there’s nothing for you to worry about, Edric. But it’s safer if you just stay in your cell today.”

Roy went back to the front desk that he was manning.

Then later, just before midday, while he was dozing on his mattress, Edric woke up with a start. He listened.

Bang!

A distant rifle shot.

Bang. Bang. Bang.

Then more. Edric stood up and listened. Then, for the next hour, he heard the occasional shot. He wondered what was going on. He remembered the armed officers from earlier. Were they hunting a dangerous criminal?

Then the shooting stopped. Edric lay back down but kept his ears open, trying to pick up every distant sound.

About an hour later, he heard a crash. Not a rifle shot. It sounded like a door had been opened with unnecessary violence. Then there was a shout.

“Freeze! Get your fucking hands up!”

“Please! Don’t shoot.”

The first voice was female. The second was Roy. Edric stood up and grabbed the bars of his cell and stared at the cell block door, even though it was closed.

A moment later, it opened, and a woman in green looked in, carrying an assault rifle at the ready. Unlike the variegated greens he had seen before, this woman wore a plain green uniform. The trooper stared at Edric for a moment, then came in and looked around, realised the room contained just two cells and a store cupboard and then went back out, but the door stayed open. Edric heard her shout:

“One prisoner in the cells.”

At the same time, he heard other voices shouting:

“Clear!”

Edric listened to the conversation in the reception area.

“I’m Sergeant Elsie. Queendom Army. Who are you?”

“Officer Roy. St Peter police.”

“Ok, Roy, come with me.”

“Why, am I under arrest?”

“All St Peter police are being detained, Roy.”

Edric saw nobody else that day until late in the evening when the cell block door opened and a trooper came in with some food for him.

“Sorry about the wait, boy. We’re still getting organized.”

Monday 23 May 65

The following morning, the same trooper brought him his breakfast. But an hour later, the cell block door opened, and she looked in again, but this time, another woman was with her, also in the green uniform.

“There he is, Sergeant Riley. He’s the only one.”

“Ok. We’ll take it from here.”

“Very good. I’ll be off then.”

Two hours later, the cell block door opened yet again, but this time a woman came inside and right up to his cell. She wore the same plain green uniform as the other troopers but had a black armband with MP in large white letters. Edric noticed she had a cylindrical device in her hand. He had no idea what it was. She also had a pistol in a hip holster.

She unlocked his cell.

“Come out, boy. That way.”

She followed him, telling him which way to turn. He ended up in the same interview room he had been in before. Another MP was sitting behind the desk.

“Stand there, boy.”

The MP who had collected him closed the door and stood behind him and off to one side.

“What’s your name, boy?”

“Edric.”

“What?”

“Edric.”

“Edric?”

“Yes.”

“That’s ‘Yes, Mistress.’”

“What?”

Smack!

The MP standing behind him smacked him on the side of his head.

“You address us as ‘Mistress’. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Meanwhile, the officer behind the desk was busy looking through a large book that had handwritten information in it.

“There’s no record of him. In fact, according to their crime log, they’ve not had an inmate in the cells for 7 weeks. And that was only overnight for being drunk and disorderly.”

The officer looked up at Edric.

“What was your offence, boy?”

Edric didn’t know the word ‘offence’.

“Crime, boy? What crime did you commit?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

“Well, how did you get here, then?”

“Walk, Mistress.”

“Perhaps they locked him up because he’s a retard.” suggested the standing MP.

“But he must have done something.”

The seated officer stared at Edric for a while.

“Give him 25 strokes, Molly. And then let him go.”

“Very good, Riley.”

“Come on, boy.”

Tuesday 24 May 65

After breakfast the next day, Molly and another MP collected Edric from his cell and took him to a room that he hadn’t been in before. It was empty except for a St Andrews cross on the wall and a caning horse in the middle of the room.

When they entered, a man was still screwing the St Andrews cross to the wall.

“Leave that for now. Come back and finish off in an hour.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

One of the MPs put her hand on the caning horse and tried to push it. It didn’t move. It was securely fastened to the floor. She looked around and saw the rack with an assortment of whips, and the basket of canes in the corner.

“Yes, this will do nicely. Ok, boy, get on the horse.”

“Horse, Mistress?”

Edric looked around. He knew what a horse was, but there wasn’t one in the room, and if there was, he didn’t understand why they would want him to get on it.

“Get on the -  the – that wooden thing, boy. Lean over it.”

Edric was pushed and prodded into the required position and his wrists and ankles were shackled on.

“Ok, Liz, let’s get his skirt thing down.”

They grabbed his deer-skin skirt and pulled it down, revealing his pink arse. It was still badly welted from when he was caned on Paris Island two weeks previously.

“Who’s been a naughty boy, then? He must have done something bad for St Peter police to cane him like that. Looks like we’ve got a repeat offender here, Liz.”

They then tightened the wide belt behind his waist.

“I’ll go first.” said Molly.

She picked up a 3-foot cane and got into position.

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

“Aaaaaaargh!”

She gave his arse10 medium strength whacks. But coming on top of his existing welts, they were all painful, and Edric screamed out loud.

Molly stepped aside and Liz took her place.

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

“Aaaaaaargh!”

Liz attacked Edric’s arse in the same way. Edric screamed again and thought that his days of sitting comfortably might be over for quite some time.

Molly stepped up once more. The last five would be carefully aimed shots at maximum force.

The earlier strikes were welting up nicely. Molly picked her spot, a nice area of unblemished pink arse and went for it.

Swish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

She spotted another area in need of a bit of colour.

Swish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

For her last stroke, she had to bend down slightly. There was an area of arse quite low down that looked untouched. She was about to strike when she noticed his ball bag hanging down between his legs. It was in danger of getting whacked.

“Could you tuck his bollocks in, please Liz?”

Liz reached in and pulled Edric’s legs slightly apart. Then she pushed his ball bag forwards and pulled his legs back together again.

“Keep your legs together boy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Swish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Liz took over for the final two strokes. She surveyed his arse, but by now it was almost all purple. There was not much to choose between any area. So, she just aimed for the centre both times.

Swish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Swish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

“Let that be a lesson to you boy. We don’t know what you did, but don’t do it again!”

They released Edric from the caning horse and pulled his skirt up for him.

“This way, boy.”

Instead of being led back to his cell as he had expected, Edric was taken to the reception area. The desk sergeant, now a Queendom Army MP, handed him a leaflet.

“These are the new by-laws that came into effect yesterday, boy. Basically, males are not allowed to be outside in the town of St Peter without a permit. Not even with a female escort, not until you’ve been registered. And there are also other rules concerning etiquette and suchlike. Read them carefully when you get home.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She then handed him a permit that she had just filled in and stamped.

“And here is a permit. This one allows you to be out unescorted anywhere in St Peter, but it expires in one hour. So, don’t hang about. Go straight home.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“In a few days, all males will be summoned to the town hall to be registered. The day you go will depend on what letter your name starts with. Once you’ve been registered, you will be allowed outside, provided you have a female escort. Or a permit. So, listen out for the announcements, and until then, stay at home. If you go out without authorization, you will be severely punished.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Off you go then. Straight home.”

One of the MPs walked over to the outside door and opened it. Edric walked through it and out onto the street. Free again! He took a deep breath and inhaled a lungful of clean, fresh, outside air.

Although Edric had never heard of St Peter, he knew it wasn’t on the big island. He decided his first job should be to find out where he was and then how to get from here to Westport.

He looked both ways along the street. There were a few people about, all females. And there were two or three troopers on every corner. Edric crossed the road and entered a newsagent which also had books in the shop front.

The shopkeeper, a male, looked at him as he came in.

“What the hell are you doing here, boy? Males aren’t allowed outside without a permit.”

Edric showed him his permit.

“They gave you that? Well, ok then, but hurry up.”

Edric glanced at the local newspaper articles:

“St Peter under Queendom military occupation. Martial law declared. New by-laws published in full.”

“Military Government to remain in place for a month.”

“Name of the Duchess expected to be announced shortly.”

“Abbot Michael to remain in charge at the abbey.”

Then he saw a bookshelf and began browsing. He soon came across a tourist booklet.

“The Visitors’ Guide to St Peter.”

He opened it and began to read.

“St Peter is a small religious patriarchy on the east coast of South Vena. It is dominated by the impressive abbey that towers above the town.”

But Edric’s attention was soon drawn to a coloured map on the inside front cover. It showed North and South Vena with all their colonies. Edric hadn’t previously realised that there were two major islands. Westport was isolationist and didn’t much care about the outside world and their education system reflected that. And his dad had used standard Westport textbooks when home schooling him.

Edric studied the map for a long time. In particular, the colonies on South Vena, none of which he had ever heard of. There were apparently nine of them. They were colour coded. Five of them were shown as being part of the Queendom. Four were apparently independent. King George, Mount Vernon, Green Bay, and St Peter. Clearly, the map was now out of date.

“Are you going to buy that book or just read it?” asked the shopkeeper.

Edric put the book back.

“How go Westport?”

“What’s that?”

“Westport. Want go Westport.”

“You want to go to Westport?”

“Yes.”

“I take it you’re not a local?”

The shopkeeper was looking at his strange clothes.

“As long as you’re a citizen from an independent colony, you can get a boat from the harbour. There’s a daily sailing at 4pm to Romulus. Down the road that way, across the bridge and then left at the crossroads. You’ll see the sign. You can’t miss it.”

“Thanks.”

Edric left the shop and headed down the road. After just 200 yards, he had crossed the bridge over a river and arrived at the crossroads which was also the town centre. The road sign indicated left for the harbour, right for Diana, and ahead for St Agnes. It also indicated ahead for the abbey, but that was obvious. The abbey was up ahead on the right on a hill. It dominated the town.

Edric turned left and saw the harbour just ahead.

“Halt!”

Two troopers blocked his way.

“What are you doing outside, boy? Do you have a permit?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The troopers stared at him on hearing his strange accent.

“Show me.”

The first trooper held her hand out and Edric gave her his permit. The second just stared at Edric and his strange clothing.

“Fine. But you’ve only got half an hour left, so get moving.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Edric made his way down the road and saw a small building that had a sign outside:

“Ferry Terminal.”

He went inside and found himself in a waiting room. No passengers were waiting but at one end of the room was a desk with a male and a trooper sitting behind it. The trooper was wearing an MP armband. Another trooper, also an MP, was standing off to one side, leaning against the wall.

A sign on the desk said:

“Tickets.”

They all looked up as Edric entered. The male spoke while the MPs just stared at him.

“Yes? Can I help you?”

“Want go Westport.”

“Westport? You’ll have to go to Romulus and change there. The next sailing is at 4pm.”

He glanced at a clock on the wall.

“In 3 hours.”

Edric nodded.

“That will be 950 credits.”

Edric looked puzzled. He had never used money and didn’t realise he had to pay.

“That’s 950 credits.” repeated the male.

“Do you have a card?”

Edric didn’t know what a card was. By now both the MPs were looking bemused.

“Do you have any money?”

“No.”

“But you are from Westport?”

“Yes.”

The male reached into a drawer and pulled out a form.

“Ok, if you’re from Westport but can’t afford the fare, just fill in this declaration and sign it and the Westport government will pay for your repatriation.”

Edric didn’t know what a repatriation was but filled in the form and handed it back.

“Yes, that’s ok. This officer will look after you now.”

Edric turned to the MP.

“Your ID.”

Edric handed her his permit.

“This is a permit, boy.”

She handed it back to him.

“I need to see your ID.”

Edric looked puzzled.

“Your ID, boy. Proof that you are a Westport citizen. Show me your ID card. Do you have one?”

“No ID card.”

“He sounds like a retard.” commented the MP standing against the wall.

The seated MP glanced at her and then back to Edric. The male just kept his head down and said nothing.

“Nice try, boy. But go home. If you really are from Westport, and you’ve lost your ID, go to the police office. They’ll arrange for you to see the Westport consul next time he’s in town.”

Edric wondered what a consul was and why he would need to see him. Then he went back outside and headed back to the crossroads. The same two troopers were still there.

“Back again, boy? Let me see your permit again.”

Edric showed it to her.

“You’ve only got ten minutes left boy. Where do you live?”

“Anywhere.”

The second trooper grinned and shook her head.

“Well, wherever it is, you’d better hurry up. You’ll be in trouble if you’re still outside when it expires.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Edric hurried away. He turned north, back the way he had come. There was no way he was going back to the police office after the caning they had just given him. He decided to go back to the newsagent.

“You again! Did you get a ticket?”

“No ticket.”

“So, they won’t let you leave, eh?”

“How go Westport?”

“By ship is the only way. If they won’t give you a ticket, you’re stuck here.”

Edric had a think. If he couldn’t get to Westport, at least he wanted to get out of the Queendom.

“How go King George?”

“You can’t. Not without going through the Queendom. There are only two roads out of St Peter. West to Diana or south to St Agnes, and they’re both in the Queendom.”

“Go north.”

“North? There’s no road going north. Well, there’s the coast road, but it ends after 30 miles. I suppose you could eventually get to King George that way, but you would have to walk all the way around the coast. About 250 miles. And there’s nothing until you get there, so you would need to take all your supplies with you. Which you don’t look like you could afford.”

Edric walked out.

“Where are you going?”

“King George.”

“Good luck with that.”

Edric walked north out of town, retracing his steps from nine days earlier.

But just as he reached the town limit, a scout car approached the town from the north. It came to a halt next to Edric. The car contained three troopers. One of them shouted to Edric.

“You! Come here boy.”

Edric walked up to the scout car.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

Edric didn’t reply, but he showed her his permit. The trooper glanced at it.

“This permit is to allow you to go home, boy. It’s not for you to go wandering off wherever you like. And it expired 10 minutes ago. Where do you live?”

“Anywhere.”

“What do you mean? You must live somewhere. Where’s your home?”

“Woody Valley.” replied Edric, as he looked around, eyeing up the possibilities of making a run for it.

“Never heard of it. Is it in St Peter?”

Edric said nothing. The trooper opened the door and began to get out.

“Ok, boy, lean up against the car.”

Edric immediately took off, running behind the car and along the road.

Bang!

“Aaaaaargh!”

Edric felt a thump and a sharp sting in his back, and he fell to the ground. He had been hit with a stun round. A few seconds later, he was surrounded by the troopers.

“Good shot, Sandy.”

“Thanks, boss. I knew he was going to run. You could see it in his eyes.”

They zip tied his hands behind his back and then searched him. Then they got him into the back of the scout car and sped off into town.

“What are we going to do with him, boss? Are we handing him over to the police?” asked Anne, the other trooper.

“He’s just come from the police. His permit was only issued just over an hour ago. They’ve had their turn.”

Sandy and Anne cheered. They were looking forward to some fun. They hadn’t had any opportunity up to now. All the males in town were under house arrest for the next few days.

A few minutes later, they arrived in a car park behind the hotel that they had commandeered.

“Have fun, girls.” said the boss. “Kick him out when you’re done with him.”

“Yes, boss. Thanks, boss. Right, come on, boy.”

Sandy prodded Edric with something. He had no idea what it was. They took him up two flights of stairs to their shared hotel room. It was a typical twin room and contained two single beds, a wardrobe, a dressing table and chair and an en-suite.

“What shall we do with him, Sandy?” asked Anne.

“Well, it’s been a stressful few weeks. With all the training and preparations, none of us have had any fun for nearly a month. And it’s all the fault of these males. But now it’s payback time. I say we take out our frustrations on this boy’s arse, and then have a nice, relaxing shag.”

“Great idea. But we don’t have a caning horse. And no zip ties,”

“And no cane. Let’s just get his kit off and then bend him over the foot board of the bed.”

“Good idea.”

A minute later, they had stripped Edric naked.

“Shit! Look how purple his arse is! Looks like the MPs have already had some fun.” said Anne.

“Wow! But there are still some areas that could use a bit more colour.”

They got him positioned at the footboard of one of the single beds.

“Bend over, boy.”

Edric was still groggy from the stun round but did as they asked.

“It’s too low.” said Anne.

“I know, let’s move the bed out and use the other end.”

“Ok.”

A few minutes later, they girls had move the bed out and got Edric bent over the headboard.

“How are we going to secure him?” asked Sandy.

“I know, I’ll sit on him and you whack his arse.”

“Ok, that should work.”

Both girls stripped down to their bras and panties. Anne then climbed onto the bed and sat on Edric’s neck facing his arse.

“Ready, Anne?”

“Go for it, Sandy. Have you got a cane?”

“No, I’m going to use my belt. He deserves 50 but because his arse is already so purple, I’m going to be merciful and just give him 10.”

“Oh, you’re such a softy, Sandy.”

“I know.”

Swish! Smack! “Aaaaargh!”

Edric screamed out as the end of Sandy’s leather belt smacked into his arse cheeks. Luckily, she was holding the belt at the buckle end and lashing him with the tongue.

Swish! Smack! “Aaaaargh!”

Swish! Smack! “Aaaaargh!”

Since his arse was already almost entirely covered in purple welts, each lash was almost guaranteed to land on top of one.

Swish! Smack! “Aaaaargh!”

Swish! Smack! “Aaaaargh!”

Tears flowed from Edric’s eyes. He wished he could direct some of them onto his arse, which felt like it was on fire.

Swish! Smack! “Aaaaargh!”

Swish! Smack! “Aaaaargh!”

“Do you want some of this, Anne?”

“No, you’re good, Sandy. Let’s see how you’re getting on.”

Anne reached forward and ran a hand over Edric’s arse cheeks. His once smooth bum cheeks were now smothered with heavy welts.

“His arse feels like a ploughed field.” laughed Anne.

“Let’s add a few more furrows.” replied Sandy.

Swish! Smack! “Aaaaargh!”

Swish! Smack! “Aaaaargh!”

Edric was in agony. He screamed at every lash and sobbed afterwards.

“And now for the big finish.”

Sandy wound herself up and launched the belt at Edric’s arse. She went for maximum power and just aimed it generally at the centre of the target.

Swish! Smack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Edric screamed.

“Bulls eye! Right on his hole!”

Sandy got a small towel from the en-suite and wiped the sweat from her forehead.

“Feel better, now?” asked Anne.

“Much. Now I need a nice shag. Let’s get him into position.”

They soon had Edric on his back on the bed. They spread his arms and legs as far as they could on the single bed, but they didn’t have any zip ties to secure him.

“Don’t you dare move, boy, or I’ll stun you with this.” said Sandy.

She was holding something in her hand. But Edric was in no state to resist. His arse felt like it was on fire, and any movement at all over the bed was agony, so he lay as still as possible.

Sandy and Anne then positioned themselves on opposite sides of the bed and closed in on Edric’s cock. Sandy took hold of his shaft while Anne cupped his ball bag in her left hand.

They kissed the side of his shaft and then began running their tongues up and down his dick in unison. Edric’s shaft quickly began to grow. Then they both kissed his purple bell end.

They took turns taking his helmet into their mouths and sucking on it.

“Mmmm. This is nice. I’ve been looking forward to having some boy beef in my mouth for so long.” said Sandy.

“Yes. He’s got a nice, tasty cock.” replied Anne.

Anne still had Edric’s ball bag in her hand.

“You know, I don’t think the MPs used him. His balls feel heavy. I think he’s got a full magazine.”

“Well, he’ll be out of ammo before long, that’s for sure.”

Sandy released Edric’s cock and Anne took over. She took his entire length into her mouth, forcing her lips all the way down to the base. Edric gasped as he felt his bell end getting slightly squeezed as it slid down Anne’s throat.

Meanwhile, Sandy had sucked one of Edric’s balls into her mouth and then pulled back, seeing how far she could stretch his sack. Edric groaned as the tension increased, but then Sandy opened her mouth wide and the ball snapped back into place.

They both paused to take a breath and admire their handywork. Edric’s tool had grown to its full length.

“Not bad. Must be about 8 inches.” said Sandy.

“At least.” agreed Anne.

Anne moved around to the foot of the bed and pushed Edric’s legs back. Sandy grabbed them and held them in position. Anne then began running her tongue from Edric’s arse hole to his ball bag and back again. She kept it up for several minutes.

“Oh, my goddess, look how big his bollocks are now!” cried Sandy.

Anne grinned and reached up and gripped the sides of his bag between a thumb and forefinger and squeezed.

“Aaargh!” cried Edric.

Anne glanced at Sandy and nodded. They both stood up.

“Up, boy.”

Edric gingerly stood up, trying to raise his arse up off the bed before he moved it. The slightest rubbing, even over the smooth sheet on the bed, was agony.

Sandy and Anne then kneeled on the floor at the side of the bed and rested their chests and heads on the bed.

“Get inside me, boy.” commanded Sandy.

Edric kneeled on floor behind her and moved in. He placed one hand on her arse cheeks and aimed his cock with the other. He wiped his helmet up and down her slit before pushing into her tight quim.

He then began thrusting his cock in and out of her minge, using long slow strokes.

“That’s nice boy but go faster. I want to feel your balls bouncing off me on each thrust.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Edric upped the speed.

Anne turned round to watch. She stroked Sandy’s arse cheeks and watched as Edric’s cock slid in and out of her pink hole.

“Faster still, boy.”

Edric increased his speed even more, but he was beginning to tire, and his arse was still burning. His mind began to wander. Then he withdrew his cock too far and it popped out. He thrust back regardless but missed. Instead of burying itself in the tight, pink twat, his cock slid up Sandy’s butt crack and came to rest at her arse hole.

Smack!

“Wrong hole, boy.” said Anne as she slapped him on the side of his head.

She then reached down and guided his tool back to its proper place and Edric resumed his high-speed balls deep pumping.

Sandy was getting close.

“Oh, my goddess, I’m nearly there.”

“Yes, go girl.”

Slap!

Anne gave Sandy a hard slap on one of her arse cheeks.

“Yes. Again!”

Slap!

“Oh!”

Slap slap slap slap slap!

Anne began to slap Sandy’s arse in perfect synch with Edric’s thrusting.

“Yes, I’m coming. Yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Sandy took a couple of minutes to get her breath back.

“Oh, my goddess. That was nice. Take over, Anne.”

Anne got onto the bed, sideways on. She took hold of her legs behind her knees and pulled them back.

“Fuck me, boy.”

Edric kneeled on the floor and shuffled up into position. Seeing what was happening, Sandy went around the other size and grabbed Anne’s ankles, allowing Anne to relax with her arms by her sides.

Edric grabbed his tool and steered it into Anne’s gaping gash and began pumping. He started off with slow strokes and moderate penetration.

“Mmmmm. That’s nice.” said Anne.

Edric looked down at his cock as it slid in and out of the Anne’s minge, glistening with girl juice.

“Faster now, boy. And deeper.”

Edric increased his speed and depth and soon they could all hear the loud slap as his balls smacked into Anne’s arse on each thrust.

“Faster.”

There was not much that Edric could do. He was already going at top speed.

“I said faster, boy.”

“I’m already going as fast as I can, Mistress.”

Buzz! “Aaaaaargh!”

Sandy had given Edric’s arse a jolt with her man-prod. Luckily, it was on the lowest setting. But the shock caused Edric’s arse to suddenly lurch forward, and his man meat to stab deep into Anne’s woman hole.

“Oh, yes!” cried Anne.

Buzz! “Aaaaaargh!”

Sandy then kept giving Edric jolts. She soon got the hang of the timing, jolting his arse right at the start of each forward thrust. Anne was in heaven.

“Oh my, goddess.”

Buzz! “Aaaaaargh!” “Yes.”

Buzz! “Aaaaaargh!” “Yes.”

Buzz! “Aaaaaargh!” “Yes.”

Buzz! “Aaaaaargh!” “Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Anne lay still for a minute while she got her breath back.

“Oh, my goddess. That was so nice.” said Anne.

“Yes, you did well boy. But we’re done with you now, so get out.”

Edric quickly got dressed.

“Out! Report to the reception desk in the foyer.”

Edric didn’t know what a reception desk or a foyer was, but he didn’t hang around to ask. He just wanted out. He went out into the corridor and then down two flights of stairs.

After a few mistakes, he found his way to what looked like the main entrance and made for the door.

“Stop! Come here boy.”

The voice came from behind a counter. Hearing the command, the two sentries stationed at the door and stepped out to bar his way. Edric approached the counter.

A trooper was filling in a form.

“You’ll need this.”

She signed and stamped the form.

“This is your permit. I’ve given you ten minutes. Unless you live nearby, you’ll need to run. And if you get caught outside again with an expired permit, you’ll be in serious trouble. We won’t go easy on you a second time.”

Edric took the permit and hurried to the door. The sentries opened it and stood aside. They laughed as Edric hurried out. He had intended to head north, but seeing six or seven troopers milling about in that direction who all stared at him when he emerged, he changed his mind and turned south toward the town centre and ran.

When he had crossed the bridge and got to the crossroads, the two troopers he had met there before had been replaced by two others.

“Hey, you. Come here. Where are you going in such a hurry?”

Edric ran up to them and proffered his permit.

“Go home, Mistress.”

The trooper noted the expiry time and checked her watch.

“Where do you live, boy?”

Edric pointed at the road that led west.

“How far?”

“Five minutes, Mistress.”

“Well, you’ve got three minutes. You’d better run, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She handed the permit back and Edric set off at a steady jog. His deer-skin clothes weren’t ideal for running, so as soon as he had rounded a curve, he walked. He kept on walking until he reached the town limits. He knew this road led to Diana, but he wanted to get to King George.

He had had the intention of turning off the road and heading north at some point and maybe joining the coast road north of St Peter. But the road was in a valley with the river on his right and it was much too deep and fast flowing to attempt a crossing at this point. He would have to go further upstream until he found a place to cross. If he had to go very far, he thought he might just keep heading west.

He had maybe two hours of daylight left and strode out. He wanted to get well away from St Peter. But there was so much traffic on the road that he made very little progress. It was mostly green trucks that Edric thought belonged to the army. He had to hide off the side of the road each time he heard one coming, sometimes for twenty minutes or more at a time. He decided to stay hidden and wait for darkness.

He laid down and tried to get a little sleep. Even after darkness arrived, the traffic kept up for a considerable time, but eventually, it seemed to ease off and then stop.

Edric made his way back to the road and set off to the west. He gave up the idea of turning north. There was no way to identify a crossing point in the dark. He decided to just keep going west.

Edric got into a routine. Walk all night. Then turn left off the road when it started to get light, or earlier if the traffic started to build up. He would head well away from the road, usually about a mile. He would spend the first couple of hours of daylight gathering edible plants and roots to feed himself for the day. Then he would find a spot to bed down for the day. As soon as the light started to fade, he would move up to the road and then wait for darkness and for the traffic to die down. Then off he would go again.




Chapter 4 – Consort Farms

Sunday 29 May 65

Just before dawn on the following Sunday, after five full nights of walking, Edric saw seen the lights of a town. He knew it was Diana. He reckoned he had been making about 20 miles each night, and he remembered from the map he had studied that Diana and St Peter were about 100 miles apart with nothing in between.

Well, not quite nothing. He had passed a large farm adjacent to the road less than an hour before he had caught sight of Diana.

Edric followed his usual routine and turned well off the road and gathered his food for the day and then found somewhere to bed down and tried to get some sleep. His feet felt really sore after walking 100 miles in five days.

He got up about midday and carefully made his way back to the road. To the left, he could now clearly see the town of Diana. To the right was the road back to St Peter that he had walked along.

Ahead, on the other side of the road, he was surprised to see a fence. He hadn’t noticed that when he had arrived, in the dark. The fence looked climbable with care. He looked left and right to make sure no traffic was approaching before he crossed the road. But as he glanced right, he saw a gate in the fence, so he walked over to it. It was padlocked, but the gate would be much easier to climb over than the fence.

There was a notice attached to the gate:

“Consort Farms. Private Property.”

Edric climbed the gate and entered the field. He bent down and examined the crops. Potatoes. He grabbed a sharp stone and dug one up.

“Hmmm. They’re just about ready, but potatoes picked this early will have thin skins and will not store well.” thought Edric.

Nevertheless, he dug up about a dozen. They would come in handy over the next few days.

He carried on along the edge of the field, which was separated from its neighbour by a low hedge. When he was nearly at the end of the field, he thought he heard a voice. He ducked down below the level of the hedge and listened.

Yes. There it was again. It sounded like a female giving orders. He crawled forward to where he could look through a gap in the hedge. There they were. Not in the next field, but in the one beyond. A gang of farm labourers. It looked like 12 of them. And there were two women. Suddenly, one of the women shouted something – Edric couldn’t make out what she said – and at the same time she appeared to lash one the guys with a whip, although not with very much force.

It suddenly dawned on Edric that he was looking at a slave gang and its overseers. He watched them for a while out of curiosity. They appeared to be digging or more likely repairing a drainage ditch that ran between two fields.

Edric cautiously moved on. He wanted to get clear of the farmland as soon as possible. An hour later, he came to the end of the cultivated land. There was one more field. It looked like it had been cleared, and possibly cultivated, but had then been abandoned. And beyond that, was virgin moorland.

Edric kept going through the moors, intending to keep going until two hours before dusk. But just an hour later, he found himself walking along a shallow valley beside a stream. He followed it into a wood. The wood was dense in places but also contained small clearings. It was an ideal spot, and Edric’s feet were killing him, so he decided to stop there for the night.

He spent the next few hours gathering edible plants and roots, which together with some of the potatoes, made for a tasty meal. He then looked for a good spot to bed down for the night. He found a cosy hide a short distance up the side of the valley. A large tree had been blown over and left a depression where its roots had been ripped out of the ground. He got settled down and dozed off.

Monday 30 May 65

The next morning, Edric went down to the stream to wash. After he had washed his feet, he examined them. He had the beginnings of blisters. He decided to stay put for a couple of days to let his feet recover. If he allowed blisters to develop, they would seriously impede his progress and make escape very difficult if he was unfortunate enough to be seen and pursued.

He went back to his spot below the overturned tree and relaxed. It was nice to take it easy for once instead of being constantly on the move. As he lay on his back looking up at the sky, he began to wonder about staying put here for an extended period of time. Out of everybody’s way.

Later on, he got up and went foraging for edible plants. There was an abundance. There was garlic, sorrel, nettles and plenty of berries. These plants were not the same as those found on Earth, but the colonists tended to reuse Earth names for plants that appeared to be similar in looks or taste.

Edric examined the soil. Over most of the moors, the soil was of poor quality and would only support bracken and heather, but in the wooded valleys, the soil tended to be richer and more fertile. Edric figured potatoes would grow very well here.

Tuesday 1 June May 65

Edric slept on the idea of staying put, but when he woke up the following morning, he had made his mind up. He would stay in this spot. There were plenty of rabbits and edible plants and he could also steal from the nearby farm.

And he figured he could make a proper hide under the tree. But he would need tools. He could make do with stone tools if he must, but a proper spade and ideally a saw and a knife would make the work so much easier.

He decided to return to the farm he had passed and check out the possibility of stealing what he needed. It was only an hour away. He would go in the late afternoon, check out the place in daylight and then make his move in darkness.

In the meantime, Edric decided to make a trap. There were plenty of the rabbit-like creatures in the wood. He was fed up with his vegetarian diet. He spent the morning collecting sticks of the right length to make the traps.

To tie the various pieces together he would use string made out of nettles. His dad had taught him the process. You removed all the leaves and cleaned the stems, crushed and then split the stems, peeled the pith away, and then spilt the now flattened stems into thinner pieces. You then had to let them dry off. Later, he would twist the fibres together to make the string. It was time consuming work, and when he had finished, he took a break.

Then that afternoon he set off and in less than an hour he was at the perimeter of the farm. As well as a variety of crops, they also had many sheep. But there were no cattle. Perhaps this hill country wasn’t suitable for them.

Edric saw several work gangs. They all seemed to be similar in size. Twelve slaves with usually two female overseers. Two of the groups seemed to be weeding fields of crops. Edric watched their technique. They would form up in line abreast, and then slowly advance across the field, pulling up any weeds they came across. Then they would make another pass the other way. After four passes, the field was complete.

Edric was surprised by how relaxed the scene was. The slaves seemed to take their time, chatting amongst themselves as they went. He had expected to see the slaves sweating profusely with the overseers following closely behind and whipping them. But the overseers simply remained at one end of the field, nattering, and seemingly content as long as their charges were making progress.

But these guys didn’t appear to have any tools with them, so Edric soon lost interest. He headed for the field where he had seen the gang working on the ditch. They weren’t there, but he soon spotted them. They had evidently finished one ditch and had moved on to another.

Edric closed the distance using hedges that divided some of the fields as cover. But not all of the fields had hedges and the only way to get close to the work site was by crawling along other ditches. He did so, finally making his way along a ditch that appeared to have been recently dredged. Fortunately, it was dry at the moment. He arrived at the point where it joined the ditch being worked on, at right angles.

He peered around the corner. Most of the guys had spades. They were removing sediment and weeds that had clogged the bottom of the ditch, shovelling it into wheelbarrows and then dumping it in a corner of the field. Often, that meant leaving tools unattended in the bottom of the ditch.

The two overseers were standing together about halfway along the field. They were chatting and only keeping half an eye on the work. But there was no way he could get anywhere close without being seen. He waited out of sight.

After a couple of hours, he heard a shout and peered over the top of his ditch. Four guys and another overseer had appeared near the farm end of the ditch. The guys appeared to be carrying a metal drum on what looked like a large stretcher, and everyone appeared to be going over to them. It looked like they were all going to take a break.

Edric watched as they all got a mug of something and began to drink. Edric seized his chance. He crawled around the corner into their ditch and then went along it. As soon as he reached the first spade, he tried to grab it, but it had been sunk into the ground. Edric found he couldn’t free it from his prone position.

He got up into a squat, trying to keep as low as possible and managed to get it free. Then he heard a noise and looked around. There was a guy standing on the edge of the ditch looking down at him open mouthed.

Shit! He was fucked. He froze, expecting the male to call out at any moment. But after overcoming his surprise, the guy just took a couple of steps back and took a swig out of his mug, He said nothing.

Realising that the guy wasn’t going to give him away, Edric quickly retreated, taking the spade with him. Two hours later, he was back at his tree.

Wednesday 2 June May 65

The following day, he made his traps. He had enough material to make two box traps, each with a gate at one end that would only open inwards. He placed them carefully, baiting them with some leftovers from the previous day’s meal.

Then he made a start on his hide, digging out the space under the upturned roots. He wanted a log floor and a log roof and front. He would then cover everything with soil. Once vegetation had taken hold, his home would be completely invisible. But for logs, he would need a saw. He decided another visit to the farm was needed.

Thursday 3 June 65

The following day, about midday, he returned to the farm. There were no work gangs in the first fields he came across, so he advanced further into the farm and after half an hour, he spotted a gang working in a field. But he ignored them. They wouldn’t have what he needed.

After another half an hour he saw a cluster of farm buildings. He got closer by crawling along ditches and then stopped. He remained still and just observed for the rest of the day, trying to identify each building. He watched as work gangs returned, put they tools away, and went for their meals.

By the time the light was beginning to fade, Edric had identified the canteen, the storeroom and three 3 slave barracks and a slave washroom. There were other buildings that he couldn’t identify, but as slaves never went in them, he assumed they were likely the living quarters for the farm owners and staff. The slaves didn’t appear to be well guarded. It was not like a prison. Edric assumed this was because there was basically nowhere for the slaves to go if they absconded other than Diana, where they would be easily identified and picked up.

Edric was most interested in the storeroom. He imagined all sorts of goodies being stored there. As soon as the light had faded and all was quiet, he sneaked up to it. The area was well lit, so he had to be quick. He tried the door. It wouldn’t open. It was secured by a heavy-duty padlock. There was no way Edric could force it.

He heard a noise and retreated down the side of the storeroom where it was darker. He carried on until he got to the back.

Somone had come out of one of the slave barracks and was going into the washroom. Edric waited for the guy to return then called out to him.

“Psssssst.”

The guy froze.

“Psssssst.”

The guy walked over and looked at Edric and his strange clothes in amazement.

“Who are you?”

“Edric. Who you?”

“3719.”

“What?”

“3719. That’s my number. I don’t have a name. You’ve got a strange accent. Where are you from?”

“Westport.”

“Never heard of it. What do you want?”

“Need saw. Want cut wood.”

“Are you the guy who stole the spade?”

“Yes.”

“You caused us a lot of trouble. They weren’t happy. They were convinced one of us stole it. We all got hung up and whipped.”

“Sorry. Need saw.”

“What have you got to trade?”

“What want?”

“Food is the only currency here.”

“Rabbit?”

“How many?”

“Two?”

“Deal. But skinned and cooked. We don’t have cooking facilities.”

“Ok.”

“Be here on Sunday.”

“What today?”

“Thursday.”

“Ok. Sunday.”

Sunday 6 June 65

Edric’s traps were working reasonably well and by Saturday he had trapped three. On Sunday, he skinned them and then made a fire and cooked them. He kept one for himself.

Late that afternoon, he carefully made his way back to the farm and met up with 3719. They made the trade.

“There will be hell to pay for the missing saw.” said 3719.

“They’ll know someone from my team took it and we’ll get hung up and whipped again. But it’s worth it to get something decent to eat.”

“What eat?”

“Slave food. Cold liquidized offal and vegetables out of a foil packet.”

They shook hands and Edric made his way back, pleased with his trade.

Monday 7 June 65

Edric set to work immediately, cutting branches from fallen trees down to size. He wasn’t building a log hut, which would take months. He only needed branches for the roof and front, and they wouldn’t have to hold much weight, so he could use relatively thin branches, and progress was rapid.

In the afternoon, he stopped work and spent an hour collecting edible roots and berries. On the way back he suddenly froze. There was movement in the undergrowth ahead. It was an animal of some kind.

When Edric approached, it suddenly ran off. It was a small carnivore, the Vena equivalent of a fox. Edric walked up to see what the fox had been so interested in. It was a dead deer. The fox had been eating it.

It looked like it had been dead for some time. Edric started to walk off when he had a thought. He returned and examined the animal more closely. The skin was largely intact. He returned to his hide but came straight back with the saw.

Using the saw as a knife, he removed the pelt in one piece and took it back to his hide and prepared it for brain tanning.

Friday 11 June 65

By the end of the week, he had completed the woodwork of his hide and covered the top with soil. He had used the saw to cut whole rectangles of soil and move them onto the roof, together with plants already growing. And he filled in any cracks with loose soil.

He hadn’t fitted an opening door, instead a large square of roof could be lifted out, together with its soil and plants, and this also let light in. Edric was pleased with his work.

Sunday 13 June 65

Edric had started work on a vegetable garden. But it wouldn’t be a formal garden, that would give away his location. Instead, he would plant small amounts of vegetables in many different places nearby so that they looked like natural growth.

Some of the vegetables could be found in the wood, but he hadn’t found potatoes. But he knew they grew them on the farm. He decided it was time for another visit.

He set off early in the evening, hoping that the slave gangs would have returned to their barracks by then. Sure enough, there was no sign of anyone working.

He quickly found a field of carrots and dug about two dozen of them up using a sharp stone he had brought along. But he would use them for food. He wouldn’t replant them as they usually didn’t produce seed until their second summer, and he wasn’t sure if he would still be here then.

He moved on to a field of potatoes. He again wanted about two dozen, some of which he would replant in various locations around his hide and others he would use for food. He would examine each one to see whether it looked like it would sprout. He knew that farmers often treated their crop with chemicals to prevent sprouting, and he didn’t know whether that was the practice here and if so whether it had already been done.

It was hard work digging the potato plants up without damaging them. He had to dig deep. He kneeled down and attacked the soil with his stone. He had got eight when he heard a shout.

“Hey, you. What are you doing over there, boy?”

Edric looked around to see two overseers at the southern end of the field.

“Come here boy. Which team are you on?”

When Edric stood up, the overseers immediately realised from his clothing that he wasn’t one of their boys, as all the slaves wore the same work clothes, a bright orange jump suit with their number on it. And their boys all had crew cuts and were clean shaven. Edric now had long hair, and his beard and moustache was coming along nicely.

Edric began running north, back to his hide.

“Stop! Come back here!”

The overseers began to chase him but very soon thought better of it and just watched as Edric ran away.

Edric ran straight back to his hide and went inside. He placed the lid on his entrance hole and got comfortable. It was quite dark inside with the lid on, but some light came in through a narrow slit in the front, which Edric had arranged so that he could look down into the valley and judge whether it was safe to climb out.

He relaxed and remained silent and listened.

Monday 14 June 65

The next day, he planted the most promising looking potatoes in various places near his hide. He collected water from the stream and checked his traps. But he remained close to the hide. He thought it would be wise to be cautious for the next few days. However, he didn’t see or hear anything to worry him.




Chapter 5 – The Slave Huntresses

Friday 18 June 65

By the end of the week, he had regained his confidence. But he thought it would be wise to stay away from the farm. They would surely be keeping a closer watch now that they had seen him snooping about.

Edric didn’t know it, but his appearance had caused quite a stir in Diana. The overseers had reported the sighting to Rosie, the farm manageress, and she in turn had reported it to Diana police.

Then the press had got hold of the story. Even though the overseers were confident it was a male wearing animal skin clothing, the press decided to sensationalise the story in the hope of selling more copies.

Their initial headline was:

“Wild male seen on Diana farm.”

They then followed up with articles about the Venanoids, the pre-colony humanoids rumoured to have once existed on the planet, and speculated whether the sighting was one such, even though there was no evidence to support such a claim.

After a few days, the press in other Queendom duchies picked up on the story and ran their own articles.

This had no effect on Edric until late on Friday afternoon. He had strayed further north than usual in his search for edible vegetables and berries. He liked to pick from a different area each day.

He was just about to return to his hide when he heard a noise. He listened. It was a dog barking. He was too far away from Diana, or indeed the farm, for it to be dog walkers. It must be hunters with hounds.

He assumed they would be moving alongside the stream, so he moved away from it, and up the side of the valley, until he reached the end of the wood. He didn’t want to leave the cover of the trees.

He stood still behind a tree and listened. They were getting louder. And now he could hear horses and occasionally voices. A few minutes later, he saw them. Two women on horseback with a dog. The dog had its nose to the ground. Shit, it looked like a bloodhound.

But who or what was it tracking?

To Edric’s horror, the dog turned away from the stream at the exact place he had done. He wondered what to do. His initial thought was to rush south along the edge of the wood and then turn in and head for his hide. But what good was a hide when the dog was following his scent?

He decided he did not want to give his hide away. He turned north away from his hide and ran along the edge of the wood. He would not go to his hide until he was sure that he had shaken the hunters off. But how could he do that? Was it even possible?

He could only remember two things about how to evade a scent hound. Firstly, try to keep yourself downwind. He licked a finger and held it up. Shit! He was upwind. And the other was that going through water could sometimes delay a hound but would rarely cause him to lose the trail completely.

Still, it was worth a try. When he reached the northern end of the wood, he veered left and soon reached the stream. He ran straight into it and carried on upstream. He heard a bark and looked around. The dog had just rounded the northern end of the wood. The riders wouldn’t be far behind. Edric climbed out of the stream on the left bank and dived into the long moorland grass, then crawled for a considerable distance away from the stream.

He lay silent and motionless. He could hear the sound of the horses as they got nearer and nearer. They stopped when they got to the stream. Edric could hear them talking.

“Go on, Winston. Find it. Find it. Good boy.”

“He’s definitely onto something, Millie.”

“It seems to be moving fast. Do you really think it might be the wild boy?”

“It could be. Or it might just be a deer. But we’re close. We’ll soon know. Hey, Winston’s looking interested.”

The water slowed Winston up, but the scent was still there, and he had no trouble following it. And soon he had found where Edric had left the stream.

“Yes, he’s found the trail again. Come on, Ruth.”

Edric began crawling away as fast as he could but his movement through the grass caught Millie’s attention.

“Hey, there it is. Over there. Shit. It’s just a deer.”

Bang!

Millie aimed her rifle and fired but missed.

“No! Don’t shoot!” screamed Edric.

The two women looked at each other for a moment, gobsmacked, and then rode up and looked down at Edric, who was curled up with his hands over his face.

Edric didn’t know it, but he had just been captured by professional slave hunters. They didn’t work in the cities. They left that to the police. They specialised in tracking runaways who had made it out into the countryside, or in rare cases, as not many made the attempt, out into the wilds. In this case, no runaway had been reported, but they had read the reports in the press, and as they had no commission at the moment, they had ventured out on spec.

“Stay where you are boy. Roll onto your belly and put your hands above your head.”

Both the women had huge grins on their faces. Ruth jumped down and zip tied Edric’s hands together, and then his ankles. She then grabbed him and pulled him over onto his back.

Edric got a good look at them for the first time. Ruth looked about 45 while Millie was maybe 10 years younger.

“By the goddess! It really is the wild boy! And by the looks of him, I think he’s been living in the wild for some time.” said Millie.

“Yes. And he looks quite young. Certainly under 20. Very tasty. I wonder who his owner is.”

“Right, stand up, boy.”

Edric stood up and they pushed him up to Ruth’s horse. Ruth went around the other side and leaned over and grabbed Edric’s hands.

“Jump up, boy.” said Millie. “Lean over the horse.”

Edric jumped up as best he could, Millie pushed him up at the same time and Ruth pulled from the other side. They got him balanced on his belly in front of the saddle and then bound his wrists and ankles together underneath the horse.

“Right, let’s get back. Come on, Winston.”

They mounted up and got moving, heading back through the wood. When they emerged from the other side, the wind had picked up a bit. A sudden gust blew the rear of Edric’s skirt up around his waist.

“Hey, Millie. He’s got nothing on underneath.”

Millie looked over and smiled at the sight of Edric’s bare arse.

Smack!

“Aaaargh!”

Ruth couldn’t resist. She gave his arse a hard slap. Then she noticed the welts.

“Hey, Millie. Look at the welts on this arse. It looks like his owner has given him a right going over. I would say 3, maybe 4 weeks ago.”

Millie had a look.

“Holy goddess. I wonder what he did to deserve all that.  But I guess that would explain why he ran away.”

“Yes, and I wouldn’t like to be that arse when she gets him back.”

“Come on. It’s getting dark. Let’s get back to the farm.”

Half an hour later, they arrived at Consort Farms. They had parked their horse box there that morning and used the farm as a base. They were both friends of Rosie, the farm manageress.

Rosie saw them return and went out to greet them.

“Hi Ruth. Hi Millie. I see you’ve had a successful hunt. Oh my, what have you got there!”

“Come and see. It’s the wild boy.” replied Ruth.

“Really? You’ve caught the wild boy?”

Rosie went around to Edric’s head, grabbed his long hair and pulled his head up.

“Do you know him, Rosie?” asked Millie.

“No. I’ve never seen him before.”

“Well check out this end.”

“What do you mean?”

Rosie went around to the other side. Ruth pulled Edric’s skirt up exposing his bare arse.

“My goddess.” said Rosie, placing her hand on the cheeks and feeling the bumps and ridges of the purple welts.

“Yes, he’s certainly taken some punishment, hasn’t he?” said Ruth.

“Yes, but not enough. One of my overseers saw this boy digging up potatoes in one of my fields. And I’m pretty sure he’s stolen a spade and a saw. No doubt with some inside help. I’m so grateful that you’ve caught him, ladies.”

“Hmm. It seems he’s been a bit of a nuisance. I assume you didn’t get your tools back?”

“No.”

“Well, perhaps you would like some compensation?”

“What do you mean?”

“We were planning on using him tonight and we always like to start off with a good beating. But perhaps you would enjoy performing the beating for us?”

“I would be delighted. Thank you.”

Rosie turned to face her houseboy who was standing at the front door and holding it open for her return.

“Bobby! Fetch Maisie and Jenny. And two stable boys.”

“Yes, Mistress Rosie.”

Bobby didn’t go himself, but turned and shouted orders at two subordinates.

Ruth continued:

“Don’t whip him though. It might reduce his valuation. But his arse is already badly welted so a few more on top won’t make much difference. Why don’t you top him up?”

“An excellent idea. What will you do with him?”

“Well, we’ll be taking him into Diana tomorrow to get him identified and valued. The magistrate will decide our reward based on his current value but taking into account how long he’s been on the run and the difficulty or recapturing him and what expenses were incurred.”

“Is he worth much?”

“Yes. His value will have shot up because of his notoriety. He could be worth as much as 500,000 credits on a good day. And hopefully, the magistrate will award us 50%.”

“My goddess!”

At that moment, two stable boys came running over to take control of Ruth’s and Millie’s horses and lead them to the stables. Ruth and Millie dismounted.

“Wait until we’ve unloaded the boy.” ordered Rosie.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Two minutes later, Maisie and Jenny, two of Rosie’s overseers, came out of the front door.

“You wanted us, Ms Rosie?”

“Yes, girls. Look at what the ladies have caught.”

The girls’ eyes opened wide.

“The wild boy!” exclaimed Maisie.

“Yes, and more importantly, he’s the thief who’s been stealing from us. And thanks to Ruth’s and Millie’s generosity, his arse is ours for the next hour. We’ll use the punishment room. Take him away, girls.”

“Yes, Ms Rosie.”

Maisie and Jenny unfastened Edric from the horse and got him onto his feet. They left his wrists and ankles zip tied, grabbed him at the shoulders, and began pulling him away.

Edric’s feet were too tightly fastened to allow him to walk properly, so he tried to keep up with very rapid, tiny steps, but it was just impossible. To avoid being dragged, which would likely mean losing his shoes and then painfully scraping his toes over the ground, he had to follow the girls with a series of rapid jumps, rather like a kangaroo.

They dragged him into the punishment room. This room was used for disciplining the house slaves, and if they needed it, which was rare, for punishment. It was never used for field slaves. They had a large outdoor facility that could handle 12 slaves at a time.

Edric noticed they both had man-prods in hip holsters. He decided it would be wise to obey their commands.

The girls got Edric stripped naked and then got him onto the caning horse. They removed the zip ties from his wrists and attached them to the corner shackles instead. Then they did the same for his ankles. Finally, a wide belt was tightened over the back of his waist. The girls then stood aside and waited for Rosie.

She arrived 15 minutes later, after she had finished chatting to Ruth and Millie.

“Ah. Excellent girls. But gag him, will you. I don’t want his screams upsetting the house boys.”

“Yes, Ms Rosie.”

Jenny fetched a bright red ball gag with a black strap from a cupboard and went round to Edric’s head. Maisy grabbed his hair and pulled his head up.

“Open wide.”

Edric opened his mouth and Jenny forced the ball gag in and tied it tightly behind his head.

“Right boy, this is where you learn not to steal from Consort Farms.”

Rosie went to a cupboard and selected a 3-foot dragon rattan cane. She took careful aim and whacked his arse as hard as she could.

Swish! Thwack. “Gnnnnnn.”

Edric wanted to scream with pain but because of the ball gag, all he could manage was a barely audible grunt.

Rosie waited 10 seconds before giving him the next whack, again with maximum force.

Swish! Thwack. “Gnnnnnn.”

She then waited 5 seconds before giving him another whack.

Swish! Thwack. “Gnnnnnn.”

And then just 3.

Swish! Thwack. “Gnnnnnn.”

Tears were flowing from Edric’s eyes.

“What’s with the variable intervals, Ms Rosie?” asked Jenny.

“I read about it in Caning World. It’s the latest technique recommended by the DST. Their research has shown that punishments are more effective if the interval between whacks varies. It makes it much harder for the subject to prepare himself.”

“Oh, that’s interesting.”

“Yes. But you still whack at regular intervals when doing discipline. It’s only when you’re caning as a punishment that you vary the interval, so that you strike the male’s arse when he least . . .”

Swish! Thwack. “Gnnnnnn.”

“. . .  expects it.”

Swish! Thwack. “Gnnnnnn.”

After the sixth whack, Rosie put the cane away but then came back with a black felt tip pen. She drew a thick black line around Edric’s arse, enclosing most of his cheeks.

“Right. I’ll leave the rest to you. I want everything inside the black line turned deep purple.”

“Yes, Ms Rosie.”

Rosie left them to it.

“That’s a lot of arse to cover, Jenny. I’m going to get help.”

“Good idea.”

Maisy went out but was back a couple of minutes later with Mary and Sue, two more overseers.

“Ah, so this is the wild boy! So, what do we have to do, Maisy?”

“See that line? Everything within it has got to be turned purple. We’ll work in shifts. Two at a time, one arse cheek each. One minute and then we swap. We keep going until the job is done. We’ll start. Which side do you want, Jenny?”

“Well, I’m left-handed, so I’ll go this side.”

“Excellent.”

Jenny and Maisy got into position with a cane each.

Mary checked her watch.

“Right. Remember to only whack the nearest arse cheek. Go.”

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

The two girls laid into Edric’s arse cheeks without mercy. They both went for speed and achieved about 3 hits per second. The noise was intense. It sounded like someone having fun with a sheet of bubble wrap.

The girls didn’t whack in perfect synchronisation which meant that sometimes both Edric’s arse cheeks would get whacked at the same time and sometimes they would be hit alternately.

Mary studied Edric’s arse closely. It looked like the surface of a tent in a hailstorm. Each time an arse cheek was whacked, the shock caused it to deflect away from the impact, the direction depending on the exact angle of the blow.

Sometimes, the cheek moved inwards and sometimes outwards. Occasionally, both arse cheeks got whacked at the same time in such a manner that both cheeks moved outwards.

When that happened, Edric could feel his arse hole being stretched wide. He feared his arse was being torn apart.

“That’s a minute!” said Mary.

The girls change places. Edric had a few seconds of respite, and then his arse was under attack once again.

The girls had two sessions each. They slowed down a bit on their second sessions but still averaged about 120 stokes each per session. That meant Edric’s arse had suffered nearly a thousand whacks.

But they weren’t done yet. They finished off by giving him another 40 or so individual, maximum strength aimed whacks to colour in any small spots that they decided weren’t quite purple enough.

Rosie returned.

“How are you getting on, girls?”

“Ah, yes, That’s much better. Oh wait, you’ve missed a spot just there.”

Rosie took one of the canes.

Swish! Thwack. “Gnnnnnn.”

“That’s better.”

“And there’s another spot just there, Ms Rosie.”

“Oh, yes.”

Swish! Thwack. “Gnnnnnn.”

“That will do. We’ll never get his arse completely purple.”

Rosie placed a fingertip on one of Edric’s arse cheeks and lightly ran it across the heavily welted surface, feeling all the ridges and troughs.

“That reminds me. We must get plots 35 to 40 ploughed soon, ready for the late season potatoes. Right, let’s get him off the horse and take him to the main guest room. Lock him inside the cage in there.”

“Yes, Ms Rosie.”

Edric was incapable of walking, so the four overseers carried him to the guest room, two by his shoulders and two by his feet.

They opened the cage and pushed him inside and closed it. Then they left.

Later in the evening, Ruth and Millie entered the guest room. They had had a nice evening meal with Rosie and some of her staff. But now they were looking forward to a bit of fun.

They both grinned when the saw Edric locked up in the cage. They got undressed and carefully folded their clothes and put them away.

“Right, let’s get him out.”

Ruth unlatched the cage and Millie reached in and pulled him out.

“By the goddess! Rosie’s certainly done a job on his arse.” said Ruth, as she reached out to feel Edric welts.

They took him over to the Queen size bed and pushed him onto it, then adjusted him until he was about central.

“Shall we shackle him, Ruth?”

“No, he’s not going anywhere in that state. But lock the door to be on the safe side.”

Millie did so and for a moment they both stood on opposite sides of the bed, admiring the young meat laid out before them.

Ruth clambered onto the bed and squatted over Edric’s face, facing his cock.

“Hold onto me, boy.” she commanded.

Edric reached up and held onto her thighs as her quim descended towards his mouth.

“Lick me, boy.”

Edric extended his tongue and began to lick whatever he could reach. First, Ruth’s flaps, and then her pink slit. Ruth was in control, raising or lowering herself and determining what Edric could reach and how much pressure he could apply.

“Ah! Yes, that’s nice. But more movement.”

Edric lengthened his tongue strokes and Ruth adjusted her position slightly. Soon, the tip of Edric’s tongue was licking from her clit, through her slit and all the way to her arse hole, before returning the same way. Long sweeping strokes, like an artist with his brush.

“Oh, my. That’s it. Keep going.”

Ruth’s juices began to drip out, but Edric licked them up as fast as they emerged. He was becoming quite addicted to girl juice.

Meanwhile, Millie had also climbed onto the bed. She squatted sideways on, facing his cock. She supported herself with her right hand on the bed, He left gripped the base of his meat, as she leaned down and sucked him into her mouth.

Within seconds, Edric’s man missile was on full alert, and Millie began to slide her lips up and down the smooth surface of the meaty thruster while her tongue concentrated on the warhead. She had to be careful though. The weapon was armed and dangerous and could go off at any moment if handled incorrectly.

Ruth smiled as she watched her friend in action and enjoyed the sensations of his tongue on her moistened minge. She reached forward with her right hand and ran it lightly over Edric’s belly, just above his cock.

“Push your tongue into me.” she said, at the same time lowering her arse to give Edric easier access.

Edric let go of her thighs and instead reached around with both hands and pressed his fingers onto Ruth’s pussy and pulled her flaps apart which stretched her love hole wide open.

He then forced his tongue inside her, intended to tongue fuck her. But before he could get going, Ruth took control, and began moving her hips up and down, so Edric simply held his tongue out as far as he could and kept it still and rigid, allowing Ruth’s minge to fuck it.

Millie took her mouth off Edric’s dick for a moment and wanked it with her hand instead. She glanced up at Ruth and smiled.

“How is it?” asked Ruth.

“Lovely. A prime piece of pork.”

Millie repositioned herself so that she was squatting over Edric’s meat facing his feet, bracing herself with her hands on his knees. Then she slowly descended. Ruth reached forward and steered Edric’s dick into Millie’s minge, and Millie began to bounce up and down, her pretty pussy sliding up and down on his pork sword.

“Oh my. I so needed this.”

Ruth’s squatting was making her legs ache. She stood up for a moment to get her circulation going.

Edric’s now free hands reached forward and grabbed both of Millie’s arse cheeks to help her with her upwards thrusts.

Ruth came down again, but this time she kneeled. Her arse landed on Edric’s face, forcing his nose into her arse hole, but she quickly corrected her position.

“Ok, boy. Back to work.”

Edric’s hands returned to Ruth’s pussy and the tongue fucking resumed, but this time Edric had to do the work. Ruth leaned forward, her right hand on the bed beside Edric’s waist, her left gently caressing Millie’s arse cheeks as they powered up and down above Edric’s schlong.

“What’s it like?” asked Ruth.

“Nice. Want some?” replied Millie.

She climbed off the bed and Ruth shuffled forward until she was over Edric’s manhood, but then she turned so that she was facing his head. She lowered herself down and used her left hand to guide his meat into her love hole and began to squat ride him.

“Oh, yes, that’s a nice young dick. Lovely.”

Meanwhile, Millie had positioned herself over Edric’s face, facing away from Ruth. She held onto the headboard of the bed and lowered herself down very slowly. Edric got his tongue ready, but Millie stopped descending as soon as his tongue made the faintest contact. Edric stretched his tongue out further, but Millie was in total control, adjusting her position to allow him just the amount of contact she desired.

She allowed him to reach the surface of her flaps, but that was all. When Edric tried to reach in to lick her slit, she simply raised herself up to prevent him. Edric contented himself with running his tongue along her flaps or pushing them sideways, first one way and then the other.

The delicate touch really turned Millie on. She gasped as her quim squirted. A half second long torrent of twat tang shot out straight into Edric’s mouth. He swirled it around in his mouth and then gulped it down.

“Oh, oh, oh.”

Millie looked around at Ruth’s cry and saw her powering up and down on Edric’s stiff rod. Her minge was utilizing every inch of it as it slid up and down the pink pole at high speed.

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

Ruth sank down onto Edric’s hips as she recovered, her minge still keeping his rod captive. Then she climbed off him and reversed to the foot of the bed and got off and stood on the floor.

She reached out and grabbed both of Edric’s feet and pulled. Edric’s face slid down the bed away from Millie’s minge.

Millie smiled and reversed down the bed a short distance. She got onto her hands and knees.

“Get inside her, boy.” commanded Ruth.

Edric rolled over and then got up onto his knees and began to shuffle forwards towards Millie’s gash. His left hand rested on the small of Millie’s back while his right steered his pink rod towards her glistening gash.

Slap! “Aaaaargh!”

Ruth couldn’t resists giving Edric’s arse a hard spank. He cried out as the hand impacted a dozen welts at the same time.

Edric steered his bell end to Millie’s entrance and pushed forward.

“Oh. Oh, my goddess. Oh my. Oh my.” cried Millie as Edric’s dick gradually forced its way through her love tube and into her spasm chasm.

After 5 seconds, Edric was balls deep and began pumping. He gripped both of her arse cheeks for increased traction and set off at a moderate pace. He looked down and enjoyed the sight of his pork sword sliding in and out of Millie’s minge.

“Faster, boy. And deeper.” said Millie.

Edric increased the speed and stroke of his thrusts slightly. Then he felt Ruth’s hands grip his are cheeks. She began to control his movements, forcing his arse forwards and backwards and thus controlling his tool as it thrust in and out of Millie’s tight hole.

“Come on boy, put your back into it.”

Edric felt her let go of his right arse cheek, but a moment later.

Slap! “Aaaaargh!”

Ruth began slapping Edric’s arse in time with his thrusts. Each impact was painful and caused Edric to jerk forward, forcing his cock deep inside Millie’s minge. The technique worked. After eight or nine thrusts, Millie was unable to hold out any longer:

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeees!”

Ruth pulled Edric’s arse backwards and his cock fell out of Millie’s hole. She then reached around and took hold of his weapon with her right hand and began to wank it. A few seconds later, her left hand arrived between his legs and grabbed his balls.

She carried on slowly wanking him and at the same time continually squeezed and released his ball bag. Edric was getting close and Ruth knew it. She was an expert and could tell how close he was by the movements of his balls inside his bag. The closer he got, the slower she wanked him.

Finally, when he was almost at the point of no return, Ruth let go of his dick and allowed it to drop into Millie’s bum crack. But her left hand continued to slowly massage his ball bag.

It was too much for Edric.

“Here he comes.” said Ruth.

The next moment, rope after rope of hot white baby batter shot out of the end of Edric’s trouser snake, five in all, and ended up at the top end of Millie’s back. It began to flow back, and soon there was a milky pond in the small of Millie’s back. Ruth added to it by wanking out the few remaining drips.

Edric and Millie remained motionless for a minute while they recovered from their exertions. Ruth went to the en-suite and came back with a towel.

“Get up boy. Get back into your cage.”

Ruth ushered him in and then closed the door.

“Ok, Millie, you can get up.”

Millie raised herself up into a kneeling position. The pool of man milk ran back through her arse crack and dripped off. Ruth caught it in the towel and then gave Millie a quick wipe down. They both then headed for the en-suite, Ruth dumping the towel in the laundry bin on the way.

Saturday 19 June 65

Ruth and Millie were up early the following morning. They had a busy day ahead of them. After a quick glance at Edric, they both got showered and then got dressed and went downstairs for breakfast.

Five minutes later, Mary and Sue came into the room. Mary opened the cage then gestured towards the en-suite. Take a shower boy. Five minutes later, Edric dried himself off with a towel.

“Get dressed.” said Mary and nodded towards the bed.

Edric’s clothes had been placed there. And they had all been washed overnight.

“Right, come with us.”

Edric saw that both overseers had man-prods and decided it would be wise to obey. They took him to the slave’s mess. There were at least 30 males inside and more were coming in all the time. Mary had a quick word with the overseer that was on duty there.

“Hi, Carol. This boy belongs to Ruth and Millie. Keep your eye on him and don’t let him leave.”

“Ok, no worries.”

“Sit over there, boy.” said Carol, pointing to a couple of spare seats at the nearest table.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Edric went over and sat down and looked around. Some of the guys were quietly talking but nobody was eating.

A minute later, someone sat in the spare seat next to him.

“Hello, Edric. What the fuck are you doing here?”

Edric glanced round. It was 3719, who he had got him the saw.

“Got caught.”

“So, what are they going to do with you, then?”

“Don’t know.”

Then after another minute:

What happen?”

“When everyone’s here, they’ll serve breakfast.”

“Oh.””

That suited Edric. He was starving.

“What breakfast?” asked Edric, suspecting it wouldn’t be up to much.

“I don’t know.”

“Different every day?”

Edric was pleasantly surprised but 3719 just laughed.

“I’m afraid not. It’s the exact same shit every day. It’s just that nobody knows what it is.”

At that moment, four house slaves began serving. The first one gave everyone a bowl, a mug and a spoon. The second one came round with a jug of water and filled the mugs. Finally, a third came round with a cardboard box containing foil sachets and put one in every bowl.

As soon as they got their sachets, the guys tore the tops off and squeezed the contents into their bowl and began eating.

Edric looked at his sachet. It was just a plain sachet with the words ‘Slave Breakfast’ printed on it in big letters. Some smaller type appeared to be the maker’s name, batch number and what looked like a calorie indication.

Edric tore the top off and squeezed the contents into his bowl then looked at it and sniffed it. He had no idea what it was. It had been pulverised to oblivion. Edric figured it was most likely a mixture of meat and vegetables. But the meat was unlikely to be prime cuts! More likely, offal.

He scoffed it down and drank some of the water, then looked at 3719.

“What through door?” he asked, nodding to a door at the far end of the room.

“It’s a toilet.”

“Can use?”

“Usually, but you have to raise your hand and ask permission.”

“Window?”

“Yes, but it doesn’t open. Thinking of making a run for it?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t bother.”

“Why not?”

“It’s easy enough to get out of this place. You can just walk out at night. It’s not well guarded. But it doesn’t need to be. The nearest independent colony is St Peter and that’s 100 miles away. The other way takes you to Diana, but you would be picked up straight away if you went there.”

“Queendom take St Peter. Soldiers there month ago.”

“Really? Shit! I didn’t know that.”

“Try window.”

Edric raised his hand. A minute later, he heard a voice behind him. It was Mary. She and Sue had just arrived to collect him.

“What do you want, boy?”

“Please Mistress. Use toilet?”

“Ok, but be quick, it’s time to go.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Edric went into the toilet. Inside there was a urinal and two cubicles, plus two wash basins with a large window behind them. But 3719 was right, the window didn’t have an opening section.

Edric decided to make his own opening section. He got up onto the wash basins and placed his feet against the glass and pushed. The glass moved slightly but didn’t crack or break. He tried again, pushing with all his might. Nothing.

He withdrew his feet and then rammed them against the glass. He thought he heard a cracking sound, but the glass remained intact. He tried again, putting absolutely everything into it.

Back in the mess, everyone heard a bang followed by the sound of breaking glass.

Mary and Sue looked at each other.

“What the fuck was that?” said Mary.

“Stay here, I’ll go and check.”

Mary strode over to the door with her man prod out and ready and went inside. She was just in time to see Edric disappearing through the window. She rushed back.

“Quickly, Sue, it’s the wild boy. He’s got out of the window.”
Mary and Sue rushed outside and round to the other side of the building.

“There he goes! After him.”

Edric was sprinting away at top speed.

“Keep after him, Sue. I’ll raise the alarm.”

Sue kept chasing. Edric was much faster than she was and it was clear that she wouldn’t be able to catch him, but that wasn’t her object. She wouldn’t attempt to tackle him on her own. That would be risky. Instead, she just had to keep him in sight so that she could direct the riders when they arrived.

Mary quickly found Ruth, Millie and Rosie and informed them that the wild boy had escaped and was heading north into the moors. Their horses were saddled up and ready to go within 15 minutes.

“He won’t get far.” said Ruth. “There’s nothing out there. As soon as Winston picks up his scent, he’s done for.”

They mounted up and trotted out, with Winston following along. Mary pointing the way. After only 30 minutes, they saw Sue ahead of them and quickly caught up with her.

“He just ran into that wood a minute ago, just to the right of the stream.”

“Ok, thanks, Sue. We’ll take it from here.”

“Yes, Ms Rosie.”

The riders headed for the wood but stopped just before they got there. Ruth dismounted and called Winston to heel and then ushered him into the wood at the place that Sue had indicated.

Winston sniffed around for a moment then began wagging his tail and headed off into the wood with his nose to the ground.

“He’s picked up a scent. It must be the boy.” said Ruth as she remounted her horse.

It was indeed Edric’s scent. A short time earlier, he had sprinted into the wood at this very place, He ran along for a few yards and then ran into the stream. He then carried on upstream for nearly five minutes, before turning off and making straight for his hide. However, he ran straight past the entrance and up to the edge of the wood.

He then turned around and ran back to his hide being careful to use the exact same route. When he arrived, he moved the entrance cover aside and lowered himself in. Then he removed his deer-skin jacket, reached out and threw it onto the ground. He then replaced the cover. He collapsed onto the ground inside, exhausted, wondering if his ruse would work.

Meanwhile, Winston had found the spot where Edric had run into the stream. He went straight in with a splash.

“Can he follow the scent along the stream?” asked Rosie.

“Yes, it’s no problem at all. If he thinks this will throw our Winston off, then he’s been reading too many stories.”

In fact, Winston had no trouble at all following the scent, but it slowed him down, especially in the few areas where the water was too deep for him to wade and he was forced to swim against the current. But they made steady progress.

After 10 minutes, Winston left the stream to the right and headed into the wood and up the slope of the valley. After a couple of minutes, he found Edric’s jacket and excitedly sniffed it and circled it.

“Ha! He’s dumped his jacket. I bet he’s sweating like a pig.” said Millie.

Ruth dismounted and picked it up.

“It’s fine quality. Well made. He must be really desperate to have dumped it.”

She handed it to Millie, then ushered Winston forward.

“Come on Winston. Find the trail. Find it.”

Winston didn’t seem to want to go. He kept sniffing the ground where the jacket had been and the area around it, especially around the entrance to the hide. Just a few feet below, Edric sat silently looking up, wondering if he was about to be discovered.

Ruth ushered Winston forwards, in the direction they had been heading. Sure enough, he picked up the trail and set off once again with the riders following. But soon they reached the end of the wood and came out onto the open moor.

Winston stopped then checked in all directions but couldn’t pick up a scent. He seemed to want to go back again. At first, Ruth stopped him, but when it was apparent that there was no other trail, she let him pass.

“What’s happened?” asked Rosie.

“The trail ends here.” said Ruth.

“How? He can’t have just disappeared!”

“No, I think he doubled back, the crafty bugger.”

They followed Winston as he made his way back the way they had come, but he was hesitant this time and often stopped for seconds at a time while he sniffed in different directions.

“He seems a bit unsure.” said Rosie.

“Yes, the scent should still be there, but the trail is now contaminated by the three of us and our horses and it’s confusing him. But he might still be able to pick up the trail where it diverges from the original.”

Winson made slow progress but got excited again when he arrived over the hide.

“Hey, do you think he’s found something?” said Rosie.

“I think he’s just found the spot where the jacket was.” suggested Millie.

They kept on going.

“I bet he returned to the stream and then carried on along it.” said Rosie.

“Just what I was thinking.” agreed Ruth.

But when they arrived back at the stream, Winston could only detect a scent downstream.

“Well, I guess Winston’s lost him. It’s down to us, now, ladies. Time for a visual search.”

They spread out but kept within sight of each other and rode to the end of the wood but there was no sign of Edric.

“Well, I’m afraid we’ve lost him.” said Ruth.

“Come on. Let’s get back to the farm.” said Rosie.

“Where do you think he went, Ruth?” asked Millie.

“If I had to guess, I’d say he’s hiding somewhere in the woods. I don’t think he would cross open moorland in daylight knowing that we were close behind and on horseback. He’ll probably move out tonight.”

“Well, I’ll tell my girls to keep their eyes open, Ruth, and if we see anything, you’ll be the first to know.”

“Thanks, Rosie.”

Sunday 20 June 65

Edric stayed buttoned up the rest of that day and all night. He used the time to make a replacement sleeveless jacket from his spare pelt. He used the saw as a makeshift knife to cut the pelt to the required shape and make arm holes in it.

But the next morning he ventured out. He couldn’t stay in his hide all the time. He needed to collect water, vegetables and berries and he had to check his traps from time to time.

But he was worried. Before he had been seen digging up potatoes on the farm, he had never seen anyone in his wood. But now, there seemed to be riders in the woods or in the moors surrounding it every few days.

Edric didn’t know it, but he had been in the papers again. Word of his capture and then escape had got out. Probably some of the overseers had told their friends about it when off duty in Diana. Then the press had got hold of the story.

“Wild boy on the loose in Diana moors.”

Before, he had been just a rumour. But now, the news was out that he was real. He had actually been captured but had escaped. There were numerous witnesses.

Hardly a day went by without some amateur slave hunters turning up in the Diana bars and asking the locals what they knew about him, if they had seen him or knew anybody who had. They all wanted to be the one to capture the Wild Boy of Diana.

Monday 28 June 65

Just over a week later and Edric had had enough. The day before, he had been squatting down collecting edible roots just outside the woods when he looked up and saw a rider. She was quite some distance away and was not moving. But she was staring at him.

He quickly dashed back into the woods. She had not even been close to catching him, but Edric thought it must be obvious that he was living in the woods, and it was only a matter of time before someone organized a proper search. It was time to get out. He decided to set off that very night.

But he wouldn’t go north. He didn’t like the look of the open terrain in that direction. He would head back to the highway, cross it and keep going. He dreamed of finding an isolated spot where he could live in peace with no one to disturb him.

He checked his traps one last time. They were empty. He brought them back and left them in his hide, together with the spade and the saw. He would have liked to keep them, but they were just too cumbersome to take along.

As soon as it was dark, he left. All he had was his new deer-skin jacket, and his skirt and shoes. After an hour, he was passing along the edge of Consort Farms and shortly afterwards, he reached the road. He climbed the same gate he had climbed over a month ago, then crossed the Diana to St Peter road and headed out into the moors.

He walked for an hour over the moors and then found a cosy spot to bed down amongst some heather.




Chapter 6 – Exercise Rachel

Tuesday 29 June 65

At first light the next day, he was up early and set off. He followed a valley with a stream in it. He preferred to stick to the valleys as there was nearly always fresh water available and the valleys contained clumps of trees and patches of woodland which provided shelter overnight or in bad weather.  By contrast, the exposed higher ground was mostly covered by heather and bracken.

Edric was aware that the valley he was following was taking him in a southeasterly direction and must lead to the coast somewhere around St Agnes. From memory he knew that St Agnes was about 150 miles from Diana or about 10 days walk. If he could find a good location about halfway between the two, he would be happy.

He decided to keep moving for 3 days then start looking for a spot. Each day, he set off at first light and walked until early afternoon. He would then stop at the first decent spot he came across, and the spend a couple of hours gathering roots and berries. He would then rest for the remainder of the day. By this method, he estimated he would make 15 miles each day. It was enough. He was in no particular hurry.

Monday 5 July 65

Six days later, he was up early again and set off. He had been making good progress. But the valley had deepened and for the last few days, it had had steep hills on both sides. Although the valley contained a stream with clear running water, and the valley floor was mostly wooded and contained edible roots and berries, it wasn’t what Edric was looking for.

Movement was too constrained. It would be difficult to move in any direction other than upstream or downstream which meant he would quickly denude the easily accessible valley floor of food.

As a hunter gatherer, he reckoned he needed a square mile or more of productive land that he could easily reach so that he could gather from a different area every day. That afternoon, the valley opened up a bit. Edric realised he was starting to come out of the moors and into the low hill country that bordered the coastal plain. Perhaps tomorrow he would find what he was looking for.

Tuesday 6 July 65

The next day, Edric set off again. He moved away from the valley floor and aimed at a hill, which while not particularly high, seemed to dominate the area up ahead. He hoped that from the top, he would get a good view of a wide area which would help to decide where to go next.

An hour later he had reached the top. Looking east, he could see the coastal plain and beyond it the ocean. He judged the coast to be two days walk. Part of the coastal plain appeared to be cultivated.

To the south was the valley he had been following, and to the north was another shallow valley which converged a few miles to the east. But the area to the north looked the most promising. It was lush grassland containing many patches of woodland, some quite large.

Edric set off downhill to the north. After an hour, as he was making his way down a gentle slope through a wood. He came out of the wood into an open meadow. It was about half a mile across and there were woods on the other side. He could hear the gurgling of the stream that ran through the meadow and down the valley to the ocean.

He walked out into the meadow and kept going until he reached the stream. It was fast flowing and the water was clear. Edric kneeled down and had a drink. Delicious.

He stood up and looked around. This area looked promising. A wide meadow with woods on both sides. He looked downstream, to the east. The meadow ended up ahead, where the stream flowed into another wood. Edric decided to explore a bit further in that direction. He liked the idea of the route from his hide to his water source being under cover.

Just as he was about to enter the wood, he heard a noise. It sounded like a rifle shot. He froze. Then a few seconds later, another. And then three more. They shots came from somewhere up ahead. He figured they were most likely hunters. He wondered what he should do. Should he go forward and investigate, or go back to avoid any possible encounter? Or maybe lie low and wait. Maybe they would go away.

Then he thought he heard noises from behind and turned around to look. He couldn’t see anything, but he wasn’t going to take any risks. He quickly moved into the woods just ahead of him and then looked back into the meadow.

A few more rifle shots then came from up ahead, further into the wood. He decided to creep forward and investigate. Just before he set off, he glanced behind him once more.

He quickly dropped to the ground. Someone had just emerged from the woods on the north side of the meadow. A lone female with a rifle. And she was dressed in green. Edric recognized the Queendom Army uniform. She stopped and seemed to be scanning the terrain, especially in Edric’s direction.

After a minute, she started walking, turning in Edric’s direction. He wondered what she was doing here. It seemed odd that she was alone. Was she lost? Maybe she was off duty and was hunting. But Edric dismissed that idea. He couldn’t imagine a woman going hunting alone.

Whatever she was doing, he didn’t want her to see him, and she was coming his way. It was time to get moving. But just before he set off, more women started emerging from the wood. All wearing the same green uniform and all armed.

Edric waited until they stopped emerging, to see how many there were. He counted 25. They were moving slowly. They seemed to be wary. Edric set off into the wood at a fast pace. If they kept to their slow pace, he should be able to open the distance very quickly.

He hadn’t heard any more shots coming from in front for some time, but he kept his eyes and ears open. He began to wonder if perhaps there were holdouts from St Peter in the area. But it didn’t seem very likely. He reckoned he must be about 100 miles from St Peter. In fact, he was likely nearer to St Agnes than St Peter.

And he remembered overhearing a conversation between Sergeant James and Officer Roy at St Peter police office. Roy had said that it was a pity that the abbot had thought it unnecessary to have a trained militia, and James had agreed and remarked that now they would pay the price.

“Stop where you are! Hands up!”

The voice came from his right. Edric turned to see four soldiers. One was pointing a rifle at him. However, they were all males, and their uniforms were not green, but brown.

“What’s the password?” asked the soldier.

“Not know password.” replied Edric.

“Hmmm. Who are you? Are you with delta squad? If so, you’re way out of position.”

“Edric. Not delta squad.”

“I don’t think he’s with the awkward squad at all. In fact, he sounds like a foreigner.”  added another.

“Are you on the run?”

“Yes.”

“Shit! You’ve fucked up big time. You’ve stumbled into the Edith training ground. Exercise Rachel is underway. We’re expecting a mock attack from the QA at any time.”

“Yes. Women come. 25.”

Edric pointed behind him.

“Shit! Dave, quickly, report back to Eric. Tell him we think there are 25 QA approaching from the west. And take Edric with you.”

“Yes, Mark. Come on Edric. This way.”

Dave hurried away and Edric went with him. After 10 minutes, they found Eric. Dave reported and Eric then began issuing orders, and men went hurrying off back the way Dave and Edric had just come.

Edric looked around and saw that he was in what appeared to be a fortified position, with slit trenches all around with men in them.

He was then surprised to see two women in green uniforms. The stood together out in the open idly watching the proceedings but they issued no orders and didn’t seem to be involved in any way. They both had black armbands with white lettering:

“REF”

Edric wondered what it meant. One of them looked at Edric. She raised an eyebrow but said nothing.

Dave came back.

“Come with me. We’ll do our best for you, but we don’t hold out much hope. If anyone asks, you were with delta squad but got lost and ended up here. Got it?”

“Yes. What happen?”

“It’s a training exercise. This is alpha camp. We have to defend it from the QA.”

Just then, firing broke out from the west.

“Shit! Quick, duck down into this slit trench.”

Then firing broke out all around them and explosions started going off. Dave unslung his rifle and faced west. A moment later he began shooting.

A few seconds later, a grenade landed in their slit trench. Edric tried to kick it back out, but it ended up at the far end of the trench and then went off with a flash and a bang and lots of smoke.

“You two!”

Edric looked up. One of the women was looking down into the trench.

“You’re both dead. Report back to the truck.”

“Yes, Mistress.” replied Dave.

Dave climbed out of the trench.

“Come on.”

Edric followed him.

“Hold your right hand up.”

They both held their right hands up and walked off, joining several others. It didn’t look like things were going too well for the guys. They had been attacked from two sides and were being overwhelmed.

They walked for about fifteen minutes until they saw a truck ahead. It was a regular army truck, but the back, instead of a tarpaulin covering a frame, was fitted with a large cage. The door was open and a few guys were sitting inside, and more were standing around chatting and taking drinks from bottled water.

“Just act natural.” said Dave.

“And remember, you’re part of delta squad but you got lost and ended up at alpha camp. They’re irregulars, whereas as we are meant to represent the Union Army.”

“Who they?” asked Edric, seeing two Queendom Army troopers.

“They’re in charge of alpha squad. And be warned, they’ve got live ammunition in their pistols, not blanks. And they’ve got man-prods.”

One of the troopers spotted Edric in his odds clothes.

“You! What are you doing here?”

“Got lost.”

“What do you mean?”

Dave spoke for him.

“We found him in the woods, Mistress. He’s with delta squad but took a wrong turn and got lost.”

“Can’t he speak for himself?”

“I don’t think he’s all there, Mistress.”

“Fine. He can come with us. Jo, let Connie know we’ve got one of her boys.”

“Ok, Ellie.”

Half an hour later, the exercise had finished with victory for the Queendom Army, in this case made up of troops from the Aurora Light Infantry. The surviving males came back to the truck.

“Ok, boys. All aboard.”

All the guys who were still hanging around outside climbed aboard. Jo then climbed in and performed a head count.

“41, Ellie. All of ours and one from delta.”

Meanwhile, three miles away, the delta truck was also loading up.

“Are they all there, Jane?”

Jane had just finished her head count.

“We’ve only got 29, Connie. We’re missing one.”

“It’s ok, Jenny, Ellie’s got him.”

Jenny climbed down and locked the cage then went round to the cab and climbed in next to Connie.

“Right, let’s go.”

Suddenly, there was a hammering on the back of the cab. Jennie got back out and went round to look into the cage.

“What’s the matter?”

“It’s 8837, Mistress Jenny.”

Several of the guys pointed and Jenny turned to look. A guy came running up out of breath.

“Sorry, Mistress Jenny, I got lost. I came as fast as I could.”

Jenny opened the cage and ushered him in and then went back to the cab. Connie had been watching in the mirror.

“What happened? I thought alpha were taking him?”

“I guess they sent him over. But they should have told us, we nearly left him behind.”

They set off back to Edith camp and arrived an hour later. It was a newly built army camp just north of the tiny village of Edith on the coast road. No regiment was based there. Instead, it was the temporary base for visiting units who were exercising in Edith training area.

There were barracks large enough to hold two whole regiments, plus a canteen and other facilities, and also accommodation for the small permanent staff and their slaves.

They drove into the camp, which was fenced off but not guarded except at the main gate. But inside the main camp was a smaller inner compound. This area was secured and guarded. It contained two barrack buildings with cramped accommodation for up to 100 members of the awkward squad, slaves trained to represent enemy forces, infiltrators or guerillas for training purposes.

Alpha squad’s truck arrived in the inner compound. Delta squad’s truck was already there. Jenny unlocked the cage and the guys began to climb out and head into one of the barracks. Edric followed them.

“Hey, you!”

Connie was shouting at Edric.

“Where do you think you’re going? Delta squad’s barracks is over there.”

Edric went over to the other barracks and went in, to find 30 guys already there. They were all dressed in outdoor clothes, some looked vaguely military, but most were clearly civilian, and a few had clothes that looked remarkably similar to Edric’s.

There were no beds, but there was a stack of blankets in one corner. There was a sink with a tap and lots of plastic mugs. Edric went over and got a drink of water.

Ten minutes later, a trooper arrived in the doorway.

“Right, everyone outside for the for debriefing.”

She left and all the guys followed her out. They were led to small building just inside the entrance gate of the inner compound and made to stand outside it. The gate was guarded by two civilian guardesses. Two more guardesses supervised them as they waited to be called in.

They were taken in one at a time. The debriefings averaged about 10 minutes each. When they came out, they were sent back to their barracks. After just over an hour, Edric was picked out.

“You. You’re next. Come with me, boy. In here. Right, stand there.”

Edric stood still in front of the desk. A trooper sat behind it. The trooper who had escorted him in stood just behind him near the door.

“Number?”

Edric didn’t say anything. The trooper looked up.

“Your serial number, boy? What is it?”

At first, Edric didn’t know what to say, but then he remembered the guy he had traded with at Consort Farms.

“3719, Mistress.”

“It’s Mistress Connie. Did you forget my name?”

“Mistress Connie.” said Edric.

Meanwhile Connie was scanning several sheets of paper looking for Edric’s number. Shit! Edric hadn’t realised she had a list of all their numbers. Unsurprisingly, she couldn’t find his number.

“You did say ‘3719’, boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Connie.”

She had another look through her list and then looked at Edric.

“Don’t you mean 3790?”

Edric decided to go with it.

“Yes, Mistress Connie.”

Smack! “Ow!”

“Thank you, Jenny.”

The hand of the trooper standing behind him connected smartly with the side of his face.

“Right, 3790. Did you survive or were you killed or wounded?”

“Killed, Mistress Connie.”

“How?”

“Bomb, Mistress Connie.”

“A bomb? You mean a grenade?”

“Yes, Mistress Connie.”

Smack! “Ow!”

“Thank you, Jenny.”

“Where were you?”

“Trench, Mistress Connie.”

Connie looked up, surprised. Delta squad hadn’t been defending a fixed position and didn’t have any slit trenches.

“A slit trench? Where was this?”

“Alpha camp, Mistress Connie.”

“What the hell were you doing in alpha camp, boy?”

“Got lost, Mistress Connie.”

Smack! “Ow!”

“Thank you, Jenny.”

“Very well. Are you claiming any kills?”

“No, Mistress Connie.”

“Well, how about hits?”

“No, Mistress Connie.”

“Why not? How many shots did you fire?”

“None, Mistress Connie.”

Smack! “Ow!”

“Thank you, Jenny.”

“So, let me see. We release you. You get lost, end up at the wrong place, don’t hit anyone, don’t even try to defend yourself and then get killed by a grenade?”

“Yes, Mistress Connie.”

Smack! “Ow!”

“Thank you, Jenny. Not a very good performance, boy. You’d better buck your ideas up boy, or you’ll be out. Ok, take him away and bring in the next one, Jenny.”

Edric was taken out and sent back to the barracks. Some of the other guys were dozing. Apparently, you grabbed a blanket, found a space on the floor and laid down. Edric followed suit.

But half an hour later, Jenny appeared in the doorway.

“3790!”

Edric sat up.

“Here, Mistress Jenny.”

“What’s your full number, boy?”

“3790, Mistress Jenny.”

“Your full number, boy. With the prefixes.”

Edric didn’t know what she meant.

“Not know, Mistress Jenny.”

“What do you mean? You must know your own number!”

“Not know, Mistress Jenny.”

“Idiot!”

Jenny didn’t seem impressed, but she went away. But 10 minutes later she was back again, this time with two MPs. Edric was worried, he had met MPs before and hadn’t enjoyed the experience.

“3790. Come here.”

Edric stood up and went to the door.

The MPs immediately grabbed him and pushed him face first against a wall. Then then pulled his arms behind his back and handcuffed him. He was then escorted out of the inner compound and taken to the Military Police office in the main area of the camp.

“Stand there, boy.”

Edric was in the reception area of the police office. An officer approached him with a device.

“Head down.”

She placed the device behind his neck and then slowly moved it around.

“Well?”

“Nothing.”

Edric was then taken into an office. An MP behind the desk looked up.

“Who are you, boy?”

“Edric, Mistress.”

“I meant your number, boy.”

Edric decided to admit the obvious.

“No number, Mistress.”

“Are you a foreigner?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Where are you from? You’ve got a strange accent. And you talk funny. Where were you born?”

“Westport, Mistress.”

“So, what are you doing here, then?”

“Army take me, Mistress.”

“Who’s army?”

“Yours, Mistress.”

“Rubbish.”

The MP wrote some notes on a sheet of paper and then looked up.

“Lock him up.”

Thursday 8 July 65

Two days later, early in the morning, Edric was collected from his cell and transferred to a cage van. He was not told where he was going, but by looking out of the tiny window, he could see that the ocean was on their left. They were heading south along the coast road to St Agnes.

Just over an hour later, they were in St Agnes, but their journey continued. Once out of town, Edric could only see rolling hills on both sides. They must be heading inland. Edric guessed they were taking him to Victoria, the capital of the Queendom.

Four hours later, the van finally came to a stop. Edric’s cell was opened and he was taken out of the van. They had parked behind a large building. He was taken through a back entrance and down some steps into a basement and then pushed into a cell. They gave him some water but no food.

Edric was exhausted after nearly 6 hours on the road. He collapsed onto the mattress and tried to rest. He wondered what this place was and why he had been brought here.

Friday 9 July 65

The next morning, two MPs entered the cell.

“Face the wall, boy.”

Edric’s hands were cuffed behind his back. He was then taken to a room on the same floor. He assumed they were going to question him.

“Sit.”

They made him sit down. The room was quite large, but also very dark and Edric could hardly see anything. He could see even less a moment later. They switched a bright light on and shone it in his face. After his eyes adjusted to the light, he could just make out a desk some distance in front of him with two women sitting behind it.

“I am Lieutenant Mya of Queendom Army Intelligence, and this is my assistant Ruby. I am now going to ask you some questions and you had better answer them truthfully if you know what’s good for you.”

Edric said nothing.

“Who are you, boy?”

“Edric, Mistress.”

“That’s a strange name. And you have an odd accent.”

Edric made no comment.

“So, where are you from, Edric?”

“Westport.”

“Westport. So why did you come to the Queendom, Edric?”

“Army take me, Mistress.”

“What do you mean?”

“Take me from home. Put on ship. Bring here.”

“Really, Edric. You’ll have to do better than that. Are you trying to tell me that a detachment of the Queendom Army sailed to Westport, landed, singled out an imbecile of all people, then brought you back to the Queendom? I find that very hard to believe.”

Edric made no comment. He still hoped to get back to Paris Island one day so didn’t want to give away the location of his home.

“Come, come, Edric. This is fanciful stuff. Why don’t you come clean? Tell us the truth. Admit it. You were trying to infiltrate into the awkward squad.”

“No, Mistress.”

“You were arrested inside their barracks at Edith camp!”

Edric said nothing.

“This is getting us nowhere. Strip him and string him up.”

An MP approached Edric.

“Stand.”

Two other MPs then grabbed Edric, uncuffed him and stripped him. Shackles on the ends of chains were connected to his wrists and ankles. Then an MP pressed a button. Motors whirred and retracted the chains and soon Edric found himself pulled into a mid-air spreadeagle position.

When the motors stopped, Lieutenant Mya spoke.

“Give him four.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

A women standing behind Edric, who he hadn’t seen, lashed him four times across his back with a bullwhip. Edric screamed at each lash and tears flowed from his eyes.

“Who do you work for, Edric? Tell me?”

“No one.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

“Talk to me, Edric. We know you are an agent. Who do you work for? Tell me? Is it Romulus?”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

“Talk to us, Edric. There’s no need for you to suffer. Tell us who you’re working for. Is it King George?”

“No.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

“Why did you try to infiltrate the awkward squad, Edric? What were you trying to find out?”

“Nothing.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

“Were you trying to study Queendom Army tactics, Edric? Was that your mission?”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

“How did you plan to report back to your masters, Edric? Tell me.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

“You’re not being very co-operative, Edric. I’m trying to be kind, but I can’t be if you won’t let me. Let’s try again, shall we? Who do you work for, Edric?”

Swish. Crack. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh.”

Swish. Crack.

Swish. Crack.

“I think he’s passed out, Lieutenant Mya.” said the woman wielding the bullwhip.

“Ok, hold up for a moment, Megan. How many lashes was that?”

“I think he passed out after 25, Lieutenant Mya.”

“What do you think, Ruby?”

Ruby was a psychiatrist working for Army Intelligence.

“Well, they normally crack after 10. 15 at the most. He’s taken 25. I think it’s unlikely he’s a spy. At least not for Romulus. Their policy is to come clean after offering token resistance and then sit back and wait for the next prisoner exchange.”

“What do you make of his story of being abducted?”

“He’s delusional. I think he’s been living in the wilds for a long time. His clothes and shoes are hand made from deer skins, and they’ve even been brain tanned. And he apparently has no problem living off the land. That level of skill must have taken years to acquire. But the downside is that all those years of isolation, with no one at all to talk to, can send you a bit loopy. I think that may explain his stunted speech and the fantastic story of being abducted and brought here from Westport.”

“Yes. I think the truth may be a lot simpler. What do think of the theory that he’s from Stakarov? That he either fled when we invaded in 61, or the registration teams somehow missed him, and he’s been living rough since then?”

“Yes, I think that’s the most likely story. We think he’s about 19, that would make him 15 at the time of the takeover. A bit young perhaps, but he might not have been alone. He may have been with others who have since died or been captured.”

“Ok, well thanks for your help, Ruby. Let me have your report, I’ll add it to mine and send them both upstairs for a decision.”

“Ok, girls, take him back to his cell.”

Thursday 15 July 65

The following week, a committee discussed Edric’s situation and in particular, the question of his origin and therefore who owns him. A decision was made on Wednesday. Edric wasn’t informed of any of this and knew nothing about it until an MP and two civilians arrived at his cell on Thursday morning.

The MP addressed him:

“Edric, this is Mistress Danielle and Mistress Wendy from the Department of Slave Training. They will be taking care of you from now on. Stand-up and face the wall so I can cuff you.”

Edric did as she asked, and the MP opened the cell and handcuffed his hands behind his back and gave the key to Wendy.

“Ok, go with the ladies, Edric.”

They led him out to their car and opened the back door. Edric got in. Then the two ladies got in and they set off. The DST had large premises in Victoria, but Edric was not taken there. Instead, he was first taken to the Victoria Population Centre.

They all went in and the ladies followed the signs to registration. Danielle knocked on the door.

“Enter.”

“Good morning. My name is Ms Sarah. How can I help you?”

“Good morning, Ms Sarah. I’m Ms Danielle and this is Ms Wendy. We’re from the DST. We need to register a wild male.”

“Fine. Do you have his documentation, please?”

Wendy handed it over and Sarah read the details and entered them into her computer. She looked up when she saw his place of birth.

“He was born in Stakarov?”

“They’re 90% certain.”

“And he’s been living wild since – well since the takeover?”

“So they say.”

Sarah typed in all the information they had gathered on Edric including his height, weight, blood type and eye colour.

“His serial number will be 46-0-9820.”

She wrote it down on the document and handed it back to Wendy. Then she went to a machine, typed the number in and a moment later the machine produced a tiny microchip which she loaded into what looked like a large hypodermic needle.

“Head down, boy.”

Sarah squeezed the back of his neck to make the skin bulge up and then injected the chip.

“Aaaargh.”

Next, Edric was taken to the Department of Male Education. He was taken into an office and told to sit down. In front of him was a computer. A woman from the DME explained what he had to do.

“Hello, 9820. I am Mistress Diana. We need to find out the state of your education. So, we want you to take some tests. She pressed some buttons, and a list of questions came up.”

“We want you to take 8 tests. There are 50 questions in each test each with 4 possible answers. Read each question carefully and choose the answer that you think is correct. You get 20 minutes for each test.”

“There are tests are on English, Arithmetic, Queendom History, Male Etiquette, Female Pleasure, Cooking, Household Tasks and Gardening.”

Edric listened carefully but didn’t really understand what he was meant to do.

“Ok, start when you’re ready, Edric.”

Edric looked at the screen but although he could see words on it, there didn’t appear to be any questions.

“Can’t see question, Mistress Diana.”

Puzzled, Diana came back to look at the screen.

“You haven’t pressed ‘Start’, 9820.”

Edric looked puzzled.

“You see the big word ‘Start’, 9820?”

“Yes, Mistress Diana.”

“Well, press it.”

Edric pressed it.

“No, 9820, press it with the mouse, not your finger.”

“Mouse?”

“9820, have you used a computer before?”

“No, Mistress Diana.”

“But you can read, 9820?”

“Yes, Mistress Diana.”

“Ok. Move over a bit, 9820.”

Diana moved her own chair in front of the screen.

“Read the questions and answers and tell me which answer you want to choose. I’ll operate the computer.”

Just over 2 hours later, they were done. Diana moved over to her own computer to check the results, although she had a fair idea already.

“Let’s see. English 45%. Arithmetic 95%. Queendom History 5%. Male Etiquette 30%. Female Pleasure 40%. Cooking 45%. Household Tasks 25%. Gardening 75%. Hmmmmm.”

Diana made a call on her desk phone and a few minutes later, Danielle and Wendy came to collect Edric and also took some printouts that Diana gave them. Then they all left.

“Right, let’s get back.” said Danielle as she got into the driver’s seat of the car.

Edric got in the back. Wendy was in the front passenger seat and was looking at the printouts.

“How did he get on?” asked Danielle.

“He did fine in arithmetic and gardening. But in everything else he was frankly appalling. He’s going to need so much work on a one-to-one basis to get him up to speed. Are the DME going to do that? They don’t normally handle boys of his age. And what about obedience training? He’s far too independently minded at the moment. It’s hard to get him to do anything without the threat of force and the next slave course is two years away. Are we going to run a special course just for him? I just don’t see how we can sell him at the moment with all his faults. But to put them right will cost more than a slave is usually worth. What are we going to do with him?”

“I don’t know. But it’s not our problem, it’s an upstairs decision.”




Chapter 7- The Auction

Monday 19 July 65

The decision was made the following Monday. A committee chaired by the director of the DST decided that the cost of bringing 9820’s education up to the minimum requirements and then laying on a special slave training course just for him was too much.

They decided that he would be sold ‘as seen’. His test results and his lack of training would be made known. Normally, that would kill off any chance of his being sold. But in his case, they were hoping, with some justification, that his notoriety as the “Wild Boy of Diana”, as the press called him, would compensate for that. The theory was that there was bound to be a rich lady somewhere who would love the thrill of being his owner and making a name for herself as the woman who tamed the Wild Boy of Diana.

That very day, he was transferred to Victoria Slave Auctions who would handle his sale on behalf of the DST.

He was handed over to Ms Riley, one of their handlers. At first, he was placed in a cell, but very soon, Riley collected him and took him to the showers. He was told to strip off and then wash himself thoroughly, including his hair.

Normally, males would then be given a crew cut, but the decision was taken to keep his hair long and leave his facial hair as it was, to emphasise his wild look.

Still naked, he was then taken to a display case in the viewing gallery. This was like a cell, but with glass walls on three sides rather than bars. There was a seat inside, and a small en-suite accessible through a door in the back wall.

Riley instructed him:

“You’ll be here during opening hours for the next 3 days, boy. That’s so anyone interested in bidding for you can come and have a look at you. At other times, you will be in your cell. You may sit when nobody is nearby, but as soon as a woman approaches you, you must stand at attention in this circle and face the front.”

Edric glanced down to where Riley was pointing.

“But then you must obey any instructions the woman gives you, and if she asks you anything, you must answer to the best of your ability. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Riley.”

“And while you’re in the display case, you will wear these rings around your cock and balls, so that customers can see what they’re getting.”

She stretched them and snapped them into place. Soon, Edric’s cock was at full mast, and his ball bag had swelled up like an orange.

Riley then wrote Edric’s serial number on a card and fixed it to the front of the display case. While she was doing that, Ms Amanda, the CEO of the VSA arrived. She stood still with her arms folded, watching Edric.

Riley finished placing the card.

“Good morning, Ms Amanda. What do you think?”

“Hmmm. I’m wondering if we should put him in his primitive clothes. I wonder if it would add to the wild look. What do you think, Riley?”

“It’s an idea. Shall we give it a try?”

“Yes, why not.”

A few minutes later, Edric was standing at attention wearing his self-made deer-skin shoes, skirt and sleeveless jacket.

“Yes. I like it.” said Amanda.

“And with him wearing a skirt, his gear is still easily accessible.”

“Lift the front of your skirt up, 9820.”

Edric did so, revealing his 8 inches of prime pork.

“Ok drop it and turn round. Now touch your toes.”

Edric got into the requested position.

“He’s got a really nice ass, Riley. Nice and firm. It just begging to be spanked.”

“Yes, and I’m sure we’ll have plenty of rich wannabe man tamers bidding to get the chance to give it some colour.”

Amanda grinned.

“Yes. I’m convinced. We’ll go with the clothes. Are they clean?”

“I think so, Amanda.”

Amanda checked her watch.

“We open in 15. Leave him as he is for now but put his clothes in the wash overnight.”

“Yes, Ms Amanda.”

Amanda went away.

“Ok, 9820. Take a seat for now. We open in 15 minutes.”

As soon as the doors opened, the first customers came inside. Several immediately approached Edric and he stood to attention in the circle. He remained on his feet the entire day. Although few women were even considering bidding for him, everyone wanted to get a close-up look at the Wild Boy of Diana. There were crowds around his display case all day and genuine bidders could hardly get a look in.

Wednesday 21 July 65

The same thing happened the next day, but on Wednesday, Edric’s display case was roped off. Only women who had previous purchase history at the VSA were allowed inside the cordon. Other visitors could only view from afar.

Even with the special regulations, Edric got many visitors over the course of the day. He was asked to turn this way and that, but very few talked to him or asked him any questions. As a result, Edric had no idea who any of his potential buyers were or why they might want to own him.

Thursday 22 July 65

The following day was auction day. Riley collected Edric and took him to his display case once again, dressed in his deerskins. There were no customers there to view him. Today, it was just used as a place to prepare him.

A barber visited him but only cut a tiny amount of hair. She spent most of the time ruffling his hair, attempting to get the best possible wild look.

Then two women arrived in what were obviously fake guardess uniforms. Edric was surprised. He recognized them both as VSA employees. One of them was the woman who brought him his breakfast each morning.

They both brought some equipment with them.

“Sit down, 8920.” said Riley.

One of the guardesses fitted ankle shackles to him. In addition to the short chain connecting each shackle, which would force him to take short baby steps when he walked, one of the shackles had a second chain, on the end of which was what looked like a heavy iron ball, but Edric soon realised it was plastic and quite light.

The other guardess then fitted a collar around his neck. The collar had two chains attached to it. Each one ended in a leather loop.

Riley saw the worried look on Edric’s face.

“It’s nothing to worry about, 8920. It’s just for show. Ok, stand up.”

Edric stood up and the two guardesses took hold of a neck chain each.

“Ok, let’s go out and have a practice.”

They got Edric to walk along slowly and after a few trials, Riley knew how she wanted it done.

“Yes, that’s it. When it’s time, 8920, follow me into the auction hall and stand where I tell you. Girls, follow on each side but a few feet behind. Keep just far enough away so the chains don’t drag on the floor. 8920, just look straight ahead. There will be bright lights but try not to squint. Just relax and pretend you’re in an empty room. When the bidding is over, stay where you are until I lead you off the stage. Clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Riley.”

It has been agreed that 8920 would be next up as soon as they were ready. Riley had borrowed two staff members and couldn’t keep them from their normal work for too long.

They all moved up and got ready. When the previous male had been sold, the usher came out, saw them and beckoned them in.

A lady in a smart blue dress was standing behind a lectern with some sheets of paper on it. She glanced across and immediately realised that 8920 was up next.

Riley led 8920 onto the stage.

“Stop there.” she whispered, then she adjusted his angle slightly and stepped back.

The auctioneer began:

“Ladies, next up is male 46-0-8920, you can find him on page 1 of your brochures. This is the famous Wild Boy of Diana. He is believed to be from Stakarov, and his age is estimated at 19 years and 5 months. But be warned. He avoided registration after the liberation in 61 and we believe he has been living wild in the moors north of Diana since that time. As a result, he has missed out on a Queendom education and has not undertaken any slave training. Only experienced ladies should consider taking this boy on.”

There was a pause while the auctioneer read her notes to make sure she had covered everything.

“Oh, and please note, he cannot be taken out in public until he has passed the Male Etiquette course which his new owner will have to put him through at her own expense. Right, shall we start the bidding at 100,000 credits?”

100,000 was the average price for a new slave just out of training and was an unusually high price to open with.

“Thank you, the lady in red. Do I hear 150? Thank you. 200? Yes, in the blue. 250? Thank you. 300? 350? 400? 450? 500? No? We’re at 450, the lady in blue. How about 475? No? Ok, we’re at 450. Any more? Once. Twice.”

Bang!

“Sold. Yours madam, in the blue, for 450,000 credits.”

“This way, 9820.”

Riley ushered him off the stage at the opposite side to where they had entered. The ‘guardesses’ then removed his handcuffs, ankle shackles and the collar and chains.

“Thank you for your help, Jane, Tina. It was much appreciated.”

The two guardesses then left, and Riley escorted Edric into a collection room where the two males who had been sold before Edric were also waiting. Edric sat down and was given a cup of tea.

Ten minutes later, Riley returned with two other women.

“This is Mistress Marley and this is Mistress Haley, 8920. They are your new owners.”

“Stand up and turn around, boy.” said Marley.

Edric did so and his hands were cuffed behind his back. He was then taken away and loaded into a small cage van. It had only one cage, accessed directly from the rear door. Edric was pushed in and the door was closed. Marley and Haley then got in the front and they set off.

Just fifteen minutes later, they arrived at their destination. Edric was removed from the van and taken into a building. A short time later, he was shown into small room.

The room had two beds and some cupboards. There was window high up on the wall opposite the door. It was four feet wide but only six inches high.

“This is your bed, 9820. You’ll share this room with another slave. There are four of you here now. You are free to move around in this building, but don’t go outside. Your duties will be explained to you tomorrow.”

When the ladies had gone, Edric had a look around. There was another room similar to the one he had been shown into, and also a toilet and a shower, and a room that appeared to server as both a kitchen and a lounge. Edric took a seat and wondered what he would be doing here.

Two hours later, a male came into the lounge. He looked at Edric.

“Who are you?”

“Edric. 9820.”

“Ah, the boy that Marley and Haley just bought at the auction. I’m Jack. Why the strange clothes? And how come they didn’t cut your hair?””

At that moment, the door opened again and two more guys came in. They looked at Edric and then at Jack.

“Who’s this?”

“This is Edric. The girls have just bought him. Edric, this is Steve and this is Paul.”

“What’s with the clothing?”

“Yes, that’s what I just asked.”

“My clothes.”

“What about the hair? Didn’t the barber visit you before the auction?”

“Not cut hair.”

“That’s odd.”

“What here?” asked Edric.

“You’re in Marley’s Animal Park. Fancy name but it’s actually just a zoo.”

“Zoo!”

“Yes, but it’s very small. In fact, it’s tiny compared to Central Park Zoo. We only have four animals at the moment, but the girls are always on the lookout for new attractions.”

“What do?” asked Edric.

Jack answered:

“We feed the animals, clean out the cages and replace the straw, sweep the walkways, and keep the various buildings clean and tidy. And one of us helps out in the café each day. There’s not really that much to do. The three of us were managing easily.”

“Yes, but I think we’re expecting a new animal soon.” said Steve.

“The girls had me preparing cage 5 this afternoon.”

Jack looked at Edric and had a thought but then dismissed the idea. It didn’t make any sense.

“You’ll like it here. The work’s quite varied and we have our own lounge.” added Steve.

“And we only get discipline once a week and only 10 strokes.” added Paul.

“Discipline?” asked Edric.

“Yes, you know. When they cane you to remind you that you’re a slave.”

Friday 23 July 65

The next morning after breakfast, just as the other guys were leaving to begin their tasks for the day, Marley and Haley arrived.

“Come with us, 9820.”

Marley went outside. Edric followed her and Haley followed him. Edric found himself in a compound with six cages on one side, a lawn with picnic tables and benches in the centre, and a building on the other side which contained an aquarium, a café and an office.

Between the office and the café was an alleyway that led to the entrance, equipped with a turnstile.

Edric stared at the cages, trying to see what was in them. One contained a wolf-like creature that was once common on South Vena, although its number were now on the decline. In another, he could see two Vena foxes and in a third, several Munjos. He couldn’t see what was in the end cage. Edric was taken to one of the empty cages, which was open.

“In you go, 9820. This is where you will work from now on.”

“What do, Mistress Marley?”

“Just walk around and look fierce. If someone gets close to your cage, you may lunge at them. But no talking. Not a word. You may grunt, but that’s all.”

Edric looked puzzled.

“You are the exhibit, 9820. The Wild Boy of Diana. You’re going to be our star attraction. We’re open from 9 until 4, Mondays to Saturdays.”

Edric was gobsmacked.

“But to keep things interesting, me or Hayley and one of the boys will enter your cage to feed you around midday, and sometime in the afternoon to change the straw. When that happens, you are to act wild but not overdo it. Me or Hayley will whip you into the corner while the boy goes about his task. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Marley.”

“Also, you will sometimes receive discipline in your cage, but it will be no more than once per day.”

“Every day, Mistress Marley?”

“Yes. It’s weekly for the other boys. But you’re special, 9820. We now offer customers the chance to buy an executive ticket. That gives them entry to the zoo for up to 4 ladies, the chance to discipline the Wild Boy of Diana with up to 20 strokes, using top quality canes that they get to keep, a framed photograph of them with you, a certificate that says they helped to tame you, and free refreshments in the cafe. We think it will be quite a good little earner. Don’t worry, 9820, we’re limiting the sale of executive tickets to one per day. And on some days, we might not sell any. Ok, 9820?”

“Yes, Mistress Marley.”

Edric wasn’t looking forward to having his arse caned again, especially by some woman who had paid for the privilege and would no doubt be keen to get her money’s worth. But he decided to co-operate with their schemes while he looked for an opportunity to escape. Then, a thought occurred to him.

“Live here, Mistress Marley?”

“No, of course not. You’ll only be in the cage during opening hours. At other times you may return to your quarters.”

Edric looked around the cage more closely. Straw covered the floor, and there was an empty bucket in one corner. There was also a water trough. There was no seat, but there was a horizontal wooden pole at about waist height, supported by metal poles set into the ground. Edric tried to sit on it, but it was too high, although it was just the right height to lean back onto while giving the impression of standing up.

“OK, 9820, we open in half an hour.”

As soon as Haley had finished fixing an information board to the front of the cage, they both left and headed for the office.

Jack then came by. He stopped open mouthed in front of the cage when he saw Edric in there. Then he read the information board.

“You’re the Wild Boy of Diana?”

“Yes.”

“It says here that you are believed to have fled Stakarov after the liberation in 61 and have been living in the wild for the last 4 years. But others dispute this. And some even believe that you may be one of the last surviving Venanoids.”

“Not been Stakarov.”

Jack turned when he heard a noise.

“Ah. We’ve just opened. Good luck mate. I’m told I have to feed you at midday. Don’t eat me, will you?”

Edric laughed, then looked up as four females came into the compound, two women in their mid-30s. and two girls who looked about 11 or 12. They all headed straight for Edric’s cage.

“Here it is, mummy. The wild man.”

Edric slowly walked back and forth along is cage, just inside the bars, stooping down and letting his arms hang loose at his sides. For some reason, he imagined a primitive man would walk that way. Suddenly, Edric turned to face the group and lunged at them, grunting at the same time.

They all screamed and jumped back, but the women laughed when they realised he couldn’t get past the bars of the cage.  Beyond them, Edric saw Marley smile and give an approving nod.

There was a continuous trickle of visitors all morning. Most of them came straight to Edric’s cage and stayed for half an hour before wandering around and looking in the other cages and the aquarium. Most then got a tea or coffee and a piece of cake and then sat at the picnic tables.

At lunch time, Hayley and Jack turned up. Hayley addressed the handful of ladies who standing in front of Edric’s cage.

“Step back please, ladies. It’s feeding time.”

Hearing this, some of the ladies who had moved on to look at the animals or who had sat down at the picnic tables, came over to watch.

Edric remembered his script, and when he saw Hayley step into the cage, he faced her and slowly approached, stooping down and growling.

Swish! Crack!

Hayley made her whip crack in front of Edric but without making contact. Edric backed away.

Swish! Crack!

Swish! Crack!

Edric cowered and backed right into the far corner. Jack came in with a bowl and a small box. He placed the bowl on the floor and poured some dried slave food into it. Then he went back out. Hayley also then backed out. As soon as she had slammed the door, Edric charged over and reached through the bars of the cage and growled.

Some of the ladies in the audience screamed, but Hayley deftly stepped back out of range and walked away.

Monday 26 June 65

On Saturday, Marley had sold their first ever executive ticket. The customer had booked the following Monday, and Marley had warned Edric about it that morning and given him instructions.

The customer turned up at around midday. It was a lady and her daughter. Apparently, it was a birthday treat for the girl who had just turned 16. The pair watched Edric’s feeding time, then looked at all the other exhibits, and then got some refreshments. While they were sitting at a picnic table, Marley and Hayley joined them.

“Hello, Ms Rebbeca, hello Lizzy. Are you enjoying your visit?”

Marley had brought the gift canes with her and presented them to the ladies. They then had a bit of a gossip while the ladies finished their refreshments.

After about 10 minutes, they all got up and approached Edric’s cage.

“Wait here, please, ladies, while we get him ready.”

Marley and Hayley both had whips in boot holsters. They drew them as Marley opened the door of the cage. They both went in and Hayley closed and locked the door behind her.

“Dis-sip-lin!” said Marley, spacing out the syllables as if to make Edric understand.

“Dis-sip-lin!” she repeated and pointed at the horizontal bar.

As per script, Edric looked frightened, although it wasn’t entirely acting. He backed into the corner as Marley slowly approached him.

Swish! Crack!

Swish! Crack!

Marley continued to advance but Edric kept backing away at the same speed. When she had pushed him towards the front of the cage, Hayley cracked her whip from the other side.

Swish! Crack!

Edric was now at the front centre of the cage with Marley and Hayley on either side of him.

Swish! Crack!

Swish! Crack!

His only available direction was to back off towards the centre of the cage where the horizontal bar was. He backed up and then bumped into it and then turned. As soon as he turned, Marley quickly closed the distance and pressed him onto it and pushed his head down. Apparently resigned to his fate, Edric bent over the waist high bar. Hayley quickly shackled his wrists to D-rings fixed to the floor, and then did the same with his ankles. Edric’s deer-skin jacket had slipped down to his armpits as he bent down. Marley grabbed his deer-skin skirt and pulled it down to his ankles. There was a chorus of ooh’s and aaah’s as the on lookers got a good look at his fine-looking arse cheeks.

Hayley unlocked the cage door and held it open.

“He’s ready for you now, ladies.”

They went in and stood near the front of the cage, looking towards Edric and admiring his arse cheeks.

“Ok, ladies. He’s due 20 strokes today. Who’s going to start?”

“I’ll start and do the first 15.” said Rebecca. “Then Lizzy’s going to have a go for the last five. But she might need some help. She’s not done her mistress training at school yet.”

“No problem, Ms Rebecca. Ok, if you look on the floor, you’ll see a white dot, that’s usually the best place to stand.”

Rebecca stood on the indicated spot and got ready. She had her own boy at home who she disciplined every week, so she knew how to handle a cane.

Swish! Thwack!

The first stroke landed right in the middle of Edric’s arse, hitting both cheeks either side of the hole. It was medium strength and Edric manage to stifle his scream.

Rebbeca then waited a full ten seconds before applying the next stroke.

Swish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

She hit much harder the second time. After another pause, she whacked him again.

Swish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

It was as Edric had feared. She had paid good money to whack his arse and she wanted full value, which meant spacing the whacks out and using maximum power every time.

Swish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Thirty seconds in and only the fourth whack. Edric had no doubt that if this was a normal discipline, it would have been over by now.

Swish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

At least she seemed to be distributing the whacks fairly evenly. He hadn’t had an overlay yet.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Rebecca took Edric by surprised by suddenly giving him a 5-whack burst on the top half of his arse.

Swish! Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

She then did the same with the lower half.

“Lizzy, do you want to have a try?”

“Oh, yes please, mum!”

“Right, stand there on that white dot. That’s it. Now hold the cane. No, like this. That’s better. Right, now give his arse a good whack. Aim for his hole.”

Swish! Thwack!

“Not bad but try and hit a bit harder.”

Swish! Thwack!

“That’s better but harder still.”

“That’s as hard as I can go.”

“Ok, well in that case, aim at the middle of that purple area above the hole.”

“Ok.”

Swish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Edric screamed out as Lizzy landed a hard whack right on top of his worst welts.

“I did it!” said Lizzy in an excited voice.

“Excellent, Lizzy. Give him two more.”

Swish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Swish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaargh!”

Edric screamed and tears streamed from his eyes.

“Well done, ladies.” said Marley. “That will teach him who’s boss. In time, he will learn to obey females without a second thought.”

“Ok, ladies, it’s time to take some pictures.” said Hayley, who had gone to fetch a camera while the caning was in progress.”

“Ok stand each side of him, with his arse in between you.”

Click.

“Ok, now just Rebecca. Lean over sideways with your elbow on the top of his arse cheeks.”

Click.

“Ok, Lizzy, your turn. Stand there. That’s it. Grab the cane. Right stretch your arm out over his arse cheeks and hold the cane.”

Click.

“Excellent. If you would like to follow me, ladies, we’ll get some more refreshments while we wait for the certificates and photos.”

Word gradually spread about the new wild boy on show at Marley’s Animal Park, and visitor numbers increased nicely. But things really took off after the local press visited and then ran a feature in their Sunday edition. Edric became a must-see for both locals and for tourists visiting Victoria from other parts of the Queendom.

Friday 30 July 65

The following Friday, two zoologists based at Central Park Zoo paid a visit. Dorothy, aged 48, and her daughter Luna, 22, were experts on the current and former native life forms on the planet and had spent a lot of time over the years looking into the theory that there may have been a humanoid species on the planet, which had become extinct around the time the first colonists had arrived. They had so far found no evidence to support such a theory.

But they were intrigued by increasingly bold claims in the press that the Wild Boy of Diana might actually be one of the last examples of such a species, or at least at result of cross breeding with one the last survivors and a human colonist.

Our of professional courtesy, they introduced themselves to Marley and Haley when they arrived, and then all four of them approached Edric’s cage to take a look. Dorothy and Luna were sceptical when they arrived, especially when Marley admitted that he could actually speak, but he had been told not to so as to increase the aura of mystery.

Marley cited his strange accent, limited vocabulary, his desire for isolation and his reported ability to live off the land in the most inhospitable locations as evidence, but Dorothy and Luna were not convinced. They claimed all this could be explained by his having run away from Stakarov in 61 and lived off the land in the wild for most of the time since.

But then Marley pointed out that his strange accent in no way resembled the dialect spoken in Stakarov and that the boy himself denied ever being in Stakarov. In fact, he claimed to have been abducted from Westport.

But a deal was reached. Central Park Zoo would borrow the male for a week, and Dorothy and Luna would carry out a detailed investigation. Marley and Haley would receive compensation for loss of earnings. Dorothy and Luna felt confident that it wouldn’t take them long to confirm that 9820 was just a regular male and a descendant of colonists.

Monday 3 August 65

Edric was collected just over a week later by two keepers from Central Park Zoo. The zoo didn’t have slave transport vehicles. But they were less than 2 miles from Marley’s Animal Park, so they made do with one of their own cage vans designed for animal transport. Edric had to crawl into the cage on his hands and knees as the cages were quite small.

There was a similar problem in the research wing of the zoo. The facilities were designed for animal research.

Dorothy had asked the director at the zoo about accommodation for 9820, but there was none available on site. There were slave hostels in the vicinity, but they were not secure, and 9820 was judged a flight risk.

“We don’t have the budget to put him up in a slave hostel and arrange security for him, Dorothy. Plus, we’d need secure transport to and from the lab every day. You’ve only got him until Friday, so just make do with one of the animal cages in the lab.”

“Ok, director, will do.”

Edric was led into the zoo and then into the research building. Adjacent to the laboratory was the holding facility, equipped with a dozen cages of various sizes. Although he was given the largest one, it was still cramped.

The cage door was closed and padlocked. Edric checked out his temporary home. It was sheet metal on three side and the roof and floor. The entire front was an opening door made of metal bars.

He could squat but not stand. And if he lay down, he couldn’t stretch out, he had to curl. The floor was covered in straw. He got into a sitting position facing forwards and tried to relax. He hated being confined at any time, but being in a tiny cage like this was even worse.

He had no idea where he was or what these women planned to do with him, but he assumed it would involve beatings and pain, as that always seemed to be the way.

About an hour after he had arrived, Dorothy and Luna came into the holding facility to have a look at him. They were both wearing white lab coats. Edric could see a man-prod poking out of one of the deep pockets of Dorothy’s coat. He feared it was time for his first beating. He got onto his hands and knees and turned around and faced the corner of his cage.

“He seems a bit shy.” said Dorothy.

“But that’s to be expected. They think he’s lived in almost total isolation since 61.”

“I’m not sure if he is shy. I think it might be fear.” said Luna.

“I don’t see why he should be scared of us.” said Dorothy.

“No, not of us specifically. But of females in general.”

“Maybe. Let’s get him out.”

Dorothy and Luna reached in and pulled him out. Together, they then led him into the lab and sat him in a chair. Dorothy went over to a drawer to fetch something. Then she came back.

“Hold his arm down, Luna.”

Dorothy inserted a needle into his arm, on the inside of his elbow. She found a vein. Then she applied a tourniquet to his upper arm and tightened it. She drew a sample of his blood and afterwards, she stuck a plaster over the wound.

“Do you need a semen sample as well?” asked Luna.

“Not for the moment.”

Luna looked disappointed.

They then measured his height and weighed him and measured other parts of his body, such as skull and chin width, nose length and ear dimensions. Dorothy had a long list of measurements that she needed to record. The process took over an hour.

“Ok, let’s get him back into his cage.”

Tuesday 4 August 65

The next day, Dorothy spent most of her time analysing the data they had collected the previous day. Luna parked a chair in front of Edric’s cage and spent her time talking to him. She recorded their conversation.

She had a long list of questions to ask him concerning his origin and his life to this point. In addition to reviewing his answers, they would also analyse his speech, both the accent and the vocabulary he used.

The information might help to determine his origin.

Dorothy joined her in the afternoon.

“How are you getting on?”

“Not very well. He’s not very talkative. About the only thing I’ve been able to find out is that he’s been living wild for about 10 years, and for half that time he’s been alone.”

“10 years! Since 55. That rules out the Stakarov theory then. Have you asked him where he’s from?”

“Many times. But most of the time, he doesn’t answer, or if he does, he’s so vague that it doesn’t really help. But I was thinking. Maybe the theory is correct if you replaced Stakarov with Diana. What do you think?”

“But Diana joined the Queendom in 45, Luna, two years before 9820 was born.”

“Yes, but maybe his parent fled, or maybe they lived somewhere remote that got missed. And then 5 years ago something happened and he found himself all alone.”

“Hmmm. I don’t think it’s very likely, Luna. Diana joined voluntarily by treaty, and anyone who wanted to, could legally emigrate before the treaty too effect. And no holdouts have ever been discovered.”

“Well, it was just a thought.”

“So, other than not being very talkative, how has he been?”

“Well, there is another problem.”

“Yes?”

“If I make any unexpected moves, even just scratching my nose, he flinches. And every time I stand up, because I need a brew, or the washroom, he cries out and crawls back into the corner. Then it takes me ages to coax him back out again.”

“Hmmm. I think he’s frightened. Maybe he thinks you’ve become exasperated and have decided to beat the answers out of him.”

Luna looked a bit upset at the suggestion.

“What’s the matter, Luna dear?”

“Why won’t he trust me? I would never beat him. He’s so cute.”

Dorothy gave Luna a hug.

“Don’t let it upset you. What have you been doing? Have you been reading the questions from the script?”

“Yes.”

Dorothy had another look at the list of questions they had devised.

“Hmmm. You know, it might be worth trying to be a bit more conversational and less formal. See if you can earn his trust. Let’s leave him be for today. You can try again tomorrow.”

Wednesday 5 August 65

The following day, Luna tried again, but with new tactics. This time, she got him out of his cage. Edric’s eyes were wide open. He had expected another bout of questioning today but was surprised to be taken into the lab. He noticed the man-prod in Luna’s hip holster. He worried that Luna had finally run out of patience. He was probably in for a beating.

“Sit down, Edric.”

Edric was surprised to be called by his name and asked to sit. He looked around suspiciously. Dorothy was sitting on the other side of the lab, but she seemed to be concentrating on her own work which involved looking at something through a microscope.

“Edric, my name is Luna. I just want to have a little chat with you to find out more about you. Ok?”

But Edric didn’t trust her. Why was she so interested in him? He didn’t see why he should tell her anything. Especially anything that might reveal the location of his home, Paris Island. As a result, the conversation was very one sided, with Luna doing most of the talking and Edric, when he spoke at all, just giving short, vague answers to her questions.

Mid-morning, Dorothy came over to see how they were getting on.

“Are you getting anywhere, Luna dear?”

“Not really. Dorothy. He’s still not very talkative.”

Dorothy looked disappointed.

“Oh, that’s a pity.”

Luna noticed Edric glancing at his mum. He was probably wondering who she was.

“Edric, this is Dorothy. She’s my mum.”

Queendom males, of course, were now created artificially in the baby factories, and so did not have mothers. But it occurred to Dorothy that with Edric’s age estimated as 19, even if he was from the Queendom, he would predate the opening of the first baby factory by 5 years.

“Tell me, Edric, do you remember your own mother?”

Edric looked up, surprised. He was only eight when she had passed away. But he remembered her very well.  He remembered being held in her arms and being hugged. She was the only female he could remember who had loved him. Edric suddenly felt a wave of sadness wash over him. He lowered his head and stared at the ground.

“Are you ok, Edric?” asked Dorothy.

She glanced at Luna and then stepped forward and kneeled down in front of Edric and looked up at his face. She saw the tears streaming from his eyes.

“Is your mother still alive, Edric?” she asked.

Edric nodded ‘no’ and cried out loud for a second before regaining control of himself. Dorothy leaned in and took him into her arms and pulled him into a hug. Edric was scared for a moment, not able to understand what was happening, but Dorothy’s soothing words and one of her hands stroking his hair soon relaxed him, and he leaned forward into her, his head resting on her chest between her ample bosoms.

Luna looked on, wishing it was she who had Edric in her arms.

When Dorothy judged that he had regained control of himself, she spoke to Luna.

“I think that’s enough for today, Luna. Take him back to his cage.”

“Yes, mum. Come on, Edric.”

Luna led him back to his cage in the holding area, but as Edric began to crouch down so that he could crawl in, Luna stopped him.

“Wait. Turn around, Edric.”

Edric turned around to face her, looking down at the ground.

“Head up.”

Edric looked up. Then Luna moved in close, took hold of him, and kissed him full on the lips for about 10 seconds.

“In you go, Edric.”

Thursday 6 August 65

The next day, Luna once again got him out of his cage and into the lab. Today, Luna decided to try a completely different approach. Instead of trying to coax information out of him, she would begin by talking about herself and her work and hope that he would join the conversation naturally at some point. Any information that he let slip would be useful, but she would let the conversation go where it will and not try too hard to steer it in any particular direction.

She began by telling him that they were at Central Park Zoo and that she and Dorothy were zoologists researching the current and past wildlife of South Vena. She went on to describe the various animals they had at the zoo. She talked about how they believed life had evolved on the planet. There was a great deal that was still unknown, but new discoveries were being made all the time.

Dorothy and Luna had made many discoveries themselves. They had been on many expeditions to remote areas of South Vena, and more were in the planning stage.

Edric didn’t say much but his ears pricked up when Luna described one such expedition and said how much she enjoyed venturing into unexplored parts of the island and camping out in remote areas with no living soul for miles around. She loved the peace and quiet of the countryside away from the hustle and bustle of Victoria. She then went on to describe a trip they were currently planning. It would be to an as yet uncharted area of the south coast. It was still in the planning stages, but when she went into detail about the organization and logistics involved, Edric looked totally lost.

“How is it going, Luna?” asked Dorothy.

“I’m about done, mum.”

“Get anything?”

“Not much.”

“Ok, let’s call it a day. You’ve done all you can.”

“Have you finished analysing the data?” asked Luna.

“Yes. He’s human all right. Just a regular male. There’s no doubt about it at all.”

“What about his origin? What did Leonora say?”

Leonora was a language specialist at the University of Victoria. She had been listening to the recordings of Edric’s voice.

“She says his speech is underdeveloped, but it’s caused by years of isolation rather than any lack of intelligence. And because of that, it’s difficult to pin down his accent, but it’s definitely North Vena, most likely Westport, St Davids or Evans.”

“So, not Stakarov then?”

“No, definitely not. Ok, Luna. Take him back to his cage. Remember, he goes back tomorrow morning.”

“Ok mum. Come on, Edric.”

Luna took Edric back to his cage in the holding area. Like the previous day, she gave him a kiss, but this time it was a long tongue kiss.

Edric got into his cage.

“Edric?”

“Yes, Mistress Luna?”

“Have you ever thought about settling down one day?”

“Mistress Luna?”

“I mean, surely you wouldn’t want to live on your own in the wilds for all time? What if you became ill? What about when you became old and frail?”

Edric had never given it a thought.

“Wouldn’t you like to be owned by a nice woman who would treat you well, and go and live with her in her house?”

Edric said nothing. He just curled up in his cell.

“Good night, Edric. Take care of yourself. You’ll be going back to Marley and Hayley tomorrow.”




Chapter 8 – Stolen to Order

Friday 7 August 65

The next morning, Edric was woken up by a noise. He listened. He didn’t know what time it was, but it must have been early, as dawn was only just breaking. The door to the lab opened and three women appeared.

“Ah, here he is. Up you get boy, it’s time to go.”

Edric sat up and waited for them to open the cage door and let him out. To his surprise, instead of using a key to unlock the padlock, one of the women simple levered it with a long crowbar until it cracked and fell to the ground.

Before Edric could figure out what was going on, one of the other women reached in. At first, he thought she was going to help him get out, but at the last moment he saw the man-prod in her hand.

Buzz.

“Aaaaaargh!”

Edric blacked out.

When he came to, he found himself locked in a cell in a room with bright lights but no windows. The front of the cell consisted of iron bars, but the back and sides were masonry. The cell was actually larger than the cage he had been in at the lab. He could stand up or he could stretch out on the mattress provided. There was a bucket in one corner and a bottle of water in another.

After he had been there for what seemed like a couple of hours, Edric heard footsteps. He was laying on his back on the mattress when a woman appeared in front of his cell. She was wearing knee high black leather boots, a short black leather skirt and a black leather bra.

She stood in front of Edric’s cell and looked at him for a moment, before looking back the way she had come.

“Here he is, Ms Cassandra.”

Two more women then appeared. The third woman was dressed identically to the first, but Ms Cassandra, who seemed to be in charge, was wearing a smart business suit which did little to hide her big arse and huge tits.

All three had canes in boot holsters and man-prods in hip holsters.

“So, this is the so-called Wild Boy of Diana.”

Edric ignored her.

She looked at him.

“Stand up, boy.”

Edric remained on his mattress but turned his head to look at her. She drew her cane and rapped it hard onto the bars of the cage.

“I said stand up.”

Edric slowly got to his feet.

“I am Ms Cassandra. You will never speak unless spoken to first. You will then refer to me as Ms Cassandra and my assistants as Mistress. Is that clear?”

“Yes Ms Cassandra.”

“Open.”

One of the assistants unlocked the cage.

“Back up.”

Edric backed up. The two assistants entered the cage, went either side of Edric and grabbed his arms and held them tightly behind his back.

Ms Cassandra entered, still holding the cane in her hand. She placed her other hand under his chin and tilted his head up.

“Hmmm. He’s quite handsome.”

Then she reached down with her cane and used it to lift the front of his deer-skin skirt. She looked down. Then her spare hand moved down and grabbed his cock. She toyed with it for a few seconds and then let go and grabbed his ball bag instead. She weighed his balls in her hand and then released them.

“Nice equipment. Let’s hope he knows how to use it.”

She stepped back out of the cell and nodded to her assistants who joined her and locked the cell.

“Welcome to Cassandra’s Pleasure Palace, boy. It’s cost me a lot of money to bring you here. But I expect to get it all back and more. There are ladies in this city who will pay top dollar to spend a night with the Wild Boy of Diana. And they will expect to get their money’s worth. I hope they won’t be disappointed. If they are, I will be disappointed. And then your arse will suffer. Badly. Do I make myself clear, boy?”

“Yes, Ms Cassandra.”

“Very well.”

Cassandra’s Pleasure Palace was a legitimate enterprise. They had a license and paid their taxes and had a large stable of young men for customers to enjoy. But Edric’s picture did not appear in their catalogue or on their website.

They had regular inspections from the regulator who would make sure they were operating within the law, make sure their male holding pens were up to the required standards and give their stock a quick health check.

But in addition to the regulated services they offered to all their customers, Cassandra also offered specialised services, for an inflated fee. These services, known as off-reg, were only available to a select group of trusted customers, or friends that they were prepared to vouch for.

When customers paid for such services, Cassanda allowed them free reign to ignore the official regulations which governed licensed pleasure houses. They could whip or cane far beyond the officially permitted limits, and indulge in activities such as pegging, cock and ball torture and toilet service, which were not allowed at all.

Unlike the unlicensed pleasure houses, known as bonkhouses, because they were often disguised as, and often were, bunkhouses, or slave hostels, Cassandra did not often use stolen boys. Customers took a risk when they knowingly used an unlicensed pleasure house and as a result, they expected to pay much lower prices than they would at an official establishment.

However, Edric was an exception. Even though he was stolen goods, stolen to order in this case, his fame, coupled with the fact that he would be offered off-reg, meant that Cassandra would be able to charge premium rates.

Friday 14 August 65

Edric was kept locked up in his cell for days on end. Although the isolation didn’t bother him, being caged did. He dreamed of being free and spent the whole week lying on his mattress thinking of ways to escape. But the fact was, it was simply impossible as long as they kept him confined to his cell. And had no idea where he was or what they wanted from him.

The fact was, Cassandra couldn’t just advertise that she now had the Wild Boy of Diana on offer. She had to wait patiently until her trusted customers paid their next visit. She could then quietly inform them of her new acquisition one at a time.

It was not until the following Friday that Cassandra received her first booking. Ms Tanya, a Victoria businesswoman, booked him for that evening. Originally, she had intended to book one of Cassandra’s rooms but then Cassandra informed her that she had to stick to the official guidelines regarding whipping and caning unless she used a ball gag.

Ms Tanya didn’t want to use a ball gag. She got a huge thrill out of whipping and caning males, but a big part of her enjoyment came from hearing their screams. So, she opted for the more expensive option of a home visit. One of Cassandra’s staff would deliver the boy on Friday evening and would collect him the following morning.

Early that evening, two of Cassandra’s staff turned up in front of Edric’s cell. He was laying down on his mattress.

“Stand up, boy.”

Edric decided not to argue. The woman who had addressed him had a man-prod in her hip holster, and her side kick had a lance which was basically a man-prod attached to a wooden pole. Ideal for correcting recalcitrant males in their cells.

The woman looked him up and down.

“Put your shoes on.”

Edric was wearing his deer-skin skirt and jacket but had taken his shoes off. He put them back on.

“Get up against the wall.”

Edric wondered where he was going. He heard the cell door open and a moment later, his hands were zip tied behind his back. One of the women then forced a ball gag into his mouth and tightened the belt tightly around the back of his head.

Edric began to turn, assuming he would now be taken out of the cell.

“Stand still!”

The next moment, Edric felt a gauge of some kind being positioned behind his head, apparently to measuring the width. Then it was used to measure the distance from the bottom of his lower jaw to the top of his skull.

"Medium.” called out the woman holding the gauge.

Edric got a quick look at it as it was removed. It looked like a thick ruler, about 18 inches long, but it had two jaws that stuck out at right angles. One was fixed at the end, the other could be slid along the length of the gauge. Edric wondered why they needed to know the size of his head.

“Right, this way.”

Someone grabbed him by the shoulder and pulled him along. They went up some stairs and then along a corridor. Suddenly, they were outside in the fresh air.

“Stop!”

One of the women opened the rear doors of the van. Inside was a small cage which she opened.

“Bend down. That’s it. Now forward and into the cage.”

Edric crawled in and curled up. Then the cage was closed followed by the rear doors of the van. A moment later, they set off.

After what seemed like half an hour, the van stopped and then reversed a little way. Five minutes later, the van doors opened, and then his cage was opened, and Cassandra’s assistants grabbed him and pulled him out.

For a moment, he was in the driveway of a large house, but he didn’t get the chance to get a good look at it or the street as he was quickly taken inside.

Very soon he was in what he recognised as a slave punishment room. It was similar to the room he had been in at Consort Farms. He walked in and awaited further orders but instead the women just stopped inside the room and watched him.

A moment later, a big woman arrived and stopped in the doorway. She was in her early to mid-40’s and was wearing a black halter-neck bodysuit. It covered her shoulders and the outer sides of her huge breasts including her nipples, but the front of her neck down through her cleavage was left exposed. The halter ended just below her breasts. A tiny triangle of black cloth just about covered her pussy and was held up by two thin strips of material that ran from the top corners of the triangle to the halter just below her breasts, and another that ran up her arse crack, divided into two at the top, and then joined the halter at the same two places.

She looked at Edric.

“Nice!”

“Are you sure you don’t want him stripped naked and strapped down, Ms Tanya?”

“No thank you. I was six years in the special forces. I can handle any male.”

“Very good, maam. We’ll see you tomorrow morning, then. Have fun.”

Cassandra’s girls then left. Tanya closed and locked the door.

“So, we meet again.”

Edric had never seen her before in his life, and it must have shown in his face.

“Don’t worry, boy, I don’t expect you to remember me. But I watched one of your discipline sessions at Ms Marley’s. I would have loved to have been the one with the cane in my hand, but Ms Marley was adamant that only medium force could be used. That’s far too mild for my taste. But, when I heard that Cassandra had acquired you, I was overjoyed.”

Edric didn’t speak. It sounded like he was going to be on the receiving end of another beating.

“Hmmm. So, you’re the Wild Boy of Diana. You don’t look so tough. Take your clothes off boy.”

Edric weighed up the odds of making a break for it.

“I can see it in your eyes, boy. Don’t even think about it.”

But Edric was desperate. He rushed at Ms Tanya and boy slammed her. However, she must have been three times his weight and hardly moved. Edric grabbed the door handle. Shit! It was locked.

Smack!

Edric suddenly felt a violent impact on the side of his head. He fell to the floor, dazed.

Whack!

A foot connected sharply with his family jewels. He doubled up in pain.

“Behave yourself, boy, or you might annoy me.”

Edric felt his deer-skin shoes being pulled off, follow shortly by his skirt. The next moment, his jacket went, leaving him totally naked. Then a hand gripped his long hair, and another slid under his groin. He found himself being carried across the room and a moment later he was dumped on top of the caning horse.

Within seconds, his ankles had been attached to the shackles and the belt tightened behind his waist. His wrists followed as soon as Tanya had cut his zip ties.

Tanya approached and then carefully inspected his arse. She placed a hand on first one cheek and then the other and slowly ran her fingers over the smooth surface. Edric still had welts, but they were now very faint. His arse hadn’t been seriously assaulted for over a month, when Army Intelligence had tried to beat answers out of him. And it was now two weeks since his last dose of moderate discipline at Marley’s Animal Park.

“Excellent. It’s just as Ms Cassandra described it to me. Nice, and pink and smooth. The welts are hardly visible at all. Don’t get me wrong, I think a male’s arse should be kept permanently welted. But I like them to be my welts.”

Tanya walked across the room to where various different types of whips were hanging up on a rack. Edric’s eyes opened wide with fear. Being whipped was even more painful than being caned. His eyes followed Tanya. She had passed the whips and was now heading towards a basket of canes. But she ignored those as well. Instead, she opened a tall cupboard and removed a long thin wooden box. She opened the box and removed a cane. She stood before Edric. He looked up. Had never seen such a long cane. It must have been four feet from the very ornately carved handle to the tip.

“This is my long service cane, boy. Awarded to me when I retired from the army after the Stakarov war, after 22 years of service. Today is your lucky day, boy. Very few arses have had the honour of meeting my long service cane. But today, yours will be one of them. What do you say to that, boy?”

Edric wasn’t sure what he was meant to say.

Whack!

Tanya smacked the cane against one of the wooden legs of the caning horse.

“Speak, boy.”

“Thank you, Mistress Tanya.”

“That’s better. Prepare yourself boy. This is going to hurt. And after every stroke, you will thank me for honouring your arse with my cane. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Tanya.”

Tanya got onto position a few steps behind and well to the left of Edric’s smooth bottom. He prepared himself for the onslaught that was about to come.

He heard a couple of heavy footsteps as Tanya took a short run up and then:

Swiiiiiiiish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Edric screamed out in pain. Tanya wasn’t messing about with slow build ups. Instead, she put absolute maximum force into her first blow. But he had been expecting a barrage. Instead, she had only given him a single strike. But that one stroke was enough to make his arse cheeks throb with pain. Even now, 10 seconds later, he could still feel the cane on his arse.

“Aren’t you forgetting something, boy?”

“Thank you, Mistress Tanya.”

“For?”

Edric remained silent.

“Thank you for honouring my arse with your cane, Mistress Tanya. Say it.”

“Thank you for honouring my arse with your cane, Mistress Tanya.”

“That’s better. I want to hear that after every whack.”

Swiiiiiiiish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh! Thank you for honouring my arse, Mistress Tanya.”

A second strike, just as painful as the first. Edric screamed again and tears flowed from his eyes.

Swiiiiiiiish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh! Thank you, Mistress Tanya.”

Then a third. Clearly Tanya believed in quality over quantity. But her technique of having a short run up each time at least gave him about a one second warning. Just enough time to brace himself and get mentally prepared for the impact.

Swiiiiiiiish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh! “Thank you, Mistress Tanya.”

“For what?”

“Thank you for honouring my arse, Mistress Tanya.”

For the next whack, Edric tried clenching his arse cheeks together just before the strike, but it didn’t make any difference.

Swiiiiiiiish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh! Thank you for honouring my arse, Mistress Tanya.”

It occurred to Edric that each strike was landing on a different area of arse. He figured that with 22 years’ service in the army, Tanya was probably quite an accurate shot, and therefore her shots were likely landing right where she intended.

Swiiiiiiiish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

The next strike was again excruciatingly painful. But it then occurred to Edric that such powerful whacks must surely create much wider welts than usual. He hoped that his arse would be fully welted with fewer whacks than would normally be necessary.

Edric realised he had forgotten to thank Tanya.

“Thank you for honouring –“

Swiiiiiiiish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Tanya didn’t wait for him. But then Edric felt a hand caressing his arse cheeks, the fingers gently feeling the bumps and ridges.

Swiiiiiiiish! Thwack! “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!”

Another maximum force stroke landed.

“Yes, that will do. Beautiful. You should see your arse now, boy. Such a nice, deep, solid purple all over. You just don’t get that with multiple smaller welts merging into each other. In my opinion, and I’ve caned a few arses in my time, you get a much better result with a few accurate, evenly spaced maximum force strikes than you do by pratting about with lots of medium whacks. As I always say, if you’ve got a boy’s naked arse in front of you, whack the bugger, don’t tickle it.”

Tanya’s fingers slid slowly over Edric’s badly welted arse cheeks. He was surprised she didn’t scream and pull her fingers away, as his arse cheeks felt as though they were red hot.

“Mmmm. Lovely deep welts. Nice parallel furrows. An excellent job if I say so myself.”

“Right, boy, let’s get you on the bed and see what you’ve got in the meat department. I fancy going for a nice long ride.”

Tanya released Edric from the caning horse. His arse was so sore that he could barely walk, let alone contemplate any kind or resistance. She led him over to the bed. It was an upmarket Queendom sex bed. It had the usual corner shackles for tying down the male, but in this case the shackle chains could be extended or retracted by electric motors operated by a remote control.

But Edric also noted something unusual. In place of the usual pillows was a large plastic block, the full width of the bed, and fixed to it by clamps that gripped the frame. In the middle was a head shaped cut out. Next to the cut out, on both sides, were thin seat cushions. And there was a belt that disappeared into two slots between the cut out and the cushions.

Edric looked at Tanya, puzzlement on his face.

“Lay down on the bed on your back and drop your head into the mould. And spread your arms and legs.”

Edric got onto the bed. Initially, his head banged onto the hard plastic block, but he quickly felt for the moulded cut out and tried to drop his head into it, but the belt was in the way, Tanya pulled the belt out of his way and his head dropped in.

He found that his face protruded from the moulding by about two inches. It was quite a tight fit and he found that he was unable to turn his head sideways by more than a tiny amount, although he could raise and lower his head within the moulding.

Meanwhile, Tanya had connected the corner shackles to his wrists and ankles and pressed a button on the remote. The shackles retracted towards the corners, pulling him into a star shape. The shackle motors cut out when a preset tension was reached. Tanya then fitted a waist belt across his body and tightened it.  Edric now found that he was totally unable to move other than raising and lowering his head slightly.

Even that freedom was denied when Tanya moved the head belt into position over his forehead and tightened it.

“That’s better.” declared Tanya.

“You see, I don’t like my boys to be able to move at all. I like to be in charge of absolutely everything. The only thing you are allowed to move is your tongue.”

Tanya then popped two snap fasteners on her halter top and the tiny piece of cloth that had been covering her pussy, together with its thin straps, fell away. She then climbed up onto the bed, squatting astride Edric and facing his feet. She shuffled back and positioned herself above the head mould.

Edric was unable to look in any direction other than straight up. Tanya then sat down. She didn’t descent slowly. Instead, she came down hard, rather like someone flopping down into their favourite armchair after arriving home after a hard day’s work.

For a moment, Edric thought he was done for when he saw Tanya’s huge arse dropping down towards him. Her pink arse hole coming at him right between the eyes. He closed his eyes and braced himself. He was sure he was about to be crushed.

But fortunately, Tanya’s arse cheeks made contact with the seat cushions and slowed her descent just before they impacted Edric’s face.

Relieved, he tried to open his eyes only to find that Tanya’s arse cheeks were holding them closed and his nose was buried in her arse crack.

“Stick your tongue out and lick me, boy.”

Edric extended his tongue and found that Tanya’s gash was directly above it. He began to lick his tongue along the length of her flaps. Soon, he managed to part them and started licking her pink slit.

Tanya adjusted her position slightly to improve his access. Edric soon found her love hole and toyed with the entrance. He had the urge to tongue fuck it but found that with his head locked into position within the mould, it wasn’t possible.

However, it appeared Tanya had the same urge.

“Extend your tongue, boy. Keep it nice and rigid.”

Edric obeyed and Tanya began to move up and down slightly, helped by the give in the seat cushions. She spent the next couple of minutes twat fucking Edric’s tongue. It wasn’t long before her juices were flowing, and they had nowhere to go other than straight into Edric’s mouth.

Edric didn’t mind at all. He had become quite addicted to the taste of girl juice, or in this case, a nice vintage woman wine. He savoured it as it ran along his tongue and down his throat.

“Oh, yes, that’s nice. But I think it’s time to take a look at your meat.”

Tanya leaned forward to close the distance on Edric’s cock which cause her arse and quim to lift away from Edric’s face. He was able to open his eyes at last. He blinked as he became accustomed to the light and then stared mesmerised at Tanya’s huge arse and pink slit. The head mould meant that he was unable to look at anything else. It occurred to him that each of her arse cheeks was about the same width as his whole body. Then his eyes focused on her minged and his cock began to harden as he stared at Tanya’s tight twat and imagined himself burying his pork sword deep inside it.

Suddenly, his thoughts were interrupted as he felt one of Tanya’s hands grip the base of his cock, and a moment later, he felt her soft, moist lips grip his shaft as her mouth enclosed his bell end.

Tanya’s lips advanced down his shaft as she took more of his meat into her mouth and began playing with it using her tongue. She forced her lips right down to the base and kept them there as Edric’s meat continue to grow. Soon, her mouth was full to capacity, and Edric’s meat had nowhere to go except down her throat.

When Edric’s cock appeared to have reached its full size, Tanya drew her lips slowly up to the tip and then began to run them up and down his shaft which was slippery with her saliva. After a minute or two, she drew back and inspected the now fully erect weapon.

“Mmmm. Not bad, wild boy. It looks like a good eight inches of free-range boy beef. You know, I love taking a soft cock into my mouth, keeping it there while it grows, then taking it out and – voila – there it is, an eight-inch beef bayonet, and it’s all my own work.”

It seemed Tanya didn’t like to give male’s credit for anything.

Tanya then went back for another bout of cock sucking.

“Make sure this weapon has got its safety catch on, boy. If you shoot without permission, you won’t sit down again for a month. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Tanya.”

“Good. But now I think it’s time to go for that ride.”

Tanya got up into a squat, turned around to face Edric, and then adjusted her stance until her arse cheeks were above his thighs with her left hand resting on the head mould. Then she slowly lowered herself down, steering his man meat into her slippery slit with her right hand.

She then leaned forward and braced both her hands on the head mould cushions and began to ride him. She started slowly with short strokes but soon increased the pace. Tanya herself may have been a veteran, but going by how loose she felt, Edric reckoned her minge had also seen a lot of active service over the years and had probably earned quite a few campaign medals.

Despite her size, Tanya had a lot of stamina and seemed to have no trouble lifting her huge arse up and dropping it back down again at a steady rhythm. Squat riding could be quite tiring for the woman, and most would free their male’s hands so he could assist their upwards thrusts by pushing her arse cheeks up from underneath. But not Tanya. She wanted to do everything herself. She certainly didn’t want any help from a male.

Her arse just kept powering up and down, and with full length strokes. Several times, Edric thought she had gone too far and her minge was about to lose its grip on his man meat, but at the last moment, down she came again, her loose hole eagerly devouring his pork pole once again. Then her huge arse cheeks would bounce off the top of his thighs with a loud slap.

Although she had a loose box, Edric loved the feeling of her long flaps tickling the sides of his man meat as they brushed up and down his length. Then, all of a sudden, Tanya’s regular rhythm halted. She froze at the top of a thrust and Edric felt her hole suddenly tighten around his rod.

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

Tanya looked down.

“You may come if you want to, boy.”

Since Tanya had stopped thrusting, Edric wanted to thrust instead, but the tight waist belt prevented him.

Tanya backed away toward Edric’s legs and then kneeled down and leaned in towards his cock. She took hold of his meat and held it upright. Then she kissed his purple helmet. The bell end quivered but it wasn’t quite enough.

Tanya then extended her tongue, made contact with his ball bag, and then dragged her tongue over it and up the full length of his shaft. She then drew back.

Edric’s cock was straining. The shaft was rigid, but the bell end seemed to be twitching. Then it was all over. Edric’s ball bag suddenly pulsed and fired a rope of hot, white baby batter straight up into the air. Three more ropes quickly followed, and a pool of man milk quickly formed around Edric’s belly button.

Tanya then went for a shower in her en-suite, leaving Edric where he was. After half an hour or so, Edric dosed off.

Saturday 15 August 65

Edric was still in position in the punishment room when two of Cassandra’s assistants arrived to collect him the following morning. They cleaned him up as best they could and then took him back to the pleasure house, where he was hosed down in his cell and was then able to get some proper rest.

Edric was kept in his cell all the time except when he was working. Being stolen goods, and with a distinctive appearance, Cassandra did not want to risk him being seen by anyone except her most trusted staff. He had far less freedom than the legitimate pleasure boys that Cassandra owned.

Edric even began to look forward to working even though it invariably meant a severe whipping or caning. But usually, he only worked once or twice a week. The long periods of confinement began to take its toll, and Edric became more and more depressed. But there was no way to escape from his cell, and naturally, tight security was employed whenever he was working or being transported to or from a client.

Edric began to realise he would never escape without a huge slice of luck.




Chapter 9 – The Streets of Victoria

Friday 12 September 65

That slice of luck occurred just three weeks later.

Edric had been hired for the evening by a rich Diana based businesswoman who was visiting Victoria for a combined business trip and holiday. She was staying in a top-class hotel that had all the amenities including gym, swimming pool, sauna, two restaurants and customer use punishment rooms.

She had specially booked a hotel with a punishment room because a close friend and business partner had told her about the Wild Boy of Diana and she had decided she wanted to experience him.

Early that Friday evening, two staff members arrived at his cell to collect him.

“Stand up. Up against the wall.”

As usual, Edric’s hands were zip tied behind his back, and a ball gag was forced into his mouth. He was then taken outside to the van. It was raining quite hard, so he quickly climbed into the back of the van and into the cage. The cage was then closed and locked and the van doors were slammed shut. The van then set off.

Edric wondered who tonight’s customer would be. Or more precisely, would practices she would be into. Would it be whipping or caning? And if so, would she be an advocate of extreme force or of prolonged beatings? Edric had experience both.

Or would she be into torture? One customer had asked Cassandra’s girls to attach him to a whipping frame upside down. He was suspended spread eagle in mid-air. She then spent five minutes caning his balls. Edric had never screamed as loudly before or since. To be fair, she then gave him a really nice standing blow job.

Then there was the woman who got the girls to fit his head into her human toilet. They had also fitted him with a special gag that held his mouth wide open. Then she sat down on the seat above his face. She apparently hadn’t had enough to drink recently, as Edric had to lay there for 10 minutes looking up at her slit before she was finally able to force out a long, hot piss. Fortunately, Edric correctly predicted the start of the piss and managed to take a quick breath just before the downpour starting. He then held his breath, and once his mouth was full, the remainder flowed down his cheeks, and he was able to get away with only swallowing a single mouthful.

To be fair, there were some customers who only gave him a token caning before getting down to some fairly standard sex. It was noticeable that amazon and squat riding were the favoured positions. Edric figured they just wanted to be able to say that they had shagged the Wild Boy of Diana.

Crunch!

What the fuck? Edric found himself being thrown around in the cage as the van rolled over and over. When the dust had settled, the van was on laying on one side. The cage had been severely deformed, but its small size had worked to his advantage. Although he had been badly bruised, the cage had prevented him from being thrown about too much.

He crawled to the back of the van. The cage door had burst open, and the rear doors of the van were a twisted mess. He lay down and kicked them open with his feet. Seconds later, he was outside. It was still raining. A car had run a red light and T boned them.

Edric walked around to the front. The door that was facing up was pushed open and one of Cassandra’s girls began to climb out. She looked at Edric but was clearly badly dazed.

“Are you ok, boy? Wait there, I’ll help you in a minute.”

She then looked back down into the van.

“Vicky? Grab my hand.”

The sound of a siren made Edric look up. It suddenly occurred to him that he was free. Not only that, but the police would soon be here. The girls could not report him to the police since he was stolen property. And they wouldn’t be able to chase after him themselves. If they ran off from the scene of an accident the moment the police arrived, questions would be asked.

Without further ado, Edric ran off into the night, quickly turning down a side street to avoid the busy main road. But after less than a minute, he had to slow to a walk. The ball gag in his mouth meant he was out of breath in moments.

He figured he was still in Victoria but had no idea which way he should go. He decided any direction would do. If he just kept going in more or less the same direction, eventually he must leave the city.

However, it appeared he had already used up his dose of luck for that day, because after half an hour he found himself at the sea front. He was on a beach. Over to his right appeared to be a secure fenced off area containing a number of warehouses. Some areas were floodlit. Edric figured it must be Victoria docks.

On his left was a long sandy beach lined with beach huts. Edric decided to head left, but he had only taken a few steps when the rain suddenly increased in intensity.

Looking around for somewhere to shelter, Edric saw a gap under the floor of the first beach hut, which was raised up a few feet on wooden legs. He crawled into what he thought would be a tiny space, but it was bigger than he thought once he got underneath and was completely sheltered from the wind and rain.

He decided to stop there until the rain eased off. He crawled in and collapsed onto the ground to get his breath back. It took him a full half hour to recover.

Having finally recovered, Edric got to work on the zip ties binding his wrists. Ten minutes of rubbing them back and forth along the sharp edge of a stone was enough to cut one of them. It fell off, freeing up his hands. One wrist still had a zip tie around it, but first Edric unfastened and removed the ball gag.

After finally cutting off the last zip tie, he relaxed and soon dozed off. When he woke up a few hours later, it was still dark and still raining. He decided to stay put. He would venture out at first light and either make good his escape, or if there were too many people about, he should at least be able to get a better idea of his situation and decide which way would be the best way to go. He would then leave the following evening.

Saturday 13 September 65

When Edric woke up the following morning, it was well past first light but at least it had stopped raining. But he was still tired. He had not slept at all well. Although he had been sheltered from the elements, he had been unable to get comfortable and had tossed and turned all night long. And now he was thirsty and hungry.

It then occurred to Edric that although he could live off the land in almost any environment, he was like a fish out of water in the city. He had no idea where he could find food or drink. The best plan was clearly to get out of the city as soon as possible.

He peered out of his hiding place. He wished he had woken up earlier. The beach already had a few women wandering about. It wasn’t crowded by any means, but it only needed one woman to see him. His distinctive appearance would be a giveaway.

He looked in the other direction. He could not see anyone inside the dockyard. At least, not on this side of the nearest warehouses. But beyond them were dockside cranes and a couple of ships. And no doubt it would be a hive of activity before long.

Edric decided the best plan would be to head directly inland, away from the coast. Coastlines were too restrictive. If you got spotted, half the directions you could potentially flee in were already ruled out.

There was no doubt that it would be wise to wait for darkness, but Edric was hungry and thirsty. He decided to set off immediately but move cautiously and stick to the back streets. But it was easier said than done. He made it up to the coast road, but then he needed to cross it. There seemed to be an endless stream of vehicles.

Two cars were parked at the side of the road a short distance from where he wanted to cross, and he squatted down between them and waited. He had to wait a full 5 minutes. Luckily no pedestrians passed by in the meantime.

As soon as he saw the gap, he went for it. He ran diagonally across the road and into a narrow lane he had seen. It was an unmade road, barely wide enough for a vehicle, but after a few yards, it made a sharp turn to the left and ran behind the properties on the coast road. It allowed access to the large back yards that these properties had. Some of them had garages facing onto the access road.

There was nobody in sight on the access road, so Edric set off, He was heading north. He didn’t really want to go in this direction, which was towards the city centre, but the alternative was to go back to the coast road, so he pressed on.

Then he froze. A woman had walked out of a property about 100 yards ahead. Edric quickly turned around to hide his face and began slowly walking back the way he had come. After a few seconds he glanced behind. The woman was walking away from him. He turned around again and continued slowly. He didn’t want to catch her up.

After a few minutes, the woman came to the end of the lane where it joined another road, turned left and disappeared. A minute later, Edric was approaching the end of the lane. He had a quick look in both directions along the road.

Shit! There were only two women in sight, but they were both approaching his location, one from each direction. He turned around again and began walking back. He would give them a minute to go past and then go back and have another look.

A minute later, just as he was about to turn around again, a woman came out of a back gate and into the lane. She was only a few yards in front of Edric. She immediately stopped and stared at him. Edric also stopped. The woman then rushed back through her gate.

Edric quickly concluded that she was going to report him. There was no point stopping here. He needed to get out of here. He ran back to the end of the lane once again. He stopped and looked out. Then it occurred to him that it didn’t really matter if he was seen, as he had likely already been reported.

The important thing was to get away from this immediate area and find an area with more opportunities for concealment. He turned right and sprinted along the road but soon saw a park on his left so crossed the road and went into it.

He sprinted across the park passing several women on the way, some probably on their way to work, others walking their dog. He heard a siren and saw it drive along the road at the side of the park. It was heading towards where he had first been spotted.

Just as he reached the end of the park, he heard a shout and looked around to see a police officer running after him. He reckoned he could outrun her, but more worrying was the fact that she was on her radio no doubt reporting his position and direction.

Edric ran out of the park, crossed the road and ran down a residential street. It was a more upmarket street than the others and had detached bungalows on both sides. Several women saw him and quickly crossed to the other side to avoid him.

Edric kept running but was beginning to tire. He turned left into a driveway and ran into the back garden of a house. He froze. There was a man working in the garden. He looked up at Edric and stared at him.

“Hey, you’re that –“

“Yes, that’s right. Is there anyone home?”

“No, my mistress has gone to work.”

Edric didn’t want to remain here in case he had been seen. He decided the best bet was to climb the six-foot fence at the back of the garden.

“Help me climb over this fence, will you?”

“Sure.”

The guy made a step with his hands. Edric put his foot in it and the guy pushed him up. Edric pulled himself up, had a quick look over and then swung his leg over.

“Thanks.”

“Good luck, mate.”

Edric jumped down. He figured he must be in the back yard of a property that fronted onto the coast road. The properties on this road were amongst the oldest in the city. They were semi-detached and didn’t have driveways. They were built close together with a shared alleyway between each building that allowed you to get from the street to the back yard without going inside.

Edric made his way along the alley until he could see both ways along the coast road. There was light traffic but there were also pedestrians. It would be too risky to go along it in either direction.

He returned to the back yard and looked into the neighbouring back yards on either side. They were divided by four-foot-high chain link fences. Edric climbed four of them and arrived in a back yard that had a garden shed.

It was padlocked shut. But the next garden also had a shed and it didn’t appear to be padlocked. Before he climbed the fence into the next garden, Edric went over to an outside tap he had spotted. He turned it on and gulped down more than a pint of cool, clear water. A minute later, he was in the neighbour’s shed. It had a hard concrete floor, but it would do.

He sat down on the floor of the shed and relaxed but kept his ears open. Several times he heard sirens wailing as police cars whizzed by on the street. Edric wondered how many times he had been reported.

When it began to get dark, Edric stood up and looked out. All was quiet. He was starving. Then it occurred to him that he had not seen or heard anybody in the house who’s yard he was in. There were no lights on in the house at the moment. Edric decided to wait until most of the lights in the neighbouring houses had gone out. When that happened, if he still hadn’t seen any sign of activity in his house, he would break in and search for food.

Sunday 14 September 65

It was just after midnight and there was still no sign of life in his house. Edric left the shed and went up to the rear window and pressed his nose to the glass. It appeared to be a combined kitchen and dining room.

A quick survey showed all the ground floor windows were closed. Edric decided he would try to smash a small hole in a window then reach in and open it from the inside using the handle. He went back to the shed and picked up a rag he had noticed. He would wrap it around a large stone he had found, hoping it would dull the noise. Then he would wrap it around his arm as he reached in, to protect himself from getting cut by the broken glass.

He got into position.

Thud! No effect.

He tried again, harder this time.

THUD! No effect.

Third time lucky. He hit the glass with maximum force.

It worked! But instead of a small hole, the window cracked over its entire length and a huge piece of glass fell inside with a huge crash.

Edric froze and listened for any possible reaction. There were no sounds coming from inside and no lights came on. He stepped back and checked the neighbouring houses. No lights there either.

But just as he was thinking about climbing in, he was suddenly illuminated by a flashlight. It came from the neighbouring garden.

Edric turned to look, but the glare prevented him from seeing anything. Then as quickly as it had appeared, the light disappeared. He heard a door slam as the neighbour rushed back inside.

Edric decided it was time to get out of there. He didn’t risk climbing in to search for food. Instead, he ran down the alleyway between the houses and out into the street.

He ran for about 10 minutes, turning down first one road and then another, but with no real idea of where he was going. Fortunately, he encountered no pedestrians at all and only the occasional vehicle, which advertised their approach by their headlights. After a few minutes he heard the siren of a police car followed a minute later by a second.

Running was difficult in his deer-skin jacket, so instead he adopted a fast stride, interspersed with short bouts of running whenever he felt his energy returning. He kept this pace for another 20 minutes. Then, seeing the flashing lights of an approaching police car, he turned left off the road he was on and headed down a side road. It was a narrow road without streetlights and had tall hedges on both sides. Edric could make out buildings, but they were set well back from the road. He felt safer and slowed to a walk. The road sloped downhill as he walked.

Edric could hear waves crashing and realised he was heading towards the sea. Sure enough, after about 5 minutes, the road ended at a sandy beach. Over to his left, only a quarter of a mile away, Edric could see the perimeter of the dockyards and beyond it, certain areas of the docks were illuminated by floodlights.

Edric’s first instinct was to simply head north along the beach until he was clear of the city. But as he stared in that direction, his eyes could just make out a dark shape that he thought might be a headland jutting out into the sea. He could also see the lights of a large building that was clearly on higher ground.

He decided to wait. It was just starting to get light, and he didn’t want to get trapped on a dead-end beach. He would wait until he could get a good look at what was up ahead and then decide his next move.

In the meantime, he turned south along the beach. After only 200 yards, he arrived at a stream and immediately after it a high fence. This was the northern perimeter of Victoria Docks. But behind the beach at this point were trees and vegetation. He pushed in but soon found that it was a very small area. After barely 20 yards, he arrived at a hedge. Beyond it and also bounded by the dockyard and the road he had just come down, was a large house set in a manicured garden.

Still, this small area would do. He kneeled down and had a drink from the stream and then found a spot to relax. Then he heard a noise. It was his stomach. He was so hungry. He decided to investigate the large house. He got up and checked the hedge again, looking for somewhere he could push through.

The garden comprised a manicured lawn surrounded by well-maintained flower beds. There were also raised flower beds, bushes scattered about, and there was a large patio area with a table and chairs, and also greenhouse.

But Edric’s eyes focused on a compound surrounded by a low brick wall. It contained half a dozen wheely bins.

He found a spot where he could crawl through the hedge and then made for the wheely bins, assuming the adjacent part of the house would likely be the kitchen. There was a door and also a window. He tried the door, but it was locked. He looked in through the window, but the light was off, and it was still too dark to make anything out.

He sat down next to the wheely bins. Just half an hour later, a light was switched on. It partially illuminated the compound, although the daylight was rapidly increasing anyway. Edric could sounds coming from inside.

He stood up next to the window and inched towards it, trying to look in without being seen. Yes, it was a kitchen all right. And there was one male. He looked to be about 30. He was probably preparing breakfast for the mistresses of the house.

Edric was trying to summon up the courage to knock on the door and ask for food. Would the male help him, or would he shout for his mistress? Edric didn’t know. But the male he had encountered the previous evening hadn’t betrayed him.

But before he could make up his mind, the kitchen door opened and the man stepped out, carrying a plastic bag of rubbish.

“What the fuck!”

Edric looked at him.

“Hi there.”

“What do you want? Hey, you’re the Wild Boy, aren’t you?”

“Yes, that’s me. Please don’t give me away.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t. But what are you doing here?”

“I’m starving.”

The man looked at him for a moment.

“Wait there. I’ll get you something.”

The man dumped his bag of rubbish in one of the wheely bins and went back inside. Edric was left waiting for some time. After 15 minutes, the man had still not returned. Edric was beginning to get worried. Had he been dobbed in? Were the police on their way at that very moment?

But then the kitchen door opened again and the same man reappeared.

“Here you go. But get out of here. They’re searching for you everywhere.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t have time to explain but read this.”

The man gave him something in a paper bag and also handed him a newspaper.

“Good luck to you, mate.”

“Thank you. I’m very grateful.”

Edric quickly made his way back to the hedge and into the tiny patch of woodland. He got comfortable and looked in the bag. Some thick ham sandwiches. He took a bite. Delicious. Just what he needed.

He looked at the newspaper, the Victoria Sunday News.

“Wild Boy of Diana on the loose in Victoria. Terrified residents lock themselves in their homes.”

“Victoria Police are combing the city for a violent male – believed to be the Wild Boy of Diana - after a terrified woman confronted a male trying to smash his way into her neighbour’s house. The so-called Wild Boy has been missing since he was stolen from Central Park Zoo more than 5 weeks ago. A police spokesman said they were following up sighting reports they had received although they refused to give details. But she said they were confident he would be caught within the next day or two.”

“The male is easily recognized by his unusual clothing made from deer skins. Anyone who sees him should immediately inform the police. Do not approach him. He has not undergone slave training and will not obey female commands except under threat of force.”

As it was now full daylight, Edric carefully moved the short distance to the beach. There were women on the beach now, so he dropped to the ground and crawled the remaining distance and looked out to the north.

As he feared, the beach wasn’t very long. It ended after only half a mile where it reached a rocky headland that protruded into the ocean. And it had tall cliffs behind it at the northern end. On the high ground above the beach but set back from it was the building whose lights he had seen the night before. It looked like a prison.

But one thing was certain. He would need to come up with a new route out of the city.

Edric reversed off the beach a little way. He had heard a vehicle and now he could hear lots of voices. It seemed a large group were about to come onto the beach from the road he had used, which was only 200 yards away.

As soon as they began to emerge, fear coursed through Edric’s veins. He recognised the green uniforms. It was the Queendom Army! There appeared to be 12 troopers plus an officer.

Edric didn’t know it, but the public, frightened by hyped up news reports, were demanding his immediate capture, and with Victoria’s duchess and councillors up for re-election next month, they were demanding action from Victoria’s police chief. She in turn had requested assistance from the army.

Two detachments of the Victoria Volunteers, based at Victoria Garrison, less than a mile away from Edric’s current location, were assigned to help the police to do organized sweeps.

Edric watched as the officer issued orders. She glanced in his direction before deciding to search the much larger area to the north first. Eight of them made their way into the tree belt that bordered the beach while two others and the officer stayed on the beach. They then began slowly advancing along the beach.

Edric was sure they would check his area out when they got back. He had to move on. There was no way he could risk using the road. Besides, they had probably left a girl or two to guard their truck.

He would have to go back into the garden of the big house. But when he got to where he had crawled through the hedge last time, he saw four women relaxing in the patio area and being served drinks by a slave.

Shit! That left only the high fence that formed the perimeter of the dockyard. But he would at least be able to climb it inside his wooded area, so he would not be seen from the outside. But he assumed there would be security guards or maybe even patrols inside the docks.

But maybe that would work in his favour. Maybe with it being a secure area anyway, the police and army wouldn’t bother to search it. And the dock’s own security would probably just carry on their normal routine and not get excited unless they actually saw an unauthorised person inside the perimeter or found evidence of theft. At least, that was Edric’s theory.

He didn’t waste any time. He quickly climbed the fence. It was eight feet high, and at the top, another piece of fencing leaned out at an angle and was topped with barbed wire. But it wasn’t a problem, especially as Edric was able to hold onto the branches of a tree growing just outside the fence, to help him.

Two minutes later, and he was crouched down just inside the fence. He now needed to find somewhere to hide until the fuss had blown over. Then he would climb back out again and make good his escape.

But unlike the area on the outside, on the inside there was little in the way of vegetation, and certainly not enough to hide in. The obvious place to hide was in one of the vast warehouses where goods were stored after being unloaded from ships or before being loaded.

Edric began to crawl over the grass towards the nearest warehouse. When he came across a drainage ditch, he crawled into it and made rapid progress. It got him to within 100 yards.

He reached a concrete roadway that ran in front of the warehouse. The drain was carried under the roadway by a pipe, but it was too small to crawl through.

Edric studied the warehouse. He was looking at its north side. Most of the activity seemed to be on the west side. He didn’t have a good view of it, but he could see that there were trucks backed up to it on that side. On his side, there was only a single door. His eyes were focussed on it because it had been left open. He watched it for half an hour. Nobody went in or out.

It was time for action. He got up and ran for the door. He stopped just outside and carefully looked in. It was a mistake. At the exact moment, two security guardesses on patrol came around the corner of the warehouse just in time to see him.

“Hey, you. Stop there.”

Edric dashed in and closed the door. Inside was row after row of crates, some stacked one on top of another, some of them 5 or 6 crates high. A fleet of fork trucks were stacking the crates or taking them away as needed.

There were a vast number of places to hide. Edric quickly went down a row and stood out of sight between two boxes while he decided where to go. He was surprised that he hadn’t seen anybody so far.

But then he heard a noise. He glanced out. Shit! A forklift was heading his way coming from the right. It slowed down as it neared his position then turned right to face the racks on the opposite side of the row. It then raised its forks and extracted a crate. It then went back the way it had come. But what amazed Edric was that there was no driver. It was completely automatic.

Edric began to wonder if there was anyone in the warehouse at all. But a quick reconnaissance soon confirmed that there was. There were both overseers and slaves in the loading bays where the trucks were backed up to the loading docks.

And Edric also spotted an office built into the loading bay wall. It was elevated so that whoever was in it could get a good view of the whole loading area.

As he watched, two security guards entered through a door next to one of the loading bays. They climbed the steps of the zig-zag metal stairway that gave access to the elevated office. A minute later, they came out again accompanied by two other women. When they reached the loading bays, one of the women began shouting instructions, but Edric couldn’t hear what was being said. But everyone, overseers and slaves, gathered around to listen. After a minute they all dispersed. Edric wondered where they had all gone. The next moment, all the roller doors on the loading docks began to descend.

Shit! They were sealing him in. Although the warehouse was huge, the only real hiding places were obvious. Behind or between crates. The main benefit for someone not wanting to be found was that there were so many places and you could move from one to another with ease.

But if there were enough searchers and they were organized, they could simply form a long line and sweep from one end to the other.

Edric had a good look around. Where should he go? Then he spotted it. He ran up to the metal stairway and climbed up to the elevated office. The office was prefabricated and was bolted to a steel frame. But the top of the office was not flush with the roof of the warehouse. Edric decided he would get up onto the roof of the office.

He had just settled down when he heard a noise. One of the roller doors was opening. Then he heard voices. He crawled forward and looked down. Green uniforms. Dozens of troopers were coming in. A few of them were armed but most weren’t.

Two women, one in the green uniform and the other a civilian, began climbing the stairs. Edric guessed they were an officer and probably a dock official. Maybe the warehouse manageress. He crawled over to the edge of the office that was furthest from the door to avoid being seen.

He could hear orders being shouted from down below and watched as all the troopers disappeared towards one end of the warehouse. After a minute he heard the office door below him open and close as the two women arrived. He now needed to keep absolutely quiet.

About 10 minutes later, he saw them. Queendom Army troopers walking slowly in line abreast, four in each row, looking between and behind each crate and checking for loose lids, two checking one way and two the other, as they advanced along the length of the warehouse.

Well, they wouldn’t find him down there. Edric wondered how certain they were that he was in this warehouse. He was seen coming in but he could have gone back out through another door. What would they do when they finished their sweep and didn’t find him?

The troopers got to the end of the warehouse and then came back to the loading area and milled about, talking. The NCO in charge looked up at the office and shrugged. The office door opened and closed. Edric saw that the army officer was heading back down, probably to discuss where to search next.

Edric was getting uncomfortable laying in the same position on the hard roof of the office. He carefully and slowly moved his legs slightly. The roof creaked slightly and Edric froze. But there was no noise from inside the office, and he breathed a sigh of relief.

Two minutes later, and the officer and the NCO were still having their discussion. The office door opened and closed again, and soon Edric saw the civilian descending the stairs. She went over to join the other two.

Edric knew immediately that something was wrong as all three stared up at the office. Then the NCO shouted orders and had soon gathered four troopers around her. They also looked up at the office.

There was no doubt about it. He had been rumbled. Well, they wouldn’t get him without a fight. He got down from the roof and went into the office itself. He noticed that the door could be latched on the inside but doubted it would keep them out for long. So, he grabbed a small filing cabinet, intending to shove it up against the door. But then he had a better idea. He dragged it out of the door and onto the metal landing.

There were six flights of steps. The first one rose up to a flat metal landing where you turned back on yourself and then climbed the next one. The third and fifth flights were directly above the first. The second, fourth and sixth were off to the side.

Edric gave the filing cabinet a shove and it went clattering down the stairs until it arrived at the landing where the fifth and sixth flights joined.

The officer and the NCO and four troopers, who had just started making their way up, stopped while they figured out what was going on. Then they resumed their climb. Meanwhile, the computer and the printer had joined the filing cabinet.

Soon, the officer arrived at the top of the fifth flight of steps. Her way was blocked by the pile of stuff Edric had pushed down the stairs. She turned to see Edric at the top of the sixth, just outside the office door. He had stockpiled some ammunition. He had four heavy reference books next to him and another in his hand.

If anyone wanted to get to him, they would have to clamber over his roadblock. While doing that, they would be bombarded with books. The officer, who was in front, realised that. She glared up at him.

“Don’t be stupid, boy. Put that down and give yourself up.”

Edric made a movement with his hand and the officer flinched. He then leaned over the handrail. The troopers had stopped halfway up the fifth flight of steps and would be easy targets. The officer then made a sign and the troopers backed down and returned to the ground.

Edric maintained his position on the landing outside the office so he could see what was going on. He didn’t really have a plan, but he was damned if he was just going to give up.

Nothing happened for a while. Edric knew they must be planning something, but he had no idea what it might be.

Then, half an hour later, there was movement down below. Six troopers were again climbing the stairway, but Edric noticed that these had camouflage uniforms instead of plain green. Edric armed himself with “Warehouse Management: A Complete Guide” and got ready.

He heard the noise of boots on metal as they climbed the stairs. But when they appeared on the fifth flight, all he could see was a long riot shield being held over the heads of two or maybe three troopers.

Frustrated, he chucked the book and watched as “Warehouse Management” bounced off the shield and then fell to the floor. Two more books quickly followed, but then he retreated inside the office, latched the door and shoved the computer desk up against it.

He then heard scraping and banging sounds as the troopers climbed over his makeshift roadblock. A face then looked in through the glass window in the door.

“Come on out, boy. Don’t make this more difficult than it needs to be.”

Edric ignored them.

“Open the door or we’ll break it down. This is your last chance.”

Edric went and sat down on a swivel chair as if he didn’t have a care in the world.

Bash!

Edric turned to look at the door.

Bash!

The door was already beginning to deform.

Bash!

There was a loud splintering sound.

Bash!

The latch snapped and the door opened about a foot pushing the computer desk back the same distance.

There was then a loud scraping noise as several troopers forced the door wide open pushing the computer desk along in front of it. Four troopers then rushed into the office, two climbing over the desk and two pushing around it.

They approached Edric, briefly pausing as if waiting for his reaction, and then lunged. They knocked him off the chair and onto the floor. A moment later, his hands were secured behind his back. He was then blindfolded.

“Right, take him down.” said the officer.

Edric was pushed and pulled down the stairway and then dragged outside. He was then hauled up into the back of an army truck and made to sit on the floor just behind the cab.

Ten minutes later, he heard the troopers boarding, and then the front doors slammed shut and they were off. After another fifteen minutes, Edric was in a cell behind the guardroom at Victoria Garrison. His handcuffs and blindfold had been removed.

He was fed and watered. Afterwards, he lay back on the mattress and tried to sleep.




Chapter 10 - Conclusion

Monday 15 September 65

The following morning, an officer and a trooper in camouflage uniform arrived in front of his cell.

“Stand up, boy.” said the officer.

Edric did so.

“You’re right, Sue. It is. There’s no doubt about it.”

“Do you remember me, boy?”

Edric looked at her. She looked familiar but he couldn’t place her.

“On the island, boy.”

Then Edric remembered. It was Lieutenant Deborah and the other woman was Susan who had bent him over a tree trunk and tried to beat information out of him. He then realised that the troops who had finally got him the previous day were Queendom Special Forces. He wondered what they wanted now. No doubt he was in for another beating. But to his surprise, they just walked off.

Tuesday 15 September 65

The next day, two civilian police officers collected Edric from Victoria Garrison. He was transferred to a cell in Victoria Central police station. Then, early in the afternoon, he was taken to an interview room.

“Stand there, 9820.”

The officer behind the desk began to question him.

“I am Inspector Morgan. I’m going to ask you some questions. What happened to you on the morning of August 7th?”

Edric didn’t know what to say. He didn’t take much interest in what the date was or even what day of the week it was.

“Don’t know, Officer.”

“I’m referring to the morning you were stolen from Central Park Zoo.”

“Three women, break lock, knock me out, Officer.”

“Would you recognize any of them if you saw them again?”

“No, Officer.”

“Any idea where they took you?”

“No.”

“What did they do with you?”

“Rent me, Officer.”

“The rented you out for – services?”

“Yes, Officer.”

“And how did you get away?”

“Van crash, Officer.”

“Your van crashed? What sort of crash? Just a shunt or more serious?”

“Van roll over. Crawl out. Run away.”

The Officer suddenly looked interested.

“When was this?”

“What day now?”

“It’s Tuesday.”

Edric had to think.

“Friday.”

Inspector Morgan pressed a button and soon there was a knock on the door.

“Come.”

“You called, boss?”

“Yes, Mandy. Find out if there was a serious car crash in Victoria on Friday evening. We’re looking for a van. It was a rollover. I want the name of the driver and any passengers in the van.”

“Yes, boss.”

Mandy went out and closed the door but a minute later the phone rang and Morgan picked it up.

“Yes?”

“Oh, hi Mandy . . . Who? . . . Ok, put her through.”

“Good afternoon, Ms Marley. What can I do for you?”

It was Ms Marley from Marley’s Animal Park. Edric listened in to Inspector Morgan’s side of the conversation.

“Yes, he’ s here. In fact, I’m questioning him at this very moment.”

“Ah. We’ve got a bit of a problem there and until it’s been resolved, I’m afraid you won’t be able to have him back.”

“Well, the problem is, you bought him from the DST. But it turns out, the DST had no right to sell him. You see, it seems he’s a foreign citizen.”

“We don’t know. We’re trying to find out.”

“Yes, I know, but apparently he didn’t enter illegally.”

“I’m sorry but I can’t disclose that.”

“Yes, the DST will refund you. Ok, I’ll keep you informed. Good afternoon.”

Edric was intrigued. Were they going to let him go? What he didn’t know was that Lieutenant Deborah had informed Army Command that Edric had been brought back to South Vena as a security precaution but had then been lost. Army Command had then informed the Queen, who insisted he be repatriated to his home colony.

Inquiries had then been made at the Romulus, Wells and Westport consulates in Victoria. The Queendom claimed that he appeared to have been shipwrecked at a young age but had made it ashore on South Vena and had then lived rough for many years. But they made no mention of their own part in how he had arrived in South Vena, and they especially didn’t mention that they had picked him up on the small island south of Romulus. They did not want any foreign colony to know that they had been there.

Monday 21 September 65

Nearly a week passed by, and none of the northern colonies had laid claim to him. This left the Queen with something of a dilemma, as technically any unclaimed male belonged to the Queen. What should she do with him?

There were various suggestions, including giving him back to Ms Marley, adding him to the Queen’s own stable or taking him back to where they had found him and dumping him there.

To help her decide, the Queen sent Ms Anthea, one of her aides, to find out if he had any preferences.

But when a police officer escorted her to Edric’s cell, she found that he wasn’t in a very talkative mood.

Edric was laying on his mattress, on his side and up against the wall.

“9820. There’s someone here to see you.”

He glanced around, didn’t recognise her, and ignored her.

“Is he always like this, Officer Lucy?”

“Well, he has been for the last few days. And he’s getting worse. He just doesn’t like being locked up. And now he’s started to refuse his meals.”

“What’s being done about it?”

“Well, we had a doctor in yesterday, and she diagnosed depression. But she said he’s fit and healthy and not in any real danger at the moment as long as he keeps taking fluids. But if he doesn’t start eating again by the end of the week, we are to call her back.”

“I see. Well, it doesn’t look like he’ll talk to me today. Let me know if he perks up and keep me informed of his condition.”

“Of course, Ms Anthea.”

Tuesday 22 September 65

Somehow, the news leaked out, and the local press went with the headline:

“Wild Boy of Diana goes on Hunger Strike”.

Amongst those who read the story that morning were Dorothy and Luna at Central Park Zoo.

“Mum, we should go and see him. I’m sure we’ll be able to talk him out of it.”

Dorothy picked up the phone and called Central Police station.

“Only his owner can visit him, or someone the owner has given permission to.”

“Ms Marley?”

“No. They think he’s a foreign citizen but since no colony has claimed him, his ownership defaults to the Queen.””

“I see.”

Dorothy picked up the phone again.

“Who are you calling, mum?”

“I know someone on the Queen’s staff.”

Friday 25 September 65

A few days later, Dorothy was informed by mail that she and Luna had the Queen’s permission to visit 9820. They decided to visit on Friday.

The entered the police station and walked up to the reception desk.

“Hello. I am Officer Sally. How can I help you.”

“Good morning, Sally. My name is Dorothy and this is Luna. We are here to visit 46-0-9820.”

“The Wild Boy?”

“Yes. I have permission from the palace.”

Dorothy produced the letter.

Sally’s eyes opened wide. You didn’t often see such letters.

“Very well. Just a moment.”

Sally found the correct form and filled it in and then Dorothy and Luna signed it. Then Sally spoke to someone on her phone and a few minutes later, a guardess appeared.

“June, this is Dorothy and Luna, they have permission to visit 9820.”

Five minutes later, they arrived in front of Edric’s cell.

“9820, you have visitors.”

As usual, Edric was laying on his side, staring at the wall. He didn’t even glance round.

“I’m afraid there’s no visiting room for male prisoners.” said Sally.

“But you can go in if you like.”

She unlocked the cell and swung the door open.

Dorothy went in.

“How are you getting on, boy?”

No response.

“Edric!”

Edric was so surprised to hear his name shouted that he looked around. Edric looked pale. Dorothy and Luna were both shocked by his appearance.

“Oh, my poor boy. What’s happened to you?”

Edric wasn’t used to sympathy. He turned around to sit on the edge of his bed. He hadn’t eaten for 8 days and was feeling weak and was in a bit of a daze.

“Come here my darling.”

Dorothy held her arms wide ready to hug him. In his weakened dreamlike state, Edric thought it was his mother who had passed away over 10 Years earlier.

“He rushed into her arms and burst into tears.”

Dorothy held him tight and rocked him from side to side. She then beckoned to Luna who then joined in the hug.

“There, there, Edric. Don’t worry, we’ll get you out of here. Everything’s going to be fine. You’ll see.”

Then she whispered to Luna.

“Luna. See if you can get him some food.”

Luna had a word with Sally, and she went off to see what she could get. She came back five minutes later with a thick casserole and a big slice of crusty bread. Dorothy and Luna then spent the next 10 minutes spoon feeding Edric, making sure he ate every drop.

When they left, Luna questioned Dorothy.

“Mum, you promised a lot. You said you’ll get him out of there and everything will be fine. Do you really think you can do something? Have you got something in mind?”

“Yes. Tomorrow I’m going to see my friend Anthea, at the palace.”

“What for?”

“I’m going to request a personal audience with the Queen.”

Monday 28 September 65

The following Monday, Dorothy turned up at the palace for her meeting with the Queen. Protection Squad officers checked her written invitation and their own records and then allowed her into the grounds. She was then met at the main entrance.

“Good morning, Dorothy, I am Eliza, the Queen’s private secretary. If you would like to follow me, please.”

She led Dorothy into a reception room. A page boy was standing rigidly at attention against a wall.

“Boy! Fetch refreshments for Mistress Dorothy.”

“Yes, Mistress Eliza.”

After about 15 minutes, Eliza was back.

“Her Majesty will see you now. If you would please follow me.”

Dorothy was taken to see Queen Penelope I, only the Queendom’s second queen, five years into her eight-year term.

“Wait here and enter when I nod.”

Eliza went in through large double doors which she left open behind her. She turned to the left and dropped a curtsy.

“Ms Dorothy is here to see you, Your Majesty.”

“Show her in, Eliza.” replied the Queen.

Eliza nodded at Dorothy. Dorothy entered, turned left to face the Queen, and then curtsied.

“You may approach and be seated.” said the Queen, and Eliza left the room and closed the doors.

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”

The Queen and two other ladies were seated behind a long desk.

“These are two of my senatresses. This is Lady Mary and this is Lady Trudy.”

“Good morning, Ms Dorothy.” they both said.

“Good morning, ladies.”

“You may begin.” said the queen.

“Your majesty, I am here out of concern for the male 46-0-9820.”

“Ah, yes, also known as the Wild Boy of Diana.”

“Yes, that’s right, but his real name is Edric.”

“Yes, that’s right, I understand you studied him at Central Park Zoo.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“And you have a solution as to what to do with him?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. If I could get custody of him, I believe he would be of great benefit to our research.”

“Really? In what way?”

“His skill at living off the land, and his ability to survive and build shelters in hostile environments would be of great value to the research expeditions that the Royal Society is planning to the remote parts of your island. And I believe those expeditions will be of great benefit to him also. He craves the outdoor life. I don’t believe he can survive as a regular slave confined to a building or a single area. Any kind of imprisonment or restriction is damaging to him psychologically.”

“Hmmm. You do seem to be able to influence him where others have failed. I am informed that you were able to end his hunger strike.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Very well. We will consider your request. We shall be in touch. Thank you for your time this morning.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”

Dorothy curtsied again and was then shown out by Eliza.

“How did it go, mum?” asked Luna, once she had got home.

“I think it went quite well. Now we just have to wait and see.”

Wednesday 30 September 65

Just two days later, Dorothy was informed that her request had been granted. In fact, she got more than she asked for. The ownership of 9820 was officially transferred to Dorothy.

They immediately set off for the Central police station to pick him up. They took him to their car and set off.

“Where we going, Mistress Dorothy?”

“To our house, Edric. It’s on the south side of Victoria. You’ll have your own room.”

They arrived around midday. Luna showed him around the house and showed him his own room. Then he was introduced to Dorothy’s slave.

“This is my boy, Mark.” said Dorothy.

Mark and Edric shook hands. Mark looked to be in his mid-30s.

“He cooks and cleans and looks after the garden.”

“What I do, Mistress Dorothy?”

“We’ll discuss that tomorrow, Edric. But for today, just relax and take it easy. You’re free to go anywhere in the house except other people’s bedrooms. It’s a lovely day. You can sit in the garden if you like. But don’t wander off, dinner will be ready soon.”

Edric took Dorothy’s advice and sat out in the garden. He closed his eyes and dozed off. He opened them again when he heard a noise. It was Luna.

“Are you thirsty, Edric? I’ve brought you a drink.”

Luna gave him a glass of ice-cold fruit juice, then sat down next to him. Before he knew what was happening, Luna was resting her head on his shoulder.

“Dinner is ready.”

It was Mark’s voice.

Luna and Edric stood up and headed inside. Edric headed for his room.

“Edric! Where are you going? It’s this way.”

Edric was surprised to be led into a dining room and told to sit down. Dorothy took a seat one side and Luna on the other. Mark served four plates and then sat down opposite Edric.

Edric was surprised to be asked to sit at his owner’s table, but tucked in. It was a delicious meat pie with potatoes and vegetables. After the meal, Edric helped Mark with the washing up.

“Like here, Mark?”

“Brill. Dorothy bought me twelve years ago. She’s my third owner and by far the best I’ve ever had. And Luna is a lovely girl. I’ve known her since she was little.”

“How often whip?”

“They don’t. And they don’t do discipline either.”

Mark saw Edric’s puzzled look.

“That’s when they cane you, usually once a week, just to remind you that you’re a slave.”

“Oh, yes.”

After they had dried and put everything away, Edric went to his room and laid down on his bed.

He had a nice, comfortable bed, a wardrobe, a chest of drawers and a seat. And there was a bathroom just outside that he shared with Mark. He wasn’t sure whether he wanted to stay here or not. But he would give it a try. At least until he got his strength back.

He undressed and got into bed and was soon asleep. But an hour later, he woke up. What was that? He had heard a noise. Then he heard a voice. He sat up. His door was ajar and light from the corridor partly illuminated his room.

“Edric?”

It was Luna.

“Mistress Luna?”

“Come with me.”

“Yes, Mistress Luna.”

Edric got out of bed, still naked, and Luna took him by the hand. She took him along the corridor and up the stairs to her own room. They went in and Luna closed the door.

Luna looked him up and down.

“Nice!”

She shrugged her shoulders and her dressing gown slipped off and dropped to the floor, revealing her naked body.

“Do you like what you see, Edric?”

Edric was speechless so his cock replied for him.

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

Edric remained stock still.

“Do you want me, Edric? You can go back to your room if you want to. Nothing will happen to you, I promise. But if you want me, lay down on the bed. On your back.”

Edric wanted her. But would she want to cane his arse first? He looked around for the caning horse but there wasn’t one. So, he got onto the bed and lay down on it and spread his arms and legs.

“What are you doing, you silly boy?”

Edric realised the bed wasn’t fitted with corner shackles, and relaxed. He then heard a faint noise coming from the next room. It seemed Mark had also been called to action stations that night.

Luna approached the bed and climbed on. She kneeled astride Edric’s lower legs, facing his head. Then she leaned down, dangling her pretty boobs each side of his semi-hard cock. She kissed his chest and then started sliding backwards and forwards. Edric’s meat nestled in her cleavage. She was bracing herself with her hands on the bed, but by pushing her elbows into her breasts, she managed to increase the pressure on Edric’s cock. Her reward was a fully inflated pork sword ready and waiting for action. It was also Edric’s first ever tit fuck.

Luna repositioned herself and grasped Edric’s shaft with her left hand. She licked the side of his cock a few times and then took it into her mouth. Her right hand then slowly wanked his shaft.

Edric reached behind his head and adjusted the position of the pillow. He wanted to get a better view of the action. Luna was now holding his cock upright. Her lips began to slide up and down his length, while her tongue played with his bell end inside her mouth.

Then she released his dick and shuffled forwards on her knees until she was astride his groin. She raised her arse and reached round to guide his cock towards her juicy slit. She moved his cock up and down a few times to gather up some of her girl juice, then lowered herself down until her tight hole had swallowed his entire manhood.

She held onto his shoulders while she slowly started to ride him. Her tight quim slid up and down the top half of his man meat. Her hands moved to Edric’s chest. Edric moved his own hands onto Luna’s arse cheeks and began sliding them all over. He loved feeling her smooth, round arse cheeks.

Luna leaned forward and kissed the top of Edric’s head. Edric leaned in and licked each of Luna’s nipples in turn and then sucked them.

Luna fancied a spot of reverse squat riding, so she got up and turned around and positioned her feet either side of Edric’s hips. Then she reached down and grabbed his pork sword and steered it into her tight hole and then began riding him. Edric watched as her smooth, shiny white arse cheeks moved up and down. He looked down and watched her smooth quim sliding up and down the length of his meat missile.

Luna evidently liked squat riding. She increased speed until she was bouncing up and down like a jack hammer. Bracing herself with just her left hand, she reached down with her right and played with her clit for a while.

She then stopped, rose up and turned around. She wanted to see Edric’s face when she finished him off. She reached down and grabbed his meat and steered it back into her woman hole. She rested her hands on his chest and then set off at a gallop. High speed, full stroke squat riding.

Up, down, up, down. There was a loud slap each time her arse cheeks bounced off his thighs as she continued riding him. Luna imagined that she was indeed riding a real horse, and each time she reached an imaginary hedge, she raised her arse up much higher than normal. Edric had to raise his own arse cheeks off the bed to keep his cock inside her. Then she would drop back down with a huge slap. Five minutes was enough for Luna. She just couldn’t take any more:

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

As she came, she froze in position at the top of a thrust. Most of Edric’s cock was exposed, so he lifted his arse off the bed and thrust his boy beef upwards, deep into Luna’s minge, then he dropped back down then thrust upwards once more.

His ball bag began to fizz. He was close and pulled out. Luna realised what was happening and looked down just in time to see jet after jet of hot, creamy spunk shoot upwards. She opened wide and leaned in. The first jet splashed onto her chin, but she managed to catch the next two in her mouth. The remaining jets lacked the power to reach her.

Luna licked her lips and savoured the taste of Edric’s man milk and then swallowed it down. Then they both relaxed and waited until they had got their breath back. Luna then leaned down and gave Edric a long tongue kiss.

They both lay down and went to sleep in Luna’s bed. Edric had a big smile on his face. It was the first time he had had sex without getting his arse flayed beforehand.

Thursday 1 October 65

They all sat down for breakfast together the following morning. Edric noticed Dorothy looking at him and smiling.

“How was she, Edric?”

“Mum!” exclaimed Luna, but with a huge grin on her face.

“Be careful what you say, Edric, because I taught her everything she knows.”

“Luna marvellous, Mistress Dorothy.”

“Good answer, Edric.” replied Dorothy.

Later that day, Dorothy asked Edric to come into her office. Edric assumed she would instruct him as to his duties. He stood in front of her desk.

“Edric, I believe you were originally from Westport?”

“Yes, Mistress Dorothy.”

“Would you like to go back there?”

Edric didn’t know what to say. Was this some kind of test? He thought back to his home on Paris Island. He remembered the freedom he had had. He could do anything he wanted, any time he wanted. But then he remembered all those years of loneliness. Over the years, he had convinced himself that he liked being alone. But did he like it? Or had he just got used to it? Then he remembered the fun he and Luna had had last night, and the joy he felt when he woke up in the morning to find a warm body next to his.

“If you wish to go back, Edric, I will take you there. It’s up to you. But you don’t have to decide right now.”

“What do here, Mistress Dorothy?”

“If you stay here, you will work for us, Edric.”

“No good domestic. Make mistakes. Anger Mistress.”

“That’s not the kind of work we have in mind, Edric. We will make use of your skills.”

“No skills, Mistress Dorothy.”

“You have, Edric. Luna and I are zoologists. Researchers. We often go on expeditions to remote areas to study the plants and wildlife. You will accompany us. Your skills in living off the land and surviving the elements will be invaluable. We’ll be able to go to places we haven’t been able to go to before, due to the difficulty of taking sufficient supplies along with us. And I’m sure you will thoroughly enjoy it as well. What do you say, Edric?”

Edric was overwhelmed. It was just what he wanted.

“Yes, Mistress Dorothy. Please, Mistress Dorothy.”

“Very well, Edric.”

Just then there was a knock on the door.

“Enter.”

Edric turned to see who it was. It was Luna.

“What did he say, mum? Is he staying with us?”

“Yes, Luna.”

Luna rushed up to Edric, pulled him into a hug and kissed him on the lips.

“There’s one more thing.” said Dorothy.

They both turned.

“What’s that, mum?”

Dorothy placed a piece of paper on the desk.

“Sign here, Luna.” said Dorothy, pointing at a place at the bottom of the form.

“What’s that, mum?”

“I’m transferring ownership, Luna. Just sign here and Edric is yours.”

Luna signed and then rushed around the desk and hugged her mum.

“Thank you, mum. You’re the best.”
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