
They rolled into the night stop and parked in a line as usual. There were a few other convoys in the 
stop, but none as big as their one.

Lynda said “Hmm, other clans. The Chief will probably go and chat to them. I believe the big 
black rig is from one of the Northern clans, but I’m not sure. It’s a beauty.”

“Clans?”

“Yeah. Each clan has a Chief, like ours, Anyway, let’s get settled in.”

There was a row of small buildings behind the restaurant, and each rig was assigned one. Lynda 
called them ‘chalets’. Their chalet had three double bedrooms, a generous bathroom, a cooking area
and a shared living area.

“Phew, settle in, people. I’m going first in the shower. Let’s go across together, at, oh, nineteen 
hundred hours? Seven o’clock?”

Pet and Jess chose the bedroom on the end. She put their bags on the floor and dived onto the 
bed. Pet fell backwards onto the bed, and she shifted over and kissed him. His arms went around her
and they cuddled for a bit. She looked at him and giggled and so did he. They kissed again.

“Love you, Pet.”

“Jess.”

She thought that she might slip him a blue pill later, but for now…

“Come on, Pet. Let’s see if we can sneak into the shower before Liz!”

He giggled again.

***
Jess was surprised that the building that she had thought of as the restaurant was much more 
extensive than she had expected. It had the food service area, but it was at the back of an open space
with tables and chairs, couches along the walls, a snooker table, and some pinball machines.

“A social club! Wow.”

Lynda laughed. “Yes, All our night stops are like this. Shall we eat?”

The food was a bit more than pies and deep-fried stuff, but Pet wanted a pie. Jess suggested a 
roast with vegetables and potatoes, but Pet wasn’t keen. Jess mentally sighed and bought him a pie 
and he happily added some vegetables and mash. He grinned at her, and they fist-bumped.

After they had eaten, Pet wanted to see the pinball machines, so he and Liz strolled over. Jess 
gave him a handful of coins to play on them.

“You keep quite close control of Pet, don’t you? He won’t come to any harm,” Lynda said.

“What do you mean?” asked Jess, startled.

“Well, you practically jumped down poor Annie’s throat, when she tried to make friends with us. 
Oh, I know that was a mistake, and Annie’s OK with it. And you pick his meals for him. And you 
don’t let him have any money. I bet you choose his clothes.”

Jess pondered this. Lynda was obviously trying to help.



“Well, I hadn’t thought about it that way. I guess that we are still behaving as if we were in the 
city. We do, I mean, did, keep a close watch on our husbands. I thought it was being loving and 
caring, but now you’ve made me wonder about it. Do you let your men have money?”

“Yeah, of course. Pet’s going to be paid for this trip.”

“Is he? What for?”

“Well, for the company basically. It can be boring in the cab, and he’s earned his money, I assure 
you! It’s been fun having him in the cab.”

“I never thought about it! I suppose, then, that Liz and I will get paid too?”

“Yes. Not as much as me, of course, because it’s my rig, but I hope it will be OK.”

“It will be great! We weren’t expecting anything. In fact I was wondering what we would do 
when we ran out of money!”

Liz came back.

“He’s good at it, Jess. Did you know?”

“No, he’s never had a go at one. Oh, Liz, Lynda says I’ve been too protective of Pet. What do 
you think?”

Liz thought a bit. Jess wouldn’t mind what she said.

“I think that you behaved like any other wife back in Baklaw City. Out here, I think things are 
different, aren’t they, Lynda? But we can work on it, can’t we?”

“We get paid for this trip. All three of us, Lynda says!”

“That’s great! I didn’t know that.”

Pet came back and sat down next to them grinning. He waved his hands around.

“You liked that, didn’t you, Pet, my love? Liz says you were good at it.”

Pet laughed, then he looked at Lynda, pointed and said “Jess?”

Jess and Liz were puzzled, and so was Lynda. Pet gently touched Lynda’s tattoo, and said “Jess?”
again.

“You want me to get a tattoo, Pet? I don’t think that I want one.”

Pet looked disappointed, but soon cheered up.

The Chief came over.

“Hi all. How’s it going? Um, Akky and Baby and their crews are heading north tomorrow. 
They’re tagging onto one the Northerners’ convoys. There will be some cargo swapping so we 
won’t be rolling until the afternoon. All hands. They have a forklift on one of their rigs which will 
make it easier. You have a spare metre, don’t you, Lynda?”

‘Metre’ was shorthand for ‘cubic metre’.

“Yeah. Oh damn! That means I won’t be able to give her a wash down!”

The Chief laughed.



“You’d polish her every day if you could, Lynda! How are Jess and co doing?”

“Fine. Fine. We’ll soon have the city beaten out of them!”

“How are you finding it, guys?”

“It’s awesome!” said Jess. “You’re so high up you feel like you can see everything. And the 
power! You can feel the power of the engine when you start her up.”

“Don’t get drunk on the feeling. Don’t get careless,” cautioned the Chief. “Well, have a good 
night. Cargo swap starts at eight tomorrow.”

***
Jess didn’t use a blue pill that night, as they were both exhausted after previous days events. But, 
still, they woke up early, grabbed a quick breakfast and joined the rest of the convoy folk to do the 
cargo swap. Jess was a bit worried that Pet might get in the way, but he proved to be agile and 
useful. He joined an older woman, Betty, in moving packages on and off the lifts at the back of the 
trailers and manoeuvring them into position. Looking round she saw other boys doing the same, and
still more boys generally helping. They weren’t getting in the way. She sighed. Obviously she was 
worrying too much. There were even some kids around, running errands.

At one point, Jess noticed that Lynda had uncoupled her trailer and had taken the power unit off 
somewhere. The Chief, who was sitting with one of the Northerners checking the cargo movements 
saw her looking.

“Refuelling,” she said. “But if she’s taken it through the washer, she’s going to be in trouble!”

Finally all the cargo was shifted.

“Well done, everyone,” said the Chief. “Especially, you, Pet. Very good for a first-timer.”

Pet grinned.

“We lose Akky and Baby this afternoon. They’re going up north for a while. Where are they?”

Akky and Baby waved. Baby was about the same age as Jess and Liz, with fair skin, blond hair 
and blue eyes. There was something petite about her, but Jess wondered how long she would keep 
the nickname. Akky was older, with dark skin, brown eyes and luxurious brown hair braided into 
twin pigtails. She had a gold ring in her nose.

“I’m sure we wish them good luck, don’t we? Yeah!”

“Anyway, we’ll let the Northerners leave first, then we will run straight through to our next night
stop with only a brief break, probably roadside. I’ll let you know. Make sure you rotate the driving. 
This is going to be a long haul, OK? Right, the Northerners leave at fourteen hundred, so be ready. 
We’ll follow them out.”

Jess helped Pet down from the trailer lift, and he hugged her. She kissed him.

“Phew, you stink! Let’s get a quick shower before lunch.”

He grinned and kissed her.

***
They were in the shower, and Jess was preparing to wash Pet. He always liked it, even though his 
implant ensured that he wouldn’t get aroused by it. She paused. She thought about the comments 



from Lynda that she kept tight control over Pet. The Gypsies did allow their menfolk a lot more 
freedom than the city women, she thought.

She passed the soapy sponge to Pet. He held it and looked at it for a moment or two and then 
began soaping himself in much the same way as she normally did when she washed him. He was 
giggling, like he always did when he was really happy. She watched to make sure that he washed 
himself properly, but he did a good job.

She turned away to find another sponge and felt a touch on her back. He washed her back 
carefully with the sponge, and she turned to face him. He washed her front half as she held his 
shoulders.

“Oh, Pet, that feels so wonderful! Why have I been so stupid?”

She wrapped her arms around him and he encircled her with his arms too.

“I love you, Pet!”

“Jess!”

“But, come on! We need to get ready to roll!”

She pulled him out of the shower and she dried him and herself off. Hmm. They’d figure out a 
better way of doing that another time. They didn’t have much time, so they quickly dressed and 
gathered their belongings. Liz was waiting for her turn in the shower.

“Oh, sorry, Liz,” Jess said.

Then, for some reason, she blushed. Liz raised an eyebrow.

“Go and get some lunch you two. You’ve just about got time. I’ve already had mine.”

Jess rapidly packed their bags and they grabbed a quick meal. Jess spotted a box of doughnuts 
and bought that too, and they swarmed up into the cab of Lynda’s rig about five minutes before two.
Liz was already there, in the driver’s seat.

Lynda talked Liz through starting the rig, and they waited for the Northerners to set off. Akky’s 
rig pulled out of line, followed by Baby’s. Someone, probably the Chief, sounded her horn three 
times, and then they all did. Jess hadn’t talked much to Akky and Baby but she found herself calling
out “Good Luck!” to them.

Then their convoy line closed up and the Chief sounded her horn. She set off, and the driver of 
the next rig sounded her horn and started to roll. Then they all followed suit. Liz carefully took 
them out onto the road, and they were rolling again!

***
About five kilometres up the road Jess could see a slight dust cloud as the Northerners headed 
north. They passed the turn off and she wondered what it was like up there. Liz was looking 
thoughtfully up that way too.

Pet was yawning. He’d had a busy day, much busier than they had had. Jess pointed at the bunks.

“Do you want to have a lie down, Pet?”

He nodded and moved to the pods at the back. Jess thought that she would let him work out what
to do. He stripped off his outer clothes and she was prepared to stop him if he took off his 



underwear, but he didn’t. He crawled into the pod and pulled a blanket over himself and swiftly fell 
asleep.

Jess was humming along to the radio, eating one of the doughnuts, smiling to herself.

“You didn’t slip him a blue pill did you, Jess? Before your shower? I didn’t think that they 
worked that fast.”

Jess laughed. “No, nothing like that. You know, Lynda, how you told me that I was controlling 
Pet very closely?”

Lynda nodded.

“Well,” Jess continued, “that’s how we are taught, in the city, to look after our husbands. And 
one of the things we are taught is, erm, how to wash them.”

Lynda laughed.

“Well, I was originally a city dweller, but I didn’t know that. Did you know Liz?”

“No, I can’t say that I did. I didn’t think about it!”

“Well, I decided today to let Pet wash himself. It’s silly that I hadn’t thought about it before. He 
had no problems. Then he decided to wash me.”

The two neuts shrieked with laughter.

“Was it good? Oh, it must have been. You were blushing when you came out of the bathroom!”

“Shuddup, pal! Yeah, it was good. Like a good cuddle, erm, with no clothes on.”

The other two were laughing at her again.

“OK, I may be a little slow, but I think I’m going to enjoy this new Pet.”

They munched on the doughnuts.

“Leave a couple for Pet!”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Anyway, Lynda,” said Jess, “I was going to ask. Do you know how the girls out here control 
their men?”

“Control them?” asked Lynda, puzzled.

“Yeah, you know, when they get, you know, aroused.”

“Oh, that. They’re taught that there are times and places were it is acceptable and times when it 
isn’t.”

“And that works?” asked Jess with doubt in her voice.

“Yeah. Well, sometimes a boy can’t control himself, and they have to use drugs. Like Pet’s 
implant. But that’s really very rare. It works most of the time.”

“I wonder what Pet would be like with no implant. I’m thinking that it might repress more than 
his sex drive.”

Lynda nodded. “Possibly. But you will find out sooner or later.”



“What?”

“Pet’s implant is going to stop working some time. How old is he?”

“Twenty three. Same as me and Liz.”

“Was he scheduled for a ‘major check up’ sometime?”

“Yeah, at twenty-five. You think that…”

“Yes, probably.”

Jess pondered the issue. She found that she wasn’t scared by the prospect. In fact she was a little 
excited by it.

“I’ll give you some names to talk to, Jess. Other city girls who have brought their boys into the 
Wild. Or you could ask a medic.”

Jess nodded. “Yeah, thanks.”

She went back to humming along with the radio and smiling to herself.

***
The night before they arrived at Beldamme, the Chief came round to their chalet.

“Well done, you three. You’ve fitted in well. I need to know if you are staying with us or getting 
off here. Just so you know, the six remaining rigs are headed further on, and we are picking one 
extra rig. Joanie. She’s a girl from our clan, from Baklaw City originally, in fact. What do you want 
to do?”

Liz looked at Jess and Pet. Then she turned to the Chief.

“We’d like to carry on, Chief. With Lynda?”

Lynda laughed. “I told you, Chief. Yes, guys, I’ll be happy to have you along, but the Chief has 
last word on it.”

“Yeah, well, welcome aboard. You have one more trip, and then you will have to be qualified. All
three of you. Don’t worry, it’s not that bad. It’s just a test to make sure you know the basics. Even 
Pet. His test will be tailored for him of course.”

“So, how long will we be in Beldamme, Chief?”

“A week. Time for some sightseeing and shopping. Be careful, though. Some of the locals don’t 
like Gypsies.”

Jess and Liz nodded.

“Tomorrow,” said the Chief, “we leave at eleven. You will get a chance to smarten up your rig a 
bit. Lynda, your rig will be the last into the washer.”

“Aww, what? Chief!”

“Well, if you must take twice as long as anyone else…”

***



The whole convoy assembled in the morning to put the rigs through the washer, which did a pretty 
good job of removing the road grime. Then everyone pitched in to polish up the rigs to make them 
bright, shiny and spotless.

It came to their turn, and Lynda drove her rig through the washer and started directing everyone. 
They took the bossing with good humour, saying “Yes, Chief” and “No, Chief” while the real Chief 
watched on.

Lynda’s rig was not that grubby. She took any opportunity to clean and polish it. Pet loved to 
help her, and Jess had got used to the sight of the two of them crawling over the motor unit and the 
trailer cleaning and polishing. She more or less suppressed her fear of Pet tumbling three metres or 
more from the rig, and Pet became as sure-footed as any mountain goat.

Finally the rig was polished to Lynda’s satisfaction.

“That’ll do,” she said, and high-fived Pet.

“Yay!” he said.

***
Jess eased off the accelerator and gently trod on the brake pedal and the motor grumbled through 
the mufflers. The rig slowed and Jess followed the other rigs into the Beldamme Gypsy Camp. They
did a part circuit of the Camp and lined up, as they always did, in the direction of the exit. Convoys 
were always ready to leave. She wondered why she had thought that the parking lot at Baklaw City 
was a maze.

Jess shut down the rig and stretched.

“All yours, Lynda.”

Lynda would oversee the disconnection of the trailer. She would pass it over to the local Gypsies 
for unloading, then she would follow them to their chalet. Jess, Liz, and Pet settled in and strolled 
over to the restaurant building. Pet wandered over to the pinball machines with a pocket full of 
coins. Jess still held his money for him, but only because he didn’t like carrying it around.

“No travelling tomorrow,” she said to Liz.

Liz said “Yay!”

“Do you really mean that?”

“No,” said Liz after a short pause, “I’d rather be on the road.”

“Me too.”

***


