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STORY INFORMATION

 


“The darkest hour cometh just before the dawn.”

Thomas
Fuller, 1650

 


This is the 12th
and final book of the Penal Colony Nine
saga.

 In December 2020, three and a
half years ago, the first Book of Penal Colony Nine introduced a
sprawling tale of dystopian life featuring a range of characters
and, above all, Warden Bull Sykes himself. Over the next three
months, eight more books followed, adding up to a total of over
120,000 words.

When the ninth book was published in March 2021, it was stated
that Book 9 was ‘the last that has been
discovered to date’. And that was certainly
true at the time. Although most people assumed the story had ended,
at least one person suspected otherwise.

As Book 12 rejoins the action in 2029, Christmas is fast
approaching and almost nine years have passed since the “Glorious
First”. President Zadie Wood remains in power. The State’s punitive
‘Act of Payback’ legislation is still in force. The only difference
is that instead of sentencing only ‘the
most entitled 1 percent’ to life in the
penal colonies, that low threshold has steadily increased to
include the most privileged 10 percent of the population. However,
there are rumours of a small but growing resistance
movement.


Meanwhile, Penal Colony Nine’s population of prisoners has
doubled from 40,000 to 80,000. This Book’s 35,000 words reveal the
ultimate fates of Barbara and Wyatt, Camilla and Monty, Josh and
Bex and many others including, of course, Deputy Warden Giles Green
and Warden Sykes himself, as the action spirals towards its darkest
hour.


INTRODUCTION

 


It was
dawn on the Mainland.

As usual
at that time of day, the streets of the capital were silent and
empty. A solitary fox cruised a line of overflowing bins stealthily
nosing for titbits. Two crumpled sleeping bags that contained a
couple of homeless bums were huddled between a pair of green
recycling bins. Suddenly there was a shrill noise, as a couple of
drunken kids appeared on stolen e-bikes racing each other, the
sound of their laughter fading as they skidded down a side
alley.

Then
everything was quiet again. Only a few lights glowed like yellow
squares within the windows of the tall apartment blocks that line
Central District. The vast majority of people were still fast
asleep. After all, there’s little incentive to start work before
nine thirty, particularly during the boozy runup to
Christmas.

At this
time of year, the temperature is cool in the early morning. Unlike
the Penal Colonies to the south which suffer from year-round heat
and humidity, the Mainland’s weather is more seasonal. Employees
prefer to snooze under their duvets most of the day, working from
home. Or, as the jokers ironically call it, WFH: Wanking For
Happiness. Why work when you can be paid to pleasure
yourself?

However,
despite the hour, exactly one dozen highly-motivated people are
already wide awake. In a damp and chilly basement under a decrepit
building, down one of Central District’s various side streets, a
hushed meeting is in full flow. Its twelve attendees murmur their
disagreement in low voices.

“We can’t wait any longer.”

“It’s time. Now!”

The
elderly man at the end of the table holds up his hand for silence.
He waits until everyone is looking at him.

“We wait. The Government is planning to double the Quota. Up to
twenty percent. That will be the tipping point. Then we’ll face no
resistance. We can complete a bloodless coup.”

“But …” several voices object.

“Joshua’s already in place,” says one. “He’s the last. We’ve
got our agents inside every single damned Colony now. So it’s
time!”

Again,
their leader spreads his hands. He’s a grizzled old man with short
grey hair and calm, brown eyes. He is wearing a green, moth-eaten
woollen cardigan with several holes in the front. He shakes his
head sadly.

“We must wait.”

“But Nelson! We told Joshua it would be immediate. The Day of
Reckoning is now, we said! We assured him the revolution would be
right behind him. We can’t leave him there, not on Penal Colony
Nine, of all fucking places!”

“Josh will have to wait. He knew the risks.”

“But his wife didn’t. The poor thing didn’t have a damned
clue.”

That much is true.

A
silence descends on the dozen insurgents gathered around the
plastic table. They know how urgently the Mainland needs change.
Without it, the State’s bottomless appetite for every private
individual’s money will never end. At first the Government dressed
it up as “only the one percent”. They said wealth of the elite
could quickly end all Inequality, Selfishness and Hunger. Then it
was the privileged Three Percent, the comfortable Five Percent …
and so on.

So it’s
past time for a reckoning. Time for this bureaucratic cabal to be
disempowered and cast out. To be replaced by a new democracy of
unselfish people, run by unselfish people, for unselfish people.
But this stage is full of risk. Everybody is well aware that Joshua
has volunteered for this perilous mission.

But Bex, his wife, hasn’t.

Nelson,
the ringleader looks at them all, one by one. They meet his gaze.
But he stares them down. At heart, they all know that,
unfortunately, he’s right. Josh must wait. A Civil War could lead
to millions of casualties. The country would never heal. Victory
has to be total … and bloodless.

It's
always the same with decisions like this. The DORN’s meetings never
end in a divisive vote. Their actions have to be decided by
acclamation.

Unanimous.

“A few months, at the most.” The woman sat to Nelson’s right
exhales, proposing a compromise she hopes they can unanimously
agree upon.

In the
end, they’re all risking their lives. Every single one of
them.

The DORN
isn’t a political party. DORN stands for the ‘Day Of Reckoning is
Now’. It is banned by the State. Its members are labelled
‘terrorists’ and ‘extremists’. Its crimes are considered to be
treason. Even a junior member of the DORN would receive an
immediate life sentence to the Penal Colonies.

But for
any one of them, the DORN’s leadership – known as The Dozen – the
sentence would be death.

Probably a slow death.

“So, we’re agreed? We will wait a few months if necessary.
Until the Quota’s raised to twenty percent. Then we can be certain
of victory.”

That is
more important than anything.

Even an innocent actress.

The mood
around the table has shifted. Nobody’s going to argue. The decision
has been made.

“Surely Joshua and his wife can survive a few months on Penal
Colony Nine … ” the man sat to Nelson’s immediate left
mutters.

“…
I mean, just how bad can it be?”


CHAPTER 1 -
BULL

 


He watched from the balcony of his bedroom. Dawn had broken
and an orange sunrise was bringing with it yet another hazy, humid
morning. The date was 24th December and the time was
just coming up to 07.30. Already, heat, moisture and insects were
combining to make work conditions most unpleasant.

Bull sighed with pleasure.

Down
below the balcony, the quartet of Mop and Cumdump, Joshua and Bex
were leaning into their spokes, giving maximum effort. Having
started at 05.30, the foursome were still only halfway through
their first shift of a long day.

Sweat
poured off on their glistening bodies as their feet trudged through
the dust, mindlessly pushing the capstan round in endless circles,
generating power. Rotation after rotation after rotation after
rotation after rotation. A pair of uniformed guards sat drinking
coffee under the shade of a baobab tree, protected from the bugs by
an overhanging net.

However,
Bull could see that Eddie Burns had decided to brave the
mosquitoes. He was lying on a flat lounger, with his phone,
earbuds, sun cream, a pack of cigarettes, pitcher of iced lemonade
and his swagger stick laid out on a low table beside him. Every few
minutes, he’d get up and lash at Mop with the silver-topped cane,
berating his one-time friend for being lazy.

This was
despite the fact that Cumdump’s fiancé was visibly pushing as hard
as any man could, occasionally mewling with effort, his shoulders
and buttocks striped with livid welts, his flesh pocked with
mosquito bites, his ridiculous halo of pink hair sodden with
perspiration, occasional flashes of his tiny cock-cage glinting in
the sunshine.


Seemingly, Bull’s guest, young Mister Burns wasn’t able to
decide between fury and laughter. His snarls would turn into smirks
and then back into scowls. A couple of times he’d glance up and
give Bull a grin and a salute. Burns was wearing a flattering
T-shirt and budgie-smuggler swimming trunks that left little to the
imagination. They highlighted his muscled pecs and well-endowed
manhood. His face, arms and legs gleamed with a sheen of protective
insect repellent.

Bull sighed again.

Barbie
knelt at his feet, her face level with his waist. Already her
blowjobs were coming on leaps and bounds. Too many women think
there’s some kind of rush. Maybe they want to get it over with? Or
they see it as just foreplay to the main event. Bull used to know
women on the Mainland who typified that attitude.

But on
Penal Colony Nine women could be trained to do a proper job. Men
too. No rush. No foreplay. The blowjob is the main event. Thirty,
sixty, heck in some cases even ninety minutes of eye contact and
cock worship until you give them a look that says, okay, now. They
ignore their tired tongues and aching jaws and their dislike of you
and the bitter taste of slavery. They look at you as they collect
your porridge on their tongues and await the nod to swallow.
Finally, they smile, grateful for the opportunity to be of
service.

But with
Barbie it was different. She had natural, unexplored talent. She
inherently knew not to rush, not to suck too hard, how not to gag
and contort her lovely features. Just let his rigid shaft fully
enjoy the softness of her warm mouth, making the pleasure last,
especially at this early hour of the morning.

Bull was
rock hard and damned horny. Observing the scene below was like
watching porn. Like some XXX BDSM movie but with the added spice
that the action was totally real. In it, there were no actors or
actresses pretending. There was no rubbish script being recited.
Nobody was being paid. There were no restrictive contracts that
placed limits on certain acts. There was no fake pleasure, no
simulated oh-oh-orgasms. Every fucking emotion was genuine. And
raw.


Meanwhile, Barbie was moaning on his gnarled, black shaft and
squirming slightly. She seemed to be receiving just as much
pleasure as she was giving him. Because she was riding her
husband’s face. It had only taken that file of evidence, along with
a few hours of reflection, for any guilt to be replaced by
acceptance. Weird as it obviously seemed to her - as it would to
most people – incredibly she knows this is what her husband
actually wants!

Bull
forced his eyes to remain open as Barbie fluttered her tongue
delightfully against the veined underside of his thick shaft. She
kept her own blue eyes fixed on his face but there was a cloudiness
to them, an ethereal quality. Her gaze said that as well as her
pleasure she knew that pleasing Bull will help her and her husband
survive.

She
writhed again in ecstasy. The wimp’s tongue was buried deep inside
her and she was shifting angle to wedge it exactly where she wanted
it. Bull could tell that her own climax was close.

“More effort! You dickhead.”

A loud
shout floated upwards and Bull heard a crack across Mop’s back from
yet another lash. Burns was clearly a harsh taskmaster. It was
interesting. All Cumdump had to do was accept his terms. And all
Mop had to do was encourage his fiancé to agree to them. Then this
treatment would stop. Yet neither of them was giving in.

Sometimes the weak can show surprising strength.

To stall
his orgasm, Bull turned his gaze downwards to focus on the scene
below. The actress Bex was no longer the pale beauty who’d arrived.
She was pushing the spoke behind Mop. Her naked flesh, turned
bright pink by yesterday’s sun, was dotted with scarlet insect
bites. A cloud of black flies buzzed around her pert backside,
probably attracted to the sheen of translucent cum that glistened
inside her thighs. Some had run all the way down to her
ankles.

Yet
despite her sweaty state and ravaged looks, plenty of guards were
queueing up to fuck the famous Bex Adams. The Colony had its own TV
station with three channels. Her two recent hit films were
currently being shown every night on the Entertainment Channel so
the guards could see what all the fuss was about.

What’s
more, her performance that had earned a nomination as Best
Supporting Female Actor was being shown in several crowded bars to
the sound of jeers and wolf whistles. It was broadcast on one
screen alongside her performance with Colony guards the previous
night on another screen. The two movies were quite a
contrast.

Her
performance in the former was sophisticated and composed and what
one critic had called ‘multilayered’. Her performance in the latter
highlighted how much Bex still had to learn about her new career.
She’d wailed and wriggled and showed no appetite for the furious
dicking she received. There was neither sophistication nor
composure.


Nevertheless she obviously had potential. After all, she had
the face, tits, arse and cunt to be a starlet. A trio of guards who
had fucked her simultaneously were interviewed afterwards. They
called her performance ‘multi-holed.’ As a result, several hundred
more men had signed up for slots with Bex Adams over the next
couple of weeks.

Bull
watched her valiantly pushing the spoke with grim determination. He
couldn’t help admiring brave fighters and, after the night she’d
just had, it was obvious she was definitely a fighter. He was
starting to understand what Josh and Bex saw in each other aside
from their good looks.

Josh’s
dark skin rippled with muscle. Her husband was the strong, silent
type. But he wasn’t so smug now, was he! Bull had already replayed
their conversation over several times in his mind:

‘…
in every person’s life, there comes a day or
reckoning. A time when unsettled scores demand retribution, and our
own transgressions are finally laid bare. It comes just after the
darkest hour …’

And,
according to Bex’s husband that Day Of Reckoning is Now, huh? Bull
shook his head and squinted down into Barbie’s blue
eyes.

Wrong, my friend, N … n … now … is the m … moment of
climax.

Her
mouth kept sucking, her cheeks, tongue and palate working in rhythm
when she realised she’d got him beyond the tipping point. Her
throat offered no resistance.

Bull
shuddered, his knees shaking, letting out a visceral groan as he
filled her gullet with his overnight load.

 



CHAPTER 2 -
WYATT

 


This was
nothing like he’d imagined, nothing like he’d
fantasised.

Wyatt
felt Barb tremble, her bottom bouncing repeatedly against his
cheeks, while she uttered an animal squeal as he brought her to an
orgasm with his tongue. Of course, he’d typed scenes like this on
his laptop, writing porn as the White Wittol. It was so easy to pen
words like bottom … cheeks … squeal … tongue and orgasm.

But so much harder to live them.

His neck
hurt. It was hard to get the right angle. Hard to take Barb’s
weight on his face and neck. Hard to breathe. But mostly it was
hard to cope with the frustration. Throughout his fantasy life,
he’d always masturbated. Sure, he would tease himself and make it
last. But even his cuckold and chastity fantasies were written to
the rhythm his right hand. They always ended in an orgasm, erupted
onto his fist, or shot into a tissue, or spurted over his
keyboard.

He heard
the Warden’s loud grunt. He could feel his wife’s climax. Their
mingled pleasure and simultaneous releases. He listened to Barb’s
gulping, choking sounds. He couldn’t help picturing the image of a
spurting cock filling his wife’s throat with thick seed.


Meanwhile HE was nothing but a sex toy. Their accessory. A
human Sybian. He could feel his own prostate, hard and aroused. And
yet his cock was crushed, locked inside a steel thimble, untouched
… and unloved.

It was
true. Yes, humiliation did turn him on. He couldn’t deny that. But
he couldn’t enjoy this humiliation. A terrible thought hit him.
This wasn’t just for today. Nor tomorrow. Nor this for week. This
wasn’t a trial. Or a game. It was much worse than that. It was
permanent.

Wyatt Sullivan. This is your life.

 



CHAPTER 3 -
MONTY

 


“More effort! You Dickhead.”

Monty
hissed in pain as yet another lash seared his shoulder
blade.

“Sss … sorry … Ssssir.” He whispered.

Eddie
Burns had ordered him to apologise after every stroke. Obeying him
was the only way to get the bastard even to take a
break.

Monty
pushed as hard as he could, upping the speed of the capstan,
forcing the others to follow suit. He could hear poor Bex behind
him, panting with effort. Her husband Josh remained grimly silent,
his dark muscles straining with effort.


Meanwhile Camilla was toiling in front of him, tanned and
oozing. The word Cumdump was now tattooed on her mons. Her
fantastic breasts swayed as she pushed, her nipples ringed with
hoops. But Monty had discovered that his fiancée was actually much
stronger than he’d thought, physically and emotionally.

He realised he was proud of her.

And that
was despite the fact that he could see her distended sphincter
right there in front of him. It was still gaping, stretched open,
oozing sweat and other fluids. Eddie fucking Burns had taken great
delight in telling him that he’d gone first. He’d sodomised her.
And then his dick had been followed by nine others.


Nevertheless, his cruel proposal remained on the table. All
Camilla had to do was call off their engagement. She just had to
leave Monty here and return to the Mainland as Eddie Burns’s
concubine.

She’d refused.


CHAPTER 4 -
TOMMY

 


“Hi there, 291 527. Long time no see!”

Naomi’s
husband looked up. His face fell when he saw who the mocking voice
belonged to.

A month
had passed since Tommy had paid his first and only visit to the
factory to meet Jason. And a lot had happened since then. For one
thing, Naomi’s husband had shed even more weight. His attractive
face was now gaunt, almost cadaverous, with sunken eye sockets and
dark rings below them. His skin was pale from long days working
inside a factory.

His
roughly shaved head was pockmarked with a few tufts of stubble and
a couple of ugly scabs. His once muscular forearms had turned lean
and sinewy. To coin a phrase, Jason looked a shadow of his former
self.

Best of
all, Tommy knew that, underneath those tight, baby-pink overalls
that Jason was working in, the small bump in his groin area was no
longer formed by a standard PC9 cock-cage. Oh no. Viola had brought
Jason up on a charge of ‘Indecent Arousal’ for which the penalty
was a severe genital piercing. His cockhead had been pierced,
ringed and permanently locked down.

She’d
shown Tommy the photos on her phone. They both had a good laugh.
Now the end of Jason’s penis sported a so-called Prince Albert; a
sturdy 8-gauge steel ring was inserted into the crown of his
flaccid penis. That ring had a short steel chain attached to it
that was secured to a second ring which was pierced through the
loose skin at the base of his scrotal sac.

This
tight chain prevented any kind of stiffening. It ensured his
manhood stayed permanently locked down and couldn’t erect. One
photo reminded Tommy of a small, pale chipolata sausage before it
was thrown onto a barbecue. Even if Jason’s prostate hardened, his
wrinkled dick couldn’t follow its lead. The piercings, rings and
chain were thus an even more extreme form of chastity than wearing
one of the Colony’s steel cock-cages.

“Hello … sir.” Jason mumbled, unenthusiastically.

The
klaxon had just sounded for the start of their 10-minute sustenance
break. Jason was holding his metal bowl of glutinous slop, a tin
spoon and a recyclable plastic bottle of cloudy fluid.

“Get that insolent tone out of your voice!” Viola
snapped.

“I’m sorry, Miss …” Jason tried to appear contrite.

This
time he managed to give Tommy a forced smile.

“Er … hi, SIR!”

It was
evident Jason remembered Tommy’s previous visit and probably every
detail of it. His tone sounded upbeat. But he couldn’t hide his
resentment. He knew Tommy was his wife’s overseer and he had to be
pretty certain that Tommy was fucking her too. Consequently his
forced greeting was nowhere near enthusiastic enough.

Tommy
glared at him coldly, conveying his lack of satisfaction with the
sullen apology. He stared for a full 10 seconds with his left hand
cocked against his hip before eventually snarling.

“Who am I, 291 527?”

“Your my wife’s boss, Sir!”

This
time, Jason sounded genuinely thrilled to be visited by the man who
was banging his wife.

But
still not thrilled enough. Tommy had brought a cane to the factory
precisely for this purpose. He was concealing it behind his back.
Very slowly, smirking, he revealed his right hand and exposed the
vicious, crook-handled rattan.

Jason’s
jaw dropped. He eyed the cane in shock. Tommy raised his left hand
and tapped its weight meaningfully into his palm.

“Bend over, boy.”

Jason’s
mouth hung open. His stunned expression appeared incredulous and
horrified and angry and confused and humiliated, all at once. He
stared at Tommy, then at the rattan cane but eventually dropped his
gaze to the factory floor.

Naomi’s
husband wasn’t stupid. Both men knew that, in their private game of
two-handed poker, Jason the convict was bluffing with a nine-high,
while Tommy the intern overseer had been dealt an unbeatable four
aces.

Jason folded.

“Yes sir.”

He
placed the bowl, spoon and his drink down carefully and stepped
away from the machinery. He reluctantly turned, bent over and
clutched his shins.

“Ankles.”

Jason
shifted his feet apart so he could bend even lower. He managed to
edge his grip down from his shins to his ankles, stretching his
pink overalls even tighter over his buttocks.

Tommy
grinned at Viola.

Every
pair of factory overalls had a rectangular flap in the seat that
fastened with popper buttons. Bathroom visits were only allowed
during short breaks between long shifts. This innovative design was
so that long lines of drudges could undo their flaps, crouch over
the squat-toilets, and defecate in the few moments allotted to
them, without having to remove their overalls.

But this
innovation provided the added benefit of making it quick and easy
to thrash a drudge on the bare buttocks. Tommy stepped forward and
casually popped the buttons on the upper three sides of Jason’s
flap. The bright pink fabric fell downwards, revealing a letterbox
shaped-opening. Tommy smiled at his target.

A pair of pale, scrawny buttocks.

The
inside of the pink fabric was shamefully dotted with dry streaks
and stains in various shades of faded brown. Overalls were rarely
if ever washed. He tapped the insides of Jason’s knees with his
cane to indicate what he wanted.

Jason
parted his feet even wider, providing a better view. Tommy wanted
to admire the shiny steel ring pierced into that stretchy bit of
flesh between the base of Jason’s redundant penis and his swollen
scrotum.

He poked
the tip of his cane against Jason’s testicles. Whilst every other
part of him seemed to have lost weight, Jason’s balls looked nice
and full. Tommy simply adored the idea of Naomi’s husband not even
being able to have an occasional measly wank.

The
drudges who worked nearby were all looking the other way, gulping
their slop in silence.

“THIS section will work an extra hour this evening!” Viola
shouted at them. “All because of 291 527’s impertinence towards
this nice visitor. Be sure to let this dickhead know what you all
think about that.”

Tommy
chuckled, casually tapping the steel ring with the tip of his cane.
He could hear Jason’s nervous hisses matching the rhythm of his
taps. Viola had assured him that Naomi’s husband hadn’t even had an
erection, let alone any sexual relief, since his arrival on the
island five weeks ago. And nor would he be getting any in future
either. Apparently Viola was well known as one of the strictest
supervisors when it came to enforcing male abstinence.

In
contrast, over the past 35 days, Tommy had enjoyed fuck knows how
many erections and orgasms. He’d never known anything like it, even
jerking off to porn in his teens he’d never been so fucking horny.
And instead of a tissue, now the vast majority of his jizz was
sprayed into or over Jason’s missus. He could feel himself getting
hard at the mere thought of thrashing the arse of the poor bastard
loser whose woman he could bang whenever he liked.

But what made this moment even sweeter was that choosing today
to revisit the factory wasn’t some fluke. Oh no. A while back,
Tommy had found today’s date on Naomi’s file.
24th December. She and Tommy had opted for a Winter Wedding. They’d
married on Christmas Eve, five years ago this very day.

So today was the couple’s 5th Wedding anniversary. No doubt
this one would be rather different from their four previous
anniversaries. Apparently the Fifth is known as the Wooden
anniversary. Tommy had looked it up. Wood! So, Tommy had come to
the factory to help Jason celebrate it with a length of
wood.

“Count.”

Tommy
raised the vicious rattan and rolled his shoulders to stretch out
the knots. He eyed his target again. Two bony and defenceless
cheeks.

Thwaack!

The
first was just a loosener. Nevertheless, the cane produced a shrill
crack and a beautiful bright red line lit up Jason’s pale
bottom.

“Aah!! … no … pl …” he stammered.

“Count, I said.” Tommy snarled.

“…
w … one, s … sir.”

Tommy
had to stifle a laugh. This was power! He watched a pink hue spread
out either side of the crimson line, imagining Jason’s feeling of
utter shame.

Thwaaaaaacccck!

This
second one was harder. A proper whoosh. He relished the loud impact
of bamboo on flesh and a parallel scarlet ridge appeared next to
the first. Jason’s cheeks scrunched and unclenched and squeezed in
quick succession, as he tried to disperse the pain.

“T … two, s … sir.”

“DO NOT CLENCH.” Tommy barked.

Thwaaaaaaaaaccccccck!

The
third blow almost knocked Jason over. He stumbled forward. Tommy
had timed it just right. A resounding crack echoed upwards into the
factory’s pitched roof. Even better, this latest stripe landed
right on top of the second one and split the skin. A bloodred dot
appeared.

“Sss … thr … three, sir.”

Jason
just managed to right himself from his stumble. He visibly braced
again, hissing now, shifting from the sole of one foot to the
other, clenching his buttocks. His ragged breathing sounded like
strangled sobs.

Tommy
winked at Viola and plucked a large piece of fresh ginger root from
out of his pocket. Earlier, he’d supervised Naomi carving the piece
into a plug shape. He’d teased her it would be going in one or
other of HER orifices once it had matured. She had no idea the plug
would actually be her anniversary present to Jason! The pointed tip
was already greased in preparation.

Without
warning, he thumbed open Jason’s puckered crevice and plunged the
tip through his sphincter muscle.

“DON’T MOVE.”

He
stabbed again. And again, Until the entire shaft of the ginger plug
was wedged inside Jason’s anus and only the flared end was sticking
out. He smirked at Viola who nodded her approval.

Then he
raised the cane above his shoulder again and let rip.

Thwaaaaaaaaaccccccck!

Tommy
managed to land his fourth stroke on the exposed end of the plug,
driving it deeper into Jason’s rectum. Without waiting for a
reaction, he quickly swung the cane down again.

Thwaaaaaaaaaccccccck!

“F … five, s … sir.”

“NO! You missed out four. So … let’s start again at one, shall
we.”

“N … nnnhh …” Jason murmured in frustration.

It was
exquisite. The ginger was starting to take effect now. Jason
compressed his cheeks in self-defence. But after a couple of
seconds, it was obvious the ginger was burning his anus, so he was
forced to relax his clench, a fraction before Tommy’s sixth stroke
splattered into his vulnerable, unprepared buttocks.

Thwaaaaaaaaaacccccccck!

As a
result he also forgot to count.

“Let’s start again, I SAID!”

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

Jason
was sobbing now. His voice was a pitiful wail of frustration, pain
and despair.

“Pl … please sir. Pleeease. It hurts so m … much.”

“This is meant to fucking hurt! It’s to teach you some
manners!”

Tommy
sounded angry but inside he was joyous. He realised that what
people said was true. He – Corporal Tommy Gunn – was actually
fulfilling an important duty in the new society. It really was up
to disadvantaged people like him to educate privileged fuckers like
Jason.

Banging
the guy’s missus was merely a perk of the main job. His true
vocation was teaching these bastards some fucking
humility.

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

“Aaaaghh … pleeeeeease no … w … one, s … sir.”

Haha. The bastard’s learning. Just
fucking count!

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

Tommy
watched another purple-scarlet ridge detonate across Jason’s
scrawny butt. It was best to wait a few seconds to allow the pain
to swell. After all, there was no rush! He grinned at Viola. She
was stood watching them, casually smoking, clearly enjoying the
entertainment.

He took
a moment to glance at the other drudges nearby. Several were
casting him surreptitious looks between their mouthfuls of slop.
Thinking about it, he - Tommy Gunn - was actually teaching humility
to ALL these bastards, not just to Jason. He winked lasciviously at
some middle aged cunt who he caught squinting at him with obvious
disapproval.

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

“Aaagh … t … two, s … sir.”

He was
settling into an easy rhythm now, letting the crook-handled cane do
most of the work. It was a wicked piece of rattan, long and whippy,
designed to sting more than to inflict damage, but with a
satisfying smack of weight too.

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

“Ayee … thr … three …”

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

““F … f … four s … sir.”

“NO! You missed out the ‘Sir’ on three. You need to show ME
proper respect. I told you to count properly, calling me Sir, and
you can’t even obey a simple instruction … So let’s start AGAIN at
one, shall we?”

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

“Aaaaghhhhh … please no … I can’t … ah … one sir.”

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

Ziiiiiiing!

A hole
in one! Tommy had taken a small step back and changed angle,
swinging upwards. He managed to land the tip of the cane on the
small steel ring under his victim’s scrotum, making a tinging
sound, almost drowned out by Jason’s roar of pain.

“Nnaaaaaaaaghhhhhhhhhhh.”

Tommy
paused, tapping the cane gently into his palm as if he might,
finally, have reached the end of the punishment.

“Look up at me through your legs.”

Tommy
laughed. So did Viola. Jason bent his head further down and peered
up at them both from between the knees of his pink overalls. His
face was beetroot red, soaked with tears, grimacing with effort.
And yet with hope too.

Hope
that the worst of his punishment was now over. Tommy’s laughter
suddenly turned into a cold stare. He studied Jason and then slowly
raised the cane high above his shoulder. The optimism in Jason’s
pained expression dissolved into dread.

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

It was
delightful. Absolutely fucking glorious. Jason’s red face crumpled
in agony. Nevertheless, somehow he maintained his position, bent
right down, his mouth opening like a goldfish, as he tried to plead
and count and gasp Sir all at once.

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

“Naaagh … sss … pl … t … two … Ssssssssir …”

“Look at me, I said!”

Jason’s
eyes were screwed shut in a rictus of pain, his shiny forehead
creased, his face framed within the triangle formed by the concrete
floor and his girly-pink overalls, his burning buttocks clearly on
fire.

Tommy
waited until Jason hopefully blinked his eyes open
again.

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

“Aaaaaghhhhhnnnnnooooo …”

Thwaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccck!

In the
end, even Tommy lost count. He reckoned the final total was only
about three dozen strokes. Maybe nearer four dozen? Who cares? By
now, Jason was howling uncontrollably. He certainly couldn’t count
any longer or even grip his ankles.

His arse
was a train wreck. A series of parallel redlines, maroon
criss-crosses and a few crimson specks. They’d form lovely, tender
bruises for days. Sitting and sleeping would be difficult. The
flared end of the ginger had snapped off. Jason was hopping from
foot to foot, his hands rubbing his ravaged buttocks.

“Stand up and face me.”

Tommy
watched him straighten and slowly turn around, moving like an 80yr
old man. His once-handsome face was a total mess, bright scarlet
and drenched with snot and tears.

“What do you say to me for disciplining you?”

“Th … thnk … y .., yu sr.” He snivelled, inaudibly.

“Again!”

“Tha … thank you sir.”

Tommy
grinned.

“That ginger root stays in until you shit it out.
Right?”

“Y .. yes sir.”

“I had your wife carve that plug you know.”

Viola
chuckled. She’d remained silent, chain-smoking two cigarettes,
throughout the caning.

“A nice Anniversary Present!”

Jason
blinked at them both through his tears and confusion. Calendar
dates meant nothing on Penal Colony Nine. Every day was identical.
His scrambled brain was completely unaware of what day of the week
it was, let alone the specific date. But he did have some idea what
time of year it was.

Realization suddenly dawned.

“Yes, kiddo, today’s Christmas Eve. Your fifth wedding
anniversary. Congratulations!”

Jason
grimaced, sucking in a deep breath.

“Th … thank you … S … sir … Miss.”

Tommy
smiled. “You’re 28, right? Same age as your missus.”

Jason
frowned. He inhaled another couple of deep breaths, slowly
regaining his ability to think.

“Er … yes, I’m 28, s .. sir. And N … Naomi… is too.”

“So you could both be released from here when you’re 38.
Imagine that!”

Jason
didn’t look too thrilled but he nodded gratefully.

“Yes, that’s our s … sentence, sir.”

Tommy
paused, letting a meaningful silence linger.

“But that’s only IF your stays here aren’t … er … extended. I
assume you know that IF ANY interning officer makes three
complaints within a three month period about ANY single convict,
their sentence is automatically extended by a further ten
years?”

Jason
bit his lip and glanced at Viola. She nodded in confirmation and
fished into her pocket for her phone.

“Er, I … know that n … now, yes sir.”

“So, in fact, it COULD take until you’re both 48 … or 58 … 68 …
even 78 … before you’re actually released? Imagine that. Toiling
here when you’re 78 years old!”

Jason
looked down at the concrete floor.

“Look at me.” Tommy snapped. “Meanwhile, I’m only going to be
working on this lovely island for two years. Then, sadly, I’m outta
here. However, while I’m serving my internship here, YOU need to
make sure that I don’t have even the TINIEST little reason to
complain about YOU. Right?”

“Yes sir, absolutely sir.”

“So, let’s discuss your missus. Last time I visited, you asked
me if I was sleeping with her, right?”

“Er … yes … I remember. I’m s … sorry.”

“Well, don’t you worry your ugly little head. I like my bed all
to myself. Your lady means absolutely fucking NOTHING to me. But
…”

He
tapped the tip of his cane against Jason’s chest.

“…
I have to admit, I do fancy her. So … what would
YOU advise?”

Tommy
grinned, revealing his crooked teeth. He’d woken up with a huge new
yellow pustule on his chin that morning. He’d popped it and made an
even bigger mess. He could see Jason’s eyes were hypnotised by
it.

“I g … guess … you should …”, Jason whimpered, “er … t … tell
her, sir.”

“What?”

“That y … you f … fancy her.”

“Really? Just come out with it, yeah? Okay I will. And what
would YOU advise HER to reply?”

“Hold on,” Viola said, pressing record on her phone. “I should
video this.”

Jason
screwed his eyes into a distressed grimace. It was clear he
suddenly realised his anniversary was about to get even
worse.

“T … t … to be … nice to you sir.”

Viola
giggled, recording it all.

“Hold on.” She said. “Wipe that snot and those tears on your
sleeve. Make yourself look presentable.”

They
watched him rub his face on his pink sleeve several times until
he’d mopped his face dry.

Viola
took over asking the questions.

“Okay, tell us what you mean by Be Nice.” She ordered. “And be
specific. Very specific.”

“T … I guess to … f … fuck him, Miss.”

“Hmm … even more specific.”

Jason’s
face was scarlet with shame.

“Well … er … you know … she should ask him to fuck her,
Miss.”

“Ask? Only ask! Or … beg?”

“B … beg, Miss. Beg him to fuck her, Miss.”

Tommy
forced a loud yawn.

“ONLY fuck her? I mean, really?”

“And … well … she should offer to s … suck him as well … you
know … give him a blowjob. Sorry. Blowjobs, plural.”

“That’s better. And what else?”

Jason
was visibly panicking. He was clearly naïve about sex.

“Er … she should swallow his cum, Miss. Not spit it
out.”

“Really?” Viola turned to Tommy. “Is this enough? I’m not sure
it would be enough if I was a guy! Repeat ALL of what you just
said, Jason. And look straight at the camera.”

“Er … she should b … beg him to fuck her Miss and suck him …
give him blow jobs and she should definitely swallow his cum,
Miss.”

Tommy
joined in again.

“You’re absolutely certain. SWALLOW not spit? Tell Gnome
directly.”


Blushing, Jason stared intently at the lens.

“N … Naomi … please … you should swallow … er … Sir’s cum.
Don’t spit it out.”

“Not Naomi. Her fucking name’s Gnome. She’s my little
hobgoblin.”

Tommy
had learned from older guards it was important to use an inmate’s
PC9 number. It dehumanised them. Turned them into a few digits.
However, if you actually preferred to use a name instead, then make
it some insulting nickname. And make sure that her loved ones
always refer to her by that new moniker as well.

“Er … n … Gnome … you should swallow Sir’s cum. Don’t spit it
out.”

Tommy
shrugged, mildly satisfied. “Okay. And what else? Keep
going.”

Jason
looked at Viola in desperation and then back to Tommy.

“Er … maybe … I don’t know, sir …”

“Hmm … maybe I should thrash her arse like I just caned
you?”

“No please don’t, sir. I’m still th … thinking.”

Viola
chuckled. “Well, speaking as a woman, I think some men enjoy anal
sex.”

Jason
looked nauseous but he took the hint.

“She could offer him her … bottom, Miss?”

“Did you ever do Gnome back there?”

“N … no, sir. Never.”

“Okay. Then I could go for that. And I like my balls licked
too.”

“Oh yes, sir. She should offer to do that.”

“Say that again.” Viola said. “To the camera!”

“She should offer to lick his balls, Miss.”

“And my arsehole. It’s very sensitive.”

Jason
shut his eyes and screwed his face up.

“I … I … yes … that too.”

“SAY IT!”

“You should lick his arsehole, Gnome. Really … kiss it
deeply.”

“Really? Whatever state it’s in?”

Jason
gasped, his mouth hanging open but no words coming out. His eyes
were wide open with panic and horror.

“Say it! Or would you rather serve another ten
years?”

“Y … yes! Whatever state … it’s in.”

Viola
giggled. “You’re absolutely sure about all this? It’s what you want
me to pass onto your darling wife?”

Jason
hesitated, shifting from foot to foot, then nodded. His throat
croaked as he forced out the words.

“Yes Miss … I … m … mean it. Please tell her.”

At that
point, the three of them paused for several seconds of silence.
Jason was evidently absorbing what he’d actually said over the past
couple of minutes. On the record. Everything he’d uttered into his
Supervisor’s phone. Tommy gave him a satisfied, triumphant smirk.
It was time to be blunt. He nodded at Viola who stopped recording,
turning her camera off.

“Oh, 291 527, thanks. I’ll be sure to discuss your advice with
her. But, in fact, you should know your advice is redundant. You
see, your missus already does ALL those things for me. And more. In
fact, only …”

Tommy
glanced at his phone.

“ …
exactly forty eight minutes ago, I was fucking
your missus!”

Jason
stared at him in dismay.

“Yep, just before I set out to visit you.”

Tommy
shrugged nonchalantly, rubbing the hard bulge in the groin of his
jeans.

“My cock’s probably still wet with her cunt juice. I normally
do Gnome at least three times a day. The full 360 degree works;
cunt, mouth and arsehole. It was her cunt’s turn and, yep, 48
minutes ago, I filled it up with an afternoon’s load of jizz. By
the way, her cunt’s still pretty tight. Well, for now it is,
anyway.”

He
watched Jason slowly shake his head from side to side, jaw set
tight, teeth clenched, but his rage was clearly trumped by his fear
and so he said nothing in reply.

Tommy
gave him a lewd wink and ran his tongue along his lip.

“Oh yeah, and by the way, she’ll certainly be relieved to hear
you advising her to lick my arsehole. She tells me she never did
that to yours and so she was worried you’d be upset. But I wake up
every morning to her tonguing my shitter like her life depends on
it …”

Tommy
chuckled and arched an eyebrow.

“…
which I guess it kind of does! You know how sweaty
our arses get overnight in this climate? Yeah?”

He
waited until Jason forced himself to nod in reply.

“Well, I like to start my day clean. A ten minute tongue bath.
All over.”

He
raised his right arm and sniffed his armpit.

“I don’t sleep with your missus. As I said, I like my bed all
to myself. So she sleeps on the floor at the foot of the bed. When
I wake up I signal to her I’m awake with a big morning fart. She
climbs onto the bed and starts with my sweaty pits. Then she gets
down and does between my toes, and she sucks each big toe like it’s
a cock. Then her tongue moves slowly up my legs, to my groin,
particularly that hairy bit between my balls and my arse.
Everywhere. And if I’ve got any zits she kisses those.”

Tommy
gave Jason a lewd wink.

“Ten minutes of tongue worship. Then, when I’m spotless and
fresh, Gnome blows my morning wood. Without fail. I promise you,
not a single fucking morning goes by that she doesn’t drain my
overnight load. As you can imagine, she’s getting pretty damned
good at blowjobs. Hands-free too, just her lips, tongue and throat.
I mean, you’ve just told her to swallow my jizz, right? But she
doesn’t just gulp it down, mate. Oh no! You should hear her. She
tilts her head back and gargles it. Your missus trills my spooge
round that pretty mouth of hers for a full minute to savour all its
goodness.”

He and
Viola both laughed at Jason’s crushed expression. It was obvious
he’d feared his wife might be used for sex. But to have such
extremes spelled out so bluntly was more than he could
bear.

“What do you say? Or would you rather I add ten years to your
sentence?”

“
…. Th … thank you, Sir.” His voice was a throttled
whisper.

Tommy
grinned. Boy this was fun.

“As I said, she tongues my shitter every morning, so I should
reward her, right? Her shitter needs its treat too. So I fuck her
backdoor every single day. Usually after my lunch when I’ve got my
strength back. You need to be nice and hard to ream and arsehole
properly I assure you. Her cunt’s still tight but her anus is even
tighter. I have to work real hard cramming my cock in there. Remind
me, you never sampled her arse, did you?”

Jason
wiped his eye on his sleeve.

“N … no, S … sir.”

“Well, I can assure you, it’s worth the effort. Mind you, it
can be a little unhygienic. You know what ATM is?”

Jason
frowned in confusion at the unexpected change of topic.

“Er … yes, it’s a c … cash machine.”

Tommy
snorted with laughter.

“Well, yeah, in a way I guess Gnome is a cash machine. But no,
my friend, ATM is Arse To Mouth. I always give her a few minutes of
hard anal action but then, sometimes, I don’t want to waste my jizz
in her guts. And doing that can leave my dipstick all stinky. So
guess what I do? That’s right, I pull out and switch from her arse
to her mouth so she can lick me clean. Not a trace or smear
left.”

“Yeuughk.” Viola giggled. “Gross.”

“Then I finish off down her gullet so she gets a few more
calories inside her. And that helps her to wash away the taste of
arsehole.”

Tommy
arched an amused eyebrow at Jason’s look of utter
disgust.

“Oh go on, I admit it! You’re right, buddy. ATM’s not her
favourite lunchtime dessert! But I’m her boss and she wants to keep
me happy. That’s what counts, right?”

Jason’s
jaw was set tight. This time he couldn’t bring himself to
answer.

“RIGHT?”

“Er … yesss ssssir.”

Tommy
ignored the impudent hiss in Jason’s reply. He actually enjoyed the
angry sound. It was a sign that his victim was near to breaking
point.

“During the first few days of our relationship, Gnome’s arse
was super-tight. You know, really puckered and prudish. Virginal.
She’d never even had a finger up there apparently. But she and I
had a chat and we worked on it together. After a couple of weeks of
her wearing plugs of increasing sizes, we’ve expanded her sphincter
to just the right elasticity. Now she’s much easier to slip into,
yet still nice and, you know, grippy. We don’t need to use lube any
longer.”

Viola
snickered and held out her pack of cigarettes. Tommy accepted one
and a light. He inhaled and smiled, before exhaling grey smoke into
Jason’s face.

“And her bowel control’s still pretty good. She has to ask me
permission to poop. I usually make her wait an hour or two. We
don’t want your missus becoming incontinent too soon, do we? And
she doesn’t get as embarrassed as she used to. You know, performing
for an audience.”

Tommy
took another drag on his cigarette.

“Look, being honest, I confess she still hates anal sex. She
probably always will. She much prefers blowing me. Or even a nice
missionary fuck in her cunt. That’s her favourite. You can probably
just about remember what her cunt feels like, right?”

Tommy
paused, raising his eyebrows, waiting for Jason to say
something.

“Um … well vaguely …” His reply was surly. He even left off the
Sir.

“Keep that rude tone out of your voice!” Viola
hissed.

“I’m so sorry, Miss, Sir … Yes, I can just about remember
sir.”

Tommy
smiled, then gave Jason another lewd wink.

“Well, my mates all know what Gnome’s cunt feels like too. You
see I whore your missus out, just as my little side hustle. We’re
not allowed to charge fees. Criminal cunts are all free-use here as
a matter of principle. But tips are okay. So … IF somebody’s slut
does a really good job, it’s customary to leave her owner a small
gratuity. And when I say a REALLY good job, I mean seriously damned
fucking good. It’s her duty to make sure my mates feel generous
towards me. So, actually you’re right! Gnome’s my ATM. Cocks go in,
cash comes out.”

Tommy
and Viola burst out laughing at Jason’s expression.

“Or sometimes I do a swap. As I said, me and Gnome is just sex.
We have an open relationship! I’m not possessive. So I’ll trade a
fuck with Gnome for me taking a crack at some slut or other who
belongs to one of my colleagues. Not just a fuck, of course. BJs,
anal, the whole buffet. I don’t bother to keep count but I reckon
30 to 40 different guys have already used one or other of your
missus’s orifices. Hey, what’s that? An average of about one new
guy a day, right?”

Jason
glared, doing the maths. Five weeks. Thirty five days. He nodded
grudgingly.

“So, WHAT do you say to me?”

Tommy’s
tone made it quite clear he expected gratitude.

“…
er thank you, s… sir.”

And that
was the moment Tommy knew for sure that Jason had surrendered.
Hoisted the white flag. He was utterly defeated. Thrashed,
humiliated and browbeaten to the point he was actually thanking him
for whoring out his wife.

So, it was finally time to appear magnanimous. He reached out
and patted Jason on his shoulder.

“Don’t worry, mate. As I said, your missus means zilch to me.
And I don’t actually think she’s fallen for me either.
Surprisingly.”

Tommy
smiled, withdrawing his hand from Jason’s shoulder.

“So, when I leave here, I’m going to hand her down to another
intern who’s just like me. She’ll be super well-trained by then, if
a little frayed around the edges. A gargling, arse-trained, highly
skilled, cash dispenser. Then my replacement will pass her down the
line, to other interns, all the way throughout your ten year
sentence. She’ll probably end up with between six and ten different
owners by the time she’s 38.”

“Ooh, at least.” Viola giggled.

“However, at that point, IF you’re lucky, maybe you can have
Gnome back then, with the remainder of your lives ahead of
you?”

“Y … yes sir.”

Tommy
winked and nodded towards Jason’s groin. “I bet you’ll have quite a
bit of jizz stored up in those balls by then.”

“A decade’s worth.” Viola’s tone was firm.

“But that’s only IF you’re lucky. IF you give me ANY reason at
all to complain about you while I’m living on this island, you and
Gnome will both be doing another decade. Minimum. Is that
absolutely understood?”

“Y … yes sir.” Jason managed to sound almost
enthusiastic.

Tommy
held up his own phone.

Jason
peered at the screen through his damp eyes.

“Recognise her?”

It was
Tommy’s new screensaver. A closeup of Naomi’s face filled his
screen. But her pretty features were covered in so much ejaculate
that only her blue eyes and a few patches of her suntanned skin
were visible. Her entire forehead, eye sockets, cheeks, the bridge
of her nose, nostrils, lips, teeth and chin were all glazed with
thick, pearly white streaks, like a vanilla-cream donut.

Jason
gulped, glancing from the screen to Tommy and back
again.

“Y … yes sir. It’s … er … Na … I mean, Gnome.”

“That pic was taken just last night. After supper. A little
pre-anniversary party. You see, while the two of you have been
married for 5 years, it’s our anniversary too. That’s right. I’ve
been fucking your missus for exactly 5 weeks. That’s 35 days. Quite
a cause for celebration, heh?”

Jason
managed to force himself to sound positive.

“Yes sir. C … congratulations.”

“So I threw this little party. Nothing special just beers and
snacks and laughs. Gnome was our waitress and the … entertainment.
And at the climax of the evening, exactly 35 of my mates blew their
wad on her pretty face to help us commemorate our
achievement.”

Viola
smiled.

“Meanwhile what were YOU doing last night, 291 527 MPC9?” she
asked.

“I … I … was here … working, Miss.”

She
laughed. “Yes. Toiling away here on the evening shift. And you had
NO idea what that naughty wife of yours was up to, did
you?”

“N … no, Miss, I didn’t.”

“Well, now you know.” Tommy said. “So, every evening from now
on, I want you to reflect on that while you slog away.”

“Oh, don’t worry. I’ll remind him.” Viola chuckled.

Tommy
stared deep into Jason’s eyes.

“Picture the scene in your head. You see, Gnome and I fuck
every single night before I get my shuteye. Without fail. It’s not
like a marriage. There are no ‘headaches’, no ‘I’m not in the
moods’, no ‘I’m too tired, darlings’, any of that bullshit. You can
be certain that every evening, as you work your late shift here,
she and I will be having some kind of fun. Every fucking night,
seven days a week. She’s always available. Legs apart, ankles
behind her ears, or down on all fours, or on her knees with her
mouth open. Always keen. In fact, your missus was on her period
last week but she still fucked me through that like a bloody
trooper.”

Viola
lit another cigarette.

“Well, at least the slut HAD her period. Is she on
contraception?”

“Yeah. For now. I keep her on the pill so that we can all do
her bareback. And I don’t want any kids. Certainly not with a
fucking criminal like her.”

“Well, maybe after you’ve left?” Viola replied, carefully
exhaling several smoke rings in Jason’s direction. “She can come
off the pill. I’ve known quite a few women like this gnome of yours
while I’ve been here. The State likes them bred before it’s too
late.”

Tommy
arched his eyebrow, smirking at Jason while Viola continued to
explain. After all, she obviously knew a lot more about Penal
Colony Nine than either of them did.

“Assuming you’re released in ten years,” Viola said, “and
that’s a bold assumption, then your missus will be sterilised
before discharge. Understandably the State doesn’t allow released
criminals to reproduce together.”

Jason
blinked, confused and crestfallen at this new
revelation.

“But the government is concerned about demographics. It needs
more young people to generate the tax income the State requires. So
there’s no reason Gnome’s body shouldn’t be used as a vessel to
further the population. Plenty of couples on the Mainland can’t
have kids themselves. Or they simply want a family without all the
hassle of childbirth, or they’re too old or can’t conceive. Some
wives want to keep their perfect bodies and tight pussies into
middle age.”

“Hmm, yeah, I get that.” Tommy said.

“So I expect the Medics here will want Gnome to produce at
least two or three kids for adoption before it’s too late. Maybe
more if we put her on the TTB. That’s the Twins and Triplets
Booster program?”

“Wow.” Tommy enthused. “Really?”

“Oh yes. But there’s no rush. Maybe start in a couple of years’
time? Don’t worry, she’ll still be able to do farm work while she’s
heavily pregnant but it will be the less physically taxing stuff.
So, ultimately, Jason may get his wife back, IF he’s very, very
good. But at age 38, she’ll already be well past her best-before
date. You know, by then she’ll have stretch marks and scars, maybe
incontinence, these big floppy tits, and shall we say … a rather
loose cunt!”

“Sounds delightful.” Tommy chuckled.

He
smirked at Jason’s horrified expression. Naomi’s husband was
clearly overcome with emotion. His thrashing with the cane had been
the starter. The main course was learning all about his wife’s
present life. Now dessert was a glimpse into their
future.

So it was time to deliver another punch to his gut.

Tommy
turned and showed Viola his screen, thumbing onto the next photo.
She burst out laughing.

“You did it!! You did have them done! Fuck me, what are those?
E-cup?”

Tommy
smirked. But he kept the screen hidden from Jason’s
view.

“Nah, only D’s. I don’t like ‘em too big. They’re perfect for
tit fucks exactly as they are. The guys love sliding their dicks
between those udders. Still, I could always get the vet to enlarge
them further before I leave. Seriously big and floppy
double-Gs!”

They
both chuckled. Tommy patted Jason on his shoulder again.

“You see my friend, I’m really enjoying your missus’s best
years. Right now, her porn star tits, smooth skin and nice tight
holes. However, so long as you’re a good boy, you’ll maybe get the
post-natal dregs; droopy tits, wrinkled skin and an exhausted body.
I’ll make a note on her file. Suggest that whoever takes over from
me is happy to be a sperm donor.”

Jason’s
eyes were clenched tight, shaking his head in abject
misery.

“Look at me!”

Jason
blinked them open. Tears bubbled down his gaunt cheeks.

“Now, now.” Tommy warned. “Remember what I told you about your
behaviour, boy! Don’t be insolent.”

“I … I’m sorry … sir.”

“You need to know one last thing, buddy. As I said, my
relationship with your missus is only sex. That’s all. And you may
worry she doesn’t get any enjoyment at all out of it but, I can
assure you, that in fact she does. She’s one horny little bitch.
Take a look at this.”

Tommy
held his phone up and clicked play so all three of them could watch
the screen. The wet and whimpering sounds of female pleasure were
unmistakable. Jason peered closer. His eyes widened in
disbelief.

“She’s really going at herself isn’t she?” Tommy
said.

Viola
giggled. “Wow. Her cunt squelches a lot louder than it did a month
ago.”

Naomi
was masturbating with a large green cucumber. At least half of its
gleaming length was crammed inside her. She was pulling it in and
out, expanding the pink entrance of her yawning vulva, making sure
to rub the dildo’s green skin against her clitoris.

“Ah … ah … ah …” her little cries sounded louder and louder
through the phone’s speaker. Male voices and laughter could be
heard from offscreen.

Tommy
grinned. “At first, your missus couldn’t get there. She and I had
to work at it together. Hours of practise. But listen …”

“Ah … mmm… ahmmmmm … nnngghh … yesss …”

The
screen panned up to focus on Naomi’s contorted face in the rictus
of orgasm. The French call it la petite mort. The Little Death. Her
mouth was wide open, features twisted, upper teeth bared, a mix of
pleasure and shame. Her shoulder was visible jerking feverishly as
she used the cucumber to finish herself off.

Jason
blinked several times, watching his wife’s crescendo slowly
dwindle. Then he tore his eyes away from the screen and glanced
down at the ground.

“Look at me.” Tommy said. “I’ve discussed your sex life with
her. In lots of detail. No holding back. No secrets. I know all
about you. A few kisses and a cuddle, then boring man-on-top
missionary, a minute or two’s in and out, game over. She never
came, right?”

Jason
bit his lower lip and blinked. “I don’t think so, Sir.”

Tommy
smiled magnanimously, condescendingly.

“Don’t worry. Some guys just aren’t very good at it. She
admitted it was okay for her. Not good … but okay. Your deep love
for each other made up for the lack of spark. She told me she was
happy with your dick’s size at the time too. That you were a gentle
and considerate lover, just not very imaginative.”

Both men
stared at each other.

“Now, she says with me … it’s different. Better. Less gentle
and romantic but a load more creative. You see there was a slut
hidden deep inside Gnome that you were never going to liberate.
That’s okay mate, you’re her husband. You’re not expected to. But
me? I’m her lover. Her boyfriend. Her stud. I’ve released the
inner-slut. With the help of me mates too. Your wife’s learned to
love sex … in fact, you should actually be thanking me.”

Jason’s
jaw was set tight, teeth clenched. His moist eyes were full of
loss. And acceptance. He used his pink sleeve to wipe yet another
tear from his cheek.

“Thank you … sir.”

Tommy
smiled. A nice smile for once. He lowered his phone and checked the
timer. Two minutes fifteen to go. He had just enough
time.

“Okay, now turn round and bend over again.”

Jason’s
eyes bugged wide in shock. He seemingly couldn’t believe it. How
could anybody be so cruel? His lower lip trembled.

“Pl … please … sir.”

“Turn round and bend over again, I SAID!”

Jason
rotated little by little, then reluctantly bent at the waist and
clasped his ankles again. His pink flap still hung down and his
buttocks appeared, if anything, in even worse shape. The redness
had become more intense and swollen. The purple welts and ridges
even more pronounced.

Tommy
casually rolled his shoulders. He’d stiffened up.

“Count.”

Thwaack!

The
sound was the same as before but the impact of a new stroke on
tenderised flesh was startling.

“Aaahh … nooo …. Please … sssssssir …”

“COUNT, I said!”

Thwaaaaaacccck!

“Aaahh … w … w … w … one … s … sir …” Jason had begun sobbing
uncontrollably.

Thwaaaaaacccck!

“Pleeeeease … sir … I … b … beg y … have … m … mercy
…”

Thwaaaaaacccck!

Thwaaaaaacccck!

Tommy
couldn’t help his wide grin. There’d been a particular officer in
his regiment. That bastard was so full of himself with his private
education and posh accent and good looks. Well, Jason sounded and
looked a bit like that prat. Tommy imagined they were one and the
same man.

Thwaaaaaacccck!

This
time he stopped after a mere half a dozen. He’d heard of the phrase
Six of the Best from the olden days. Six would be enough. Jason was
howling, begging, beaten.

Down … and now counted out.

Tommy
left his victim bending over for a while. He accepted another of
Viola’s cigarettes and checked his phone. It was time to act the
gracious winner.

“Okay, stand up and look at me.”

Jason
staggered upright and turned. His body wracked with sobs, his face
as red and swollen as his buttocks. His eyes were full of tears,
lips flecked with drool and snot. He was desperate.

“Pl … ease s … sir. I’m s … sorry … for … everything …
sir.”

Tommy
glanced at his phone and gave Jason a benevolent smile.

“Good lad. That’s okay. I forgive you. I guess you finally
realise that you actually want me to fuck and whore your wife,
yeah?”

“Y … yes sir. I d … do.”

“So, I have a nice little surprise for you. You see, I brought
your lovely Naomi here with me. She’s right outside. Tethered
behind my cart. I brought her along for the ride. Do you fancy
saying hi to her?”

Jason
gasped. It was more of a choking sound than a gulp. As if he
couldn’t compute the surprise. He gazed at Tommy. His glistening
eyes were bewildered, full of different emotions but mostly …
anticipation.

“Y … yes sir. Oh please … yes.” He inhaled. “Even if it’s ju …
just to see her and maybe tell her to stay brave … through all
this.”

Tommy
smiled pleasantly. “Yes, that would be nice wouldn’t it? I’m sure
she’d love to see you too. I’m afraid she’ll still be bit sweaty
and sticky from the journey here. And she’ll have the remains of my
jizz running down her thighs. But then it’s not as if you’re
looking at your best either, right?”

Tommy
glanced at his phone again.

“Maybe you’d like to check out her new tits? Even give her a
naughty little peck on the cheek? So near and yet so far,
huh?

Tommy
smiled, checking the seconds on his timer.

“Oh yes please sir. I’d love that.”

At that
moment the countdown hit zero and the klaxon horn began wailing.
Panic appeared in Jason’s eyes. Panic and anguish.

Tommy
shrugged. It was time for everybody to get back to work. Around
them, drudges had all snapped to attention. The conveyor belt
started to hum.

“Aw, shucks mate. The three of us shouldn’t have spent so long
shooting the breeze. You need to get back to work.”

Jason
looked at Viola. “Please Miss. Just t … two minutes. I’ll still
make my quota. I promise.”

She
shook her head.

Tommy
shrugged, giving him a ‘shucks’ gesture.

“Hmm, I guess I’ll have to kiss the lovely Naomi on your
behalf. Once she’s cleaned up. By the way, she loves swapping
tongues. You can definitely kiss her NEXT time I drop by. But you
missed your chance today. And, ooh look, you missed eating your
meal too.”

Jason
glanced down at his unappetising bowl of slop.

“I … I’m not really that hungry any longer … sir.”

Tommy
reached into his pocket. He found a wrapper. It was a single boiled
sweet. Bitter lemon flavour. He held his palm out to
Jason.

“Tell you what, here we are, mate. Suck on that.
Bittersweet.”

Jason
blinked and took it.

“Thank you sir.”

A
cascade of wooden poles and metal components was approaching them
on the conveyor belt. Further up the line, drudges had already
started grabbing them.

“Next year.” Tommy said, comforting Jason with a pat on his
shoulder.

“Sir?”

“I’m too busy to visit you more often, I’m afraid. But, in a
year’s time, I’ll bring our little Gnome up here again. That’ll be
your Iron anniversary. I looked it up. This year’s Wood and the
sixth is Iron. No idea why it’s called that but it gave me an
idea.”

Tommy
gently patted Jason’s groin, feeling the flaccid, chained-down cock
under his pink overalls. He grinned at Viola.

“Maybe your supervisor will unlock your iron chain for a little
celebration next year?”

He and
Viola both laughed at such a ridiculous idea.

“No, but seriously, that’s not long. Only 365 days away. I’ll
bring your missus up here with me again. Maybe you two can hook up?
You know, look each other in the eye, perhaps even a really naughty
peck on the lips. How about that?”

Jason
had to reach out to grab a wooden handle and a trowel, beginning
his evening shift.

“Thank you, s … sir. That would be great.”

Tommy
and Viola turned and walked away, leaving him to concentrate on his
work.

They never looked back.


CHAPTER 5 -
DEBORAH

 


It was
her second session of the day.

They
hadn’t even removed the cameras and lights after her sexual ordeal
that morning. The packed bedroom was still full of crew members,
technicians, makeup assistants, cables and tripods, and a line of
leering participants who were standing around the bed.

The
director had put Dan’s name down last on the list. Her own husband
would be number 20 out of 20. First of all, Deborah had to
‘practise’ with nineteen other studs in front of bright lights,
camera lenses and eager onlookers. What’s more, her nightmare
gangbang was being beamed into millions of homes on the Mainland. A
Christmas Eve special.

The only
thing that could get Deborah though another session was silently
repeating her mantra, time after time. Pardons and Freedom. Pardons
and Freedom. Pardons and Freedom.

For me. For Dan. And for Rachel.

“Smile!” the director cooed.

She
looked up at him and forced a fake-grin. She hated his awful
joviality. He was standing in the middle of a group of men. Most of
them already had their penises sticking out like yardarms, casually
stroking the shafts. Thankfully every erect penis was encased in a
protective condom.

Until next month.

The man
currently bouncing on top of her suddenly bucked, stiffened, and
then groaned. She felt his erection pulsing. His breath smelt of
garlic and cigarettes. His stubble scratched her jaw. He licked her
cheek and sighed.

“Nice one, lady.”

“What do you reckon, Dobbo?” the director asked.

“Not bad. A bit loose but I’ll fuck her again if you need me.
Unwrapped next time though.”

“Hah, you’ve fathered enough kids already Dobbo!”

The man
levered himself off her and winked.

“I’ll be back for a blowjob instead tomorrow, darling. You’d
better make it good.”

She
watched him clamber off the bed, flabby buttocks, his penis swaying
hypnotically, the bulb of the condom full. He peeled her protection
off his shaft, knotted it, and dropped it onto the saucer by the
side of the bed.

“Number Eight!” the director called out.

A boy no
older than her daughter Rachel stuck his hand up. He was
round-faced, wore spectacles and was chubby from eating too much
fast-food. His shirt was undone and he wasn’t wearing anything
below his waist. He was fondling his genitals.

“Hey kiddo. It’s Tom, right? This your first time?”

“First time in a gangbang movie. But not my first
fuck.”

“This lady could be your mum, right.” The director
chuckled.


Everybody laughed.

“Maybe I can make her a mum!” the boy grinned towards the
cameraman, playing to the viewers at home.

“Hah, Good one. Help yourself, Tom.”

Deborah
glanced at the small clock on her bedside table. This afternoon’s
session had been going on for 28 minutes so far. She spread her
thighs to welcome some random young man her daughter’s age into her
vulva. What was that? Seven men in 28 minutes. Four minutes each.
Another hour and a half or so to go.

Ummph.

The boy
slammed his penis into her in one violent thrust.

She
hissed and braced herself against his youthful vigour.

 



CHAPTER 6 -
TOMMY

 


Tommy
was being nice. He pulled Naomi into him and kissed her full on her
rosebud lips. She kissed him back with apparent enthusiasm,
evidently doing her best to ignore the livid yellow pustule on his
chin and his tobacco breath.

“Ooh, guess what!” He gasped, as if he’d only suddenly
remembered something. “Jason’s supervisor sent me a message for you
from him. Apparently it’s a nice custom on Penal Colonies. At
Christmastime, husbands get to send a message to their
partners.”

“Really?”

Tommy
had discovered that telling lies came naturally to him. He eased
her shift open. It was made of brown sackcloth and only had a piece
of old shoelace to hold both sides in place. He never allowed her
to wear a bra. He liked her cleavage on display and her enhanced
jugs accessible at all times. After all, stretch marks in a couple
of years weren’t his concern.

She
smiled. She knew better than to object. There were tags dangling
from her boobs. Tommy had a collection of different metal tags
which could be hung from her nipple rings. This week the tag on her
right boob said ‘Tommy’s’. The one on her left said ‘Funbags’. He
casually jiggled her left tit in his palm. She didn’t stop
smiling.

“Yep. It’s a recording.”

He
released her funbag and pulled his phone from the right pocket of
his shorts. She looked at him with hope and anticipation in her
blue eyes. He arched his eyebrow in a teasing
expression.

“Yeah. It’s sweet. Very loving.” He said, smiling playfully,
holding his phone high above his head, out of reach, as if he might
not play the Christmas message for her after all.

“Pleeease, sir.” She whispered, desperate to hear her husband’s
voice.

“What will you do for me?”

She bit
her lip. “Um … anything, sir.”

He
chuckled, patting his left pocket where he kept his
wallet.

“Bigger tips then.” He said. “Earn me bigger tips,
okay.”

She
blinked. “I … I’ll try, sir.”

“I’ve got a few mates dropping by later. I’ll give you a chance
to really impress them and fatten up my wallet. You can wear that
schoolgirl’s outfit. One of the tartan ones. Okay?”

Tommy
stared into her blue eyes. They answered yes. That she would do her
utmost to earn tips for him.

The Farm
Shop contained a clothing section that stocked a vast array of
costumes that could be borrowed for free. Everything from
sophisticated lingerie in lace and silk, to trashy PVC underwear,
to sluttish roleplay outfits: beer maids, housemaids, policewomen,
secretaries, go-go dancers, strippers, pirates, mermaids, Catwoman
and Red Riding Hood, cheerleaders, nuns, nurses, schoolgirls, and
Christmas elves, amongst many others.

The
sluttish outfits were all simply returned and rehung after use.
They were rarely washed or cleaned between borrowers. The underwear
was usually cum-encrusted, sometimes blood-streaked or skid-marked.
There was one particular tartan miniskirt and tight boob tube
outfit that his regular gang really liked on Naomi.

Tommy
squeezed the fleshy underside of her boob until she winced. Then
his finger flicked the metallic tag that said Funbags.

“Oh … go on then.” He said magnanimously, pressing play. “It
begins with Viola, Jason’s supervisor.” He explained.

The
recording started with a woman’s voice. She was imitating an
interviewer’s intonation.

“So Jason, congratulations, it’s Christmas Eve and it’s your
wedding anniversary. I’ll bet Naomi is missing you. And she’s
probably worried about everything she’s been getting up to behind
your back. You know, with her new boyfriend. So, what would you
like to say to her?”

Tommy
smiled at the flash of concern in Naomi’s eyes at the mention of
him being her ‘boyfriend’. But it was mixed with obvious
excitement. At last she was about to hear her husband’s voice for
the first time since they’d been split up on arrival.

“She should ask him to fuck her, Miss. Beg him to fuck
her!”

Naomi’s
expression dissolved into a confused frown as the woman’s voice
replied.

“Really? That’s fascinating advice for any guy to give his
wife.”

“And she should offer to s … suck him as well … you know … give
him a blowjob. Sorry. Blowjobs, plural.”

“Extraordinary. She’ll be relieved to hear you’re so
broadminded. Is that all, Jason?”

“She should swallow his cum, Miss. Not spit it out.”

Naomi
started to look nauseous. All the colour had drained from her face.
She blinked at Tommy in confusion, hardly believing what she was
hearing.

He
shrugged and gave her a smirk. After all, they both knew she
already gargled his cum every day. He reached out to cup her tit
again. He could feel his cock hardening in his shorts. Viola had
done a great job. This edited tape was working like a
dream.

“You’re absolutely certain?” His supervisor asked. “Swallow,
not spit? You should tell her directly.”

Jason’s
voice came loud and clear through the phone’s speaker.

“Er … Gnome … you should swallow Sir’s cum. Don’t spit it
out.”

The
female supervisor chuckled. “Haha, you call her Gnome too. Any
other ideas?”

Tommy
gave Naomi a reassuring smile. She clearly needn’t worry about her
husband after all. Jason was fully onboard with their relationship.
Tommy released her tit and reached down to unbutton his
fly.

“She could offer him her … bottom, Miss.”

“Did YOU ever do Gnome back there?”

“N … no, never.”

He
smirked at Naomi. After all, they both knew how much she disliked
anal sex and yet, here was her husband, actually encouraging her to
offer her arse to him. Tommy eased his erection out from his fly.
It sprang up towards her face. She didn’t wear a bra. So Tommy
never bothered with underwear either.

“Yet you want her boyfriend to bugger her. How generous of
…”

Jason
impatiently interrupted his supervisor’s voice.

“…
she should offer to lick his balls,
Miss.”

“Lick his balls? Oh my!”

“…
you should lick his arsehole, Gnome. Really … kiss
it deeply.”

Naomi
let out a gasp of shock. She stared at Tommy in horror. How could
her beloved actually want her to do something so gross. Something
she’d had to be forced to do. Tommy simply stuck out his tongue at
her and wiggled it suggestively.

“Really? Whatever state it’s in?”

“Y … yes! Whatever state … it’s in.”

His
female supervisor sounded appalled.

“Fuck me, Jason. You’re one kinky bastard, aren’t you? Not many
husbands want their missus to tongue-fuck some other guy’s shitter.
I have to warn you. This isn’t some kind of joke. I’m genuinely
going to send this recording for him to play to her. Or I could be
nice and wipe it and we can start again? So, last chance, you’re
absolutely sure about all this? It’s what you want him to pass onto
Naomi as your Christmas message?”

“Yes Miss … I … m … mean it. Please tell her.”

There
was silence. That was the end of the recording. Tommy pressed stop.
He looked down meaningfully at his throbbing cock. Naomi’s blue
eyes were shining with tears. She shook her head in disbelief at
what she’d just heard. Nevertheless, she obediently took his veined
shaft in her delicate right hand.

“As I said, it’s sweet isn’t it? Very loving. You can tell he’s
fully supportive of our … arrangement. Yes?”

She
began moving her fingers up and down. “Y … yes sir.”

“So let’s recap. He wants you to beg me to fuck you from now
on. No spitting when you blow me. And he obviously wants me to
bugger your arse even though he never did that. And he sounded very
keen that you tongue fuck my own arsehole … at any time.
Yep?”

“Yes … sir.”

“Remind me, did you ever lick Jason’s arse?”

She
shook her head slightly. “No sir.”

Tommy
smiled kindly.

“It’s funny. Your husband’s a lot kinkier than you made him out
to be. Wanting us to do all that naughty stuff together. And you
know what? His own cock is pierced. Total lockdown. I heard he
can’t even jerk himself off or get erect. That’s got to get pretty
frustrating for him after a while, right?”

A single
tear bubbled down her cheek.

“…
yes s … sir.” She whispered.

“Imagine ten years without even one measly wank! How do you
think he’ll cope?”

“It … w … would be very hard for him, sir.”

Tommy
nodded sadly, as if he cared. Then he brightened. It was time for
another lie.

“You know, maybe I could have a word with his supervisor? I
hear most of them accept bribes. Slip them a wedge of cash and
they’ll consider unlocking some poor labourer’s cock for a couple
of minutes. Turn a blind eye. If you earn me some big tips, I could
maybe buy hubby a quick jerk off, huh?”

Still
stroking his cock, Naomi wiped her damp cheek with her left
hand.

“Y … yes. Thank you sir.”

“Hmm, you don’t sound too grateful?”

“No! Really, sir. That’s really kind of you.”

She was
getting pretty good at hand jobs. Her slim fingers pumped his shaft
a little faster, her thumb caressing his sensitive
ridge.

“Tell you what,” he said, “in six months’ time I’ll review your
performance and also count up how much you’ve earned me. If I’m
really happy, I’ll think about having a word with his
supervisor.”

She
sounded thankful and enthusiastic.

“That’s so kind, sir.”

Tommy
had decided to start off with just a sound recording. To prolong
the fun. Viola had edited Jason’s words and inserted her own
questions. But eventually he’d show Gnome the entire video. When it
was time for her to learn the whole truth.

He
reached into his top pocket and fished out a cigarette. He loved a
ciggie during a blowjob.

Her eyes
watched him. She hated tobacco smoke. He lit it and inhaled then
leaned forward to kiss her on the mouth.

“Mmm … thank you … sir.” She murmured when he pulled away and
exhaled.

“Do you remember when we first met? The Deputy Warden wanted to
know if I fancied you, and asked would I take your husband’s place
for a while to ensure that you get plenty of tupping. You remember
that?”

“Yes S … Sir.” She grimaced, blinking with smoke in her
eyes.

“And I’ve done what the Deputy asked, haven’t I?”

She
nodded, gripping his shaft tighter. “Yes sir.”

“Back then I never thought you and I would learn to get on as
well as we do. Did you?”

Her eyes
flickered with turmoil. “Er … no sir.”

He
reached up and put his hand on the top of her head, applying
pressure.

She took
the hint and got down onto her knees.

“Your husband said you should lick my balls.”

“Mmm.” She nodded, putting her lips round his swollen
cockhead.

“And my arsehole. Whatever state it’s in, right?”

“Mmm.” She started sucking.

Tommy
leaned sideways, lifted his buttock, and let rip
unashamedly.

“So you’d better do an even better rimming job than you’ve been
doing so far or, you know what?”

“Mmnoh…”

“If you don’t improve your arse-licking, I’m going to cane
Jason. I’ll really thrash his butt and none of us wants that to
happen, do we?

“Mmno … Sir.” She mumbled onto his cock, ignoring the
aroma.

Tommy
grinned at the top of her nodding head.

“Tell you what,” he said, holding his phone-camera and aiming
it downwards. He began filming her head bobbing up and down in his
lap. “I’ve got an idea. Let’s you and I record a Christmas message
for Jason. We can reassure him that you’ve taken his advice to
heart. He’d like that. Yes?”

“Uhum.” She agreed, still sucking.

Tommy
smiled. “Hey, I’ve got an even better idea. Instead of just a sound
recording, let’s make him a Christmas video. I’ll send it straight
over to his supervisor so she can show it to him.”

 



CHAPTER 7 -
GILES

 


Giles
waved Yvonne off at the airport.

He
watched the plane climb until it became a mere speck in the
powder-blue sky. A contrail of water vapour from the aircraft’s
engines sketched a white line behind it. The late afternoon
backdrop was hinting at the red and gold sunset to come.

His wife
was off to the Mainland to spend Christmas with her sick, elderly
sister. His love would be gone until the New Year. So he waited a
few more seconds until he knew the plane wasn’t going to turn
back.

Then he
swivelled and clambered into his sulky. There wasn’t a moment to
lose. He flicked the reins and barked at the two ponies.

“Giddyap!”

Their
names were Humphrey and Lauren, an attractive couple he’d reunited
just for the sheer hell of it. She was a blue-eyed
strawberry-blonde, with a lovely face and full, perky, but not
overly large, breasts. Humphrey was that tall, annoyingly
goodlooking type, with wavy brown hair and patrician
features.

On
Giles’ command, they immediately jerked the sulky forwards. The
leather straps tightened and off they went at a decent lick. He
smiled. Their shoulders were already red from the hot sun plus a
couple of lashes from his buggy whip. Mind you, he really hadn’t
needed to beat them hard on the journey to the airport. The only
incentive necessary was the deal that he’d offered them.

They
were doing okay for new, untrained ponies. His sulky was flying
along the flat, dusty track. He applied the brake slightly, so as
to make it a tad more difficult for them. Humphrey snorted with
effort. It’s amazing how much strength a husband can summon up at
times like this.

Giles
grinned at Lauren’s coltish legs as she struggled to keep pace. Her
back was shimmering with sweat. He unfurled his buggy whip and
cracked it a couple of inches above her head. She leaned forward
energetically. Her strawberry blonde ponytail was flapping behind
her. Giles made a mental note that her pert buttocks would look
even better with a matching ginger horsetail sticking out from her
anus.

It was
sweet the way this couple genuinely believed that he’d honour the
deal he’d offered them! He’d told them that so long as they
performed as perfect ponies then Lauren would not be mounted by the
stableboys. For now it was amusing to indulge in a little, harmless
game of promises to be broken.

Then his
mind returned to Rachel. His new maid. His current prey. He
released the brake fully and the sulky surged forward.

At this
pace, they’d be back at the Ranch within ten minutes.

 



CHAPTER 8 -
DEBORAH

 


Deborah
was on her hands and knees on the bed, gazing directly into the
camera lens. A sliver of spittle was dangling from her lower lip
and her eyes were glassy.

Behind
her, a hirsute man with a massive stomach was thrusting into her.
She was too exhausted to take any more men on top of her. So the
director had ‘kindly’ allowed her to switch to the doggy position.
She was so sore, so worn out. Every man had been heavy and rough.
But at least this one would be her last today.

Number 19.

The
director knelt down until his lips brushed her ear. He smiled and
clenched his fist under her chin as a pretend
microphone.

“So, Deborah with a H … please tell our audience at home, how
are you feeling right now?”

“Uh … uh … uh … t … tired …”

“Really? Ooh … so too tired to fuck your husband
Dan?”

“Nuh … uh … No … I … can m … manage h … him.”

“Just him? That’s very selfish. None of my cameramen or techies
has had a crack at you yet. I mean, look at poor Bernie
here.”

The
director pointed at the nearest cameraman’s denim jeans. His beer
gut hung over his belt. But there was a pronounced bulge in his
groin.

She
squinted up at him, into the camera, trying to focus. She didn’t
care what the man looked like. This was the awful stage she’d
reached. Appearance no longer mattered. Looks were irrelevant. Even
numbers were irrelevant.

What was one more?

A series
of staccato grunts and heavy pummelling signified that number 19
was reaching his orgasm. She felt his length throb inside her,
grateful for the fact he was wearing a condom. Then his weight
collapsed onto her back and she braced her arms to hold his stomach
up.

“O … okay.” She gasped towards the cameraman named
Bernie.

Number
19 lay atop her for a while, while his cock drained completely and
he caught his breath. The mattress eventually shifted as he slid
his spent penis out of her and climbed off the bed. Moments later
she felt warm slime on her skin as he emptied the condom all over
her back while high-fiving the audience.

“Unzip me.” Bernie murmured, still holding his camera aimed at
her face.


Supporting her own weight on her left arm, she reached out
her right hand and undid the buckle of his belt, then the popper
button of his jeans. It was awkward but she managed to loosen
everything and she eventually tugged his zip down. His beer gut
slid downwards.

“Well done, lady.”

He
wasn’t wearing any underwear. She managed to release his erection.
It sprang out to greet her; thick, veined, circumcised and shiny
with pre-cum.

“Kiss it.”

He kept
filming, his lens poised above her head, while she put her lips to
his purple helmet. It was an out of body experience. She could
actually visualise herself onscreen, close up, putting her lips to
this strange, slimy, swollen mushroom.

She
could imagine people watching this moment on the Mainland. People
she’d known, all sat round their televisions and tablets.
Neighbours and friends. Dan’s colleagues. Parents from Rachel’s
school. The old man from the convenience store. The kid who used to
wash their cars. She saw their faces gawping at their screens, some
shocked and disgusted, others laughing and downloading, observing
Mrs Deborah Cohen kissing a stranger’s penis.

Couples could play this scene back tonight in the comfort of
their own beds to spice up their foreplay. Young kids could whack
off to it in the privacy of their bedrooms. Anybody who wanted to,
could store it on some file in the cloud. Forever.

She
could see the director’s face alongside her, grinning his
approval.

“Now suck it.”

Deborah
grimaced but didn’t hesitate. Nothing mattered. Numbers were
irrelevant. Why not just do as she was told? So she opened her
mouth wide and slid her lips over the smooth, glistening
crown.

“Guys!” she heard the director say. “All gather round. Anybody
who hasn’t taken a ride on this lady yet and needs to shed a load,
come and fist yourselves over her.”

Deborah
kept sucking the cameraman. But she was aware of lots of noise,
movement, laughter around her. There had to be at least twenty
members of the film crew. She spied men congregating in her
peripheral vision. She heard one excited kid calling
out.

“Hey boss. Approval ratings have just spiked. We got two
hundred thousand more Likes during the last 30 seconds.”

Bernie
was thrusting to and fro in her mouth now. She retched, drooling
saliva from her lips. The man was literally fucking her
gullet.

“Ngh … mhhh … ysss … take that bitch …. mmmmm …”


Incredibly, she had no idea how, she actually made him cum
with just her mouth. With only a few grunts of warning, his penis
spat thick warm gunk down her throat. She barely tasted it. She was
just relieved it was inside her mouth and not inside her
unprotected vagina. She shut her eyes and swallowed.

“Lie back. Face up.”

She
released Bernie’s erection with an audible pop. Her lips had been
sealed round it. Now she could taste bitter gruel on her tongue.
She was relieved to be able to change position. She lay down on her
bed and opened her eyes again.

She was
surrounded by masturbating men. Of every age and colour and body
shape. Old grey beards and grinning brown faces and large pale
bellies. They were smiling down at her, stroking their shafts like
some kind of orchestra, slack-jawed and excited.

“Mouth open.” The director fussed, patting her shoulder. “Nice
and wide.”

Suddenly
a young Asian man groaned. He leaned forward and directed his penis
at her face. She held her jaws open. A thick rope of semen uncoiled
onto her cheek. Another spurt splashed her nose. The third landed
right on her tongue.

After
that, they came thick and fast. She wasn’t sure how many there
were. At least two dozen. She recognised a few of the ‘stars’ who’d
had sex with her earlier but had now returned for another orgasm.
She swallowed a good half of it. Bitter, warm, slimy,
disgusting.

Still
there was plenty left for her face too. Her hair. Her neck and even
her breasts. She wasn’t allowed to wipe any of it off. Bernie’s
camera lens hovered over her, broadcasting the devastation to her
audience on the Mainland. Everybody was high-fiving.

“Oh man, that’ll look great in slow-mo.”

“Bitch’s face looks like a Krispy Kreme!”

“More like a Christmas cake.”

“Well done, darling.” The director giggled. “Guess
what?”

She
stared up at him in dread.

Surely she’d done enough?

“Had you forgotten? It’s hubby’s turn now!”

 



CHAPTER 9 -
JAMAL

 


Jamal is watching.

He’s
leaning against a tree observing a group of about thirty naked,
sweating farmhands. They’re singing while they gather up brambles
and nettles and pile handfuls into several large carts. The late
afternoon sun is beating down and Jamal’s glad to be under the
shade. The labourers work hard and fast, toiling with their bare
hands, flinching as the sharp, stinging thorns cause them
pain.

Their
singing is low, mournful, repetitive, interspersed with hisses of
hurt, like the songs of plantation slaves decades ago. They are
forced to chant while they work. Lines such as:

 


“Thank you Masters for teaching us our place

We are not worthy of your amazing grace

Thank you Sun for your boiling heat

We do not deserve the food we eat.”

 


Jamal
feels sorry for them. He wishes he could help but what could he do
against half dozen other guards who are brandishing their guns and
whips, standing around, smiling at the spectacle? One of the
audience has uncoiled her sjambok and she’s lashing any farmhands
whose efforts slow, even slightly.

A
large-breasted female labourer has been strung up by her arms from
the horizontal crossbar of a whipping station. There are plenty of
these punishment gibbets scattered around the Farm, like narrow
soccer goals, just two sturdy posts supporting a wooden
crossbar.

The poor
woman looks about 40 to Jamal, with wide hips and pendulous bosoms.
Her long blonde ponytail is also tied up to the crossbar, forcing
her to keep her face raised. Two of Jamal’s colleagues are taking
it in turn to slap her bare bottom and heaving bosoms with wooden
paddles; one blow sends her jerking forwards then the next smack
makes her jolt backwards.

“Lazy bitch!” One shouts at her.

Whaaap!

The
other guard laughs, spanking her buttocks with his
paddle.

Jamal
can’t understand why all the guards are so cruel. He can see the
poor woman’s hands and forearms are covered in scratches and
blotches. She’s just one of about 10 female and 20 male prisoners
toiling under the hot sun, plucking stinging nettles, sharp
prickles and rampant weeds that they have to yank out of the arid
scrubland.

These poor workers are literally singing for their
supper.

At the
end of the day, the carts will be unloaded and their contents will
be boiled and pulped into a mash in huge vats. A few vitamin and
glucose powders will be stirred into the mush and then the
concoction will be served in troughs, feeding literally thousands
of labourers on the Farm.

To
Jamal, this woman appeared to be working just as hard as all the
other workhands. Nevertheless, she’s the one that his colleagues
have picked on today. They chose her merely because of the size of
her swaying bosoms.

“Aaahhhh!” she screams as a particularly hard blow smacks her
right breast.

“Silence cunt! Don’t hurt my ears.”

“Please,” a man mutters, “spare her. She can’t take any
more.”

Jamal
knows the man is the woman’s husband. He’s managed to control
himself until now, murmuring songs and working furiously, gathering
brambles as fast as he can.

The
female guard with the sjambok immediately lands two criss-cross
lashes across his shoulders making him squeal.

“Shut up and sing!”

The
entire workforce starts chanting louder.

 


“Thank you Ma’am for thrashing his bum

We were rich and now we’re scum.”

 


Jamal’s
almost reached breaking point. This is all so unnecessary. He has a
handgun in his holster and a knife in his boot. His right hand
grips the flap of his holster, itching to draw his weapon. But he
resists. Instead he murmurs to his nearest colleague who’s shading
himself under the same tree. He knows the man’s name is Leroy and
he seems to be the nicest of a nasty bunch.

“Why is everybody so brutal?”

Leroy
frowns. “What do you mean?”

“Why treat these poor people so viciously?”

Leroy’s
teeth appear very white against his dark skin. He’s tall, slim but
muscular, wearing jeans and cowboy boots and his denim shirt is
unbuttoned, showing off his ripped abdomen. His tight jeans
exaggerate the bulge in his groin.

“Cause they deserve it man. You heard the Deputy Warden. These
fuckers hoarded all the money back on the Mainland. So now it’s
time for them to pay the piper.”

Leroy
jerks his chin towards a slender redhead who’s toiling only a few
yards away from them. Her pale skin is burnt scarlet by the sun and
she’s sobbing quietly as she sings, grimacing with pain from the
thorns.

He pats
the lump in his jeans. “And Laura there is paying MY
piper!”

Jamal
stares at her. He’s uncomfortable looking at all these naked
people, especially ladies, but he’s slowly getting used to it.
Laura’s petite, freckled, probably no more than mid-20s and by the
looks of her sunburn she’s a newish arrival. Working just to her
left is a similarly sunburnt young man with a crewcut.

“Her fiancé.” Leroy adds, following Jamal’s gaze.

“But they don’t look like they were rich or
privileged?”

Leroy
chuckles. “They weren’t! I’m told some local official simply wanted
revenge for something on Laura’s parents and this pair are just
collateral damage but, hey, that’s not my fault.”

“But you said they deserve it.”

Jamal
notices a touch of irritation in Leroy’s eyes.

“I meant these people as a whole, man. Sure, they’re not all
equally guilty. But life ain’t fair is it? Besides I’m doing them a
favour. Taking them both under my wing.”

“But … I expect you demand … you know … sex from
her!”

Jamal
can tell the couple are within earshot now. They’re picking scrub
only a few feet away, on the edge of the tree’s shade. They murmur
songs and stoop and pluck vegetation from the dry earth. Laura
whimpers. Despite himself, Jamal can’t help lingering on her
nakedness. She’s petite but with a woman’s curves.

Leroy
laughs. “Oh man, you’re funny. Look, it’s just a bit of harmless
fun. Nobody gets hurt. As I said, Laura there pays my piper. But
they’re still engaged. I haven’t split them up. I’m not nasty or
rough either. I look after her. I make sure she doesn’t get
gangbanged by other dudes. At least not while she’s my girlfriend.
That’s why she wants to keep me real happy. That’s right, isn’t it
little lady?”

Melissa
gradually raises her head and blinks at them both through her moist
eyes. She slowly nods her head and mumbles ‘yes sir’.

“And you agree, don’t you boy? You like me looking after you
both, right?”

Her
fair-haired fiancé looks up and echoes ‘yes sir.’

Leroy
winks at Jamal as if his point is proven.

“Of course, I’m not allowed to let him fuck her. Colony rules.
But look, his dick’s not even locked in a cage. I let him hold her
and kiss her while we fuck.”

Jamal
studies the young man’s naked body as he straightens to throw some
scrub into the nearest cart. His pubic area is bald and his
circumcised penis is limp and shrivelled. His buttocks are striped
with a mix of fading bruises and some fresh scarlet
stripes.

“And,” Leroy continues, “maybe once a week, I turn my back
while he has a very quick jerk off, don’t I boy?”

“Yes sir, sometimes, and I’m very … grateful.”

Leroy
smiles at Jamal. “See. So I don’t have to DEMAND sex from Laura.
It’s offered freely, as part of our … let’s say …
threesome.”

Jamal shrugs. There’s no point
arguing with such twisted logic.

At last,
the rhythmic smack-smack of the paddles has ceased. Now the same
two guards are sexually molesting the suspended woman. One is
tongue-kissing her and mauling her scarlet breasts while his
colleague is pounding her from behind. Jamal can tell the guard has
actually started having sex with her while she moans into his
colleague’s mouth.


Meanwhile the entire workforce ignores them. They murmur
their songs while stooping and picking up ingredients for the pot.
Even the poor woman’s husband doesn’t look up.

Sssssthwackkkkk!

The
burly female guard’s sjambok lashes the husband’s shoulder. She’s
short, built like a barrel, with a dyed crewcut and
tattoos.

“Can’t do two things at once, pindick? Look up and watch your
missus while you work.”

Jamal
looks at the poor man raising his head and gazing helplessly at the
scene, still murmuring a song. Two men have beaten his wife and now
they’re assaulting her.

The deep
voices of twenty male labourers pick up the refrain:

 


“Thank you Sirs for fucking our wives

We’re just grateful to be spared our lives.”

 


“See?” Leroy murmurs to Jamal under his breath. “That poor
blonde over there doesn’t have somebody nice like me looking out
for her. Unlike Laura here who’s lucky I have this thing for
redheads.”

This is
all becoming too much for Jamal.

He fingers the top of his holster again. He knows his gun has
six bullets in it. One for each of the guards. Could he do it? But
what would happen next? Maybe he could do a deal with the
prisoners? Claim they overpowered the guards and spared him? Or he
ran off? Al’ama! Al’ama. What to do? Why had he been sent to this
terrible island?

At that
moment, he’s saved from doing something rash by the sound of
wheels. A buggy appears on the dusty path behind them. Jamal
recognises the Deputy Warden driving, with two human ponies pulling
him along.

“Whoa!” the Deputy says, tugging hard on the reins.

“Hi, Mister Greene!” a couple of the guards call
out.

“Harvesting a good crop, folks?”

“Yes sir. This patch here is thick with brush.”


Amazingly, the two guards who are molesting the suspended
woman don’t cease what they’re doing, or even pause. They continue
sandwiching her flailing body. Even more incredibly, the Deputy
Warden pays them no attention at all.

Jamal
eyes at the two ponies who are gasping for air. The female is
pretty but caked in sweat and dust. The male is tall and looked
like he’d be handsome if his face wasn’t so dirty and
drained.

He
watches Leroy leave the shade and wander over to the buggy. There,
he casually pats the human female on her glistening flank as if she
was an actual equine mare.

“Nice.”

The
Deputy smiles. “Her name’s Lauren. You fancy her?”

“Sure, boss.” Leroy replies, jerking his head over towards
Laura. “But I’ve got my piece already, thank you.”

Jamal
sees the old man’s twisted smile as he looks Leroy up and down,
clearly admiring his impressive body.

“No reason to restrict yourself to one filly, lad.”

“She’s not yours, boss?”

The
Deputy chuckles. “Nope. You’re welcome to her. Mine’s a new maid
waiting back at my ranch. I’m on my way to … er …”

Jamal
saw the old pervert give Leroy a disgusting, lewd wink.

“…
get to know her better, right now.”

 



CHAPTER 10 -
GILES

 


Giles
took a closer look at the bold young man who’d come over to talk to
him. The first thing he noticed was the obvious bulge in his tight
jeans. Next was the bright white smile against his black
skin.

“No reason to restrict yourself to one filly, lad.”

Giles
smiled at the way the back of Humphrey’s neck tensed at his
comment. The young guard had nonchalantly patted Lauren as if he
already owned her. Humphrey was heaving for breath, harnessed to
the central strut of the sulky alongside his wife.

“She’s not yours, boss?”

Giles
chuckled. This time both Lauren and Humphrey visibly flinched in
their leather buckles. Despite their fatigue, they weren’t deaf or
stupid.

“Nope. You’re welcome to her. Mine’s a new maid waiting back at
my ranch. I’m on my way to … er …” Giles winked, “… get to know her
better, right now.”

The kid
gave Giles another grateful grin. His eyes moved to Lauren again
and then to her husband. Giles watched him caress her sweaty flank
again, this time running his hand up to her perky boobs. Humphrey’s
shoulders seemed to sag in acceptance.

Giles
looked around at the scene while the kid explored Lauren’s body.
The sun was starting to set but it was still hot and humid. This
was the part of the day when clouds of mosquitoes and sandflies
came out to feast. The team of farmhands still had at least an hour
to go. Plenty more goodness to pluck for the pot.

The two
guards released the suspended woman, undoing her cuffs and slapping
her cheek. Her scarlet breasts glowed in the sunlight. Gobs of
pearly semen were visible on her thighs. Giles watched approvingly
as they immediately pushed her back to work. She instantly stooped
down and began plucking thistles. Her cherry buttocks were even
redder than her swinging jugs.

Work was
all important. Being fucked probably made a nice change for the
woman. A brief interlude in her 12-hour day. It was good to see her
bend down again without delay, rejoining all the others, a team of
naked prisoners harvesting nature’s bounteous scrubland.

He
counted six guards in all; the two who’d released her, the tall kid
he was chatting with, and another three keeping a sharp eye out for
any laziness.

“So I must be off.” He said, raising his buggy whip. “You know
the stables next to my ranch house?”

“Of course, boss.”

“Be there at 9 o’clock tonight.”

He
tapped the end of his singletail whip onto the top of Lauren’s
head.

“This little filly will be fed, watered, douched and washed by
then. I’d like you to be the first to break her in. Okay? Make sure
to sample all three holes please.”

Giles grinned when he heard Lauren’s whimper and her husband’s
distinct hiss at this news. Well, what the
fuck did they expect? That he’d keep his word that she wouldn’t be
mounted! That would be like having a dairy cow and not milking it.
Or a gorgeous young maid and not shoving your cock down her
throat!

He
cracked his whip making them both skitter.

The
guard jumped back, chuckling. The bulge in his jeans looked to have
got even more pronounced.

“It’ll be my pleasure, boss.”

Giles
laughed too, as his buggy surged forward.

“Meanwhile, my new maid Rachel will be MY pleasure!”

He was
so busy laughing he didn’t see the face of the seventh guard who
was in the shade under a nearby tree.

 



CHAPTER 11 -
DEBORAH

 


Dan had
been locked outside throughout the afternoon session.

She
gazed at her husband when they escorted him over to her bedside,
apologising with her eyes. Like her, Dan was stark naked. She
watched his eyes widen at her condition. He couldn’t avoid the
fresh ejaculate that coated everywhere; her face, hair and neck,
the scratches and pawmarks on her bare breasts, and her swollen,
gaping labia. It was not a sight any man should ever have to
see.

But the
camera crew were ready to film and record his reaction. Bernie, the
senior cameraman was taking a close up of Dan’s face, broadcasting
his horrified expression to the nation. There was amusement and it
wasn’t canned laughter. It was real mirth. Everybody in the studio
was guffawing.

“Your turn now, Danny boy.” The director announced. “That’s IF
you want another attempt?”

Cue more laughter.

“Y … yes, I do.”


Deborah’s heart went out to him. Dan had already tried
several times, each attempt ending in humiliation and frustration.
In these awful circumstances, he’d barely been able to maintain an
erection, much less reach orgasm. Still, she knew her husband was
nothing if not a determined man.

“Good man. Up on the bed. Get that tongue in her cunt first to
prep her!”

Yet more laughter.

The
mattress dipped as Dan climbed onto the end, between her legs. They
avoided each other’s eyes. She felt his gentle hands on her thighs
and then his warm breath on her skin. His lips tenderly kissed her
ravaged labia. There was clearly no need to loosen her
up.

“Give us a smile, cuck. Look at the camera.”

She felt
his mouth leave her briefly as he raised his face.

“How’s she taste? Condoms leave a nasty, chewy tang. I’ll bet
you can’t wait to be cleaning out some big creampies,
eh?”

Dan
looked from her to the director and grimaced.

“And how’s that cocklet of yours, big guy? Nice and
stiff?”

A
technician was leaning down. “Actually he’s at full mast already.
For him anyway!”

“Okay then, hotshot. Give us all you got. Fuck your
missus!”

Deborah
smiled encouragingly as Dan arranged himself above her. She was so
loose she barely felt him enter her. She kissed him on the lips as
passionately as she could with all these people
watching.

“What do we reckon guys? A couple of mins?”

“Nah, one should be enough. If the wimp can’t cum within 60
seconds then he ain’t going to. You’ve got one minute,
kiddo.”

Dan
started moving atop her. At least he seemed to be having no problem
keeping his erection this time. She squinted into his eyes, trying
to focus. She saw his teeth were gritted. His eyes were
hard.

“Hey, he’s really slamming her cunt this time.”

It was
true. She could feel him. It even hurt slightly. His hips smashing
against hers. He was biting his lower lip with purpose. The pain
was almost nice. She willed him on.

Yesss, show these bastards, darling.

“Halfway.”

Thirty
seconds gone and just thirty to go. She began pushing up to meet
him. In sync with his thrusts. Banging their hips together.
Suddenly, there was no audience, no cameras, there was nobody but
the two of them. Their eyes met. They brushed lips together in a
defiant kiss.

Pardons and Freedom. For the two of them. For
Rachel.

“Ten seconds.”

She
could hear a sudden note of alarm enter the director’s voice. He
was actually worried they might succeed this time. He accelerated
his countdown.

“Okay … that’s it … five … four, three, two …hey, that’s enough
…”

Dan
groaned. Louder and longer than he ever had in all their years
together. It was more of a growl than a groan. No, almost a roar.
She dug her nails into his buttocks and pulled him deeper into
her.

“Shit … no … he’s fucking doing it …”

Deborah
screamed. Not in orgasm. But in triumph. She felt her husband’s
penis throbbing, pulsing, shooting his seed deep into her. She
could visualise it swimming towards her womb, like a shoal of
salmon heading upstream.

“Get him off her!” the director screeched.

Too late, bastard.

 



CHAPTER 12 -
BARBARA

 


Barbara
smiled seductively at Bull.

This was
to be the moment. He pulled her to him and kissed her full on the
mouth. She met him halfway, looking up and melding her lips with
his, meshing her body into his. She could feel his erection like an
iron bar pressed against her soft skin.

She
realised she thought of him as Bull now. Not as the ‘Warden’ nor
even the ‘Colonel’. But by his name. Bullock. She smiled. His teeth
flashed a grin back at her.

She was ready.

She’d
taken time to prepare herself, both physically and mentally, to
ablute and to douche, and then to finger a generous dollop of lube
into her bottom. She’d already managed the white butt-plug, then
the pink one. Only the black XXL remained.

However, instead of some fake silicone imitation, this time
she was ready for the real thing.

Still
kissing her, Bull eased her gently back onto the bed. He held onto
her ankles, spreading her legs in a V above her. Then it dawned on
her. She’d imagined he’d kneel behind her, in a version of the
doggy position. But he had something else in mind.

Face up!

Bull was
going to do it face up, so they could look at each other. She
smiled encouragingly, even though she felt nervous. She glanced
between her knees. Damn but his penis was big.

She felt
his hands underneath her and his thumbs easing her buttocks apart,
gently but firmly opening her up. She braced herself as the crown
of his erection nuzzled into her cleft.


OMG.

“Ahh … sss.” She gasped.

His
mouth descended on hers, sealing their lips together, swallowing
her gasp. They kissed.

She
focused on the kissing and tried to ignore the pain as her
sphincter was breached. Thank heavens for the lube. He was gentle
but relentless, smiling and kissing and lowering himself into
her.

It
seemed to go on forever but was only seconds. Deeper and deeper
until she was full. She felt his hairs and scrotum. He was in her
up to the hilt. He started moving up and down, in and
out.

“Mm …” she moaned, “… yesss.”

And then he pulled out of her. She blinked in surprise.
What?

He
smiled and shifted angle, then slid his length into her vulva, all
the way in without a pause. She gasped but was so turned on that
she took him easily.

“Wh … why?” she whispered into his ear.

“Mmm …” he murmured, as she licked his earlobe.

He rose
above her, like a vampire, smiling down. Somehow she knew what he
was going to say before he said it. He was fucking her hard and
deep now, rhythmic strokes, in a rush for once. She felt him throb,
shooting his seed deep into her.

“I always w … wanted a kid of my own.” He gasped.

And then
her own orgasm made her wail like a banshee.


CHAPTER 13 -
DORIS

 


“I’ll have two pints of lager and a packet of crisps to start.
Followed by the chili con carne with extra beans.”

Bordello
Five’s diner wasn’t exactly one of the island’s more sophisticated
restaurants. But it did a good line in hearty fare, such as stews,
pies and curries. Most of the clientele were on the larger size.
Ladies like Doris. Real women who had little interest in nibbling
green salads or sipping sparkling water.

Doris
looked around her. Bordello Five catered exclusively to ‘seniors’.
She knew that every customer was aged at least 45, except for her.
She wasn’t even 40. Her request for today’s visit had to be signed
off by her boss on the Mainland and then approved by Penal Colony
Nine’s Warden himself.

Several
seniors at other tables were obviously members of the Colony’s
staff: there were female Factory Supervisors dressed in denim,
female Farm Overseers wearing dungarees, female armed Guards in
black uniforms. The other diners were clearly visitors from the
Mainland like Doris. Officials and bureaucrats or perhaps their
spouses.

Doris’s
server scurried back to her table with her drinks order. He looked
just like a typical hospitality worker from the Mainland … except
for his outfit.

“I’m so sorry for the delay, Madam.”

He
carefully placed the crisps and a large stein glass on her table.
It contained two pints. It had taken him a mere 30 seconds to pour
and bring her drink. Nevertheless, he apologised for his
tardiness.

She
nodded, curtly, letting him see her gaze linger on the metal device
on her table that was parked between the salt and pepper mills.
Just a casual push on the device’s switch would deliver a
ball-frying jolt to the young man’s scrotum. Each customer had her
own switch linked by Bluetooth to her table’s server.

“Aaaagghh …” at that moment a different waiter staggered and
fell. He’d obviously taken too long with his customer’s
order.

Doris
had booked herself a six-hour slot. That would be enough time for
her. However, some ladies came and spent entire days here or even
enjoyed overnight stays. Others popped in for a half hour quickie.
Bordello Five catered to all timescales, requirements and …
tastes.

She
drank a slug of the refreshing but gassy beer. Doris was mostly a
wine drinker but she always preferred a cool lager with a chili.
She counted about a dozen tables in all, mostly rectangles that
seated 1-2 people, a few circular ones for 4-6. Some had white
tablecloths. Others were bare wood.

She
smiled at the lady sitting at the next door table. The woman was
even dumpier than Doris. She had a round face, a grey perm and
tortoiseshell glasses. She smiled back, but with a glazed look in
her eyes.

It was
evident that, underneath the tablecloth, somebody was performing
cunnilingus while she ate her meal.

“First time?” Doris asked, munching on a mouthful of salty
crisps.

The
woman shook her head. “Second. I just had to c … come
back.”

They
both chuckled.

“Me too.” Doris said. “Perk of your job?”

She
watched the woman ladle another large spoonful of curry into her
mouth before replying.

“Of c … course. Mmm … part of my c … contract. I get a trip
here every six months.”

“What do you do?”

“Oh, this and that. I’m a p … party official. I work from home.
Well, working in between box set binges and taking long naps.
You?”

“Tax Inspector.” Doris smiled. “Somebody’s got to track down
the greedy bastards.”

The
woman’s mouth opened wide, revealing bits of curry, as she gasped
in pleasure, hands gripping the edge of her table.

“Good?” Doris asked.

“Mmm … I just love it when they do your bottom. Can’t get that
on the Mainland! Not at my age.”

They
both chuckled again.

Doris’s
server returned carrying a huge bowl of steaming chili. It was full
of best island beef, extra kidney beans and a hot sauce.

“The chef apologises it took so long, Madam. He hopes you enjoy
your meal.”

Doris
ignored him. She heard shrill gasps and squeals. The unmistakable
sounds of female climaxes. Two elderly women were seated opposite
at a circular table for four. There was no tablecloth. Doris could
see a pair of young men hunched under the table. A ripple of
amusement and applause went around the diner.

“Have you ch … chosen from the menu yet?” Grey Perm and Glasses
asked her.

Doris
smiled, blowing on her bowl to cool the chili down.

“I pre-booked mine. Special Delivery. Their oldest
dish.”

“Really? Why?”

“Because he was my first husband.

 



CHAPTER 14 -
WYATT

 


Wyatt
knelt on the marble floor, eyes downcast.

“Look at me.”

He
raised his head. He knew who she was. Deputy Warden Prisha. He’d
been told she was 34yrs old, divorced and of Indian or Asian
heritage. That’s all he knew about his new Master.

“Knees wider. Show me your cage.”

He
pushed his knees as far apart as he could. Her dark eyes silently
studied his face and then her gaze shifted down between his
thighs.

“The Warden is having fun with your wife.”

She
waited. He nodded in reply.

They
weren’t alone. An audience of two young women and three men were
sitting in chairs listening in silence, staring inquisitively at
him.

“I’ve seen your file, White Wittol. Your wife is too nice to
treat you as you should be treated.”

Again
she waited. Wyatt nodded and murmured.

“Yes … Ma’am.”

The
Deputy Warden smiled. She had thick, black hair tied up in a loose
bun. Her full lips were scarlet and glossy. Her teeth were white
and even. She was undeniably pretty but in a very intimidating way.
One of her nostrils was pierced and she wore large rings in her
ears.

“I’ve had four cuckolds. So far.”

He bit
his lip and nodded.

“I call them cuckolds but it’s a different role to the loving
one you envisage. The other end of the scale entirely. If you’re
truly sick then it may be your fantasy but it’s more likely your
worst nightmare. You will be my fifth victim. You will not see your
wife again for many months, if ever. She’ll be perfectly happy with
the Warden, yes?”

Wyatt
was still absorbing her words. “Er … yes, Ma’am.”

“You have a handsome face, Wyatt. I like an attractive face, an
attractive cushion, an attractive bidet, an attractive … toilette.
Some people think it doesn’t matter what features a mouth or tongue
are attached to. I disagree. I only allow handsome tongues near my
feet, my cunt, my … bottom.”

He saw
her smile at his shock. One of the young women giggled.

“Speaking of bottoms, I enjoy pegging my cucks. That will be
how you have sex from now on. My last one learned to like it, to
cum. You will also suck cock. You’re not bisexual?”

“N … no, Ma’am.”

“Good.”

He
blinked. She’d seen his embarrassing file. He tried to meet her
gaze but dropped his eyes to the marble floor.

“Look at me.”

She was
sitting on a throne made of intricately carved wood. She wore a
silk robe of various bright colours, yellows, greens and red. It
revealed plenty of cleavage. He could see she had large bosoms.
Bigger than his wife Barbara’s. But her calves and ankles were
slim. She was wearing gold-coloured flipflops.

“You like what you see?”

He
didn’t know how to reply. Either answer seemed wrong.

“Er … yes … Ma’am.”

She
slowly parted her knees, as wide apart as his. Her silk gown rode
up her thighs. He glimpsed her dark bush and a long black strap-on
penis dangling down, almost to her knees.

He
gasped.

“Come closer. Kiss my toes.”

He
inched forward on his hands and knees until he reached her
flipflops. He leaned down and put his lips to her big
toe.

“Don’t worry, I have three studs. Look at them.”

He
glanced to one side at the three men in chairs. They looked like
actors from a period film; handsome, strong, dressed in uniform.
One was black, one was olive skinned and the third was
white.

“All of them are guards. My handsome GWBs. Guards with
benefits. Even better looking than you, Wyatt. Certainly better
endowed. Those three look after my … normal womanly needs. One of
them is bisexual. You won’t like him. He’ll help me train you.
Another isn’t exactly bi but he enjoys having his cock fluffed. You
know what that is?”

Her toe
kicked his forehead.

“Er … yes, Ma’am.”

“Good. You won’t like him either. His cock’s even bigger than
this strap-on. The third is an expert with the whip. You will like
him least of the three.”

She
shifted her foot pushing her toes into his mouth.

“Meanwhile, you will satisfy my … less normal desires. You may
even get some pleasure from that. But I hope not. You’d have to be
a greater masochist than anyone I’ve met so far. Still, it will be
fun finding out.”

“Mngh …” he suckled her toes, nodding his head. All five
members of the audience laughed.

“Do you enjoy facesitting?”

He
squinted at her, uncertain what to say. He nodded.

She
smiled, her lips turning into a sneer.

“I will give you a chance to impress me. Lie down on the floor
and look at the ceiling. Say goodbye to everybody.”

 



CHAPTER 15 -
DORIS

 


Half an
hour later, Doris joined three other ladies in the steam room. All
wore white robes but they were totally naked underneath. Doris let
her own cotton robe hang open. She had nothing to be ashamed of.
Her pale bosoms and three belly-tyres sagged brazenly on display.
She was proud of her womanly bush of unkempt pubic hair. None of
the other ladies batted an eyelid. Aside from her robe, the only
other thing Doris was ‘wearing’ was a blue string poking out from
her plump labia.

Soon
sweat was pouring off all four of them. Doris exuded spice through
her pores. She’d never felt so totally full and bloated. She’d
guzzled her entire bowl of chili washed down with two steins of
lager and topped off with a gut-loosening expresso. She slid her
index finger under a boob which was resting upon her uppermost
belly tyre. She was as damp under there as in her stinking armpits.
She hadn’t bothered to pack a deodorant.

A girl
in a white coat poked her head into the room.

“Your throne is ready Madam.”

This was it.

Doris
eased her bulk up from the bench and winked at her three new
friends.

“How’s he doing?” she wheezed, as they shuffled along the
corridor.

The
attendant shrugged. She was pretty, petite, oriental.

“He doesn’t suspect anything, Madam. He just thinks it’s
another normal day.”

Doris
knew that her ex-husband’s ‘normal day’ was spent providing foot
rubs, body massages and – occasionally - more intimate services to
ladies of a certain age. Aged 39 now, by far the oldest option on
Bordello Five’s menu, her first husband was an acquired taste, so
to speak. Apparently he was surprisingly popular with a bunch of
senior guards called the Strap-On Squadron.

“He’s plugged and hooded?”

“Of course, Madam. He won’t be able to hear or see a thing.
Just feel, smell and taste.”

The girl
ushered Doris into a small, brightly-lit room. There were four
throne-like chairs, each facing another in north, south, east and
west positions. She smiled and glanced down. Underneath the tiled
floor she knew there were four matching coffin-like cylinders, one
for each throne. And inside each cylinder a male was wrapped and
secured.

How did she know they were male?

Because
there were four circular holes in the tiled floor in front of the
thrones. And she could see four penises sticking up through the
holes. Well not exactly sticking up. More lying down.

She’d
been allocated North. There was a mouth already visible in the
centre of her wooden chair. The rest of her attendant’s face was
obscured by a black hood. Nevertheless, those lips were still
familiar.

In fact, once upon a time, Doris had kissed them
daily.

She
looked again at the penis flopping sideways in the hole in front of
her throne. It looked like a wrinkled slug. But in some ways it was
familiar.

Once upon a time she’d even kissed that too.

“All to your liking, Madam?” The girl asked.

“Oh, very much so.”

“In that case I’ll show the next lady in.”

Doris
stared down at the familiar mouth. It felt strange trying to recall
how much, or even why, she’d once loved The Snake. Now she could
only remember why she hated him. He looked apprehensive, his lips
slightly curled, revealing a glimpse of those perfect, still-white
teeth. It felt good to know he hadn’t a clue who she
was.

She
flipped open her robe and turned round, smirking down at his
wrinkled cock, flopped on its side. Framed within the circular hole
in the floor she could see his scrotum, testicles, flaccid penis
and a small patch of pale skin. His groin was kept totally
hairless. She spotted some red pinprick indentations in the skin of
his penis.

Doris
sat down. The seat supported her weight but she felt soft lips
press against her sweaty crevice. With sound-blocking plugs in his
ears, The Snake was operating solely on instinct and feel. Nothing
else. Despite her humid state, his tongue immediately began to lick
her anal rim.

She sighed and grinned. Boy, it felt good. Revenge is a dish
best eaten out of your arsehole. He’d never once gone down on her
during their marriage. Not even a bit of cunnilingus as
foreplay. Not once. Yet now the Snake did this for a living.

The door
opened and the girl ushered in another female guest. Doris smiled a
greeting. The woman was attractive, well preserved, probably early
50s, busty but still slim. In shape. Most likely enhanced boobs.
The girl directed her South, to the chair opposite Doris. She
watched the woman peer down into her throne then settle onto her
seat.

“Welcome.” Doris murmured, wriggling her own large butt to get
more comfortable.

“Thank you.”

South
undid her robe and spread it apart. She gave Doris a clear view of
her trim legs, thighs and almost-flat stomach. Her pubic hair was
neatly trimmed into a landing strip. Doris focused on the woman’s
engorged labia and gaping vulva. She was oozing creamy slime. She
winked at Doris.

“I’m here with my husband.” She said, by way of explanation,
nodding down between her thighs. “He’s a Colony Inspector. We just
finished making love in a private room upstairs and now he’s gone
off for a meeting. I love to accompany him on his business trips …
for the ride.”

Doris
smiled at the pun.

“Mm … who’s underneath you then?”

“Oh, our neighbours’ son. Well, our ex-neighbours actually. We
wanted to extend our house and made them an offer. Not a generous
one, admittedly. About a third of its market value. But obviously
they should have accepted it. I mean, that would have been better
than being sentenced to a Penal Colony instead.”

South
shrugged at the sad inevitability of such events.

Doris
could hear very wet, gurgling sounds coming up from under the
woman. Part of a pink tongue was visible.

“Their son’s a very nice boy actually. I’m not ashamed to say I
rather fancied him, despite his youth. Nice body and a handsome
face. So my husband arranged for him to serve in this Bordello. And
this is my first chance to test him out.”

“How long did they get?”

“A minimum of ten. But they’ll do life. My husband’s not a man
to be trifled with. Besides”, she chuckled, “the family has nowhere
to live now. The builders have already begun our
extension.”

“And the others?”

“Ooh, spread about. Father’s on the factory floor, mother’s in
the fields and daughter’s a street hooker at the resort. She’s
lovely. She’ll do well there.”

Doris
felt a quiver in her bottom. The chili was starting to work its
magic. Opposite, South began rotating her hips, making sure to
smear every last blob onto the boy’s lips.

“Will you have time to check up on the others?”

“Oh yes. My husband’s visiting the factory today. While he’s
there, he’ll be sure to have a little chat with our ex-neighbour.
And he’s arranged a tour of the farm for me to say hi to the wife
…”

At that
moment, the door opened again and the oriental girl steered the
final two guests in. One was very large and very black, with grey
hair, enormous thighs like hams, and a huge bubble butt. The other
lady was pale, wizened and very old indeed. At least in her 70s.
They both nodded and settled themselves onto the East and West
thrones.

After
they’d all exchanged pleasantries, South asked Doris.

“And you? … who’s underneath you?”

“Oh, nobody important. My first husband!”

All
three ladies laughed.

“I take it you had a bad break up!”

Doris
simply grinned. Those lunchtime beers were putting pressure on her
bladder. She decided she’d been holding them in long enough. So
instead of replying, she leaned back and relaxed.

It took
her almost a full minute. Everybody smiled but the conversation
continued against the backdrop of her hissing torrent.

“What was he guilty of?”

“Fraud. I had no choice but to report him.”

The
large black lady uttered a very loud belch.

“I see that he still has his balls.” South said, nodding at the
hole in front of Doris, where her ex’s scrotum was clearly
visible.

“Yes … but of course they’re a complete waste of time
now.”

Doris
glanced down between her own fat, dimpled thighs. Snake’s mouth was
spluttering under the relentless waterboarding. She’d ordered
poached eggs and fresh asparagus for breakfast. Asparagus provided
that special aroma. She could see he was trying, poor lamb. His
black hood was soaked. Sadly her four pints dwindled and eventually
ran out.

Doris
rang the bell on the arm of her throne.

“Madam?”

“He needs an incentive. Bring some capsaicin cream.”

“Ooh … nasty!” The others giggled.

Doris
smirked. She’d had chili for lunch. Now it was time for The Snake
to enjoy some chili too. Capsaicin cream is made from chili
peppers. It can help relieve arthritis, muscle sprains and
migraines. But applied to sensitive parts of the body – such as the
genitals – Capsaicin causes terrible burning.

The girl
returned with a choice of tubes.

Doris
nodded at her right hand, which was holding Axsain, the higher
strength version.

“Apply that all over.”

The girl
nodded and knelt down, with her knees on either side of the hole.
Doris had a closeup view. East and West both leaned forward for a
look too. The girl squeezed a generous amount of cream onto her
fingers and glanced at Doris for a final decision.

Doris nodded.

She
watched the girl’s fingers sensuously spread cream all over the
Snake’s unprotected scrotum, penis and groin. Then she reloaded her
fingertip and pushed her hand inside the hole, applying it to his
anal crevice and even into his anus itself.

After
about 15 seconds, the small circle of her ex’s body that was
visible started twitching erratically, as far as the plastic wrap
and canvas straps that held him down, permitted.

At the same time, his breathing in her bottom quickened. He
began hyperventilating. It was spectacularly erotic.
And so, so deserved.

“Oh boy.” South laughed. “Do mine too.” She said to the
oriental girl.

“And mine.” The lady in her 70s gasped.

“Mine too!” West echoed.

They all
giggled and wriggled while the girl squatted and repeated the
process three more times. Soon all four exposed sets of male
genitals were coated with generous amounts of cream. The cries of
pain from below grew loader and more desperate by the
minute.

“Hush!” South snapped, pulling a pair of earplugs out from
under her throne. She’d obviously removed them from the ears of the
poor boy underneath her.

“If you don’t quieten down and just lick me, you’ll get this
treatment every day!” South peered between her thighs and
laughed.

Doris
realised the boy had recognised who she was.

“Yes, it’s me, pretty boy!”


Meanwhile, Doris had held everything in long enough. By now,
the flatulence caused by her chili con carne was increasingly
uncomfortable. So she began letting it all out.

“Whoops.” She apologised.

But the
other women hardly seemed to notice. They were enjoying the
tickling of their undercarriages so much that they ignored her
staccato blasts.


Meanwhile, the Snake’s genitals had turned a bright, shiny
tomato-colour. They were twitching a millimetre or so, left and
right, as he tried to disperse the searing pain, but he was
helpless wrapped and strapped into his underfloor
coffin.

It was
obvious he still had no idea who she was. He’d think she was just
some random sadist with a rank backside. Despite his pain, Doris
could tell that he was still trying so, so hard to appease her. He
was so well trained. The Snake’s forked tongue lapped and burrowed
deeper and deeper in some futile attempt to persuade her to be
merciful. Instead, she blasted his face.

And now
it was time to complete the set. The third of the trio of extra
humiliations she’d planned. She parted her knees, revealing a
little blue string emerging from her thick bush of pubic hair. She
tugged on the string. She’d booked this Christmas weekend on Penal
Colony Nine on purpose. And she’d timed this lunchtime visit to
Bordello Five to perfection. She pressed the call bell
again.

“Time for his bushtucker trial!”

The
other ladies laughed at the joke.

The
attendant arrived. “Yes, Madam?”

“Take some pics. Get my face in the shot too. And, after I’ve
gone, make sure to show him the photos so that he can identify who
he’s been servicing today. Okay?”

The girl
nodded and produced her phone.

It was
Doris’s heaviest day of the month. She held up the glistening
globule and admired it, grinning at the girl’s camera
lens.

She
dropped the red blob between her fat thighs.

Bullseye.

“Oh wow.” South commented. “You really didn’t like him, did
you?”

Doris
shrugged. “Actually I did. Once.”

 



CHAPTER 16 -
CHRISTMAS DAY

 


It’s
02.23 hrs on Christmas morning.

Nick
always divides them into Screamers and Schemers.

The former react just as you’d expect when their front door’s
being smashed down in the middle of the night, before realising
they’re being arrested. They squeal and they scream.
Endlessly.

But the
Schemers instantly understand what’s happening. They start pleading
and trying to negotiate some kind of deal, coming up with all kinds
of crazy offers.

Nick’s
only 22yrs old but he’s already the Head of ‘Student Arrest
District 16’ – SADIST 16 - a squad of nine volunteer members of the
State Militia responsible for carrying out Arrest Warrants issued
under the Payback Act. He’s the oldest in his team of 5 lads and 4
lasses. The others are all aged between 18 and 21.

You see,
old people aren’t idealistic enough. They develop qualms and
consciences. Only youth understands what’s needed to truly change
the world. Nick’s college history thesis was on the Russian
Revolution. He knew that Bolshevik party members were mostly young
too: 22 percent were teenagers, 37percent were 20-24 and 16percent
were 25-29. Only a quarter of the members were over 30.

Of
course, you need to mix progress with pleasure. So his team have
spent Christmas Eve in the pub getting hammered and bellowing out
seasonal karaoke songs waiting for two o’clock to come round. Yep,
they’re sent to make arrests every fucking day of the year, even
Christmas Day.

It's a
cute house, owned by a cute, recently married couple in their late
20s. The warrant is in the name of Mr and Mrs Anderson. There’s a
cute Christmas tree in their front room with brightly wrapped
presents under it, a bunch of good food in the fridge, plenty of
booze on the sideboard, and now a roaring husband and his cute wife
up in the bedroom. They’re naked and they’ve been
interrupted.

It’s
quite evident that the Andersons were making seasonal love. It’s
their first married Christmas together. The husband’s naked and his
glistening dick’s pointing at the ceiling when Nick bursts into
their bedroom. His wife’s shrieking, grabbing her robe and trying
to pull it on. Her cunt’s visibly puffy.

“Liam and Harper Anderson,” Nick recites fluently, “you are
being arrested under Amendment 9b of the Payback Act. You will both
be taken from here and immediately transported to a Penal Colony
where you will undergo Thought Reform during a period of Forced
Labor. That period will be State’s Pleasure, but not less than 10
years.”

The
husband immediately tries to start negotiating.

“Please … no. Look, I … have cash. I can pay you. Just let us
disappear …”

He’s a Schemer.

Nick
stares at the wife. She’s his type. Leggy and slim, with small,
perky tits and honey-blonde hair. He nods at the guys. No words
need pass between them. They grab Harper and throw her onto the
bed.

She’s a Screamer!

“No! Leave her …”

Troy
zaps her husband with the end of his baton. The dude collapses and
starts convulsing on the bedroom floor. He’ll be incapacitated for
several minutes. Nick can hear the four female members of his team
downstairs. They’re laughing, popping corks and tearing open the
gift-wrapped presents round the tree.

“Nooooo …. Ahhhh …”

Troy
grabs Harpers’ lacy thong from the floor and balls it into a gag.
Faisal tapes her lips shut over the gag and then uses a zip-tie to
lock her wrists behind her back. They chuck her back onto the
bed.

Nick
goes first. As the head of SADIST 16, that’s his privilege. Quite
often his squad has to carry out two or three arrests per night.
Fucking women in their own beds isn’t something they have time to
do every time, by any means. It’s not actively encouraged but, hey,
it’s not illegal either. They just file a report that the bitch was
resisting arrest.

And
tonight they only have one arrest warrant. They’ve been partying
hard and Nick knows his lads must be horny. Besides, it’s obvious
that Liam was prepping his cute wife Harper just for them. Her
tight cunt’s puffy and moist as Nick unzips and replaces Liam
between her struggling legs.

He
glances at the digital clock by their bedside. 02.25. Nick grins
and winks down into her bulging eyes. She’s wriggling, snorting,
sobbing, chewing her lacy thong. Five minutes ago? She was making
tender love to her husband. Now she’s entertaining five male
strangers.

Liam’s
done a good job. She’s warm and welcoming but not too loose yet. As
Goldilocks would say, her cunt’s just right. Nick slithers his cock
in, and out, in and out, staring into her weeping eyes, studying
her outrage.

He has
mates who work in the Colonies. They tell him what it’s like there.
How the women are quickly brainwashed and trained into meek
compliance. But Nick much prefers it this way. Shredding their
dignity on their marital beds. While they still have some fight in
them.

He
reaches up and grabs her left boob in his right hand. It’s small,
barely a B-cup, but she has nice nipples. He pulls her teat,
stretches it upwards, until she mewls in pain. He slides his other
hand down underneath her back and grips her butt. He gives her anus
a dose of his index finger, making her writhe.

She isn’t going to enjoy what Elijah has to offer!

Nick
fucks her hard but in a controlled manner. He wants it to last.
They’ve got time. The gang are holding her ankles up but she’s
still able to thrash about just enough to meet him halfway,
indignantly pushing her hips up to meet his thrusts.

They can
all hear hoots from downstairs. Female laughter. Something about
earrings that’ll suit Jill. How it was sweet of the Andersons to
wrap everything so nicely for them. Nick’s already bought Christmas
gifts for his family but maybe something of Harper’s will make a
nice little extra for his girlfriend?

Net Zero. That’s his political creed.
Not just the environmental kind. But economic net zero too. A world
in which nobody owns more than anybody else. In fact, a world in
which nobody really possesses anything at all. Everybody owns
fucking zero.

That
means taking from the rich and giving to the poor. Nick’s a modern
day Robin Hood. Of course, these Andersons clearly aren’t rich. But
they do have ‘stuff’. He and his team aren’t really poor either.
But they do need ‘stuff’; things like food, booze, earrings, money.
It’s all a gradual process. Night by night. Taking and giving. Bit
by bit.

And then
there’s sexual net zero too. Why the fuck should this bastard have
Harper all to himself? Or vice versa? Why should Harper have Liam
to herself for that matter?

No doubt
a few horny Colony guards will teach Liam to spread his favours.
And spread his butt cheeks too! Nobody should have exclusive right
to another person. Harper’s tits and cunt don’t belong to anyone.
After all, females don’t want to be mere possessions, do
they?

So he’s
just borrowing her. Then he’ll hand her over to somebody else,
who’ll loan her to another, like some well-thumbed, dog-eared,
jizz-encrusted, vintage porn mag. Nick accelerates, pounding her,
pushing as deep as he can. He can tell she hates it when he
eventually shoots his liquid Christmas present into her tight
stocking.

She
bucks against him with renewed vigour and mewls outrage into her
gag. He grins. He’ll recommend the Colony medics give her a morning
after pill. He clambers off her and zips up. Troy immediately takes
Nick’s place. The clock says 02.29. That was a nice four-minute
fuck.


Meanwhile Faisal has hogtied Mr Anderson with zip-ties and
cuffs and has rolled him onto his side into a foetal position. The
guy’s facing the bed and he can see his wife’s swaying ankles and
the upper part of the action. He can certainly hear all of it. Nick
squats down to chat with him.

“Thanks Liam. You warmed your missus up nicely. She’s not a bad
fuck, is she? Look, my deputy’s already hitting his stride. Troy’s
a sloppy seconds man! Now, just lie there like a good boy and let’s
you and I have a little chat about that cash you said you
have.”

“I … er …”

Nick can
see in Mr Anderson’s eyes that he’s thinking of lying. So Nick
pulls a screwdriver out of his pocket and pokes the tip into Liam’s
right nostril.

Now
those same eyes show Liam’s quickly changed his mind.

“Er … it’s in the bathroom. T … taped under the water
tank.”

While
Troy, and then Faisal, take their energetic turns on Harper, Nick
goes to the bathroom and finds a hidden envelope of 100s taped
underneath the tank. His team have a standard protocol. Anything
they keep is split into 10 shares. Nick keeps 2 shares and the
other eight members get 1 share each.


Downstairs the four girls have opened all the lovingly
wrapped presents. Typical young married gifts; sexy lingerie for
her, new running shoes for Liam, perfume and earrings for Harper
and some ear-pods for him. So now the girls are ransacking the
house. Jill appears in the bedroom showing off her new earrings.
She starts going through the couple’s wardrobes.


Meanwhile the guys have flipped Harper over. Nick watches
Chen breaking her arsehole in. There’s no lube in the drawers so he
has to start dry. Fortunately Chen’s not the largest of guys down
there. A bit of spit’s all he needs.

Nick
squats in front of Liam again, waving the envelope.

“Thanks for this. We won’t be long now. You ever do her
arse?”

Her
husband is still curled in the foetal position, crying like a baby.
He slowly shakes his head.

No he hasn’t.

Nick
smiles. “You missed your chance mate. Spoiler alert. I’ve seen your
transport papers. You’re both off to Nine. One of the worst Penal
Colonies. I’m afraid your dick won’t be required any longer. But
your missus is going to be very popular there. All three of her
holes.”

There’s
an excited squeal. Jill’s going through Harper’s wardrobe. She’s
found her cream wedding dress hanging up with a plastic cover over
it. Even a lace veil to go with it.

“We’ll send a few of your things along with you. Including that
wedding outfit. Now, do you own any sex toys?”

Liam
blinks and shakes his head again. Nick believes him this
time.

“Mmhhhmmm …. yesssssssss …… aaammmm …”

Chen
fills Harper’s guts. He’s the first guy ever to do so, but he’ll be
far from the last.

The
other three girls pile into the bedroom for the final act. One of
them is preening herself in Harper’s new lingerie, dabbing perfume
on her neck. Another is clutching an open bottle of vodka. The
third has her phone out, shooting a few highlights for her
collection.

No
member of the team likes to follow Elijah. He always goes last. He
pulls Harper up by her hips into the doggy position and briefly
lubes his mammoth shaft inside her drenched cunt. Then he slams her
face down into the pillow and somehow forces his bulbous crown
through the anal breach that’s been opened by Chen.

“Your shitter ain’t even gonna be the same,
darlin’.”

“Take some pics.”

Hoots of
inebriated laughter and gleeful whoops fill the bedroom as cameras
click and booze bottles are passed around.

A couple
of the girls join Nick, crouching down next to Liam. One of them
fingers his cock which has shrivelled to the size of a maggot. The
one dressed in lingerie stares deep into his eyes as she pulls on a
winter overcoat from Harper’s wardrobe. This arrest has taken
exactly 22 minutes. The bedside clock says 02.45.

She
licks his earlobe and whispers into his ear

 “Merry Christmas,
Liam.”

 



CHAPTER 17 -
CHRISTMAS MORNING

 


All
around the globe, families are waking up to celebrate Christmas
Day. Even in geographical regions where today’s date is not of
religious significance, Westernisation has turned the day into a
commercial or cultural event. Families gather to eat and drink
together, presents are exchanged, laughter and multilingual
conversations fill the air.

It is no
different on the Mainland. Santa has descended the chimney of most
homes. Children are waking up to stockings by their beds and gifts
under the tree. Mothers are basting turkeys while fathers are
mulling wine. Grandparents are on their way over with yet more
presents. Relatives who live too far away dial in for face-time
calls and everybody sends their love.

It is a day like no other.

A
typical home is number 12, Fairness Avenue, where Mr and Mrs Kitson
are indulging their two baby daughters. Mr. Kitson is a mid-ranking
official in what’s known as SAD, or the State Analysis Department.
Mrs Kitson is a housewife and homemaker. Unable to conceive
naturally, they ordered twins from the Penal Adoption Program and,
lo and behold, 11 months later, their two little darlings
arrived.

Thanks
to the use of Artificial Intelligence, the match was achieved with
minimal human interaction and no official records exist. A
surrogate for Mrs Kitson was found; a young woman endowed with a
similar face and figure, the same dark hair and flashing
eyes.

Being
rather less physically blessed (round faced, overweight and
prematurely bald) than his wife, Mr. Kitson was happy for his
offspring to look nothing like him. However, he did specify that
the sperm donor must have a ‘bureaucratic mind’.

The AI
program organised the serial breeding of a prisoner codenamed XXX
XXX (digits withheld), who was working as a room service attendant
in a hotel on Penal Colony Nine that was popular with State
Officials. The surrogate was given ovulation-stimulating drugs and,
within a month, she became pregnant with twins. All that’s known
about the donor father is that he was one of 24 hotel guests from
various government bureaucracies to whom she provided ‘room
service’ during those four hectic weeks.

Today
both gurgling babies are happy, their proud parents are happy,
everybody’s happy. Nobody will ever know that these twins are
adopted. They will grow up happily resembling their mother and
possessing orderly minds like their father. Aside from one female
room service attendant on Penal Colony Nine (and a couple of dozen
anonymous hotel guests), no human interaction was
necessary.

No
record of any single person’s involvement exists. So, as the Kitson
parents and grandparents gather to celebrate on Christmas Day,
nobody else will ever know that the tiny twins in their midst are
in fact just another triumph of the State’s Penal Adoption
Program.

Not far
away, at the other end of Fairness Avenue, where the starter-homes
are modest but cute, one house lies empty, ransacked overnight,
with a yellow X taped across the smashed front door. A public
official is hammering a For Sale – sign onto the front gate. Within
48 hours, this house will be sold for best offers with the proceeds
accruing to the State.

This empty home was previously owned by Liam and Harper
Anderson, who are spending 25th December on a hovercraft
being transported to their new residence on Penal Colony Nine. The
public official’s two grownup sons are helping him inside the house
by looting anything that remains of value; the Christmas tree, a
few cans of food, Mr. Anderson’s dark suit and some of Mrs
Anderson’s remaining clothes.

One of
the lads is sat on their dishevelled bed masturbating himself into
her nightdress. He can’t wait for his next birthday. In a few
weeks’ time he'll be old enough to join the State Militia as a
volunteer member of one of the Student Arrest Squads.

 



CHAPTER 18 -
CUMAR’S CHRISTMAS

 


Meanwhile, on the Penal Colonies, the
25th December is just another day. The brutal routine is exactly
the same as it is on 363 other days of the year. The factory and
farm labourers, hotel and hospitality servants, all toil from
before-dawn until after-dusk, with barely any breaks and, as
always, neither pay nor thanks.

(Out of
interest, the 365th day of the year is known as ‘Warden’s Day’
which, on Penal Colony Nine, celebrates Warden Bull Sykes’s
birthday, when prisoners are given a half day, starting work as
late as 10 a.m. and finishing as early as 4 p.m., along with
enjoying a festive meal that includes slivers of real
meat).

Of
course, Christmas Day is rather different for the Colony’s guests.
Indeed, some people from the Mainland who qualify for such perks,
choose the Christmas period to take a seasonal vacation on the
Pleasure Strip of Penal Colony Nine. This year, one such person is
Cumar, a single gentleman with no family, no responsibilities, and
zero interest in Christian holy days.

Cumar
has ordered breakfast served in his room, pleased to find that
canjeero and ghee, boorash, goat meat and black tea all feature on
the extensive menu. At exactly 9 o’clock, a room service attendant
knocks politely on his door. He’s lying in bed with just a sheet
over him.

“Enter!”

The
attendant appears with a tray. Her tight hotel uniform reveals her
pale cleavage and milky thighs. Her breasts spill out of the top
and the hem barely reaches her hips. She has dark hair and a pretty
face. An algorithm has chosen her to deliver Cumar’s breakfast this
morning.

“What’s your name?” Cumar asks.

“XXXXXX, sir. I’m afraid I’m not authorised to give my actual
digits.”

“Why?”

“Those are the rules of the Program, sir.” She
apologises.

XXXXXX
places his tray on the sideboard and carefully pours out his
tea.

“Then what did your name used to be? At least your first
name.”

She
looks doubtful. Her mouth is small and she’s wearing bright
lipstick. She curtseys and places the cup of tea into his
outstretched hand.

“Er … it used to be Lucia, when I was a privileged bitch,
sir.”

Cumar
sips his tea and pushes the sheet down, revealing his morning wood.
Her eyes widen at the sight.

“You may kiss it.”

He
smiles at her expression. This is Cumar’s first trip to a Penal
Colony. His pre-flight questionnaire asked if he would be prepared
to donate sperm. Apparently, demand for biracial babies regularly
outstrips supply. Initially Cumar had assumed he’d have to
masturbate into a cup. But now he knows better. Not only will he
get to fuck various white women, beyond that pleasurable moment
he’ll have zero responsibility. He won’t be told who he
impregnates, or how many, or even IF he’s made anyone
pregnant.

He hears
her swallow a small sigh but otherwise she obeys. She bends over
the bed and cautiously licks the bulbous crown of his ebony trunk.
He can feel her struggling to fit its size inside her small
mouth.

“Are you married, Lucia?”

“Uhum …” her head bobs.

“Children?”

Her
bobbing stops uncertainly for a moment. “Uhum.”

He grips
her hair tight, pulling her head up so she can answer.

“Er … twins, sir. Adopted.”

He nods
and pushes her mouth back down onto his length.

“Twins. That’s good. Then today you and I will make at least
one more. Hopefully two.”

An hour
later, Cumar watches Lucia stumble out of his room carrying his
tray. One of her high heels is broken, her black hair is tousled,
her uniform is askew and the insides of her legs are soaked and
glistening. He has donated three gargantuan loads to the State’s
Penal Adoption Program.

Better
still, he’s ordered room service again for lunch. Spaghetti with
meat sauce and spicy beans along with fresh fruit juice to drink.
He needs to feed his testicles. The algorithm has chosen him a
bubbly blonde next, with blue eyes and no kids yet. With luck,
Lunch will have a tighter cunt than Breakfast’s did.


CHAPTER 19 -
CHRISTMAS LUNCH

 


Meanwhile, for Bubba Miller, the 25th December is just a day like
any other. Since he moved to Verteneuf two years ago, the only way
he’s been able to cope with his job’s repetitive daily routine is
by amusing himself. He’s one of the chefs on the island.

Chef? Hah.

Before
his employer went bust, Bubba spent over 30 years as a steelworker
in a factory on the Mainland. Unemployed, he applied for a position
as a factory supervisor on Penal Colony Nine.

So what the fuck did they do?

The
jokers gave him a job as a frigging chef instead, even though he
couldn’t even make a slice of toast, let alone boil a fucking egg.
His ex-missus did all that domestic stuff in the kitchen before
they split. Still, turns out, this job’s easy enough. No skills or
experience required! The menus and recipes are the same every
fucking day of the year: Morning Slop, Midday Swill and Evening
Slime.

What’s more … he has Natalie.

Each
chef is given an assistant. Together he and Nat have to feed 1,000
factory workers. Every single fucking day. His kitchen is located
in a hangar adjacent to the garden tools plant. He and Nat have one
enormous vat in which they mix the daily batches of slop, swill and
slime that sustain Production Lines 6 thru 10. When you think about
it, his job is actually a fuck of a serious
responsibility.

It's 9
o’clock and, at exactly the same moment that Cumar’s breakfast is
being delivered to his hotel bedroom, Bubba’s arriving for work.
His hours say he should start at 08.00 but nobody’s looking.
Besides, Nat’s already been here for three hours chopping veg. She
breaks off her slicing to brew him a strong coffee while he lights
up his third ciggie of the day.

He cops
a feel of her tits when she brings over his mug. His ex-missus used
to hate it when he did that. He can’t believe he stayed with that
bitch so long. But Nat’s more tolerant. She’s wearing a plastic
apron that protects her front from hot splashes but nothing
underneath it, so her bare back and buttocks are fully exposed. She
forces a good-natured smile while he fingers her arse crack and
exhales smoke in her face.

Bubba
always lights up his first couple of the day while he’s still in
bed. He’s a 60-a-day man. He often lights a new ciggie off the
finished butt of another. Nat’s a non-smoker. Poor thing still
hasn’t got used to the smell of cigarettes. You seem he only gave
her this job three months ago.

Nat’s
not a beauty. Sadly Bubba’s job grade doesn’t qualify him for one
of the really hot pieces. Nevertheless, seven female drudges
applied for the role and it was 36yr old Nat who made the best
impression.

For one
thing, she can cook. Her husband gave her cuisine a good reference.
Secondly, she gives decent head. Her husband gave her blowjobs a
good reference too. In fact, Bubba made him assist at Nat’s
audition. The couple used to work side by side on Production Line
6. He still allows her to wave at her hubby occasionally. Bubba’s
generous like that.

After
her three interviews, he felt she was the best fit. So he gave her
a one month trial, during which they got on well. She’s desperate
for a permanent position and does anything to try to convince him
to give her one. But Bubba prefers to keep extending her trial
periods. After all, the same mouth will get boring after a few
months. Just like her predecessor’s mouth did. In the end it’s
inevitable he’ll send Nat back to the dreaded Production Line and
appoint a new assistant. Still, in the meantime she does all the
work and she has just the sort of big floppy jugs that he
likes.

“Can I get you a refill sir? Or maybe blow you?
Please?”

He grins
and exhales.

“Nah. Maybe later, if you’re good.”

After
his coffee and a couple more smokes, it’s time to visit ‘The
Stalls’. Sometimes he takes Nat along with him but not today. He
leaves her stirring the bubbling cauldron. There are several sets
of toilets on the factory compound. Bubba always uses the
North-West Stalls, which are in a pre-fabricated hut nearest to his
kitchen. They’re kept pristine and hygienic and are strictly
reserved for the use of factory supervisors, guards and chefs like
Bubba.

As usual
he finds two pairs of multihued buttocks on display outside the
hut. One male and one female. Both naked bodies are mounted over
metal A-frame stands. Necks and arms are strapped down onto the far
side of the frames, with legs and ankles on the nearside,
presenting their ravaged buttocks at the apex.

It's
customary for the previous day’s least productive male and female
drudges on Lines 6 thru 10 to be punished and incentivized in this
way. While yesterday was Christmas Eve on the Mainland, it was just
another day on Penal Colony Nine. Slackers must be motivated. The
A-frames are made of metal struts so Bubba can see their two faces
peering up at him through parted legs.

“Good morning … S … sir.”

He
doesn’t recognise either of them. This incentive clearly works.
Factory drudges tend to strive to avoid repeating this ordeal. The
male is puce-faced and bald. He’s not lost his hair. His crown has
been plucked with tweezers. He looks less than 40, probably
early-30s, as far as Bubba can tell.

The
female’s face is damp with sweat and tears. Her wet hair dangles to
the ground. There’s a table between their two frames with a
selection of crops, canes and floggers, plus assorted extras such
as antiseptic cream, lemon juice, chili sauce, ginger plugs,
silicone dildoes, wax candles, matches, map pins and marker
pens.

Bubba’s
bladder is full of coffee and his bowels are already churning.
However, everybody who uses the Stalls is expected to do their bit
for productivity. Two pairs of eyes watch him selecting a vicious
bamboo from the table.

“I’m a lazy shit. Please beat me, sir.”

“I’m a lazy cunt. Please beat me, sir.”

“What?”

The
bamboo makes a whooshing sound as he takes a practise
swing.

“I’m a lazy shit. Please BEAT ME, SIR!!”

“I’m a lazy cunt. Please BEAT ME, S … SIR!!”

More
conscientious supervisors than Bubba have already used the Stalls
this morning and dished out their dollops of punishment. Bubba
appraises the man’s rainbow buttocks. Already, by just after nine
o’clock in the morning, his white skin is striped red and pink and
burgundy, all the way from behind his knees up to just below his
spine. There are several raised ridges and welts.

Bubba
can see the shiny steel of the steel ring, peeking out between the
poor guy’s scrotum and the base of his cock, that secures his
chastity cage in place. There are several scarlet marks where crop
strokes have already licked the guy’s balls.

Thwaack.

“Aaaagh … th … thank you … ssssir!”

Bubba
peers down at his grimacing face. The man forces a grateful
smile.

Thwaack.

Thwaack.

Thwaack.

Thwaack.

Thwaack.

Bubba
gives him six strokes with the bamboo, opening up a new front on
that fleshy bit just at the point where his legs and buttocks
meet.

“Th … thank you SIR.”

Bubba
gives him a wink and then turns his attention to the woman. It’s
hard to tell upside down but the lazy cow is probably in her 30s
too. Her buttocks are less ravaged than the man’s. However, a
previous visitor to the Stalls has already plugged her anus with a
steel cylinder. Her sphincter muscle has puckered around
it.

Her legs
are spread so wide that he can see her bald cunt too. He can make
out the edge of black ink on her mons tattoo but can’t read what
the tattoo says. Bubba fingers her labia open and inspects her pink
folds. She remains silent, motionless, respectful. He reaches in
and thumbs her clit, eliciting a stifled hiss from down
below.

Her
buttocks are past their best. A little slack and dimpled with
cellulite. The previous strokes have started to swell and turn
purple. The steel tube in her arsehole is hollow. Bubba peers down
into it, tapping his bamboo cane against his leg.

He steps
back and smiles at her glossy face. Her long wet hair is an auburn
colour. She peers up at him, silently pleading for mercy. Then she
suddenly opens her mouth suggestively wide.

Bubba chuckles.

Her
proposal is clear. It’s a trade-off. He nods his acceptance and
lays the bamboo back down on the table. Then he unzips his
fly.

He aims.
She keeps her jaws wide with her mouth stretched open. To close it
would renege on their deal. He’s accurate, watching her throat
work, while the remainder splashes into her hair and puddles on the
ground below. He’s drunk a lot of coffee. His flow continues for
well over half a minute. Her mouth never closes. He shakes every
last drop from the tip.

“Th … mm … th … thank you SIR.” She gasps, when he tucks
himself back.

Bubba
zips up casually. Then he picks up the bamboo again. Without a
moment’s hesitation, he raises it high.

Thwaack.

“Aaaaagh … nghhhhaaah …”

He peers
down at her grimacing face. He can make out the mix of
disappointment and resentment as she opens her eyes and blinks at
him. She thought they had a deal. She wouldn’t renege on
it.

But
Bubba would.

“Aaah … thank you … ssssir!” she gasps.

Thwaaacck.

“Aaaaagh … pl … ngah … sssssir.”

He looks
down again. This time she forces herself to give him an obsequious
smile.

He’s
raised a fresh weal just below the steel tube that juts out of her
anus. He admires the welt forming a new ridge on her pale and
purple flesh: shades of ruby and rose and pink.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

With his
bladder emptied, Bubba’s in less of a hurry now. He gives her
twelve strokes with the bamboo. Her cheeks clench and unclench
helplessly around the steel tube. She’s sobbing loudly, unable to
thank him.

“What do you say?”


Eventually, she manages to snort a few words.

“Th … thank … sss … sss … you … sir.”

“WHAT?”

“THANK … y … y … YOU … s … SIR.”

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Thwaaacck.

Six more
hard ones produce even more tears, loud shrieks and eventually a
desperate attempt to try to make him stop.

““I’m … a … a lazy C … CUNT. Thank YOU, S … SIR!”

Bubba
peers down once more and winks, as if he’s satisfied this
time.

“You tried to bribe me not to punish you. NEVER do that
again!”

“Y … yes sir. I promise, sir.” She snivels with
relief.

He lays
the bamboo back on the table. But he’s still not
satisfied.

“And you’d also better make sure you’re NEVER the least
productive drudge in this factory again.”

“Yes sir. I won’t be, sir.”

Bubba
picks up a small glass bottle, removes the stopper and coats his
fingers in oil. He thumbs open her labia and slides an oily finger
into her pink folds. It doesn’t take long.

“Aaaaagh … ngah …”

Her hips
start to hump the A-frame as much as the straps will allow. Bubba
keeps stirring his chili-covered fingers inside her, making sure to
dab her clitoris. Shrieks and writhing and pleading replace the
respectful silence and self-control she displayed
earlier.

“Nah … aaaaagh … plea … sssah … ngah …sssir!”

Bubba
suddenly remembers the date. He tips the glass bottle upside down
and pours the remainder of her Christmas present down the narrow
steel chimney that leads into her rectal fireplace.

He leans
down and smiles like Santa right into her tearful, sweating
face.

“YO HO HO! Merry Christmas.”

She
blinks at him, hyperventilating, her body squirming in
anguish.

Bubba
straightens, gives her right buttock a consoling pat and walks into
the Stalls. Yep, everybody entering the toilets is expected to do
their bit.

So now Bubba’s done his. No more. No less.

As
usual, the Stalls are immaculate. The white floor tiles gleam. The
basin taps gleam. The mirrors gleam. The two urinals gleam. There
are three generously-sized cubicles with varnished wooden doors.
And the attendant responsible for such flawless presentation stands
to attention in the corner, holding her mop and bucket, cloths and
rubber gloves.

“Morning Beryl.”

“Good morning Mister Miller, Sir.”

Beryl
Smith is legendary on Penal Colony Nine. Several of his colleagues
have recounted the story to Bubba. Apparently, Beryl’s the wife of
Bob Smith, the man who was head of the government until three years
ago when Zadie Wood staged her internal coup. Of all 26 Penal
Colonies at her disposal, Zadie chose PC9 for Bob and Beryl Smith
to spend the rest of their days.

Beryl’s
wearing a navy blue pinafore dress without a bra so her huge bosoms
flop out of either side. She’s sporting a red badge on her chest
with ‘I’ve banged Beryl’ on it in white letters. She’s also wearing
rubber booties and yellow rubber gloves. She curtseys politely as
Bubba gives her a cursory glance.

The
middle cubicle is clearly occupied. He can see a man’s boots under
the door. The soles of two bare feet are also visible between the
boots. Those soles are slim and obviously female.

Bubba
chooses his favourite cubicle on the right. Beryl hurriedly
shuffles over to hold the door open for him.

“Can I fetch you anything, Mister Miller, Sir?”

Bubba
surveys the cubicle. It smells lemon fresh. The white tiles on the
floor shine, the wooden seat is varnished, the inside of the pan
gleams brilliant white. As usual the first tissue on the toilet
roll holder is folded into a triangle, just like at the fancy
hotels on the Mainland.

There’s
a shelf on one wall with an ashtray, a phone charger and a pile of
glossy magazines stacked on it.

“This’ll do, Beryl.”

She
smiles gratefully. Her saggy face is wrinkled and her mouth folds
inwards due to missing teeth. One of the first things Bubba noticed
when he arrived on the island were the hundreds of ‘I’ve Banged
Beryl’ badges proudly worn by student interns.


Apparently it became something of a badge of honour to
gangbang the ex-First Lady. But now, approaching 60 and worn out,
she’s been retired to work as the janitor of this set of
Stalls.

Bubba
shuts the cubicle door and lowers his jeans. The noises from the
adjacent cubicle are getting louder: the sloppy mmm-mmm of a woman
giving head, the occasional crackle of magazine pages being turned,
along with sporadic grunts and splashes.

He
settles onto his wooden seat and lights another ciggie. He’s been
ready for a while. His own noises soon merge into a duet with those
next door. Before he took this job, Bubba always felt a bit of
embarrassment using public toilets. But Penal Colony Nine has rid
him of any silly inhibitions.

He picks
up the glossy magazine on top of the pile, a new issue he hasn’t
seen. The garish title says it all. It’s the latest copy of
Prisoner’s Wives. The woman on the cover is showing off her
enormous breasts and cavernous cunt. Bubba flicks through the
pages. There’s a different wife on every page along with a few
brief stats and facts: her PC9 number, her previous name, the date
of her arrival, her age, body measurements, details about her
husband and any family, her specialities, and where to find
her.

While he
smokes, Bubba flicks his cigarette ash onto the tiled floor. His
guts are empty now but he always enjoys sitting there a while
longer. There’s no rush. He folds open that week’s centre page
spread and studies the photo.

This one’s a gorgeous brunette: 292 338 FPC9, once named
Louise, only recently arrived (on 9th December), just 23yrs old,
34D-24-35 stats. Her husband’s name is Denis and her specialities
are listed as ‘older men’ and ‘anything goes’ sex. She can be found
working right alongside Denis in production line slots 44E and 45E.
Her slots are bookable 2 weeks ahead.

There’s
a closeup of her cunt in a box-insert to one side of the
double-page. Bubba stares at it. She already has a black arrow
tattooed on her hairless mons. It’s pointing downwards. Her pouting
labia and pink folds have been cleaned for the photospread. She’s
forcing a sexy smile at the camera.

At 23,
Louise - or rather 292 338 - is exactly half Bubba’s age. Her cunt
will make a nice change from Nat’s mouth. He opens up a note in his
phone and jots down her details. He’s got a couple of fuck-credits
in his account. Might as well use one on sexy Louise.

“Ggrrrmmmm …”

Bubba
chuckles at the crescendo building next door.

“Yesss … swallow that all down … mmmm.”

There’s
not a lot of privacy in the cubicles. The gap below the partition
is up at knee-height. The top of the partition barely reaches
eye-height. He can see female knees on the adjacent floor and hear
her choking sounds.

“Mmm … fank you … mmm … thir …”

A female
voice murmurs with her mouth full.

“Gggggggggmmmmmmm…”

A long
burble of gargling follows, as she trills it round her
mouth.

Bubba
listens to the whirr of the toilet roll holder, tissues being
pulled and used, a few male grunts, clothes being adjusted, a
zipper.

“Okay, swallow.” A grumpy voice eventually says.

A loud
gulp follows. “Mmm … thank you, Sir.”

Finally
there’s a slam of the adjacent door being pushed open.

“Get in there and tidy up.”

He
recognises Beryl’s eager voice.

“Yes Mister Pittman, of course, Sir.”

Bubba
knows Pittman by sight. He’s one of the factory supervisors. Used
to be a Nightclub bouncer who knows as much about machinery as
Bubba knows about cooking. The guy looks like a Hell’s Angel biker:
covered in tats, bald head, big beard and an even bigger
belly.

“And you,” Pittman says, obviously marching his lady companion
towards the factory, “get back to fucking work.”

Bubba
raises a buttock and drops his cigarette butt into the pan. He can
hear Beryl cleaning up next door: the scrape of her bucket across
the tiles, the gloopy sounds of her rubber gloves emptying the pan
and then the scrubbing and rinsing and polishing of the
porcelain.

“Morning Beryl.”

“Good morning Miss Kent.”

This
time it’s one of the female supervisors. Bubba listens to Kent
unzipping her dungarees. He knows she’s an intern, college-age,
chubby and bottle-blonde. He can see her shadow moving under his
cubicle door. She stands in front of the urinals.

Kent’s a
busy woman. She obviously hasn’t got time to bother with a cubicle.
He hears her start urinating onto the tiled floor. The splashing
sound continues for half a minute before the sound of her zip
again.

“There we are, Beryl. Catch ya later!”

“Thank you Miss Kent.”

Bubba
smiles at the scrape of the bucket and the sloshing sound of the
mop. Poor Beryl. A janitor’s job is never done.

He uses
several wads of tissue to wipe himself, then pulls up his jeans and
peers down into the pan. His cigarette butt is sticking up like a
birthday candle on a very soggy chocolate cake.

He
pushes the door open. Beryl is still frantically mopping up orange
fluid from the floor. Her saggy face gives him an apologetic
look.

“I’m sorry, Mister Miller, sir. Won’t be a second.”

“Leave that for now!”

“Of course, sir.”

He
watches her drag her bucket and equipment into his cubicle. She
gets down onto her knees and sets to work. He peers over her
shoulder, into the pan, as she starts scooping.

“Cheers, Beryl. I might be back for a piss later.”

“Thank you, sir. I hope so.”

Bubba
knows that, by then, everything will be immaculate
again.

He walks
over to the trio of glistening washbasins. There’s an old sign on
the wall. It used to say ‘Please Wash Your Hands’.

But now
it reads Please Wash Your Glans!

Some
joker has drawn an erect penis above the sign, crossed out the word
Hands and substituted it with Glans.

The sign
always makes Bubba chuckle. He sniffs his fingers and exits the
bathroom without washing his hands.

Back in
the kitchen, Nat is still stirring the bubbling cauldron, boiling
the contents into a tasteless pulp. Bubba comes up behind her and
pinches her exposed bottom.

“Mmm … thank you, sir. A good visit?”

He
playfully slaps her buttock then lifts his hands to her
nostrils.

“What’s it smell like?”

She
turns her neck to look at him.

“Like a very successful visit, sir.”

Bubba
laughs. “Yeah. And I gave two lazy drudges a thrashing
first.”

He eases
aside her plastic apron so he can jiggle her tit.

“Can I make you anything, sir? Coffee? A snack?”

“I’ll have a blowjob in a moment and give you your snack
instead.”

“Mmm … thank you sir. Now?”

She
winces in pain as his fingers squeeze her jug hard.

“Nah. After we’ve added the goodies. Fetch the
sacks.”

Every
month, a cargo vessel from the Mainland delivers vast quantities of
vitamin and protein powders and other additives. They’re stored in
warehouses at the port and then delivered weekly to various parts
of the Colony. It takes a huge amount of additives to supplement
the meals of 80,000 prisoners.

Bubba
lights a cigarette and watches Nat struggle over hauling one of the
heavy sacks. She breaks out in a sweat but eventually manages to
open the top so Bubba can peer inside. The sack is labelled ‘Add3B.
Handle with Care. Prisoner Consumption Only’.

Bubba
sticks his unwashed hand in and checks the powder. For now, it’s
fluffy, white and odourless. He gives Nat a nod.

“Now the other one.”

The
powders are cheap to produce and highly effective. Instead of
natural ingredients, meals can be made using almost anything, with
essential vitamins and proteins added to the mix.

He puffs
on his cigarette and watches her heave a second sack across. He
uses the first sack as an ashtray, flicking ash into it. Hell, a
bit of ash won’t harm anybody. He knows that, when the fluffy
powder is added to liquid, it will turn glutinous.

The
second sack is simply labelled ‘Add#2’, with a skull and crossbones
image below it. The powder’s denser, dark brown and the odour makes
him gag.

“Okay, tip’ em both in.”

He
smiles as Nat lifts the open sack up to the rim of the cauldron and
carefully empties the contents into it. The white powder
immediately combines with the bubbling mush to form a hissing,
viscous slop. Bubba flicks his cigarette butt into it.

Nat
repeats the process with the second sack, tipping the brown powder
into the slop. A foul cloud of fumes mushrooms up from the spitting
lava.

Bubba
unzips his fly.

When Nat
turns round and sees his penis, she wipes her sweaty forehead and
gives him a strained smile.

“Here,” Bubba waggles his dick at her, “come and get your
Christmas present.”


CHAPTER 20 -
GILES

 


Giles
wiped his mouth and pushed his plate away.

He
couldn’t eat another fucking mouthful of turkey. Maybe he’d allow
his kitchen staff to have a bit of leg? Or leftover skin? He
chuckled to himself. Or maybe they all just needed stuffing
instead!

He
tilted his chair back and looked up at the ceiling. It was time.
The room’s three oak beams were fitted with bolts and chains for
fastening staff who needed a quick thrashing. He would attach
Rachel to them and beat her with the tawse until she agreed to do
exactly what he wanted.

He rang
the bell on the table.

“Sir?” she entered the room and curtseyed.

Giles
nodded at his half-finished plate. Fuck but the girl was cute. She
was topless, dressed only in her stilettos, black stockings,
microskirt and a tiny white apron. He’d made his little elf remove
her boob tube before she served him lunch.

Now it
was time to reveal her virgin cunt again.

“Leave the plate.” He barked. “Lift up that skirt.”

She
stifled a sob. But she’d be stifling more than a little tear once
he’d given her a taste of his tawse. Her brown eyes glistened and
she blushed. Nevertheless she obeyed, raising the hem of her skirt,
revealing her bald mons.

Giles
pushed his chair back and walked over to the umbrella stand where
he kept his implements, including the tawse. He idly wondered how
many strokes she’d take before she was begging to do whatever he
asked. He’d decided to start with a two-way tit fuck. Firstly,
sitting on her tummy and looking down into her eyes. Then switching
position to sit on her face while he finished himself off over
those tits.

The
house was quiet. He’d dispatched his cook and kitchen staff to the
fields to pick fruit for a sherry trifle, his favourite dessert. It
would keep them out of the house while the new maid was screaming
her loudest. By the time they returned he’d have emptied his balls
over the girl’s tits. Their first time was always the
noisiest.

“Stand there and put your arms up.”

He
pointed to a spot under the middle beam. She whimpered. It was
obvious she knew what was about to happen. It was the inevitability
that always distressed them. And his impunity that turned him on.
He could literally do whatever he liked.

“I said put your arms up!”

This
time she obeyed. He lowered the chains and slipped the cuffs over
her delicate wrists. Then he raised the chains until she was
standing up on tiptoe, arms outstretched, her pale boobs presented
like vanilla blancmanges with cherries on top.

Of
course, she’d probably have done what he wanted anyway. She’d make
a pussy with her tits and tongue his butt and lick his semen up
without needing to be thrashed. But that wasn’t the point. The
tawse was about the future. About the next few days anyway.
Preparation for the much more shocking, humiliating, disgusting
acts that he would require such an innocent thing to perform
without hesitation.

He
smiled and gave her a cruel wink before picking up the tawse and
swishing it through the air. The sound was awesome.

“You may scream all you like, my dear.”

 



CHAPTER 21 -
JAMAL

 


The
house was empty.

He’d
watched the cook and kitchen staff set off for the fruit trees with
wicker baskets, until they disappeared over the hill. Then he
slipped into the ranch house via the unlocked side door. The large
area was full of fridges and chest freezers, waterproof jackets and
rubber boots, shepherd’s crooks and walking sticks.

He
checked his holster for the umpteenth time. Jamal had never fired a
gun before but he knew he would if he had to. He tiptoed along a
corridor towards a set of double doors. He could hear a voice. A
man’s voice.

“I said put your arms up!”

Jamal
stood outside the door and listened. How many of them were there?
He only had six bullets but there was also the serrated hunting
knife in his boot. He heard the clink of chains, followed a few
moments later by some kind of whooshing sound. Then the same man’s
voice spoke again. He recognised it.

The Deputy Warden.

“You may scream all you like, my dear.”

Jamal
readied himself and drew his gun.

 



CHAPTER 22 -
GILES

 


Giles
gripped her chin between his index finger and thumb and squeezed.
His cold stare told her that he actually wanted her to scream, loud
and long. Only when he’d broken her resistance with relentless pain
would he give her young body the chance to serve his filthy
desires. He was a born hunter. She was far from his first prey and
he very much doubted she’d be his last either.

“Mmowgh …” she mewled as he compressed her pretty mouth into
the shape of a toilet seat. He immediately felt the first stirrings
of an erection. This was the only way he got hard
nowadays.

He
raised the tawse in his other hand and gave her a
closeup.

“Let’s start with twenty, shall we?”

Then he
stepped back to deliver the first blow.

At that moment the door burst open and some kid burst in
waving a fucking gun. What the hell did he
want? Were they under attack?

 



CHAPTER 23 -
JAMAL

 


Five
minutes later, it was Giles Greene, Deputy Warden of Penal Colony
Nine, who was hanging from the middle beam. His wrists were cuffed
behind him and he was standing on a stool, a chain fastened round
his neck. The maid Rachel was sobbing with relief, struggling back
into her stockings, skirt, apron and boob tube.

Jamal
smiled and gave ‘Farmer’ Giles a wink before picking up the tawse
and swishing it through the air. The sound was awesome.

“I … I … look … I’m sorry.” The old man pleaded.

“Are you?” Jamal arched his eyebrow. “You regret
everything?”

“YES. Yes, I do.”

“You won’t do anything like this again?”

“I … of course not.”

“So this can all remain just between us?”

Jamal
saw him hesitate a moment. “Y … yes. I promise.”

He spied
a notepad and pens on a shelf in the corner. Jamal strode over and
grabbed a pen and paper. He undid the handcuffs.

“Write. Say you regret everything and sign it. Only then will I
let you go.”

The old
man’s bony fingers shook as he held up the pad and scribbled his
remorse. His signature was shaky but legible.

“Is … that okay?” the Deputy Warden asked. His voice
quaking.

Jamal
looked at it and smiled. It would do.

Then he
kicked away the stool.

 



CHAPTER 24 -
BARBARA

 


They
were still in bed when the news came through.


Barbara’s head was resting in the crook of Bull’s arm. She
was circling a finger on his massive chest, waiting for him to
recover enough for another round. They were both silent, thinking
their private thoughts. He’d said he wanted a child.

Was it wrong that’s what she wanted too?

The
thrumming of his phone on the bedside table disturbed the calm.
Bull answered it and heard the news. The cook had found him hanging
from a beam. The Deputy Warden was dead.

Barbara
was never told the whole story. Obviously there was a full
investigation. But she did hear the old man had finally seen the
error of his ways. He’d written his repentance in a suicide note
and hung himself. It appears he may have changed his mind at the
last moment and clutched at the chain round his neck but it was too
late.

That
evening, Barbara found Bull sitting at his desk. He was typing into
his laptop. She caught a glimpse of a pile of thick journals on the
surface. Each one had a year embossed on the spine. She’d never
imagined him to be much of a writer.

“Go back to bed.” He told her, gently but firmly.

He never
allowed her to read what he’d written. But later, in bed, it didn’t
seem as if Bull cared too much about his deputy’s suicide. In an
unguarded moment, he whispered that Giles Greene had turned out to
be a rather unsympathetic character.

 



CHAPTER 25 -
MAINLAND

 



President-for-Life Zadie Wood smiles into the camera
lens.

It’s 3
p.m. and time for her usual Christmas message, beamed into the
homes of everybody on the Mainland. As usual, Zadie has good news.
It’s been another record year for the economy. All those working
for the State will be receiving a 20percent increase, to be phased
in as soon as it’s affordable. It also looks as though everybody’s
dream of a 3-day working week can be introduced before long. In the
meantime, flexible hours and working from home are not only
encouraged but a legal right.

The only
dark cloud is the dwindling non-State sector where greedy employers
continue to emphasise productivity over life-relax balance.
Fortunately the Act of Payback ensures that the greedy, selfish few
who incur the most tax will continue to be met with justice in the
form of the Penal Colonies. Yes, the Colonies are a bit overcrowded
right now, and space is limited, but algorithms suggest capacity
will make it possible to increase the Quota from its current
10percent.

However,
Zadie’s smile is even stranger than usual. Her mouth is lopsided
and her eyes are lifeless. She stares into the homes of all her
people. She wants to reassure them that all is well. So she
announces the setting up of a new commission. A specially selected
group of bureaucrats will look into the right level for the Quota
as the county enters the exciting ‘Twenty Thirties’.


CHAPTER 26 - THE
RECKONING

 


Joe was one of the millions who’d marched and cheered on
1st January 2022, the ‘Glorious First’ that ushered in the
People’s Government. Like everybody else that day, Joe had no
qualms about the richest One Percent being dispatched to the Penal
Colonies. He remembered his old boss, the man who’d given Joe his
first job, being arrested along with his wife and grown up
kids.

Sure,
Joe actually felt a bit sorry for the old guy who’d founded the
company and built it up. He’d genuinely treated Joe and all the
other staff pretty well, paid them fairly. But, as Joe’s mum used
to say, you can’t make an omelette without cracking a few eggs.
Besides, those first couple of years, 2022 and 2023, things did
improve a bit. All that confiscated money funded a slight
improvement in State’s Services, in ordinary people’s
‘entitlements’.

Joe had
even agreed when the Payback Act had to be increased to the
‘richest’ Two Percent, and then the ‘privileged’ Three Percent.
Hell, that was just cracking a few more eggs. He didn’t know any of
those wealthy fuckers personally. They had the broadest shoulders,
right? They’d just disappear n the middle of the night. For
everybody else, life went on. The State needed that money to ensure
everybody’s entitlements were funded.

It was
only when the Quota increased to the ‘comfortable’ Five Percent
that Joe started having a few doubts. For example, Joe’s best mate
Keith and his missus were doing okay, working long hours growing
their little company, employing a dozen people. Suddenly, kaboom.
Keith and Janice disappeared overnight, sentenced to a minimum of
ten years Forced Labour with Thought Reform, while their little
company was auctioned off for peanuts to some corrupt State
Bureaucrat.

Soon,
everybody Joe knew had at least one friend who’d disappeared, sent
to the Colonies without even a trial. And not all of them were
comfortably off. Sometimes it was the hottest wives, the best
looking couples who vanished instead, who were obviously not
amongst the richest Five Percent. So women started dressing badly,
trying not to stand out. Other times it was ordinary folks who
murmured against the State, even if they just made an unguarded
comment within the privacy of their own bedrooms.

So-called ‘Justice’ had turned out to be anything
but.

By the
time the Quota reached Ten Percent, plenty of people like Joe had
serious misgivings about the country’s direction. Where would it
all end? Twenty percent? Thirty? Fifty percent? More? But those who
thought like Joe were apparently outnumbered. The State labelled
them all as selfish. The ‘Selfish Few’. The few who dared question
that the most fortunate should bear the heaviest burden.

And now this. An announcement that the Quota was being
increased to Twenty Percent with immediate effect! The Tax Office
had prepared a list of over a million names. Arrests and sentences
would start that very night. The 16th October 2030.

 


16TH OCTOBER

 


That Wednesday, 16th
October 2030, the streets of the Mainland were
full. By lunchtime, hundreds of thousands of people had descended
on People’s Square and the surrounding roads. The State Police were
struggling to cope. President Wood appeared on television and live
streams, jabbing her finger at the screen, ordering people to
return to their homes immediately, threatening arrests and
punishments.

But her
finger in the dyke could only hold the torrent back for a few brief
moments. More and more ordinary ‘working people’ gushed onto the
streets, chanting, shouting, screaming, waving fists and banners.
The demonstration against the increase in the Quota to Twenty
Percent was peaceful … but forceful.

When
Zadie gave the order to shoot, the police refused to obey. When she
summoned the military, they declined to assist. Instead, the DORN
took control, and its quiet, calm leader assumed leadership of the
country. The coup was as simple, and quick, and bloodless, as
that.

The Day of Reckoning had arrived.

In the
immediate aftermath, even Zadie Wood is spared. This is a reckoning
like no other. Every member of her Government is sentenced to house
arrest and stripped of their title and power. But the DORN’s policy
is reconciliation not retribution. Two wrongs don’t make a
right.

Speaking
that evening, onstage at the Mainland’s largest football stadium,
to one hundred thousand mesmerised citizens, the country’s new
leader spreads his hands in welcome. He’s a grizzled old man with
short grey hair and calm, brown eyes. He’s wearing a green,
moth-eaten woollen cardigan with several moth holes in the front.
He smiles. True charisma is not good looks, fancy clothes or
booming voices. It comes from within.

Nelson has long known this day would come.

The
State is already being dismantled. Not to be destroyed. But to be
rebuilt. No longer one rule for them and another for Joe Ordinary.
A meritocracy not a bureaucracy. Nobody will be sent to the Penal
Colonies. Not even the old regime.

Not even Zadie Wood.

Within
days, hovercrafts start arriving, bringing the malnourished and
exhausted ‘convicts’ back to the Mainland. They are given a hero’s
welcome. Under the command of the DORN, the military are dispatched
to every Penal Colony to organise its closure.

Eventually, on 31st
October, a hovercraft pulls into the crowded dock.
Thousands of cheering, waving, crying relatives and friends are
there to greet the passengers. Flags flutters in the breeze. Flags
that bear the legendary digits ‘PC9’.

First
off is a tall, charismatic black man, wearing a huge smile. He
pauses on the main gangplank and waves at the throng. Then he turns
to a pale, pretty woman alongside him and raises her arm in
triumph. The crowd goes wild, surging forwards for a closer look at
Josh and his gorgeous wife. Bex has already been cast to play the
lead role in ‘PC9: The Movie’.


Everybody knows Josh’s story. A member of the DORN, deep
behind enemy lines, he’s the man who ensured that the Military’s
takeover of Penal Colony Nine was quick and bloodless. Josh also
made certain that the lives of the interns, the guards, even the
Warden himself, were spared.

Not far
behind Josh and Bex another happy couple appear on the gangplank.
Barbara Sullivan is holding a newborn baby swaddled against her
breast. She walks carefully, minding every step, while Wyatt
watches his wife and baby daughter like a hawk.

Right
behind them come their friends Monty and Camilla. Despite
everything, the couple are still together, their relationship
stronger than ever. They have 8 weeks to plan their wedding. The
date is set for Christmas Eve 2030. Josh has agreed to be Monty’s
Best Man.

Many
more stream ashore to be swallowed up in the multitude of friends,
relatives, loved ones, and even strangers, embracing and crying.
Then a man emerges carrying another newborn. His name is Dan. He
takes a deep breath of freedom and holds his baby son Benjamin
aloft. A group of his friends in the crowd cheer loudly as his wife
Deborah waves towards them.


Confidently striding right behind Dan and Deborah Cohen is
their daughter Rachel. She suddenly stops and turns, holding her
hand out to the young Arab following behind her. Jamal takes her
fingers in his and they kiss, unashamedly, letting the whole world
witness their love. The crowd doesn’t know it but Rachel is still a
virgin. It is only when they are married that the couple will make
love for the first time.

Suddenly
the crowd starts booing, jeering and shaking fists, as the first of
the guards and interns start leaving the hovercraft via the rear
gangplank. But nobody in the crowd threatens anything worse than
heckling. There are no guns or weapons to be seen. Two wrongs don’t
make a right. Every officer except for one has been granted a full
pardon.

Only the
Warden of Penal Colony Nine hasn’t been forgiven. Within days, the
planes and hovercrafts will finish ferrying everybody home. But
Colonel Bull Sykes will be left alone, banished. He has been
sentenced to life in exile on his own deserted island, Verteneuf,
with only goats and snakes for company.

Oh, and
his laptop and diaries as well.


EPILOGUE -
2050

 


Velma is
in her second year at college, studying History and Politics. For
very personal reasons she’s chosen to write her thesis on that
dreadful period in her country’s past, two decades earlier, known
as the “Three Two One Zero” Countdown.

Those 3,210 days began with the so-called ‘Glorious First’
Revolution of 1st
January 2022 and ended with ‘The Reckoning’ of
16th October 2030. Those nine long years turned out to be a
countdown to the sunset of that old style of top-down government -
its final gasping, wheezing breaths - before the sunrise of today’s
more enlightened times.

Unlike
her student contemporaries for whom such a topic is merely an
intellectual, theoretical and historical exercise, for Velma it is
something much more personal, raw and emotional. She’s already
spent endless hours in electronic libraries, researching and
absorbing everything she can about that terrible period.

Above
all, everything about the Penal Colony system.

Her mum
and dad won’t talk about it. Although they were there, right there
in the midst of it all, it’s a non-topic as far as they’re
concerned. If their daughter wants to relive those awful times,
well that’s on her.

At least
that’s how it appeared, until a week ago, when her mum wordlessly
slipped a folded piece of paper into her hand. On the paper was a
map. A map of the island where Velma was born.

On the
flight south, she peers out of the window. Like everyone, or at
least every normal citizen, she’s only allowed one flight per year.
Our environmental future must come first. That’s far more important
than learning from our tragic past.

As she stares down at the sea far below, she thinks about
everything she’s learned so far. In a nutshell, on
1st January 2022, the so-called democratic People’s Revolutionary
Government actually replaced democracy and all restraints on the
power of the State, and everything else that had come before. From
that day on, ‘Retribution and Redistribution’ were deemed the only
way forward. The Quota system dispatched the most successful, the
most driven, the most hardworking citizens to the Penal
Colonies.

Velma
knows the history, the dates, the facts, the politics, how it began
and how it ended. But who knows what was it really like to live
through those times? To be sent to a Penal Colony, just as her
parents were eventually sent, way back in 2029. That’s what she
wants to know more about.

Her mum
and daddy were amongst the lucky ones. Not only did the Day of
Reckoning follow within a year of their sentence, but they spent
their time in captivity working as domestic help. Her dad for the
Deputy Warden and her mum for the Warden himself. Colonel Bull
Sykes.

Of
course, trillions of words have been written over the past 20
years. There have been numerous public enquiries, endless
handwringing analyses about what went wrong, campaigns for justice
and even some private cases brought to court. But the truth is that
one book, more than any other, tells the vile truth as most of the
system’s poor victims experienced it.

However,
the thing is that only three quarters of that book were ever
published. The three remaining volumes – Ten, Eleven and Twelve -
are rumoured to have remained undiscovered in some filthy
underground cellar for years. The very same cellar where the
guiltiest man of all was exiled, following the Day of Reckoning.
That same Colonel Bull Sykes.

Velma’s biological dad.

The man
responsible for her looks, height and – yes – her innate
personality. She’s spent 20 years growing up looking nothing like
the man she’s always called ‘daddy’, her mother’s husband Wyatt.
Instead, Velma is 6ft tall, with black curly hair and biracial skin
tones. Her parents are kind, sweet, wonderful people, whereas she’s
a tough, no nonsense, driven, Alpha.

Every
year at Christmas, she used to receive a card and a letter.
Handwritten. His neat writing deteriorating as the years went by.
He never wrote about himself. He said she could read all of that
one day, when she was ready. Instead he asked questions about her,
about school, about her life, and about her mum. Velma would reply
at length, treating this unknown man as a kind of pen pal. Telling
him things she never told anybody else. Loving his lack of
judgment. They only exchanged letters once a year. But that was
enough.

The
robot announces they have 10 minutes until landing. She’s sat on
the left of the small plane. She can see thick scrubland and a
couple of derelict buildings on the hillside. As the plane
approaches the peak at the centre of the island a strange feeling
comes over her. She braces herself for a rough landing on the
deserted strip.

A
goatherd, one of the deserted island’s few inhabitants, points her
uphill when she shows him her map. Fortunately it’s only about half
a mile from the airstrip but it’s still a difficult walk through
scrub and brambles. Eventually she makes it to where X marks the
spot.

What
remains of the structure, such as it is, is more of a prison than a
house. A single story with concrete walls and bars on the windows.
She pushes open the broken door and steps inside. Rays of sunlight
filter through gaps in the roof. Insects scuttle away from her
shoes. And then Velma sees what she’s looking for. A
door.

The door
to the cellar.

She
pushes it open and descends the stone staircase. The cellar is
humid and filthy, littered with cardboard boxes, broken filing
cabinets, piles of papers strewn everywhere, several old laptops,
even some cracked compact discs, ancient technology from a primeval
period.

There
are mounds of rotting footwear and mouldy clothes, plastic bags
containing stained underwear, empty wine and spirit bottles,
numerous discarded cigarette packets and cigar butts and, even what
appear to be some old style latex condoms like those in the history
books, completely different to today’s invisible
‘barriers’.

She
spots a suitcase in a corner of the cellar. Or rather, the remains
of a suitcase, one that’s obviously made many journeys in its time.
It’s covered in flight number labels and stickers with the names of
worldwide cities, some of which no longer exist. The case’s handle,
clasps and zip have all been smashed and some of the case’s
contents have spilled out: a nurse’s uniform, a gimp mask, a grimy
straitjacket, a bundle of mouldy leather-bound journals. Each of
the nine journals has a year embossed on the cover: 2022 … 2023 …
2024 … and finally 2030, the year of her birth.

Upon opening the suitcase, she finds nothing but a bundle of
sex and BDSM paraphernalia: steel handcuffs, a spreader bar, what
was once a sophisticated male-chastity device for its time, a
dogeared collection of vintage girlie magazines, a velvet
blindfold, a leather hood, a shoe box with a gun inside, and
finally, a single … velvet
glove.

She
checks the gun first. It’s an old Glock 19 semiautomatic pistol.
And it’s still loaded.

She
spins round, sensing danger, shining her torch into the silent
shadows. But there’s nobody there. She’s alone.

Although
she’s startled, she had to come. To seek the truth. A rat scurries
amongst a nearby heap of clothes, stopping to stare at her with
beady eyes, its whiskers twitching.

Palms
sweating, she sniffs the velvet glove for any trace of human scent.
It’s old, fusty, much too large for her hand. But she eases it onto
her right hand anyway and opens the shoebox. A layer of dust coats
her gloved fingers. But … there they are. Three volumes.
Undisturbed for all these years and, more than likely, they would
have remained that way forever.

But for
her.

Velma
picks up the first book and tentatively wipes the front cover with
the back of the glove. In the torchlight, She can see five letters
… ook Te …

She
wipes again and her heart misses a beat.

 


Penal
Colony Nine.

Book
Ten.

 


She lays
it aside carefully and stares at two other dusty covers below.
Books Eleven and Twelve.

She’s
already read Books One to Nine as part of her research.

And now,
down in this cellar, Velma finds herself holding the lost trilogy.
It’s time to share the truth. To return them to the
light.

She
opens Book Twelve and brushes more dust away. There’s writing on
the inside front cover. Handwriting she recognises, a date and
finally a kiss.

 


For my
daughter Velma.

 Read on and you’ll discover a
load of old bull! x
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