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STORY
INFORMATION

 


First
published in December 2020, exactly three years ago, ‘Penal Colony
Nine Book One’ introduced a sprawling tale of dystopian life, a
range of characters and Warden Bull Sykes himself. Over the next
three months, eight more books followed, making 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 assumed the story had
ended, a small handful of people suspected otherwise.

And now,
a recent discovery in an underground cellar has unearthed the final
three volumes: Books 10, 11 and 12. The first of this trilogy is
now available for purchase.

The
action restarts in 2029. Several years have passed since the end of
Book 9. But for most people, the world remains the same. The PUNISH
Party has been in power since the “Glorious First” bloodless coup
of 2022. Seven years on, its ‘Act of Payback’ legislation remains
in force. The only difference is that instead of only ‘the most
entitled 1 percent’ being dispatched to the penal colonies, that
low threshold has steadily increased to 10 percent.


Fortunately, the fabled Warden himself – Colonel Bull Sykes –
is still very much in charge of Penal Colony Nine. Other characters
such as Bull’s servants Sarah and Jim Armstrong are still in
residence, as is Deputy Warden Farmer Giles and his wife
Yvonne.


Meanwhile, the Colony’s population of prisoners has doubled
from 40,000 to 80,000 and so we get to meet many new characters,
including a fresh quartet selected by Bull for his intense ‘PIP’
(Personal Initiation Process), plus the typical array of jaded
guards, keen interns and unfortunate prisoners.


CHAPTER 1

 


Her eyes
are a stunning pale-blue.

They have
turquoise irises that extend like sunbursts from large black pupils
that are gazing up at him in awe. Her forehead is creased with
effort. Her cheeks are puffed out and her fluffy, straw-coloured
eyelashes flutter delightfully.

Bull
stares down into those turquoise eyes. He’s not moving. Sat in a
comfortable chair with his knees wide apart. She’s looking at him
from between his dark thighs. She’s doing her utmost to control her
gag reflex whenever his cockhead brushes her larynx. Only his cock
is moving, the rest of him is stationary. Her jaws are stretched as
far apart as she can open them. He can see tiny bubbles of snot
oozing from her nostrils as she repeatedly slides her scarlet lips
up and down his gnarled shaft.

“Come on darling … you can do it … make the Warden
cum.”

Bull
glances up and arches his eyebrow at the handsome man who’s
standing just behind her. Her husband is watching from a few feet
away, like a coach encouraging his charge. And by his side, the
other pair of competitors are awaiting their turn.

“Uuum … uugh … uuum …”

There are
few more erotic sights than a white woman’s lips sliding up and
down a genuinely thick, ebony cock. Especially a white wife.
Witnessed by her husband. To enhance Bull’s view he’s had her apply
the glossiest, sluttiest, ruby-red lipstick in his makeup kit to
her full lips. The veins in his shaft bulge like knots of purple
elastic. She can only really fit the bulbous helmet and a fraction
of his length in her mouth. She occasionally tries too hard and her
eyes water as the tip bashes her tonsils.

Bull is
fully aware that the gorgeous blonde now sucking his cock has
little prior experience of oral. Although she’s 28 (and despite the
fact she’s been married for 6 years), she’s chosen to focus on her
career. To date, sex has ranked as a much lower priority than work
throughout her life and in her marriage.

Okay,
she’s described making occasional, exhausted, midweek love to her
husband, and sometimes allowing him Sunday morning missionary as
well. But apparently even that twice-a-week monotony has declined
after her most recent promotion at work.

And as
for oral sex, well, it’s been off the table. Her hubby is her first
and only lover. Well, until Bull, anyway! Wyatt Sullivan has been,
shall we say, an undemanding partner? During that exciting, initial
flush of dating, she may apparently have placed a little kiss on
the tip of his cock during foreplay. But she never once offered to
suck him and Wyatt never once asked. Imagine that? Sweet,
huh.

Mind you,
Wyatt has never once gone down on her either. Cunnilingus is an
alien concept to both of them. Although they have at least heard of
the word. Amusingly, neither has a darned clue what rimming
is.

Bull can
already imagine how good this one’s tongue will feel between his
cheeks. But there’s no rush. There’s plenty of time; days, weeks,
even months if he likes her enough. He used to rush things when he
was first appointed. He’d complete a full circuit of a woman’s
charms within a day or two. But now he draws things out.

He knows
there are only 20 years between Barbie and himself in age. He
hasn’t chosen a plaything this old for a few months. But the
combination of her stunning looks, obvious intelligence and
untapped sexuality compensates for her birthdate. Besides, her
husband appeals as well, as an amusing afterthought.

Bull
reaches down and caresses a single blonde strand away from her
perspiring forehead. He forgives her inexperience. After all,
she’ll learn. Very few women indeed find his size an easy prospect.
And she’s doing her best. An actual, honest-to-goodness,
down-on-your-knees blowjob isn’t exactly the easiest way for anyone
to embark on their overdue oral career.

And she’s
certainly beautiful. Sure, a pale redhead can sometimes make a nice
change, and he’s enjoyed loads of luscious brunettes in his time,
but blondes are still his favourites. This one has natural
citron-yellow hair, not peroxide from a bottle. It’s centre-parted,
shoulder-length and her most recent haircut on the Mainland was
obviously an expensive one.

Below
those glistening turquoise eyes, she’s been blessed with a pert
button nose and a perfect BJ mouth. Rosebud lips. Overall, she’s a
‘One in a Hundred’. In fact, Bull did actually choose her out of a
hundred candidates. Well, ‘’candidates’ is probably not the right
term. None of them actually applied for this position, down on her
knees.

So it’s
more accurate to say he chose her from a list of a hundred
‘possibilities’. Her looks were a major factor, of course. But not
the only consideration. Her file, her spirit, her responses to
intimate questions, and her husband too, they all appealed to
Bull.

He beams
at his audience. It’s the middle of the afternoon. They’re out on
his deck, in the sultry air, overlooking the island. As well as the
other three prisoners, his two guard dogs are lying in the shade
nearby, resting but alert, their ears pricked. K-9 is a tan and
black Alsatian. K-10 is a pure black Doberman. This is a scene
they’ve witnessed many times.

Bull is
relaxing under a parasol. Nevertheless, it’s humid in the shade.
There’s a hint of salt in the air rising from the sea breeze,
mingling with his own body odour and, what he always thinks of as,
eau de blowjob. There are those fresh, feminine high notes she
exudes that contrast with his own sour base notes.

He parts
his knees a bit further and stares down at her again. She’s classy
and elegant, beautiful yet not extravagantly sexy, sort of like a
cheerleader who’s somehow been cast as a successful businesswoman.
Looks-wise, think Sondra Bullock and Margot Robbie combined with a
dash of a young Tess Daly or Paris Hilton thrown in. Of course,
right now she looks more like a dyed-blonde Linda Lovelace having
her mouth stretched in Deep Throat.

Her real
name is Barbara but Bull has already renamed her ‘Barbie’. Her
creamy skin is flawless, even if it’s a little sweaty and stressed
right at this particular moment. Her cheekbones are high and
delicate and - at least in some of the photos he’s seen - she has
one of those perfect, toothpaste-advert smiles. She’s the butter
wouldn’t melt in the mouth type.

But
Bull’s porridge will certainly melt in her mouth.

She’s not
smiling at this moment. She’s gagging. Still, there are some lovely
images in her file: the successful student dressed in dark robes on
her graduation day, the happy bride cutting the cake in their
wedding snaps, the dynamic careerwoman beaming upon receipt of her
enterprise award and, of course, loads of social media posts. It
was actually one of those that caught Bull’s eye; a bikini shot
taken on a vacation beach last year. Social media made things so
easy. He’d seen that pic and immediately knew he had to have her.
To own her.

For a
while, anyway.

“Come on darling … pleeeease …”

Her
husband’s getting increasingly agitated. All four of them know the
rules. Bull has laid out the terms of the competition. The winning
couple will get to remain together. Whatever happens, they have his
word as warden that they won’t be separated.

However,
the losers will never see each other again, which is the fate of
many prisoners on Penal Colony Nine. However, even that incentive’s
not quite enough to guarantee enthusiastic obedience. No, to add
extra spice to the contest, Bull has casually informed them that
“the male partner of the winning couple will be allowed to keep his
balls!”

“Pleeeease …my love … deeper.”

Bull
smiles inwardly at this man who’s trying to coach his wife on
blowjobs when he, like her, has zero experience. But the unspoken
threat of being gelded will do that to a man. Plus, it provides
real motivation for his woman too. The guilt she’ll feel about
doing this in front of him will at least be lessened if she can
preserve her beloved’s manhood in the process.

Bull
glances at the large digital timer on the table, silently counting
down the seconds. So far, this competition has been going on for 19
½ minutes. He’s pretty much ready to blow his nut but he isn’t
desperate yet. It’s more fun when a contest lasts.

19.57 …
19.58 … 19.59 …

A buzzer
sounds.

He eases
Barbie’s head off his cock. Those sweet blue eyes blink up at him
in hope. But he shakes his head. So she gets up off her knees and
dolefully steps back to join her dejected husband. They stand side
by side. Mixed doubles. Wyatt is good looking. Certainly not ‘one
in a hundred’ handsome but still a decent physical match for his
wife’s beauty.


Meanwhile, their female rival rushes to retake her place at
Bull’s feet. This one doesn’t waste any time. Already precious
seconds are ticking away.

20.06 …
20.07 … 20.08 …

Her name
is Camilla. These eyes are a soft brown colour; black pupils with
chocolate pools blinking up at him as she engulfs his crown in her
keen mouth. This is her third attempt and she clearly intends to
make every second count.

“That’s it my love … you’ve got this …”

Bull
smiles inwardly. He’s 48 now, approaching 49, and he’s been the
Warden of PC9 for over 5 years. In that time, he’s come across
literally thousands of males. All sorts. Tough guys, wimps, alphas,
betas, brave and foolish, clever and dumb, from 18 all the way up
to a grandpa of 81.

And yes,
there really are a few – the ‘unbreakables’ – the very few, who
never surrender. A handful who’d rather lose their woman, their
lives, even their manhood, than give in to Bull’s straightforward
demands.

There are
others – the apparent ‘alphas’ – who genuinely think they’re
unbreakable but they aren’t. Not for long anyway. They’re the kind
who see, or maybe read something in a book and think, no fucking
way would I surrender like that character has. They might hold out
for a few days but, sooner or later, they discover that they’re
actually just good little boys after all.

And then
there’s the vast majority. Typical dudes on the outside, projecting
varying degrees of macho and bravura. But they’re all houses built
on sand. They become obedient little betas the moment they set foot
on Penal Colony Nine.

Bull can
read characters pretty well. These two guys won’t give him any
trouble, any shit, so to speak. Barbie’s attractive husband in
particular. He’s agitated about losing his balls but he’s been
watching his missus quite calmly while she sucks cock. Whereas the
brunette’s fiancé is all bluster. Although he’s the type who might
just do something stupid.

But
probably not …

“Yes, my love … use your throat …”

Bull
winks at him. The brunette’s fiancé is 5’ 10” tall, with a thick
mop of auburn-gingery hair and the stocky build of someone who used
to box at school. He doesn’t know it yet but Bull actually has the
kid’s old boxing gloves. They’re in a sack of their possessions
confiscated by the Militia: Barbie’s jewellery, diary and bridal
gown; her husband’s tuxedo and laptops; Camilla’s lingerie and sex
toys. Stocky’s expensive watch and boxing gloves, plus framed
photos and nostalgic memorabilia belonging to all four.

Both men
are naked, except for the Steel Maidens that encase their genitals.
It’s a little known fact that the French didn’t invent the
guillotine. Bull knows the first such device was used in 1564 in
Scotland. It used a lead weight and an iron blade to remove the
criminal’s head. It was called the ‘Maiden’.

These
genital Maidens are similar to a cricket ball (or a baseball) but
they’re made of stainless steel. On the inside they’re armed with a
ferocious spring and a steel blade that can remove a prisoner’s
genitals at the slightest push of a remote control button. The
sharp blade severs both the scrotum and the shaft at the root.
Complete neutering. The device worn by both men is, appropriately,
called a ‘Maiden’, because that is its effect.

And the
remote control is placed on his armrest. Bull glances at it and
then smirks at Camilla’s fiancé. His real name is Monty. His skin
is already pink from the sun, freckled and shiny with perspiration.
His lack of body hair makes him look younger than his 24 years. His
green eyes are manic as he encourages his girlfriend to earn Bull’s
seed.

Bull is
certain Monty’s penis will be small and wrinkled inside his Maiden.
He’s actually witnessed plenty of men becoming erect while they
watch their women, despite – or even because of – the shame. But
most don’t. Their terror and humiliation is too much. This kid’s in
that bracket.

His
fiancé’s lips are hungrily sliding up and down Bull’s boner. She’s
performing with total focus and dedication. Neither woman has
touched him with her teeth, even once. The photo of a toothless
woman’s gummy mouth was enough to convince them both that biting
would be a serious mistake. Even by accident.

By really
stretching her lips and jaws she can get all of the crown and at
least a couple of inches of his shaft inside. That’s more than her
opponent managed. Bull can feel her trying to flutter her tongue at
the same time. He knows Cumdump has considerably more experience
than 28yr old Barbie, despite being five years younger.

He
struggles to remember real names now. So he’s already mentally
renamed Camilla as Cumdump. But he hasn’t told her that yet.
Everyone will have to call her Cumdump. Even her fiancé. And that’s
what she’ll become. A semen depository.

He’s
flicked through her file; her parents, birthplace, upbringing,
education, all that boring guff is easily gleaned from the State’s
database. But upon arriving in the Welcome Halls, many of the
prisoners face further probing questions on their adult years and,
in particular, about their sex lives. The Inquisitors seek out
every last detail.

In
Cumdump’s case, they’ve investigated everything from the loss of
her virginity at high school, to her various boyfriends at college,
and above all the detailed intimacies of life with her fiancé
Monty.

And now
Bull knows it all too.

“Uuhh … uughm … muuum …”

Cumdump’s
pretty cute as well. Just not as attractive as Barbie. More of a
‘one in twenty’. In fact, she’s not really deserving of his time
except for one thing. Or rather two. Her jugs. Sometimes a topless
pic in a file will do that. Bull’s a sucker for meaty, beaty, big
and bouncy. And her E-cup boobs are exceptional. He can feel them
brushing against his legs as she works on his cock.

She’s
trying so damned hard to earn his load but, regardless of who gets
him off first, he’s already made up his mind. Life’s not fair.
Cumdump and her fiancé Mop will be deemed the losers. Not that
either of the couples needs to be told that just yet. The longer
each pair thinks they have a chance, the more outrageous acts
they’ll perform.

Her face
is grimacing with discomfort now, nostrils streaming, cheeks
bulging as she tries to fit him deeper into her gullet. He knows
she’s given blowjobs before. Proper ones, down on her hands and
knees BJs, slurping and swallowing, for the benefit of two college
boyfriends, as well as her mop-haired fiancé.

But today
her wrists are cuffed behind her back. And she’s never given an
authentic ‘no-hands’ BJ before. So she’s rapidly discovering
they’re fucking hard work. Still, no worries, in a year’s time
Cumdump will be an absolute pro, able to vacuum a dozen guards with
just the use of her mouth.

“Come on my love … focus … please.”

“Uuhhm … aahhh … muhm …”

24.57 …
24.58 … 24.59 …

The
buzzer sounds again. Cumdump’s third five minute session is
up.

Her moist
brown eyes blink up at him in hope. Bull shakes his head. She
slowly gets up off her knees and steps back to join her
fiancé.

Barbie
rushes back into position at his feet. She pauses a moment, working
out the correct angle to take him into her mouth without using her
elegant hands. She’s still wearing her engagement ring and wedding
band. They’ll be removed in time but, for now, he likes to see them
on her finger.

 


He inches
forward on his chair, making her retch.

25.05 …
25.06 … 25.07 …

Bull
fixes his stern gaze on those lovely blue eyes.

He’s
ready to blow his cookies now.

 



CHAPTER 2 - THE
TRILOGY

 


They have
remained undiscovered for many years.

In an
underground cellar that’s littered with cardboard boxes, broken
filing cabinets, piles and piles of papers strewn everywhere,
several old laptops with their hard-drives removed, even some
cracked compact discs, 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, long-since-used, knotted condoms.

In one
stinking corner of this dark cellar there’s a suitcase. 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 destinations: Bangkok, Manila, Nairobi, Rio
de Janeiro, Bogota, and even two cities that 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.

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 plastic bottle
of lube, ancient packets of unused condoms, a dogeared collection
of vintage girlie magazines, a velvet blindfold, a leather hood, a
shoe box, a gun and a single … velvet glove.

She
checks the gun first. It’s an old Glock 19 semiautomatic pistol.
And it’s loaded.

She spins
round, sensing danger, shining her torch into the silent shadows.
But there’s nobody there. She’s alone.

Although
she’s frightened, she had to come. To seek the truth. A rat
scurries amongst a nearby heap of clothes, stopping to stare at her
with its beady eyes, whiskers twitching.

Hands
shaking, she sniffs the velvet glove for any trace of his familiar
scent. It’s old, fusty. But she eases it onto her right hand 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.

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 Ten and brushes more dust away. There’s writing on the inside
front cover. Handwriting she knows well, a date and finally a
kiss.

 


For my
darling Velma.

Read on
and you’ll discover a load of old bull! x

 



CHAPTER 3 -
BULL

 


Bull
grunted as he bucked his hips up and down and unloaded both barrels
into the roof of Barbie’s mouth.

Her
turquoise eyes flew open in shock and she grimaced like she’d
bitten into a lemon. Nevertheless, she managed to keep her mouth
sealed tight round the crown of his pulsing cock.

Bull
didn’t hold her head or help her in any way. It was Barbie’s job to
keep her scarlet lips pursed tightly around the ridge of his
swollen helmet while he machine-gunned her palate, tongue, teeth
and gums.

He knew
this was her first taste of cum. Any cum. 28 ½ years old and Bull’s
jizz was her first. Imagine that. He watched her frown at its sharp
tang and slimy texture. Then her expression turned into a grimace
as she encountered its chewy, cloying flavour. Then she looked even
most aghast at the bitter aftertaste as it slithered down her
throat, before repeating on her when she nearly retched.


Nevertheless, she somehow managed not to vomit and forced
herself to gulp down all of his half-dozen jets.

“uumm … ughh … mum …”

“Oh well done darling … you did it … you … amazing
woman!”

Her
husband was elated.

“Noooo … please …”

Cumdump’s
fiancé? Not so much.

Bull
slumped back in his chair and smiled. His heartbeat gently slowed.
He could feel his cock coming to rest on Barbie’s tongue and her
throat quivering as she kept swallowing what was now mostly just
saliva.

He opened
one eye and looked at the other three. Barbie’s husband Wyatt
looked way more elated than a guy who’s missus has just gulped
another man’s load should.

Cumdump
appeared devastated, while Mop had edged forward and was murmuring
in a whisper.

“No … please … Sir …”

Bull let
the kid see him glance at the remote control. K-9 growled a
warning. The kid stepped back.

Wyatt had
clenched his fists in a small gesture of triumph but now he was
sheepishly looking at Bull for some sign of approval. Any sign.
Bull paid the wimp no attention at all.

He looked
down at Blondie again. She was gazing up at him, no doubt wondering
if she could release his cock. Bull nodded curtly. She opened her
jaws and lips and pulled her face back. He was still hard. His dick
recoiled towards his chest.

She
stared at it, as if amazed she could not only have fitted the
swollen crown in her mouth but that she’d managed to win the race.
He winked at her.

“Well done. You’re one-nil up.”

Her eyes
widened. She hadn’t won after all. She’d merely taken the
lead.

Bull
laughed.

“It’s a marathon not a sprint, darling.”

She
frowned in disappointment as she digested that bitter
pill.

 



CHAPTER 4 -
VERTENEUF

 


Penal
Colony Nine is located on the remote island of Verteneuf in what’s
known as the Southern Sea. Viewed from the air it resembles a lush,
green, emerald nestling like an exquisite jewel within an
aquamarine sea. White sparks fly like tiny diamonds into the air as
waves crest against its offshore reef. A strip of soft, golden sand
fringes the southern shoreline.

Until
2022, this tiny island’s nine square miles remained largely
deserted, occupied by just a few goats and a couple of shepherd’s
huts. But, during the warm spring that followed the ‘Glorious
First’ Coup, this remote island was soon identified as the ideal
location for a penal colony that could be combined with a luxury
resort.

As most
people know, under the ‘Act of Payback’, the richest One Percent of
the Mainland’s population were sentenced to hard labour in the
various colonies, of which Penal Colony Nine is merely the best
known.

However,
One Percent was always optimistic. Inaccurate Treasury modelling
and the State’s bottomless appetite for funds, saw that one percent
threshold steadily increased, from two, to three, to five, and
today, in 2029, it has reached the ‘Wealthiest Ten Percent’. But as
the numbers have grown, so the lines have blurred. Money and Assets
are no longer the only measurements involved in criminal
convictions.

Almost
three years have passed since we last visited Verteneuf in Book
Nine of the Penal Colony saga. Those sentenced to spend State’s
Pleasure on the island, still travel by sea on a military
hovercraft. Their first view of their new home is the jetty where
they’re unloaded and processed. The vast majority will never return
to the Mainland again. They will serve entire life sentences for
the dual purposes of Retribution and Re-education. Retribution for
their privileged pasts and Re-education in preparation for their
less fortunate futures …

“Champagne?”

The
steward was holding out a tray of glasses. Doris paused the
commentary and took one from her. The steward curtseyed. She was
very pretty and topless. Her full breasts were magnificent, with
nipple rings that chinked as she bobbed politely. The girl couldn’t
have been more than 18.

“Champagne?”

The young
lad in the seat nearest Doris took a glass as well. He had his
headphones in, also listening to the Verteneuf documentary. He
reached out and casually fingered the steward’s bald vagina. She
was wearing the airline’s famous uniform of tight navy trackpants
with circular holes in the front and back and a pair of stilettos
on her feet. Nothing else. Her pouting labia and pert buttocks were
on full display.

The girl
smiled and curtseyed onto his impudent finger.

He
released her, turned and looked at Doris, removing his headphones
while the steward moved onto the next row.

“First time?” Doris asked.

“Yep,” he replied, downing his champagne in one gulp, “can’t
wait. Here!”

He
slapped the exposed bottom of the steward. She turned
round.

“Another.” he barked.

She
smiled politely and handed him a second glass, taking the empty
one.

“Thank you, sir.”

Doris
took a sip of hers and grinned. “How come you’re here? Public
servant?”

“Nah. Won it in the Lottery. Three Days on Pleasure Island.
Best prize ever!”


Ironically citizens usually entered the State Lottery to lose
money. It was one of the few legitimate ways of reducing your net
worth. But the non-cash prizes were incentive enough. The Jackpot
could be as much as an entire year as the guest of a Penal Colony
Resort.

“You?”

“Tax Inspector.” Doris winked. “Don’t worry, I’m off duty. My
name’s Doris. Yours?”

“Ryan.” He reached out and shook her hand. He had the rough
skin of a tradesman.

They were
both sitting in very comfortable leather seats with plush armrests
and leg recliners. There was enough legroom to stretch out and
relax. The screen was the size of a television. Elite Class travel
was mostly reserved for public servants.

“First time?” she asked.

Ryan
smirked. “Yeah. You?”

Doris
shook her head. “My third. I can assure you you’ll have a lovely
time.”

A male
steward reached their row. He wore nothing on top either. His bare
chest and abdomen were beautifully toned and hairless. He was
wearing an identical pair of tight navy trackpants with circular
holes in the front and back, and polished leather shoes.

“Canapes, madam, sir? Smoked salmon? Beef? Vegan?”

A small
cylinder made of thin steel rods dangled through the hole in his
trackpants. Doris’s mother had been a seamstress. The cage reminded
her of her mum’s old sewing thimble. It was barely an inch long.
The skin of the steward’s wrinkled penis could be seen poking
against the lattice. Just like his female colleague, he was pretty
and looked no more than late-teens.

His groin
was shaved completely hairless. Doris reached across and weighed
his scrotum in her chubby fingers.

“How long?”

He
blinked. “One hundred and seventeen days, madam.”

She
chuckled. “Four months, give or take?”

“Yes, madam. Since my 18th birthday.”

“Fucking hell.” Ryan exclaimed. “Are you saying you ain’t cum
for four months?”

“That’s right, sir. But I’m lucky, sir. My sentence is only
five years. And I get to work on this airline.”

“Oh my giddy aunt. Five bloody years wearing that tiny
thing!”

Doris
smiled and patted his balls. “Give me a plate of the salmon and
beef ones.”

She
turned her commentary back on while she and Ryan ate.

Visitors
usually make the 90-minutes trip by air in Elite class comfort,
attended by our specially trained cabin staff. Be assured, your
fellow passengers today comprise our country’s ‘Elite’: the upper
echelons of the People’s Government, our bureaucrats and
functionaries, party officials, military and police officers, plus
of course our State Lottery and Gameshow Winners. All are welcome.
Some of you will have chosen to visit alone, others to bring your
spouses, your mistresses, even your toyboys!

Those of
you sat on the right side of the plane, if you look out of your
window in about 45 minutes time, you’ll be able to see the jetty
and port as we approach the landing strip. And your pilot will try
to time it so that you can spot today’s lineup of prisoners
shuffling slowly towards the Welcome Halls where they’ll be
processed, barcoded and tagged.

At the
same time, those of you sat on the left side of the plane, will be
able to admire the green hills and lush farmland where our food is
grown. You’ll soon be eating for free at some of the finest
restaurants in the world. Straight ahead, beyond the runway, you’ll
see busy North Point with our cluster of factories, barracks, roads
and desalination plant.

Finally,
bang in the centre of the island – the bullseye on a dartboard, if
you like – right up on the peak, you should be able to glimpse the
Warden’s compound with our communications mast rising above it.
Below the mast are the new TV studios where ‘Retribution’ is filmed
for the entertainment of audiences on the Mainland.

However,
peer a little more closely at this tropical paradise, and you can
maybe spot sharks circling just beyond the reef, see the trellises
of barbed wire and electrified fencing, catch sight of the armed
guards and patrol dogs that keep us all safe, and observe
checkpoints on every dusty road. Everything that makes escape
impossible for our Lifers even to contemplate, let alone
try.

You see,
the drudges are not merely tattooed or branded, most have tracking
tags and contraceptives injected into their bodies. They work from
dawn to dusk, 7 days a week, and collapse into exhausted sleep at
night. The endless workload means they have no energy even to think
about escape.

Doris
pressed pause as the female steward reappeared.

“Another glass, madam?”

“Sure. And what are you guilty of?”

The girl
blushed ruefully.

“My father was rude to an official, madam. He called him
something terrible.”

“What?” Doris winked. “You can tell me.”

“He called him … inefficient and … lazy.”

“Oh my!”

“My parents got life, madam. But the judge was merciful. I only
got ten years … working as an airline steward.”

“That was very kind of him.”

Doris
took another glass of the excellent fizz.

The girl
smiled, curtseyed and then served Ryan.

Where
once there were only 40,000 Lifers housed on Verteneuf, there are
now over 80,000. A lack of funds has made investment difficult so
double the number of Lifers are crammed into the same old
facilities, such as dormitory barracks and stable barns.

But,
ladies and gentlemen, you needn’t worry. Our resort is still as
luxurious as ever. You’ll be staying on our colourful strip on the
south of the island, where low-rise boutique hotels, al fresco
restaurants, sports bars, opulent spas, sparkling blue pools, clay
tennis courts, and our long sandy beach all await you. If you fancy
some retail therapy our adult stores sell an extraordinary array of
toys and costumes. And those of you feeling lonely will be welcomed
at our various bordellos.

It's
official title is the South Beach Pleasure Resort but we prefer to
call it … Pleasure Island!

“Coffee, tea … me?”

The
female steward was back again, smiling at both of them.

Doris
gestured to Ryan. “Up to you, young man. I’m straight.”

The girl
looked relieved.

Doris was
a twice-divorced woman in her late 30s. She was travelling in a
knee-length skirt, leather boots and a cropped T-shirt that
unashamedly revealed the ripples of her belly. At only 5’ 1” tall,
she was about 50lbs overweight.

Ryan
smirked. “Well, I don’t like coffee or tea much.”

The
lovely girl smiled delightfully and pointed at her
cleavage.

“Me, then?”

“What’s that on yer tit?”

She
looked down and wiped her bare breast with her index
finger.

“I’m sorry, sir. It belongs to the old gentleman in
2A.”

She
sucked the blob of semen off her finger.

“What the fuck number am I?” Ryan asked, sounding
tetchy.

“Number three, sir. My last. But at least I have the rest of
the flight left for you.”

Appeased,
he allowed her to kneel down in the space in front of his seat.
Doris watched the girl’s practised fingers skilfully unbuckle his
belt and unzip his fly. Ryan didn’t look much older than her. She
released his penis and took it between her pouting lips.

“Wow,” he turned to Doris, “I didn’t expect to start on the
flight.”

Doris
chuckled and pressed the steward button on her armrest.

“I’m hoping this vacation will help me.” Ryan sighed, settling
back.

“How come?”

“To be frank, I have this compulsive wanking thing. I haven’t
had a real girlfriend yet. My doc says I watch way too much porn.
Nasty shit mostly. BDSM and stuff. Being honest, I prefer jerking
off over that stuff to dating actual women. But winning the lottery
has given me the chance to sample combining the two!”

Doris
nodded sympathetically. The girl was bobbing her head but it was
obvious Ryan’s dick was still soft.

“You called Madam?”

It was
the male steward. He really was a nice looking young man. He had
the most attractive smile.

“Coffee, Madam? Tea? Me?”

Doris
simply parted her knees. If the boy felt any distaste for her, he
didn’t show it. The hem of her skirt slid up her dimpled thighs.
She’d packed all her underwear and wasn’t wearing any knickers. His
eyes widened when he saw her thick bush.

Without
either of them having to say another word, he stepped past Ryan’s
young therapist and knelt down alongside her, on the spot between
Doris’s boots. He didn’t look up. He leaned his head forward into
the V of her fat thighs. She spread her knees even wider and
settled back into her seat.

“Lick my arsehole.” She heard Ryan snap, patting his steward on
her bobbling head. “That might get me going.”

Doris
turned her head sideways and smiled at him. Then she put her
headphones back on and shut her eyes.

Mmm … the
young man’s tongue was long, thick and gently probing. She hadn’t
had time to bathe that morning before travelling to the airport.
But he didn’t seem to notice her salty ripeness.

Your
travel on Verteneuf will be via our human-pony taxis. You can
choose from our nippy one-person sulkies, brisk two-pony racers, or
join a tour group in larger carriages and wagons hauled by teams of
four or even eight human-steeds. Our bellhops and waitresses,
barmen and sales-staff, tennis ballboys and spa therapists are all
highly trained and, of course, … highly motivated
prisoners.

As you
travel along the beachfront, you’re likely to see your fellow VIP
guests luxuriating in the attentions of partly-clad females and
males. Perhaps an older man lying on his towel in the sunshine
while a young woman’s head toils between his thighs? Maybe an obese
lady in a deckchair reading a magazine while a handsome male
massages suncream into her bare feet? Or a pretty redhead with an
upturned face kneeling as four laughing men jerk off over her open
mouth. These are just a few examples of the small pleasures that
our hardworking guests can expect to enjoy during their
well-deserved breaks …

“Ladies and gentlemen, I’m sorry to interrupt your
entertainment. This is your captain speaking. Just an update from
the flightdeck. We’ll shortly be landing on Penal Colony Nine where
the weather is a sunny but rather humid 32 degrees centigrade. If
you look out of your windows in a few minutes you’ll be able to
enjoy the sights mentioned in our commentary. Cabin crew, finish
up, ten minutes to landing.”

The
steward’s tongue was deep inside her now, alternating between
caressing her clitoris and digging for her G-spot, making it swell
with his metronomic skill. Doris gasped and gripped both armrests
tight.

“Mmm … yes … yes … mmm … oh my … ssssss …. Aaaaaaaaaaaaammm
…”

She
forced her eyes open.

She’d
squirted all over the young man’s face and chest.




CHAPTER 5 -
BULL

 


“Do any of you wish to throw in the towel here and
now?”

Bull was
sat on one side of his dining table eating dinner, a large plateful
of lobster linguine.

His four
new prisoners stood on the other side of the table facing him.
Wyatt was at one end with his wife Barbie next to him, while Monty
was on the other end with his fiancé alongside him. Both women were
standing in the middle.

“N … no sir.”

“No sir.”

“No sir.”

“No sir.”

He nodded
and chewed pensively on another forkful of linguine.

“The truth is,” he said, “it’s not my job to decide who’s
guilty and who’s innocent. The State decides that. My job here is
simple. It’s to ensure that the guilty are reformed.”

He
watched them all nod unconvincingly. New arrivals rarely
understood. They always considered themselves innocent until
convinced otherwise. The two women were now dressed in lingerie and
high heels. Barbie had been put in a combo selected from Bull’s
extensive wardrobe while Cumdump was wearing a set of her own black
lace garments, appropriated by the Militia from her bedroom
drawers.

However,
the two men outside them were totally naked. The steel Maidens had
been temporarily removed from their genitals. Wyatt’s wrinkled was
circumcised. Monty’s was shrivelled and intact. His excess foreskin
dangled like a polo-neck on the end of his anxious
manhood.

“Do you accept that you’re guilty?”

Bull
stared at Monty, directing his question at him first.

“W … well, not really Sir, but I g … guess the State is
right.”

“And your fiancé? She’s guilty too?”

He
blushed and glanced at her. “Well … I guess so.”

“What’s her name?”

“Camilla, sir.”

“No. It’s Cumdump.”

All four
of them recoiled in shock.

“What is your fiancé’s name?”

“Er … I guess … C … Cumdump, sir.”

“WHAT is it?”

“Cumdump, s … sir.”

“Again!”

“CUMDUMP, SIR!”

Bull
nodded at the mop-haired kid, satisfied.

“Camilla has gone. She no longer exists. If you ever call this
woman by that name again …”

He left
the threat unspoken.

“Yes sir, it’s Cumdump sir.”

“And you. What’s your name?”

“M … Montague, sir. B … but everybody calls me
Monty.”

Bull
stared at him coldly.

“With that hair you look like a MOP!”

“Er …?”

“What’s your name?”

“Er … Mont … oh, I see … Mop, sir.”

“WHAT is it?”

“Mop, s … sir.”

“Again!”

“MOP, SIR!”

Bull
paused to take a sip of his wine. Their eyes followed his every
move. He knew they were all thirsty and hungry.

“How much do you love Cumdump?”

To be
fair, the kid didn’t hesitate.

“With all my heart sir.”

“Enough to do anything to save her?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Anything at all?”

“Er … YES SIR.”

Bull
smiled and turned his gaze onto the kid’s fiancé. She made a nice
decoration. The Student Militia had crammed her entire underwear
and sex toys drawer into a sack for shipment to the island. That
sack arrived on the same hovercraft as Cumdump, along with her
phone, jewellery and, amusingly, several dildos and vibrators. A
person’s most intimate possessions could always prove
useful.

Bull’s
housekeeper, Sarah, had been through the mound of underwear and
thrown away all but the sluttiest stuff. The lacy bra that Cumdump
was now wearing had quarter-cups and her milky cleavage virtually
spilled out the top. Obviously, over the next couple of years,
those magnificent melons would stretch and sag, since female
prisoners mostly toiled braless. But that wasn’t Bull’s concern.
He’d get enjoy them at their youthful best.

Between
her legs, Bull could see her labial lips pouting through her
split-crotch knickers. There was no gusset. No doubt she wore the
outfit on special occasions: Valentines, Birthdays, Christmas. And
now at a celebratory interview with her new Owner.

Only a
23yr old woman with a healthy attitude to sex would own a pair of
PVC black peek-a-boo knickers like that. And she even had a
matching red pair too.

Her
current outfit was completed with a pair of black pull-up fishnet
stockings that flattered her slim legs, plus shiny stilettos. At
only 5’ 3” tall her legs weren’t as long as Bull liked but at least
those E-cup tits were reasonable compensation.

“You!” he barked.

Her brown
eyes widened in panic.

“How much do you love Mop?”

She
hesitated, biting her lower lip.

“Er … well … a lot, sir.”

Bull
paused. The silence let her slight uncertainty sink into the
room.

“Enough to do anything to save him?”

“… a … anything?”

He took
another sip of wine.

“Yes. Anything? Obey ANY order I give.”

“I … I’m not sure … sir. But I hope so, yes sir.”

He chewed
thoughtfully on a mouthful of linguine.

“Make him hard.”

She
frowned, confused, then understood. Her right arm reached down
across her fiancé’s abdomen to his shrivelled pickle.

“Quick. Hurry.”

Mop
blinked at Bull in alarm. He remained stood to attention as his
fiancé began fondling him.

Bull left
them both to it and turned to the other couple who were facing
forwards but also visibly watching Cumdump and Mop with their
peripheral vision.

“And you. Do you accept that you’re guilty?”

Barbie’s
husband straightened.

“Yes sir. The State is always right.”

His
wife’s bright blue eyes couldn’t disguise her shock at the
bluntness of her own husband’s compliance.

“And your wife? She’s guilty too?”

He
blushed. “Yes sir, she is.”

Bull
smiled. He could see Cumdump wasn’t making much progress with Mop’s
shy pickle.

“Her name is Barbie.”

“Yes sir. Barbie … I mean BARBIE.”

“And yours?”

“Er … Wyatt, sir.”

“No. It’s Wimp.”

“Yes sir. WIMP!”

In fact,
Bull could see Wyatt was far from a physical wimp. He was 5inches
shorter than Bull but he still measured 6’ 1” in his bare feet. He
had dark wavy hair, hazel eyes and undeniably handsome features.
His stomach was flat and he’d obviously frequented a gym on the
Mainland. His circumcised cock was flaccid but not as pathetic as
Mop’s.

“Tell us all, how much do you love Barbie?”

“Genuinely, with all my heart, sir.”

Barbie’s
blue eyes moistened.

“Enough to do anything to save her?”

Bull
heard a click in the man’s throat.

“… anything, sir.”

Cumdump
had finally managed to elicit a reaction from Mop. She was stroking
his half-erect penis, yoyoing her hand up and down.

Bull
ignored them. He let his gaze travel up and down Barbie’s body,
from her pert cleavage to her slim waist to her honeyed limbs. He
studied her face closely again. She had full lips and a deep
philtrum, that lovely groove between the nose and upper
lip.

He’d
chosen an aquamarine bikini top that complemented her eyes and
supported her breasts perfectly. The matching bikini bottom was a
tiny Y-shaped thong that clung tightly to her camel-toe pussy. Few
women would dare to wear such a costume on a mainland
beach.

“Your wife is very beautiful.”

“Y … yes sir.”

“Did you enjoy watching her suck my cock?”

Finally,
Wimp hesitated.

“Er … well … truthfully, sir?”

Bull
smiled and nodded.

“Well, not really, sir.”

Bull
chuckled. But there was something in the man’s hushed tone, or
perhaps his body language, that was intriguing. He decided to park
that thought for now and turned his mind back to the other
couple.

“Hmm, I see he’s hard at last.”

“Y … yes … s … sir.” Cumdump replied.

“Let go.”

She
snatched her hand away and quickly placed her arm down by her side
again. Mop’s erection was revealed in all its lack of glory,
jutting outwards from his carroty pubic hair.

Bull
pushed his bowl away. Four pairs of eyes followed the half-eaten
pasta.

“Not the biggest, is it?”

Mop’s
foreskin had retracted, exposing a modest lilac head on top of a
thin, pale shaft. He wasn’t tiny, but it was certainly on the wrong
side of average. His body’s stocky build made it look even less
impressive.

“N … no, sir.”

At that
moment, Sarah walked in to collect his plate and refill his glass.
She glanced at the four new arrivals and arched her
eyebrow.

“Finished, sir?”

Bull
nodded.

“What do you think of this quartet?”

She
perused them for about 10 seconds and then shrugged.

“The blonde’s quite pretty. The others not so much.”

He
nodded. In fact this was a regular ritual. Sarah performed her
script well. After all, once upon a time she’d stood in the same
spot herself.

“What about the one on the end?”

“The one with the tiny dick? Well, he won’t need his balls for
that thing, will he?”

Bull’s
laugh was a deep baritone.

Wimp,
Barbie, Cumdump and Mop were standing only a few feet away from
him, just on the other side of the table. He could see their shame,
hear their shock and smell their fear. Closeup. Their four sets of
eyes – hazel, turquoise, brown and green – observed him in meek
silence.

He nodded
at Sarah. He’d eat dessert later. It was time to have his new toys
put to bed. There’d be plenty of time to continue their little chat
in the morning.




CHAPTER 6 -
BARBARA

 


Barbara
lay in the dark, unable to sleep despite her exhaustion.

The bed
was tiny. It was a narrow single but she and Camilla were crammed
side by side, lying on their backs, unable to avoid touching each
other’s sweaty, naked body, pressed together like sardines; arm to
arm, hip to hip, ankle to ankle.

Her back
was slick with sweat. They were lying on a single old nylon sheet
that didn’t breathe, trapping the humidity. Before they lay down
she’d spotted a rainbow of discoloured spots and streaks on the
crumpled sheet: several yellow and orange stains, a faded red and
even a brown mark. Who knew how many poor people had already tried
to sleep on it? Their sheet had obviously remained on the bed for
ages, unchanged and unwashed.

But the
smell from the bucket on the floor was worse. It invaded her
nostrils. It was only urine. Both of them had needed to pee. But
the bucket was only inches from Barbara’s nose. She dreaded the
thought of one of them needing to poop. The shame as well as the
stench.

She knew
there was a night-vision CCTV camera in the ceiling above their
cot. She could see the red light. Who knew if she was being watched
right at this moment? Their so-called ‘bedroom’ was only about six
feet by six feet, with their bed taking up half the area. The
remainder was simply a concrete floor, the bucket and a cold-water
tap in the wall.

“You asleep?” she whispered.

“Nnmm … no. Not really.” Camilla replied. “Too
humid.”

“Shall we risk talking? Somebody might be
listening.”

Camilla
paused then spoke, bitterness in her voice.

“How can they punish us even more than we have
been?”

“Hmm … I’m sure they could think of something.”

Barbara
was damned certain the warden could. But she couldn’t just lie here
in silence every damned night for however long this went
on.

“I wonder how the men are doing.” She murmured.

She knew
her husband and Monty were in an identical bedroom-cell, just the
other side of the concrete wall. She could only imagine how
uncomfortable Wyatt must be, squished onto such a narrow bed. Next
to another man. Their sides touching.

“Our poor men. Having to witness us …”, Camilla’s voice trailed
off into quiet breathing.

“I’d never done that before.” Barbara muttered.
“Ever.”

“What? Never? Not once?”

“Never.”

“And you fricking won.” Camilla’s tone seemed angry as well as
amazed.

They both
remained silent for a while. Barbara kept reliving that moment.
That enormous slab of penis in her mouth. The realisation that he
was going to orgasm. The way the warden bucked his hips. The
knowledge that she had to retain him in her mouth. The thought of
what Wyatt must be thinking. The shock. It was nothing like she’d
imagined. In fact, she’d never even imagined it. She’d never
expected to have any man’s thing in her mouth, let alone his
disgusting slime as well.

One of
the many things she loved her husband for was the fact he respected
her. And then he’d had to watch that. Another male. A huge black
man. Somehow, she’d managed to keep her mouth sealed tight around
his bucking bronco penis. The way it pulsed. The splat against her
palate. No, splats, plural.

She
actually smelt it before she tasted it. A hint of bleach, chlorine,
or maybe raw fish. It seemed to stick to the roof of her mouth
before slowly invading her gums and coating her tongue with its
bitterness, its sourness. That awful, slippery texture. She’d never
liked oysters or sashimi for that very reason. She hated that
gloopiness. Still, she focused. She’d forced herself to swallow.
She retched but controlled her reflex. That dreadful aftertaste, as
she burped acidic bile.

But,
above all, she’d won!

Because
Barbara Sullivan never lost.




CHAPTER 7 -
WYATT

 


“Omig … I’m sorry.”

Wyatt
winced as his bunkmate apologised for the putrid smell. Monty had
passed gas silently but it was obvious what he’d done. Both of them
had rumbling, churning stomachs.

“Don’t worry.”

He held
his breath. Neither man could sleep. The bed was just too narrow,
too frigging uncomfortable. They were stuffed together like two
sausages in a bun, their sweaty bodies touching. But it wasn’t just
the physical discomfort.

Four days
ago, he and Babs had been free citizens. Just a normal ambitious,
hardworking, tax paying, couple. Well, as ‘normal’ as anybody is.
Since then they’d both been dragged into some kind of unimaginable
alternate reality. A dystopia where the abnormal is commonplace.
And where, within just four days, a couple like Wyatt and Barbara
Sullivan had no choice but to obey this fuckhead Warden’s most
outrageous orders. Bull. Of all the ironies.

“I’m going to have to … you know … use the bucket.”

“Sure.” Wyatt replied, more casually than he actually
felt.

The food
they’d been given that evening was even worse than on previous
days. A glutinous stew of fat, gristle and lentils, that seemed
designed to upset stomachs. The warden’s guards had forced them all
to finish every single mouthful. And they laughed while they did
it.

He felt
Monty clambering off the bed in the darkness. Their cell was pitch
black except for two tiny dots that gave off an insignificant red
glow; one dot above them and one dot in the wall. CCTV cameras. He
saw them start flickering as they detected movement.

Wyatt
heard a scraping sound as Monty shifted the bucket as far into the
corner as he could. Then a human grunt.

“I’m really s … sorry.”

The cell
reverberated with the sounds of his bunkmate emptying his bowels.
Like a volley of cannons followed by the splatter of casualties.
Wyatt put his knuckle to cover his nostrils. He couldn’t feel angry
with the guy. It wasn’t his fault. It would probably be Wyatt’s
turn soon enough.

He heard
the sound of the tap. There was no tissue. He could only imagine
Monty cleaning himself in the dark. And then the bed creaked as his
bunkmate rejoined him, their hips touching again. Both of them
naked except for the dreaded Maiden cages which had been refastened
around their genitals.

To stop
them touching themselves, the guards said.

Hah, as
if …

Okay,
Wyatt masturbated. Well, he used to anyway. Much more often than
Babs knew. But his needs were different to hers. In several ways.
So he’d looked after himself. Their sex life had suited both of
them, in their different ways. Now? He reached down and fingered
the cold steel ball that encased his balls and his dick. He could
feel the mechanism inside. The coiled spring and steel blade. He
yanked his hand away, just in case.

The fact
was that he couldn’t have jerked off even if he didn’t have a cage
round his genitals. His libido was totally shot. And he was lying
right next to another guy. So, who cares if they denied him
sex?

They
couldn’t actually defeat him.

Because
Wyatt Sullivan knew something they didn’t.




CHAPTER 8 -
RACHEL

 


Arriving
by sea, Rachel was huddled behind her parents amongst the scrum of
weeping prisoners in the hold. A buzz went around the hovercraft as
the island finally came into sight. Through the vessel’s plastic
windows, she could just see a tall communications mast, and below
it a pyramid of green vegetation and low structures. The spray of
the hovercraft occasionally threw wet mist onto the window,
blurring her view.

Five
minutes later, the hovercraft slowed and pulled up alongside a long
jetty. As well as the soldiers escorting them on the hovercraft,
she saw more armed guards there to greet them. Rachel stared at
their faces. Many of them were young - 30s, 20s, even teenagers
perhaps - although she spotted a number of older guards too. There
were male and female and probably other genders too; black, white
and all shades in between; muscled and fat, some wearing hijabs or
baseball caps, others covered in sleeve tattoos or ugly scars, even
a couple moving about in wheelchairs. All told, they formed the
most frightening vision she’d ever seen.

It had
all begun at 02.23 that same morning. Rachel had gone to her
bedroom the previous evening at about ten, messaged a couple of
friends, knelt by her bed to say her prayers, then fallen into a
peaceful sleep, with ‘Elazar’, her little poodle, dozing on the bed
beside her. Had that really been just 12 hours ago?

Of
course, like everyone, she knew the Student Militia supposedly
turned up unannounced in the middle of the night to make arrests.
But Rachel and her parents had never worried. I mean, they could
never be considered wealthy, let alone in the top ten percent. Her
dad was an accountant. Hardworking yes, but self-employed, honest
and certainly not rich. Mum ran their family café, equally
industrious and upright. Rachel was their only child, just
graduated from a good college. The first of her bloodline to go to
university. While helping out in the family café, she was planning
to start a career in marketing.

Ten
students had arrived, all wearing black Militia uniforms and red
bandanas, not a single one of them older than Rachel. Her dad and
mum hadn’t put up a fight. The three of them had come along
quietly, certain that the obvious mistake would be quickly
rectified.

But the
police officer at the station just shrugged and waved his
clipboard, showing them their names on the list: Daniel, Deborah
and Rachel Cohen.

“Sorry. It’s more than my job’s worth to listen to your
pathetic excuses folks. Look here, it says that the three of you
have already been sentenced under Amendment 9b to the 2022 Payback
Act. You’re being transported to Penal Colony Nine where you’ll
undergo Thought Reform during a period of Forced Labor. That period
will be at State’s Pleasure, but not less than 10 years
…”

So, now
Rachel stood in line behind her parents. She was still only wearing
her pink cotton nightdress and fluffy slippers. Nothing else. She
had no possessions except the earrings in her ears and the necklace
round her neck. Her phone had been confiscated and her bedroom
trashed. Much worse, one of the students had shoved Rachel’s
beloved poodle into a travel cage.

Would she
ever see Elazar again?

She felt
cold eyes surveying her as she trudged along, past stern-faced
guards. They each studied her, suspiciously, with narrowed eyes and
slight smirks on their lips. A balding man, older than her Dad, ran
his tongue along his rubbery lips as she passed him. A woman in a
hijab spat saliva onto Rachel’s nighty.

“Welcome to Penal Colony Nine.” a loud voice boomed.

 





CHAPTER 9 -
JAMAL

 


Jamal’s
four grandparents had come to the Mainland back in the 1970s. His
mum and dad were both born here. As were Jamal and his two sisters.
They were a very close family, hardworking and devout. His grandad
and dad both worked in public services. Now his dad was an elected
local official.

They
weren’t rich but they enjoyed lots of perks; flexible working,
working from home, plenty of paid sick days, the 15 state holidays
and 7 weeks of annual leave, generous maternity and paternity
leave, good pensions and untaxed benefits. Thankfully none of these
perks counted for Wealth Calculation purposes. And - for Jamal’s
generation – there was also the opportunity to do paid internships
on a Penal Colony.

Jamal
hadn’t actually chosen Penal Colony Nine. His name was merely
pulled out at random. He’d have preferred to have been sent
straight to a hospital to start on his medical training. But in the
State’s view, doing at least 6 months placement as a guard in the
Colonies was a good foundation for anybody. Like military service
used to be.

So here
he was, armed with a pistol he’d never fired, a taser gun he didn’t
plan to use, holding a leather crop in his right hand. He felt
sorry for the poor people being tipped out of the hovercraft,
miserably making their way towards the so-called Welcome
Halls.

He
watched the long line without really seeing any of their faces. To
him, they were just a blur of dazed humanity; men and women, from18
to up to 60, sunken-eyed, tear-stained and shivering with fear.
They trailed past him, two at a time, anonymous husbands and wives,
brothers and sisters, boyfriends and girlfriends.

Yet
suddenly, for no apparent reason, Jamal focused. His eyes spotted
her while she was still a few yards away. He saw her face, every
little detail of it, as she approached. An intern standing next to
him wearing a hijab hawked a gob of saliva which landed on the
girl’s pink nightdress. He heard somebody behind him bellow out a
greeting.

“Welcome to Penal Colony Nine.”

The
guards lining the route all laughed. Jamal felt he should join in.
So he did, chuckling and laughing, on the surface. But he was
really only staring at the girl. In spite of her distressed
expression, she was the prettiest thing he’d ever seen. She had
black hair that was long and curly, dark eyes, high cheekbones and
lightly-tanned skin.

Jamal
felt embarrassed when her eyes suddenly alighted on him. She’d
caught him laughing and he immediately reassumed a straight face.
He spotted gold earrings under her tousled hair and a thin necklace
around her neck. Her nightdress hid her figure from him.

He
watched her stagger past, following the other arrivals, all heading
towards the warehouse-style building where they’d be processed. The
girl disappeared behind taller people. He began studying different
female faces as they approached him. Looking for another face he
liked. But they were just another blur of women, young and not so
young, attractive and less so, all faceless to him.

He didn’t
even know the name of the one in the pink nightdress. He’d never
felt like this before. His mum had sometimes joked about love at
first sight. Whatever that was. Well, now he knew. It was
simple.

It was
love at first sight.


CHAPTER 10 -
BULL

 


Bull
stood on his wooden deck watching the hovercraft unload today’s
cargo of prisoners. He was looking through powerful binoculars so
that he could check out the talent. The manifest said there were
108 in total; 51 males and 57 females of whom a couple were
Trans.

“Here we are Sir.”

Sarah
placed a cup and saucer on the table.

Bull
loved the view from his deck: he could see the corrugated roofs of
the factories peeking through green foliage; the island’s jetty and
a glittering horizon beyond; his newly-built TV studios with all
their electronic paraphernalia and satellite discs. And he could
see the Welcome Halls where today’s 108 new prisoners would be
introduced to their new lives.

Bull put
down the binoculars and took a sip of the hot tea. It was a natural
aphrodisiac blend made with ginseng, mace, ashwagandha and black
tea. He gave his housekeeper a wink of approval.

Sarah
Armstrong was 47 years old but she was still in amazing shape. Of
course life (and especially her first year on Penal Colony Nine)
had taken its toll. She had a few wrinkles round her eyes and her
large breasts weren’t as pert as they once were. But she still
worked out daily, kept herself in shape and was well groomed. She
was wearing a pale blue smock with a white apron over
it.

“How are they doing?” he asked.

“Traumatised. But holding up. The film freaked them
out.”

Bull
nodded. Once upon a time, Sarah and her husband Jim had been in the
same position. New arrivals he’d selected for his special,
‘Personal Initiation Process’. But that had been a long time ago.
Their lives were different now.

The film
Sarah was referring to was a 15-minute horror directed by the aptly
named Wes Hitchcock. Wes was once a successful movie director on
the mainland before being arrested for excessive privilege.
Sentenced to life on Penal Colony Nine, Bull had recruited him to
work on ‘Retribution’, the hugely popular show that was made in the
island’s TV studios.

But Wes
had also produced ‘Welcome to Payback’, a short horror flick shown
to the warden’s chosen candidates. Bull usually held it back for
their first few days so he could get a sense of their natural
rebelliousness or otherwise. So his latest quartet had finally
watched the film for the first time only a few hours earlier.
Twice. They were shown it once and, then again, just to hammer home
the point.

With a
soundtrack of terrifying dialogue and music, the film featured real
scenes from the Colony’s past, edited into the scariest XXX ever
made. It showed what happens when prisoners disobey or even
hesitate to follow orders, revealing the fates of males who resist
or females who fail to show sufficient enthusiasm.

It was
gory. Very gruesome, even if some of that was staged. Wes had done
a fantastic job making the worst punishments look real. The firing
squad scene was shown in slow motion, bullets seemingly tearing a
victim apart (simulated). The gelding action fooled everybody, as
testicles were apparently sawn off with a steak knife (fake). And
the Alsatian guard dog? Well, it really did appear as if the woman
…

Bull
smiled inwardly, breaking his train of thought. He knew that after
any person had watched the film twice, their attitude to obedience
was changed forever. They were grateful for any chance to do
whatever Bull wanted. Anything but suffer the things they thought
they’d witnessed in Welcome to Payback.

“Barbie and Cumdump?”

Sarah
smiled in reply.

“I listened to their overnight tapes. Most of their
conversation has been the usual first-few-days stuff, about their
poor men having to watch, blah-blah, that kind of thing. But as
they get more confident that nobody’s actually listening, I suspect
these two will become less guarded. And this morning I managed to
tease out a few titbits that aren’t in their files.”

Bull took
another sip of tea, listening with interest. An extensive File on
each new prisoner was prepared overnight by AI Researchers,
including an individual’s normal Mainland Records – their name,
date of birth, education, marriage and the like – plus their Bank
and Tax Statements, and then a plethora of information easily
gleaned from social media, phone and internet history,
etc.

Even
before the hovercraft arrived, all the files were ready and
accessible. Entire lives became available on the mere press of a
key. It took the State’s Trackbots less than 15 minutes to trawl
through a person’s life and then to produce a bullet-point summary.
Bull didn’t understand why youngsters made things so easy, posting
endless photos on their accounts, plus sending dick-pics and
tit-pics on their phones. Powerful recognition software meant there
were very few secrets from the robots.

But then,
in the Welcome Halls, a new arrival would be interviewed by
specialist humans to add juicy titbits to their File. Spouses and
Family Members were often interrogated separately so their answers
could be verified against each other’s. The focus would be on their
medical, physical, romantic, sexual and private histories, and
their most intimate secrets.

Some were
given X-rays and MRI scans. Others tested for STDs and fertility.
There was usually a sufficient wealth of data and insight to ensure
that each prisoner’s personal ‘Thought Reform’ program could be
tailored correctly. In very simple terms, desk-bound senior
executives in middle age might be allocated the most monotonous,
menial jobs. Whereas spoiled ladies-who-lunch were assigned to a
harsh routine of endless domestic chores.

“Even though she hated it, Barbie claimed that sucking you off
was actually easier than she feared. She’s really a bit too cocky
that one.”

“Hmm, really? What else?”

“She doesn’t really like sex at all. Even with her husband.
When I spoke to her alone, she admitted she only really did it
because she wanted to be as good a wife as she is at her job. A
high achiever.”

“And what about Cumdump?”

Sarah’s
lips curled in a slight smirk.

“A slut. I showed her a lot of sympathy and now she thinks I’m
on her and her fiancé’s side. I got her talking. As listed in her
File, she had several boyfriends before she met him. But
interestingly, she told me that she even fucked one of his mates
just before they got engaged. That’s not on her File. She’s really
worried about her ability to be a faithful wife.”

Bull
laughed. “Does Mop know?”

“Not a clue. Jim’s been tapping up both guys for info while I
worked on the women. Mop has no clue about his fiancé’s past. He
knows she’s no virgin but he thinks she’s much less experienced
than she actually is. And he’s a very jealous sort.”

“Not jealous enough to mind her sucking my cock!”

“Oh, he was super-jealous of that. But he cares about his balls
even more! Welcome to Payback did for his male pride.”

They both
chuckled. Gelding was just a threat. It was rarely, if ever,
carried out. Bull preferred imposing frustration over
castration.

“How are they finding the Maidens?”

“Oh, the usual reaction. Fear about having their balls sliced
off but they’re not worried about long term denial. Wimp told Jim
that his sex drive’s shot anyway. Jim said he needs to wait a few
months before he can claim that.”

Bull
smiled. Chastity wasn’t a game on Penal Colony Nine.

“Wimp asked about the two of us and Jim explained that you
allow him to have sex with me once a month but he told him that
we’re a special case. That we’ve worked hard for that privilege.
Jim told me that Wimp appeared really interested in
that.”

“Hmm … he’s intriguing that one. Remind me, what do we have of
his possessions?”

“His wedding tux and shirt, a few other bits and pieces, and
two phones plus two laptops.”

“They’ve been analysed?”

“Twice, apparently. He used one for work and one for
personal.”

Bull had
a nose for things that people wanted to keep private.

“Have them run a third time. Deep Search. Especially the
personal ones.”

“Of course, sir.”

Bull
leaned over and kissed Sarah on the lips. His housekeeper and Jim
had been married when they arrived 5 years ago. Then he’d arranged
their divorce but later had allowed them to remarry. It was a long
story.

She
kissed him back, sliding her tongue into his mouth. She was his.
Anytime, anyplace, anyway. He broke off.

“I’ll give Cumdump a few chances to make me change my
mind.”

“Oh, she’ll be desperate. And Mop too.”

“It says in her file she’s never tried anal.”

“Pretty odd for a slut like her, but that’s what she told me.
Nor water sports either. Not even rimming.”

Bull
chuckled again. “My arse tingles at the thought! Keep convincing
them all that I’m a man of my word.”

“Of course, Sir. Jim and I know you are!”

 



CHAPTER 11 -
RACHEL

 


The queue
took over two hours. Rachel and her parents shuffled forwards in a
dejected trio, patiently edging towards the reception desks. She
was relieved. Her father would normally have become agitated in
long, slow queues. He’d complain angrily to the management. But
thankfully he kept quiet this time, in no hurry to reach the
desks.

Rachel
had plenty of time to absorb her surroundings. The large building
looked like any old warehouse, with a dusty concrete floor and
rusty, corrugated iron walls. The place smelt of raw bleach and
rancid body odour. Towards the front she could see five large signs
hanging from chains overhead: ‘Desk 1’, ‘Desk 2’, ‘Desk 3, ‘Desk 4’
and ‘Desk 5’.

The queue
seemed to be full of people just like them: men and women, mainly
quite young looking, mostly couples but a few singles as well.
Some, like her own parents, looked a bit older, most likely aged in
their forties. There weren’t any young children at all. The
offspring were all adults, college kids like Rachel, and young
executives. Most of them had an air of privilege about them,
smarter haircuts and fine features. She couldn’t see many nose
piercings or visible tattoos. Very different from the fearsome
Student Militia.

Everybody
looked shellshocked. Still wearing their nightclothes. Snatched out
of their beds during the night and taken straight to the
hovercrafts. They literally had just the clothes on their backs and
any jewellery they’d been allowed to keep. Everything else had been
confiscated. Houses were ransacked and accounts emptied.

A few
prisoners had managed to hurl on day-clothes, but most were still
wearing some kind of nightwear; pyjamas and nighties, T-shirts and
panties, even a few in nice lingerie, black lace and red teddies.
However, a handful were utterly naked, having not been allowed to
grab anything to wear when they were arrested. Rachel saw one
attractive woman with tousled hair and a bruised lip who looked
completely traumatised, like she’d been …

No,
Rachel couldn’t go there. Yes, she’d heard the rumours. College
tittle-tattle about what life was like in the Colonies. Students
said that rich scum deserved it. But nobody really believed it
could be true.

“Names?”


Eventually they reached the front of the queue. They were
allocated to ‘Desk Number 4’. A young male and an even younger
girl, both wearing black T-shirts, were sat behind the
desk.

The black
boy was chewing gum and wearing a baseball cap worn backwards on
his head. The girl was white, with spiky dyed hair and a pixie
face, embellished with lots of pink eyeliner and multiple piercings
in her eyebrows and ears. She was smoking a hand-rolled
cigarette.

“Er … Cohen.” Her dad said. “Dan and Deborah … with an H. And
this is our daughter Rachel. There’s been a mistake, I assure you.
We’re definitely not meant to be here.”

The boy
popped his gum.

“Shut it old man.”

Rachel
watched him lift his smartphone off the top of a stack of files. He
flicked through the papers while his young colleague studied her
laptop’s screen.

“Cohen. Here we are. Daniel, Deborah … with a H”, the boy said
sarcastically, “and little Rachel.” He winked crudely at her.
“Found guilty of greed. Sentenced to Forced Labor for
life.”

“No.” her father interrupted. “Ten years. They said ten
years!”

This time
the spiky-haired girl cooed.

“Oh yes, ten years … OR for a period that pleases the State.
Which might well be for life!”

She
exhaled a cloud of grey smoke at Rachel’s dad.

“So,” the boy continued, scanning the top page of a thick file
labelled Cohen, “let’s chat about your sex life. It says here in
the medical section you could only manage one brat due to your low
sperm count. Yes?”

Rachel
had never been told that. Her dad coughed.

“Well, yes, that’s what tests apparently showed.”

“You ever think of getting somebody, a friend, or maybe a
stranger, to bang up your missus as you couldn’t manage
it?”

“Of course not!”

“And your file,” he said, turning to her mum now, “says no
menopause yet. You can still conceive, Deborah with an H,
right?”

Rachel
could see his eyes roving slowly down from her mum’s face to her
chest … and below. Her mum was still only 40.

“M … maybe … wh … why?”

“I’ll ask the questions, woman. You’re on the pill?”

“Yes.”

“And you didn’t bring any pills with you.”

“N … no. We weren’t allowed to pack anything.”

The boy
turned his head sideways and smirked at his pixie-faced colleague.
She flicked cigarette ash onto the floor. It was obvious they
enjoyed asking such personal questions.

“Moving on then. Do you take it up the arse?”

Rachel
gasped. So did her mum.

“Please!” her father shouted. “What the hell kind of bloody
question is that?”

“Do. You. Take. It. Up. The. Arse? Bum hole? Shitter?
Tradesman’s Entrance? Backdoor? It’s a simple fucking question,
woman!”

Rachel
looked at her mum. Had they misheard the question.

“I …I …”

The boy
and girl both chuckled at her mum’s inability to answer.

“I’ll put that down as a yes, then.”

“No.” her father interrupted. “Of course she
doesn’t.”

The boy
made a big fuss of turning his tick into a cross on the
sheet.

“What about oral? You enjoy giving head?”

“Please.” Her father sounded increasingly exasperated, about to
lose his temper.

Rachel
saw the boy’s amused stare turn cold.

“Hmm … if you don’t want to answer our questions, I think it’s
best we separate you troublemakers.”

“No … please.” Her mum gasped.

“It’s factory work for you, old man. Living in an all-male
dorm.”

The boy
ticked something in the file. Rachel’s dad sensibly stopped making
things worse. He buried his face in his hands and
mumbled.

“I’m sorry … sir.”

But the
boy didn’t even acknowledge her father’s apology. Rachel watched
him studying her mother again. He popped his gum while he pondered
her. Her mum had on her usual black nighty, demure but it
complemented her figure nicely. They’d all celebrated her mum’s
40th birthday just two days earlier. Deborah Cohen was still an
undeniably attractive woman.

“I … I’ll answer any questions, please.” Her mum whispered,
blushing bright red. “Yes, I … I did used to … you know … suck him
a bit when we were younger but … but not really any
longer.”

Rachel
hated having to hear about her parents’ private life.

The boy
scribbled something on the file. “Lift that up and show us your
tits.”

Rachel
couldn’t bear it. Her father ground his teeth in silence while her
mother slowly raised the hem of her nighty all the way up,
revealing her dark triangle of pubic hair as well as her heavy
breasts.

Suddenly
the pixie-faced girl spoke. “Turn round and bend over.”

“Nnrr …” her father made a strangled sound, somehow swallowing
his rage.

Her
mother whimpered with shame but she glanced a resigned warning at
Rachel with her eyes as she turned round and bent over.

“Cheeks apart.”

Rachel
grimaced at her own mother having to tug her buttocks
open.

“Wider.”

The young
bullies waited until they were satisfied that her cheeks couldn’t
be parted any further.

“Hmm …” the girl said, leaning forward, peering closer, “what
do you think?”

“When did you last bathe?” the boy asked, smirking.

“Er … yesterday morning.” Her mum gasped. “I … I shower each
morning. But n … not today.”

“Then I think it’s shit.” He replied to the girl. “There’s a
bit there, stuck in the little hairs. There too.”

She
laughed, tapping a few keys on her screen.

The boy’s
phone chattered as he took several photos.

“Closeups for your File.” He popped his gum.

“Okay, turn back around and look at us again.”

Crimson
with indignity, her mum straightened and faced them. She was still
holding up her nighty.

“Jiggle them.”

Stifling
a sob, she began shaking her shoulders, making her breasts sway
from side to side.

“I think she could be a stripper?”

“Hmm, good idea. It’s Resort work for you, Deborah with an H.
I’ll put you down for stripping, lap dancing and escort work. Some
of our visitors like their meat well aged. So long as you can learn
to keep your shitter clean, I reckon we could still get several
years out of you.”

“N … no … please …”

The boy
grinned and was about to write on the file again when his phone
rang. Rachel saw him glance at the screen and quickly straighten in
his chair, removing his gum from his mouth.

“Hello. Desk Four … yes sir.”

Rachel
watched his eyes fix on her parents, studying them
closely.

“… oh … yes … of course, sir. I’ll make that change. Right
now.”

He
clicked off, traded what looked like a meaningful glance with the
spiky-haired girl, then popped his gum back into his
mouth.

“Change of plan. It appears somebody important believes that
there may indeed have been a mistake.”

“We can go?” her father gasped.

“Not so fast, old man. But the two of you are to be allowed to
live relatively normally while your case is looked into in more
detail.” He turned to his colleague. “Check which studio-room is
free will you?”

Rachel
could sense her parents’ relief.

The girl
stubbed out her cigarette on the concrete floor and scanned her
monitor, pressing a few keys.

“Number nine’s free.” She said. “At least, it will be in a few
hours, anyway.”

Rachel
watched the boy scrawl a big ‘9’ on the file. Then his gaze settled
on her.

“Now, what do you reckon for little Rachel here?”

“She can’t come with us?” her parents screeched in
unison.

“Nope.” The boy said.

“Hmm … it says here you’re still a virgin?” pixie-face said,
staring at her screen.

“She is.” Her parents answered.


Pixie-face ignored them.

“Are you?” she asked again, arching her eyebrow.

“… y … yes, I a … am.” Rachel managed to stammer.

Both
interviewers stared at her. The boy chuckled. But the girl was
frowning, visibly thinking.

“You have a lot of pictures on your social media of an ugly
little dog?”

“You m … mean Elazar.”

“You like dogs?”

“Yes … I love animals.”

The girl
arched her eyebrow. It was pierced and was full of small metal
studs. She smirked and glanced at her colleague.

“Hmm … then I think a little Farm work might be in
order.”

The boy
laughed, writing on the file, then giving a nod to a nearby group
of armed guards.

“Yeah. Good idea. Okay, say your goodbyes quick.”

“No!”

“No please …”

Three
guards sidled over, their revolvers drawn.

Rachel
was sobbing. So was her mum. They were pulled apart.

“But … when will we see each other … again … please
…?”

The boy
shrugged, popping his gum again.

“I guess, when we find out whether there’s been a mistake or
not.”


CHAPTER 12 -
CAMILLA

 


Camilla
was lying on the deck in the sunshine. It was humid and she was
perspiring in the oppressive heat. She would have liked to move
into the shade but she stayed in position, armpits damp, her arms
down by her sweaty sides.

Monty was
kneeling alongside her head, looking directly down at her, exactly
as he’d been ordered to. His green eyes were blank. Like her, he
was naked, his freckled body shimmering with perspiration, except
for the dreaded steel cylinder that encased his genitals. She felt
kind of sorry for him, having his endowment ridiculed. She hadn’t
chosen her fiancé for his dick, that’s for sure.


Meanwhile, the Warden was lounging on a sunbed a few feet
away from them both. He was reading a file. She could tell that he
too was dripping with sweat. But there the similarities ended. The
Warden’s massive naked body was the colour of ebony and she thought
he had to be at least 6ft 6 ins tall and weigh getting on for
300lbs.

He
reminded her of an action movie star from her teenage years. Dwayne
somebody. His head was shaved and gleaming like a rock in the sun.
He was huge, barrel-shaped yet, somehow, he didn’t look fat. She’d
noticed an ugly old scar on his left thigh and there was a tattoo
of a charging bull with two horns on his right bicep.

A whole
day had passed since the blonde had somehow made him cum first. And
now he sure looked ready to cum again. There was no way Camilla
would lose a second time, given another chance. Barbara was just a
tight-snatch prig. Camilla knew a damned prude when she saw
one.

She
couldn’t avoid glancing at the Warden’s genitals. There was
something fascinating about them. His legs were spread apart, knees
akimbo, giving her a full frontal of his anal crevice and bulging
balls. Hell, his scrotum was the size of a fist. Like one of
Monty’s boxing gloves. His penis was still flaccid. Nevertheless,
it looked like a sleeping snake, lolling onto his right thigh, as
if ready to strike.

“It says here that you were a highflying money
trader?”

The
Warden abruptly addressed Monty.

“Yes, sir.” Her fiancé replied, keeping his tone as modest as
possible.

“What’s a money trader actually do?”

“Well, er … we place bets on money, sir. On interest rate and
exchange rate movements … that kind of thing, sir.”

“So gambling, really. Useful, is it?”

“We help make the market liquid, sir.”

The
Warden suddenly farted. It was as if he was showing what he thought
of Monty’s job. It was a loud, unashamed expulsion of
gas.

“A ridiculously high salary to pay a 24 year old, isn’t
it?”

“Er … I suppose so, maybe, sir. But most of it was a bonus
based on success.”

The
Warden simply shrugged.

“Well you two needn’t worry about money any longer.”

“No sir.”

Monty
sensibly kept silent, letting the Warden’s jibe sink in. Camilla
knew that they would both have to spend ten years toiling away for
nothing.

“Your friend Eddie. What’s he do?”

Camilla
saw Monty frown at the strange question. She bit her
lip.

Why the
fuck was Eddie’s name even mentioned in their file?

“Er … he’s a trainee public servant, sir.”

“So not highly paid like you? But more useful to society,
right?”

“I … yes sir, I guess.”

“Still he did get one up on you, didn’t he?”

Camilla’s
stomach flipped. Now the Warden was staring straight over the rim
of his glass at her. He was taking a sip of cold beer.

“Er … in what way, sir?” Monty replied.

“Well, he fucked your fiancé, didn’t he?”

Poor
Monty frowned, blinking sweat from his green eyes. She saw him
glance downwards at her. His face looked stunned,
confused.

She
looked up at him, pleading with her own eyes. She couldn’t deny it.
She knew he’d see the truth.

“Oh … you didn’t know?”

The
Warden laughed, chucking the file down onto the deck, downing
another slug of beer.

“Tell him.”

“It’s tr … true.” Camilla gasped, blinking at Monty. “Yes, I
did. But it was before we got engaged.”

“But it WAS after you’d met.” The Warden insisted, twisting the
knife. Monty looked devastated. His reddening face crumpled like a
burst balloon. A single tear bubbled down his cheek.

“Yes … it was after we met.” She whispered, unable to
lie.

“While you were dating.”

“Yes.”

“And more than once.”

She
swallowed, struggling to breathe. “Y … yes.”

“How many times?”

Camilla
blinked up at Monty, silently begging his forgiveness.

“I’m not sure. M … maybe half a dozen times? But I ended
it.”

“Yes, he was pissed off about that. He enjoyed having a slut on
tap.”

Now the
Warden was beaming at both of them. He’d spoken to Eddie! How the
fuck had he got in touch? She could see how much the bastard was
enjoying himself. His snake was stirring on his thigh,
thickening.

“Well, you should both know that I’ve made contact with your
good friend Mister Burns. And he replied very quickly. I’ve invited
him to spend his next free weekend on Penal Colony Nine as my
personal guest. He’s very keen. A little perk to compensate for his
modest salary.”

Camilla
stared at him in horror. Eddie? Here?

By now,
Monty was glaring at her. No longer crying.

“In the meantime …”

She
watched the Warden clamber slowly off the sunbed. Suddenly a huge
erection was jutting out from his glistening body, swinging like a
yardarm. He arched his eyebrow at her.

“Do you still wish to save your fiancé’s balls?”

“Yes!” she gasped. She felt so guilty. “Anything,” she
whispered. She’d seen the horrific scene in that terrible film. She
couldn’t allow them to do that to Monty.

The
warden’s shadow loomed above her. She watched him edge over her
prone body, slowly walking his feet up either side of her legs,
past her waist, then standing over her chest. She thought he was
going to fuck her boobs. A couple of boyfriends had liked doing
that.

His sour,
stale, musky odour grew even stronger. She looked up at his hairy
legs, dark scrotum and muscled buttocks. His silhouette was
blotting out the sun.

“Do you know what rimming is?”

Camilla
nodded hesitantly. Yes, she did.

“But you’ve never done it?”

“N … no, sir.” She whimpered, catching sight of Monty
gawping.

“Would you like to try?”

She
blinked more sweat from her eyes.

“Y … y … yes, sir.” She lied.

“And you?” he said to Monty. “Would you like to
watch?”

Her
fiancé’s jaw was clenched. But he grunted a reply.

“Yes … sir.”

The
Warden laughed.

“Well, this deserves an audience.”

 



CHAPTER 13 -
BULL

 


Bull
laughed.

“Well, this deserves an audience.”

He
clapped his hands. Sarah appeared first with Wimp trailing behind
her on a leash. He’d been cleaning all the house’s floor-to-ceiling
windows under the housekeeper’s supervision. Barbie’s husband was
padding like a dog with his bottom and head raised, and his flaccid
cock dangling underneath him.

Seconds
later, Jim emerged with Barbie herself. She was walking to heel on
a tight leash. He jerked her to a stop just a couple of feet away
from Bull’s bare foot.

“Hello, darling. Ready for a bit of fun?”

Those
lovely turquoise eyes looked up at him. She nodded
doubtfully.

The
afternoon air was almost silent, except for the distant rumble and
hiss of the factories in the distance below. A couple of vultures
circled high in the blue sky overhead, looking for
carrion.

Bull
turned his attention back from Barbie to Cumdump’s sweaty face
underneath him. He inched forward so that his bare feet were now
placed on either side of her shoulders.

Then he
bent his knees and began to lower his bulk towards her face. He
stopped when he was halfway down, leaned to one side, and gave her
a wink. His boner bounced happily in front of him like an excited
puppy.

“You.” He turned his head towards Barbie again. “You can suck
on this while I sit on this one’s face.”

Her blue
eyes widened at his command. But she nodded, almost
enthusiastically. It was obvious she’d rather lick cock than lick
rectum. She managed to stammer her gratitude.

“Th … thank you, s … sir.”

Then he
turned the other way and smiled down at Mop. The kid’s jaw was set
and his puce-red face resembled an angry emoji. Still, he obviously
realised that one bad move could be fatal. K-9 and K-10 were both
dozing in the shade, a mere finger’s snap away.

Bull
lowered himself further, until he felt his own soft hairs brush
skin. He was moist down there. Damn, it was hot. Then his balls
brushed the tip of Cumdump’s nose. That was always a delightful
moment.

“Tongue.” He ordered, calmly and quietly, almost a whisper,
like he was politely asking somebody at dinner to pass him the
salt. He looked down between his ebony thighs at her
expression.

After a
two seconds pause, the end of her tongue gently caressed his
scrotum, that extra-sensitive bit of flesh between balls and arse.
He hovered there for a couple more seconds, relishing the moment,
then settled down onto her face.

“Mmmmah … mmm …” she moaned as he squished her
nostrils.

Bull took
some of his own 280lbs weight but he still gave Cumdump plenty to
think about. After another couple of seconds resistance, the tip of
her tongue slithered along his anal crevice. He peered down again.
Her brown eyes were open wide with horror.

He let
her know he wasn’t satisfied yet. Not until her wet tongue had
burrowed through his anal rim, its tip penetrating the coarse hairs
and his taut sphincter muscle. She couldn’t see his face but he
eventually allowed his stern expression to soften anyway,
indicating approval of her efforts.

“Mmmsshh … mmmss …”

They
settled into an easy rhythm, a dance macabre of sorts. He would
occasionally rise an inch and take more of his own weight, allowing
her to suck in breath. Meanwhile, she’d probe deeper and deeper,
getting used to his scent, taste and bulk. By now his dick was hard
as a rock.

“Here.”

Bull
turned to look at Barbie whose own expression had become as
horrified as Cumdump’s had been earlier. He beckoned her to crawl
into position, directly in front of his bobbing boner.

She knelt
in front of him, carefully placing her knees on either side of
Cumdump’s ears. Barbie had to adjust her mouth a bit and open her
jaws wide to catch his swaying helmet between her lips. Then she
began to lick and suck.

Bull
turned and beamed at his audience. Jim and Sarah had seen it all
before. Many times. They just smiled. Meanwhile Wimp was watching
Barbie treat Bull’s truncheon with due reverence. In fact, he just
seemed relieved that his love wasn’t having to rim somebody’s
backside.


Meanwhile, Mop’s face was literally inches from Bull’s left
hip. He could hear every slurp and murmur. A close-up of a gorgeous
blonde sucking cock while his own fiancé tongued arse
instead.

Bull
grinned down at him. The kid was staring at Barbie’s mouth sliding
up and down. His eyes looked awe-struck by the view. It had to be
sensory overload for his eyes, ears and nostrils.

It felt
nice but Bull was ready for a change. He pushed Barbie’s head off
his cock. Her blue eyes looked up at him with concern.

“Flip round into the doggy position.”

He
watched her hesitate, working out his request. She wasn’t used to
hearing words like doggy. Nevertheless, she hurriedly rotated on
her hands and knees until her bottom was inches from his cockhead.
He reached down and spread the lips of her quim with his fingers.
She was a bit tight but definitely open for business.

“Ngh … mmhh … ngah …”

She
whimpered as his cockhead sliced her labia apart, easing his length
into her, inch by inch. It amazed him that a woman as beautiful as
this had only ever been fucked by one guy. Bull was literally her
number two. In time Barbie would no doubt be railed by hundreds
but, for now, he’d keep her to himself.

Raising
his butt, he momentarily lost contact with Cumdump’s tongue but
that could wait. He drove every last millimetre of his shaft into
Barbie. Balls deep.

“Oh man,” he laughed happily, turning to glance at Wimp, “it
doesn’t feel like that dick of yours left much of an impression in
here at all.”

Bull
grabbed her hips and began pulling her to and fro on his shaft,
loosening and lubing her up, while she continued
moaning.

“Hey, doll, bring him round here, so he can have a close
up.”

Sarah
flicked her leash and walked Barbie’s husband across the deck until
he was facing his wife. Their foreheads touched, eyes wide. Bull
continued moving to and fro. Barbie’s nose kept bouncing against
her husband’s.

“Agh … nmhh … sssah …”

Once Bull
had developed a rhythm, he gave another order.

“Now … you fuck me.”

Barbie
understood. She was inexperienced but not stupid. He let go of her
hips and she began moving backwards and forwards like a piston,
making all the effort herself. One moment her gash swallowed him
right up to the hilt, balls deep. Then she’d pull away until her
snug warmth almost released him completely.

“Kiss him.”

He smiled
as the couple pressed their lips together. He could hear her
panting into her husband’s mouth.

“Mm …” Wimp moaned, clearly aroused to have any contact with
his wife, even in such a humiliating way.

Bull was
now able to settle down again, lowering his butt back onto
Cumdump’s nose, allowing her tongue back into his crevice, mopping
his anal rim. He was cleaner now, less moist with sweat, but slick
with her saliva instead. He reached down and fondled her swaying
jugs.

He really
hadn’t paid them enough attention. 34E. Big baps on a slender back.
His favourite combo. He stretched them upwards by her nipples. She
hissed into his anus in pain. A delicious sensation. He tugged
again and enjoyed another ripple in his butt.

Bull gave
Mop another wink. The kid was watching, with a kind of spellbound
expression on his face, chewing his lower lip.

It didn’t
take long. The melodic thrusts of Barbie’s 28yr old, underutilised
quim soon coaxed the jizz out of Bull’s balls. And that was the
second of her three orifices conquered already.

Only one
to go.

“Ngh … mmm … yeah … ye … oh yeeeeeeeah …” he roared.

Very few
guys get the opportunity to enjoy such a multi-sensual orgasm in
their lives. Even just the once. Imagine it, having your butt
kissed by a big-titted brunette while a gorgeous blonde fucks your
dick doggy style, and all the while their two fellas watch the
action in reverential silence. I mean, what’s not to like, right?
Bull knew he was genuinely a lucky guy.

And it
was all thanks to Penal Colony Nine.

He sat
down, squishing Cumdump’s nostrils and sighed in satisfaction. It
would soon be time for a refreshing mojito.




CHAPTER 14 -
GILES

 


The
senior hierarchy of Penal Colony Nine comprised Bull, as its
longstanding Warden, plus his trio of deputies: Diana and Prisha
had arrived a couple of years ago. However, the most senior of his
three Deputies was ‘Farmer’ Giles Greene, now 63yrs
young.

The
Warden was interested in the prisoners as human beings. He enjoyed
the psychological combat. Whereas Farmer Giles only saw them as
beasts. He considered his herd of labourers as mere animals. Mostly
nameless, and hence to be treated as such. He didn’t allow any
relationships to develop amongst his beasts. He sustained them on
‘slop’ while ensuring they toiled endlessly to produce the best
crops to feed the island’s staff and its elite visitors. He made
his herd eat out of cattle troughs, sleep in barn stalls, and
defecate in open huts.

He was
usually allocated about a dozen new labourers every day. He liked
to inspect them himself. He kept an eye out for particularly
strong, fit ‘stallions’ who were always useful for pulling the
heaviest machinery and sometimes even for breeding. He also looked
for especially pretty mares who were useful for his ‘dalliances’
and sometimes for breeding as well.

Now,
Giles was faithful to his wife Yvonne. In fact, he loved her
abundant backside, her thighs like hams and those wobbly curves
but, sadly, her interest in sex had diminished to zero. However,
she was the jealous sort too. So Giles never fucked the prisoners.
Instead he considered it being ‘Bill Clinton-faithful’. “I did NOT
fuck that maid, darling.”

He never
penetrated cunts with his cock. However, everything else was on the
table. The massage table. Or sat on the throne-like chair in his
shed. Or on haybales or the floor of barns. And especially when his
dear Yvonne was watching TV or had retired to bed. He enjoyed
massages, hand jobs, blowjobs, rimming, tit-fucks and anal. He
invaded cunts with his bony fingers and various vegetables. He
penetrated anuses with butt-plugs and his cock. But he never once
fucked that maid, darling, I swear!

Today
there were 13 new arrivals. Thirteen’s an unlucky number for some.
But not for Giles Greene! The doomed baker's dozen were lined up
outside his farmstead, ready for inspection. Shazza and couple of
armed guards plus a few interns had arranged them in the correct
order. Giles nodded.

“Strip!” One of his most eager students shouted.
“NOW!”

Giles
watched today’s roster hesitate and look round in disbelief. So
another intern grabbed the nearest female and began lashing her
with a switch. She shrieked and began tearing off her pyjama top
and shorts. The other twelve all reluctantly followed her example,
sobbing and begging. Nightgowns and T-shirts, bras and thongs were
all quickly thrown into the dirt.

“Eyes front, chests out, feet wide apart, hands on your
heads.”

It was
Shazza who gave this order.

The line
up of new prisoners looked left and right, imitating each other,
hesitantly obeying her command; legs apart, front facing, elbows
out, hands on heads. There were 6 naked males to the left and 7
females on the right. At first glance they looked a typical day’s
bunch; faces blushing, traumatised, red-eyed, tousled, pale, a mix
of attractive and ordinary, aged 20s up to 40s.


Unexpectedly having to strip naked outdoors in front of a
group of crop-wielding kids produced plenty of weeping and
pleading. But they parted their feet and pushed their chests
forward, wet cheeks scarlet with tears and humiliation. The interns
bustled them into line, shaking their shoulders and slapping their
bare bottoms.

The
stunned prisoners obviously had no idea that much worse was to
come. So far, they’d merely been documented and interviewed in the
Welcome Hall and allocated to the Farm. But they hadn’t yet been
tattooed or branded, pierced or tagged. Giles preferred to
administer these processes himself.

All
80,000 prisoners on the island had tracking devices injected into
their bodies, usually in the buttock. The majority of women had
contraceptive injections too. Most men had their penises pierced in
the crown, then locked down to a ring under their
scrotums.

Giles
stepped forward, brandishing his shepherd’s crook, and walked the
line. He eyeballed each beast in turn, one by one, leaning in close
to sniff their fear. The men first.

“Name?”

The first
in line, a tall, good looking type, replied with apparent
confidence.

“Humphrey.”

Giles
laughed. “Humphrey, indeed. We haven’t had a Humph in a
while.”

“Single, Humph? Or married?”

“Married.”

“Married … SIR!”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Married, sir!”

Giles
nodded at the seven women stood further along the line.

“Which one, Humph?”

“Er… no Sir. She was actually allocated to the Resort
Hotel.”

Giles
smiled. “A looker then. Hot, is she?”

Humphrey
frowned. “My wife is … yes … attractive I’d say so,
Sir.”

“Oh, I’m sure she is. A good fuck too?”

Humphrey
didn’t know what to say. He looked down at the ground. His
confidence drained. Several guards and interns laughed. One of the
female interns was walking just behind Giles, making notes on her
clipboard.

Giles
chuckled, raising Humphrey’s face by his chin.

“Let me explain, Humph. Your missus has been chosen to be a
hooker at the main hotel. She’ll spend most of the next few years
on her back and knees entertaining guests from the Mainland. But an
unpaid whore. She’ll perform for free. And if she isn’t a good
fuck, she’ll learn to be one very quickly, I can assure
you.”

Humphrey
looked at him, his eyes moist, upper lip quivering. He couldn’t
seem find his tongue any longer.

“I’m going there for lunch tomorrow. Tell you what. I’ll look
her up. See how she’s settling in. Okay?”

A tear
rolled down Humphrey’s cheek. He nodded, still silent.

Giles
moved on. The second and third men he simply stared at, without
speaking. The fourth he prodded on the chest. The man had a tattoo
of a heart with two initials inside it on his chest where his
actual heart was. Giles looked down at the man’s pecker. It was
surprisingly long, given that it was limp, with excess skin hanging
off the tip.

Giles
tugged the man’s foreskin, stretching it.

He nodded
at the intern with her clipboard.

“Have this one circumcised.”

“Yes sir.”

“B … but …” the man gasped.

Giles
stared at him. “Yes?”

“But sir … I … b … but why?”

Gile
shrugged. “It’s healthier when you’re working in dirty fields all
day.”

He turned
back to the pretty intern.

“Have the vet cut it right back without anaesthetic. Just the
clippers. And then ask him to pierce a Prince Albert in the
urethra.”

She
smiled, writing on her pad. “Of course sir.”

The man
had tears running down his cheeks.

Giles
tapped him gently on the chest with his crook.

“Be brave. It will only feel sensitive for a month or so. And
most adult circumcisions have to give up sex for a
while.”

He smiled
and gave the man a lewd wink.

“But you don’t have to. You’ve already given up sex
forever!”

Giles
moved on. The fifth and sixth men caught his eye. Muscular beasts
in their mid-twenties. They hurriedly dropped their eyes down to
the ground.

“Single?” he asked the nearest one, who was fair-haired, with
fine features. “Or married?”

“Er … m … married … er, Sir.”

Giles
jerked his chin towards the women along the line.
“Which?”

The man
blushed. “Er … him, sir.” He indicated the man stood next to
him.

Giles
frowned. At his age he didn’t pretend to understand this
LGBTQRSTUVW - or whatever it was- nonsense.

“What?”

The
homosexual couple both looked terrified. They started to
stammer.

“W … we’re m … married to each other, sir.”

“Are you indeed.” Giles said, gesturing towards his number two,
a delightful black girl named Shazza, who he’d promoted all the way
up from intern to the position of his Deputy Farm
Manager.

Shazza
was a tall and powerfully built tyrant, with frizzy curls and a
side-cut hairstyle. She was wearing her trademark ripped denim
jeans and a tight black T-shirt over her prominent
bosom.

“What do you think of these two?” Giles asked when she’d joined
him. She stood looking at both men. Shazza was a biracial bisexual.
She reached down and prodded their stomachs and appraised their
genitals.

“Tongues out.”

Both men
looked confused but they obeyed, sticking out their
tongues.

“Not bad.” She shrugged. “We should have this one’s tongue
pierced. A big stud.”

Giles
nodded in agreement.

“Have this one transferred to Number Five for a few
weeks.”

Penal
Colony Nine ran several brothels. But ‘Bordello Five’, which was
located between the Resort and the Farm, was unusual. It was
reserved for the exclusive use of older female guards and similar
visitors, only ladies aged 45 and over.

Bordello
Five was staffed by young, handsome, highly-trained males, aged 25
and under. In fact, it was actually a recruiting tool. Jaded women
from the Mainland, often divorcees, applied to become guards
because ‘Number Five’ was a popular perk.

Shazza
chuckled. “Yes, I’m sure he’ll make a very nice stool.” By far and
away the most popular activity in Bordello Five was anonymous
face-sitting. Heavy women wearing tent-like ponchos would sit on
special seats to have their various orifices pleasured while they
ate cake, drank wine and chatted together.

The
fair-haired man glanced sideways at his husband. He wouldn’t have
known yet what Number Five was, or what a ‘stool’ did, but it was
evident he already had an inkling.

“And this one, boss?” Shazza asked.

“Oh, he can stay with us on the Farm.” Giles said, eyeing the
dark-haired man. “But make sure a few of the guards give his arse
regular poundings. We can’t have him going without.”

Initial
decisions made, Giles continued down the line.

He moved
onto the female livestock who were waiting even more nervously now,
having listened to the fate of the men.

“Married?” he asked the first, a plump, buxom mare with wispy,
already greying hair. She looked about 35.

“D … divorced, sir. So er … I’m single.”

Giles
casually hefted her left breast in his right hand. It was full and
heavy. He was good at gauging cup size. He reckoned an F. He
squeezed, making her wince but she didn’t pull away. She might make
a good carthorse.

He moved
on. Next in line was an anxious looking honey-blonde. Her hairstyle
looked expensive even if it was windswept and unkempt. She seemed
to be shifting her weight from foot to foot.

“What about you?”

“M … married, sir.”

“Husband?”

“Allocated to the factories, sir.”

Her tits
were small, perky, rather nice. Maybe just a B-cup? He thumbed her
nipple. She blushed. Her accent was upper class. She was obviously
privileged, even if she and her husband were only in the top ten
percent money-wise. Or they’d have been sent to the colonies
sooner.

“Do you enjoy sex?”

She bit
her lower lip. “W … with my husband? Well, er … yes,
sir.”

Giles
grinned. Like the entire lineup, she was standing with her feet
wide apart and her palms on her head. He casually reached his hand
down between her legs and slid two fingers inside her.

She
hissed. “Sssss ….”

“What is it?” he asked, taking his hand away and raising his
palm, threatening to slap her.

Her neck
and cheeks had flushed scarlet with shame.

“I … I need to … to use the toilet, sir.”

Giles
burst into laughter. So did Shazza.

“Oh, do you indeed? Use the toilet?”

He
gestured around, at the dusty track and open, green
fields.

“Pee? Or poop?” he asked.

“Er … just a pee, sir.”

“Oh, fine. Well, that’s okay. Piss here. On the
ground.”

She
looked horrified. Her blueish eyes were damp with tears.

“B … but …”

“Gather round everybody. This lady needs a leak. What’s your
name, dear?”

“N … Naomi, s … sir.”

The
interns and guards all edged closer, forming a semi-circle right
behind Giles and Shazza.

The
honey-blonde uttered a small wail of despair. She hunkered down
lower, bending her knees.

Shazza
leaned in close to her and whispered.

“Hurry up, Gnome. Or we’ll fetch a bucket and make you drink
it.”

Naomi had
a neat triangle of light brown pubic hair. Her labial lips poked
out from her trimmed bush as she crouched down. She shut her
eyes.

Giles
watched a first, tentative squirt of piss splash the
ground.

“Eyes open, Gnome. Look at us.” Shazza barked.

The woman
blinked her eyes open just as her flow turned into a fierce gush.
She’d obviously been holding it all in for quite a while. The shame
on her face and in her eyes was intense.

Giles
looked round at the semi-circle of observing interns. They were
smirking, grinning, staring into her eyes. One of them had a
military crewcut and a particularly nasty air about him. Giles
hadn’t seen him before.

“Fancy her?”

The kid
was watching closely. He had sleeve tattoos all the way up his
muscled arms to his thick neck and a sharp face that was disfigured
by acne. He was obviously newish.

He
shrugged in response, as if he was having to take his time
considering whether he fancied the honey-blonde or not. Then his
lips twisted into a sneer.

“… yeah. I guess she’s not bad.”

“Would you do us a favour? Naomi here’s been separated from her
husband. So, would you take his place for a week or two and make
sure she gets plenty of tupping. She enjoys it
apparently.”

The
pissing woman let out another pitiful wail.

“Yeah, sure.” The kid leered.

As soon
as Naomi’s last dribbles had finished, Giles moved on. He was
impatient for his tea now. He quickly appraised the next four
mares. They barely merited his time. Fuck, one even had to be his
own age; an aristocratic grandma-type.

“Name?”

“Constance.”

“Constance … SIR!”

“C … Constance, sir.”

“Age?”

“Sixty one, sir.”

“Fucking hell you’re old.”

He
reached out and felt her breasts. She looked very indignant. They
were the worst kind. Both small and droopy.

“Boob job.” He said to the girl with the clipboard. “Big
ones.”

“B … but …No!” Constance exclaimed.

He ran a
hand down over her stomach. She obviously dieted and looked after
herself.

“Married?”

“Widow.”

Giles
looked at Shazza. “Try and persuade a handful of the older guards
to give this one a test drive.”

“Sure, boss.”

“And if any of them want to adopt a cougar long term that’s
fine.”

“B … but … No!” Constance pointlessly repeated.

Giles
ignored her and carried on down the line while Shazza gave the
woman several sharp cuts with her crop until she shut
up.

The next
three females were sturdy, farm labourer-types: big-boned and
healthy. One was a real porker. Plenty of meat on her bones; on her
thighs, belly, boobs and butt. She had a round face.

“Crash diet.”

The
intern nodded.

Giles
spun the porker round and pinched the fleshy underside of her
bottom. She squealed. He slapped her buttocks hard until she
hushed.

“Quiet! Bring this one back to me in a month. I want her 15
kilos lighter with most of this blubber gone.”

“Noted, sir.” The girl replied, writing on her pad.

Giles
slapped the porker again as a sign to turn back to face them. Her
cheeks were bright red with shame but she didn’t dare
reply.

He
smiled. “It’s for your own good, fatso.”

Next, he
looked at the naked woman next to her. Strong but not
fat.

“Married?”

“No, sir. Single.”

“Name, age, boyfriend and job?”

“Louise, sir. Thirty three. N … no boyfriend for two years. I
was an HR Director, sir.”

Giles
nodded. He liked her spark of confidence combined with humility.
Louise was no beauty but she was certainly fuckable. He stared into
her eyes as he inspected her left breast.

He smiled
at the look of alarm in her brown eyes. She feared he’d issue some
instruction to the intern. He walked his fingers over her ribs and
abdomen. Louise had good hips. Child-bearing hips.

“Many boyfriends?”

She met
his gaze. “A few, sir. Just two serious ones.”

Her pubic
hair was unkempt and curly. The sign of a woman without a mate for
a while. He opened up her labia and inserted two fingers. She was
dry but accessible. Again, her eyes looked worried but she didn’t
flinch.

Giles
turned to the watching audience.

“What do we think of Louise, folks?”

There
were a few smiles, a couple of shrugs.

“I’d bang her but … you know … I wouldn’t choose
her.”

“Hmm, I quite like her. But then I don’t like the skinny model
type.”

Finally
the girl with the clipboard spoke.

“Could I suggest the cross-breeding pen for this one,
sir?”

Giles
smiled and nodded. Breeding was only a side-business for the Farm.
Two prisoners were rarely allowed to fuck each other and certainly
not without protection. While only a small percentage of guards and
interns were actually prepared to conceive their own children with
criminals.

‘Cross-breeding’ involved mare prisoners being mounted by
volunteer stallions who didn’t mind donating their seed without
commitment. Adoption agencies on the Mainland ensured any offspring
went straight to good homes. It could be a nice little
earner.

“Hmm, yes. Good idea.” He evaluated her hips again. “No
contraceptive injection for this one.”

Her brown
eyes widened in shock.

“B … but … sir …”

He patted
Louise’s bare shoulder in a kind, conspiratorial
gesture.

“You’re thirty three. Time to get started. Once you’re knocked
up, it’s a much easier life than toiling in the fields, I can
assure you. And look on the bright side. No boring husband you’re
expected to be faithful to. Just lots and lots of boyfriends
instead.”

Everybody
laughed. Well, everybody but the former HR director.

Giles
finally reached a young, obviously shy female waiting at the end of
the line. She was probably only in her late-teens. And she was
prime meat – like tender lamb - with shoulder-length black hair,
expressively sad eyes, high cheekbones and lightly-tanned skin.
Giles purposely stood on the pink nighty that she’d taken off. His
boots trampled it into the dusty ground.

“Single?”

She
nodded, blinking anxiously, holding back tears.

Giles
stared at her luscious body. It was slim yet with just a hint of
puppy fat remaining. She had a concave stomach and that type of
high, youthful bosom that ignores gravity.

“You look a little frail and pretty for farm work. Why did they
send you here?”

“Th … they found photos of me with my poodle. I said I like
animals.”

“Do you indeed? Well, we have a few nice animals here.” He
reassured her.

Giles put
his hand out and felt her left tit. She blushed charmingly and bit
her lower lip. He could already imagine his 63yr old cock inside
her soft mouth. And sliding it in between these lovely firm boobies
too.

“Boyfriend?”

She
opened her mouth but couldn’t speak. She shook her head very
slightly.

“What, never?” Giles checked. “Virgin?”

She bit
her lip and nodded.

This was
too good to be true. He stared a warning at her and trailed a bony
finger over her ribs, along her waist, down between her legs. She
had a dark clump of pubic hair as protection. He toyed with her
labia. She was dry. Her eyes were screwed shut.

“Look at me.” He told her, gently.

Her moist
eyes opened. They were dark brown, almost black, swimming with
tears.

He felt a
pang of pity. Just occasionally someone could soften his hard
heart. And for some reason this young thing had. He decided he’d
take his time with her. He withdrew his finger. She could be worth
the wait.

He could
see Shazza watching him with an amused expression. His deputy
volunteered a suggestion.

“Might I recommend a job inside your household for this one,
sir, instead of on the Farm? She is indeed a little fragile for
fieldwork?”

Giles
chuckled. Shazza knew him too well. He looked up from the girl’s
muff and deep into her sad eyes.

“Do you have any experience of kitchen work and domestic
chores?”

The girl
looked relieved.

“Y … yes sir. I worked in our f … family café doing all kinds
of jobs.”

Giles was
already thinking about Yvonne. When would his wife next be out of
the house? It would be too risky if she was merely up in bed or
watching a soap on TV. Much better if she was going out for an
hour. Even if done gently, exploring a new virgin could often be a
noisy affair.

“Hmm, good. And what’s your name young lady?”

“Rachel, s … sir. Rachel Cohen.”

 



CHAPTER 15 -
RACHEL

 


“Rachel, s … sir. Rachel Cohen.”

Rachel
managed to stammer out her name. She’d managed to shut her eyes and
ears through most of the inspection. It was only when they got
close she was forced to listen.

The old
man reminded her of her grandpa. He didn’t seem so frightening
after all. He had kindly eyes, even if they kept being drawn to her
undressed body. Yes, he’d touched her – down there – but he was
probably only checking she was healthy.

She’d
heard him saying to another woman that it was time she started a
family. That life would be much easier for her than if she had to
toil in the fields. It seemed as if he genuinely cared for the
prisoners’ welfare.

But the
woman standing alongside him was much more terrifying. She looked
no more than mid-20s but was nevertheless senior to the other
guards. She was wearing a tight black T-shirt that showed off her
biceps and bosom.

“Step forward,” the woman said, grabbing Rachel’s wrist, “and
come with me. My name’s Shazza but you call me Miss.”

Rachel
followed, relieved to be leaving the other twelve prisoners to
whatever their fates were. She was already missing her parents. How
long would it take for their case to be looked into? What might
happen to her in the meantime?

The black
woman called Shazza marched her into a large, cosy open-plan
kitchen and living room. Rachel’s entire home on the Mainland would
have fitted inside it. A very plump lady in a white chef’s jacket
was standing at the kitchen block chopping vegetables.

“Here we are, Beth. A new servant for you. Meet
Rachel.”

The Cook
eyed Rachel suspiciously, looking her up and down.

“I doubt Mrs Greene will approve of this one, Shaz.”

“Hah. Apparently, she’s got actual kitchen experience, haven’t
you?” Rachel hissed in pain as Shazza nonchalantly slapped her
backside.

“Sss … yes, Miss.”

The Cook
shrugged. “Okay. Well, show her downstairs.”

Shazza
grabbed Rachel’s wrist again and opened a door leading to a stone
staircase. Rachel followed her down the spiral steps. It got
murkier and stuffier the deeper they descended. It began to smell
like a public lavatory. Eventually they reached some kind of
basement hallway, with doorways leading off it.

There
were no doors. Just open doorways. The nearest entrance led to a
small room with three sets of bunks wedged into it. Six cots. The
mattresses were currently empty but they were obviously being used.
Rachel could see the bedsheets were crumpled and dirty. One lit
candle burned in the corner of the room, casting a yellow glow. On
the wall there was a board with six pegs on it.

“You can use that one.” Shazza said, jerking her chin at the
lower bunk nearest to them. Rachel saw a faded bloodstain on the
sheet.

“B … but …”

“I’ll move the bitch who was using it into the fields. There’s
only room for six female domestics at a time. Here.”

She
grabbed a sackcloth from a peg and threw it at Rachel.

“Put this on. Cover up those titties before Mrs Greene sees
you.”

The smock
stank of body odour and worse. But Rachel pulled it on, relieved to
at least have something to cover herself up with. However, the hem
was ragged and it barely reached her hips.

Shazza
looked at her, eyeing Rachel’s neck.

“You can keep the earrings but hand over that
necklace.”

“Please, Miss … it was my …”

The slap
landed before Rachel had even braced herself. Stifling her tears,
she reached behind, undid the clasp and surrendered her
necklace.

“A little tip, young lady. Whatever you’re told to do here,
just do it. That means anything. Understood?”

Rachel
bit her lip and nodded.

“The earrings too now. I was going to let you keep
them.”

This time
Rachel didn’t even hesitate. She pulled them out of her earlobes
and held them out.

Suddenly,
the black woman winked. She smiled at Rachel.

“Good girl. You’re learning already. You can keep
them.”

Blinking
back tears of gratitude, Rachel clutched her earrings to her heart.
She murmured a silent thank you.

“You really a virgin?”

Rachel
blinked. “Y … yes, Miss.”

“Straight? Lezzo? Or not sure?”

“Oh, straight, I’m absolutely sure … er Miss.”

Shazza
just smiled at her.




CHAPTER 16 -
BARBARA

 


“I remember being in your position a few years ago.”

Barbara
nodded. She was scrubbing a bathroom floor with a damp cloth, under
the watchful eye of the woman called Sarah. Barbara was down on her
hands and knees while Sarah was perched comfortably on the toilet
seat cover. Barbara was naked while Sarah was wearing a red bikini
top, pink sarong and leather sandals.

“Yes, it was hard, darling. But I learned to swallow my
pride.”

Barbara
glanced up. She was aware of this psycho-thing called the Stockholm
Syndrome, where a victim can develop feelings of empathy, and even
affection, for their captor. Judging by Sarah’s relationship with
the Warden, it seemed obvious that she was suffering from a major
bout of the fucking affliction.

She
replied, trying not to sound too sarcastic.

“… oh, really?”

She just
didn’t have a clue whose side Sarah was really on. So it was best
to give away as little as possible.

“You missed a bit.”

Barbara
had always hated housework. She was 28, an Associate Director,
already earning enough to employ a cleaner to clean fucking
bathrooms. She’d missed a speck of something on a gleaming white
tile. So the fuck what?

“Oh … thanks.”

But, of
course, she kept those thoughts to herself. She wasn’t stupid. This
‘Thought Reform’ treatment was evidently meant to change her
mindset. Well, that was a crock of shit. Her self-esteem would
never change. However, she had no choice but to pretend as if it
had, if that’s what these sadistic bastards required.

The
bathroom was obviously the Warden’s. It was ensuite from his huge
bedroom, leading to the sundeck outside. It was also luxurious,
with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the island. There were
framed pornographic photos hanging on the white walls: obscene
pictures of women doing all sorts of things with men. And with
other women. She could see the Warden featuring in some of them.
Full colour photos of depraved acts that Barbara didn’t even know
the names of. How could anybody want pornography like that hanging
in their bathroom?

The
bathtub was massive, big enough for at least three or four people
to lie in. She’d spotted jacuzzi jets in the tub. There was a
separate walk-in shower and a large mirror with a marble counter
and a twin-set of basins side by side.

Finally,
on the wall where Sarah was sitting on the toilet, there was a
bidet next to it, and then what looked like some kind of
enema-station in the corner. The floor that Barbara was cleaning
was made entirely of shiny white tiles. There were droplets of
water and smears on a few of them.

“Can I ask,” she said, looking up at Sarah, “how did you do it?
I mean, transition from a prisoner to … whatever you are
now?”

The older
woman stared at her. Barbara couldn’t deny that Sarah was in
amazing shape for somebody who she knew was in her
forties.

“I’m his housekeeper. It’s a long story. Too long for now. But
I owe everything to the Warden. Do you remember the #ROMEO
movement?”

Barbara
did.

“Yes. There used to be this weird sect trying to overthrow the
Government. Actually, I can now appreciate why they wanted
to.”

“Yes. Well, believe it or not, the Warden’s son Junior was one
of the ringleaders. And Junior’s friend Mercutio happened to be
dating my daughter.”

“But wasn’t the movement exposed with all of them sentenced to
life in the Penal Colonies?”

Sarah’s
mouth twisted in a smirk. “That’s right. Junior, his girlfriend
Lara, his best friend Mercutio and our daughter Juliette, plus many
others were all given life sentences on Penal Colony Twenty
Six.”

Barbara
had ceased scrubbing the floor to listen. “And?”

“Well the Warden of Twenty Six, this lady named Van Rimmel, she
used to be the Deputy Warden here. She got her promotion thanks to
our Warden Sykes.”

“So … she owed him a favour?”

Sarah
smiled. “You could say that.”

Barbara
watched Sarah rise off the toilet and slowly lift the seat cover,
hitching her sarong aside to sit astride the pan.

“What?”

She
stared, open-mouthed. “But … are you going to …?”

A hissing
sound answered her question. Sarah chuckled.

Barbara
thought it was one thing that she and Camilla had to use a bucket
in front of each other at night. But like this?
Voluntarily?

“As I said, I can remember being like you. Easily shocked, my
mind constantly in turmoil. But you’ll soon get used to it. Now,
darling, don’t stop working.”

Barbara
began polishing the tiles again, trying to ignore the sounds from
the pan. But she couldn’t resist asking another
question.

“Then why is … the Warden … so … I don’t want to say
…”

“So tough? So harsh? That’s his job, darling.”

“His job?”

“Yes. His duty. There were only 40,000 prisoners here when I
arrived. Now there are twice as many. All sent here so that life on
the Mainland can be fairer, more equitable, everybody the same. You
may think it’s unjust. But life used to be equally unjust. It
always has been. Once upon a time the poor and the weak suffered.
But now it’s people like us who are paying our dues. You just have
to get your mindset right like I have. And don’t worry. You
will.”

Barbara
watched Sarah tug a piece of tissue off the roll.

“But we’re not rich! Not even close.”

“Hmm … but somebody identified you as having a bad attitude.
Overly ambitious probably. Or maybe just too fond of
yourself.”

Barbara
wanted to scream. “Who?”

“Look at me.”

She
raised her head. Sarah had spread her knees and parted her sarong.
She was blatantly and carefully wiping her hairless vulva dry.
Barbara saw there was a faded tattoo on her mons.

“I used to feel embarrassed.” She said. “And there are much
worse humiliations than this, I can assure you, darling. But you’ll
soon learn. Thought Reform works. It really does. And the Warden’s
the best at it.”

Barbara
watched her straightening her sarong.

“I … I just don’t understand.”

“Let me put it like this. You think you should have the right
to choose who you have sex with, right?”

“Of course.”

“And in the dim and distant past, so did I.” Sarah smiled. “But
why? What happens is that women like us favour the more attractive,
nicer guys and so the nasty, ugly blokes lose out. But is that
fair? And your nice attractive husband? He thinks you belong to
him. But why? You’re beautiful. Why shouldn’t loads of other men
get their turn on you?”

She gave
Barbara a lewd wink. “And women too?”

What a
crock of shit, Barbara thought, but she bit her tongue, feeling
tears pricking her eyes.

“So … that’s what’s going to happen to me? Really?”

Sarah
shrugged. “Who knows? It’s the Warden’s choice. I think he really
quite likes you. He might keep your for himself for a while. If
you’re lucky. But a lot depends on how hard you try to please
him.”

“And … my husband, Wyatt?”

“Hmm … the same. Depends on his behaviour. But I wouldn’t be
optimistic. I should think he’ll be sent down to work in a factory
sooner or later.”

“B … but the Warden said … if I made him … you know … orgasm in
my mouth first, he’d keep us together.”

Barbara
couldn’t hold back her tears any longer.

Sarah
spread her arms wide. “And he has, hasn’t he? You’re both still
here. He’s a man of his word. But you have to keep your side of the
bargain.”

“We will.” Barbara stifled a sob. “I promise.”

Sarah
grinned at her. Then she stood up and gestured into the toilet
pan.

“Here we are then. Something else for you to scrub.”




CHAPTER 17 -
JAMAL

 


Jamal was
mingling with some of the other recruits. There were several dozen
of them in all, mostly kids around his own age, but a few who were
obviously older. Lots seemed to be students and graduates without
jobs yet. Nowadays interning in the Penal Colonies was like
national service had been back in the 1940s and 50s. But instead of
military conscription you volunteered as a colony guard.

Still, he
was a bit surprised by the number of girls as well as guys. He’d
imagined there’d be more males. But at a glance the split looked
about 50:50. Lots of ethnic minorities like him. Not that
‘minority’ meant much any longer. So many pure whites had been sent
to the Penal Colonies that everything was fairly even nowadays. The
State had made a big thing about levelling up.

“So, Jamal, how’s it hanging?”

An older
guy had glanced at his name badge.

“Good. Thanks. You?” Jamal replied.

“Yeah mate, can’t wait. I no longer need to
masturbate!”

The guy
spoke it like he was rapping. He winked at Jamal. His name badge
said Omar. Jamal thought the guy was very good looking. He looked
maybe mid-thirties. Omar was tall, well built, with very dark,
smooth skin and thick black dreads.

Jamal
simply smiled in reply so as not to offend. I mean, what kind of
person jokes about masturbation?

“Can’t wait to fuck me a few female criminals,
mate.”

“Er … right. Are you an intern as well, er … Omar?”

“No way. I’ve signed me a full time contract.”

“Wow. I guess you must have experience as a prison officer
then?”

“None. I was on benefits for a couple of years since I was
smuggled into the Mainland. I’ve been doing me a bit of county
lines while I waited for the right opportunity to go straight and
finally … tadah … here I am.”

Jamal
looked at him in shock. Omar didn’t look or sound like the kind of
guard he could learn anything from. At that moment, he heard
somebody clapping their hands and several voices hissing
‘Shhh’.

The
Warden himself appeared. Colonel Bull Sykes. Jamal stared in awe at
the legend; the guy looked massive in his uniform, hugely tall,
medals pinned on his chest and a big smile on his face.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please gather round. Welcome to the one
and only … Penal Colony Nine!”

There was
a ripple of applause as people edged closer.

“As I’ve said many times, we can never have too many people
like you on our roster. You represent all that’s best in our
society. You have managed to rise above difficult starts in life to
take on the esteemed role of guards and volunteers in our country’s
penal system.”

Jamal
heard a couple of chuckles and watched heads nodding before the
Warden continued.

“You’ll find we have a system here that works. The prisoners
are, generally, penitent and well behaved. I’m sure they’ll welcome
you with open legs.”

Everybody
tittered. Jamal heard a noise, the grating of metal wheels against
the stone floor. The audience parted as a gurney was pushed into
the room.

“Just like this one!”

Jamal saw
that there was a woman fastened on top of the trolley. Well, a girl
really. His own age. She was totally naked, secured in an X-shape,
with her wrists and thighs strapped to the four corners of the
trolley. Her lower legs were dangling over the edge. The poor thing
was pale, bald, bug-eyed, with a rubber O-gag holding her mouth
open.

The
chuckles and titters exploded into laughter and jeers. Nodding
heads all craned for a better view. Jamal happened to be near the
centre, next to the uniformed guard who was pushing the
trolley.

“Say hello to Marina.” The Warden announced.

“Helloooo Marina!”

“Marina’s just arrived. She’s been here …”

Jamal saw
the Warden glance theatrically at his gold wristwatch.

“… one hour and forty minutes. Sufficient time to be processed in
the Welcome Halls and also enough time for her to spit saliva at
two interns who were simply asking her a few questions.”

“Oooooo!” the audience cooed their disapproval.

The
Warden grinned, holding up his hands for quiet.

“As I said, you’ll find most of the prisoners are remorseful
and well behaved. However, a few, like Marina here, need to be
taught an immediate lesson.”

“Too right!” shouted Omar, who was stood next to
Jamal.

“Now, the reason Marina spat at our esteemed Greeters was that
she objected to being asked, what she considered to be, ‘intrusive’
questions about her personal life to date, including why she still
remains a virgin at the ridiculous age of 20.”

“Oooooo!” the audience jeered again, squeezing in for a closer
look.

Jamal was
shocked by their leering faces. Some looked almost feral while
others were simply amused. He spotted one trans-girl with broad
shoulders and a square jaw to go with her with botoxed lips and
abnormally blue eyes.

“Mm … mmm …”

Marina,
the girl on the trolley, was mewling into the rubber gag that was
holding her jaws wide open. Her cheeks were puffed out and she had
snot emerging from her nostrils. But, apart from the fact that her
head had already been shaved totally bald, Jamal could tell she
actually had a pretty face.

And he
had to admit her body looked pretty good as well, stretched out,
totally naked. Like her head, her groin was hairless. He could see
the people opposite him eyeing her pink vulva. Her pale breasts
looked like fried eggs sliding around in a pan as she attempted to
struggle.

“Do I have any volunteers?” the Warden beamed.

Most of
the male arms shot up. Even a few female ones. Jamal kept his hand
down.

“She spat at us. So, in return, who’d like to be first to spit
his pecker-snot into her?”

The
Warden looked round. His gaze came to rest on Omar who was stood
next to Jamal with his arm raised.

“I ain’t no runt so take a punt on me to perform a cool stunt
and open up dis bitch’s cunt.”

Jamal
shook his head at another of Omar’s raps but everybody else loved
it.

“You certainly don’t look like a runt to me.” The Warden
beamed. “What’s your name?”

“Omar, Sir.”

“Well, help yourself Omar. And everybody else who wants to, can
form a queue right behind you.”

Jamal
stood aside as Omar and several others pushed passed him. He
watched Omar unbuckle his belt and lower his jeans. The bulge
inside his yellow-stained briefs was impressive.

“Mmah … moooooo …” Marina had managed to lift her head
slightly. She started to shake it from side to side but otherwise
she could barely move.

Omar
tugged his briefs off and his erection leaped out like a black
Labrador about to be taken for a walk. Jamal couldn’t help gawping
at it.

“Mm … mooooooooooo …”

Nor could
the girl. She’d stopped shaking her head and was staring
bug-eyed.

Omar
didn’t waste time. Jamal immediately realised that the guy must
have had lots of sexual experience already. Omar stepped forward to
the edge of the trolley and spat on his fingers. Then he moved his
hand down between Marina’s thighs and painted her labia with
spittle.

“Moooooooooooooooooooooo …”

Everybody
laughed. Omar stepped back briefly so that people could admire her
splayed vulva. His fingers teased her labia open.

“And do any of you know why Marina remained a virgin so long?”
The Warden asked.

“Too fuckin’ ugly.” Somebody shouted.

“She only likes girls.”

But most
of the audience shook their heads.

The
Warden gave them all a big wink.

“She said she was saving herself!” he explained. “For the right
man.”

Everybody
cheered.

“Saving herself for Omar!” Warden Sykes shouted his
punchline.

This
produced the largest roar of approval so far.

Jamal
watched as Omar slowly lowered his body over the trolley and onto
Marina’s spreadeagled body. Jamal had only ever seen a bit of porn
before. Once, on a friend’s phone. He’d obviously never witnessed a
man and a woman actually doing it in real life.

“Mooooooooooooooooooooooooooo …”

But even
innocent Jamal knew that Marina wasn’t going to be a virgin for
much longer.

 



CHAPTER 18 -
BULL

 


Bull
puffed on a cigar while he watched proceedings.

It was
important to indoctrinate his staff as quickly as possible. There
was nothing like a gangbang to break down barriers and establish
limits. Or rather … no limits. So a cocktail party that descended
into an orgy was a frequent occurrence.

He
watched the first guard pounding the woman. The man’s muscled
buttocks hammered up and down like a pneumatic drill. She threw her
head from side to side, her snarling lips gagged open, moaning and
snorting, but helpless to resist.

What was
the guard’s name? Oh yes, Omar. A splendid cock and he clearly knew
how to use it. Bull felt a bit sorry for the girl. Er … Marina. Not
the nicest way to lose your virginity but, hey, why wait until your
20, right? She’ll be making up for lost time from now
on.

Omar was
poised over her, on his outstretched arms, like a vampire, drooling
slobber on her face and into her gag. A group of about a dozen
people had formed a ringside oval around the trolley, while the
remainder peered over the front row’s shoulders. A couple of
interns had already stripped off their jeans, sporting
erections.

Bull
studied the new faces in turn; some savage, others fascinated, most
laughing, a few yelling encouragement. He noticed a trans-girl and
wondered what she would like to do with Marina? There was a male
intern in a wheelchair who’d generously been pushed to the front to
give him a better view. Looking at the bulge in his shorts one part
of him certainly wasn’t disabled.

And then
Bull noticed this one young man who was neither sneering nor
jeering nor cheering. He was simply standing there watching and
frowning. He had short black hair and olive skin and dark eyes.
Bull was pretty certain he had to be of middle-eastern descent. He
was about to walk over and introduce himself when Omar
roared.

“Grrrrrmmmmm … yesssssssssssssssssssssssss …”

“Mooooooooooooooooooooooooooo …”


Distracted, Bull smiled down into Marina’s open mouth. Her
tongue was pink and he could see her gums and teeth. The inhuman
noise she uttered was unclear but he was pretty certain it meant
she wasn’t too thrilled about how things were going.

Bull
beckoned several of the waiting queue to gather round her head. One
hole would take this crowd too long. It was time to add bukkake to
the mix. Soon, Omar had been replaced by a plump oriental boy,
while half a dozen lads were stood round, jerking their cocks over
Marina’s face. Meanwhile, a female with a Mohican haircut had
pulled an enormous dildo from her rucksack. She was strapping it to
her waist.

By that
time, Bull had forgotten all about the lad with black hair, olive
skin and dark eyes.




CHAPTER 19 -
GILES

 


Giles and
Yvonne were sat at opposite ends of the pine table in their
open-plan kitchen. As usual they were chatting together about
mundane topics: the weather forecast, agriculture and crops, and
that day’s episode of the radio soap about a farming community that
his wife listened to religiously.

Yvonne
was a lazy and overweight woman in her early-sixties with a sharp
tongue and a mean countenance but, despite all her failings, Giles
adored her. After all, for many years before the ‘Glorious First’
she’d supported him as a hardworking and hard-up farmer’s wife. So
it was entirely understandable that she now wanted to be waited on
hand and foot.

Three of
their domestic staff bustled about the kitchen while he and Yvonne
simply chatted and ate and drank. His wife snapped her fingers at
the slightest mistake or delay.

A fourth
member of their household staff was bending over the edge of the
pine table. He was bent at the waist halfway down the table between
Giles and his wife. The man was dressed as a butler in a bowtie,
white shirt and tailcoat. But his black trousers had already been
pulled down round his ankles. His pale buttocks were
bared.

Giles
knew his wife would have preferred a houseful of male staff. She
distrusted Giles and knew that he was tempted by the females, even
though she had no idea how often he succumbed to that temptation!
Meanwhile Yvonne herself had no interest in either males or
females. Her libido had long since waned to zero. But she still
needed her sadistic fix.

“I took on a new maid today, my dear.” Giles said, forking some
fillet steak into his mouth. She rolled her eyes at him. “I’ve
forgotten her name. Rebecca, I think it was.”

“Pretty young thing, is she?”

“Hmm … er … I didn’t notice.”

Yvonne
clicked her fingers and gestured at the cook.

“Twelve with the tawse.”

The cook
nodded, wiping her hands on her apron. She took a heavy leather
strap off a hook on the wall. The end of the tawse was split into
half a dozen tails.

Giles
grinned, chewing on another piece of steak, and gave the trainee
butler a wink. He was a 46yr old ‘trainee’. The poor man had used
to run a small but successful chain of diners on the mainland. But
the State had nationalised his company when it sentenced him and
his missus to life on Penal Colony Nine.


Whooooosh! Crack!

“Aaaaahhhhh.”

Giles
watched his face collapse into a grimace of pain; forehead creased,
eyes closed, cheeks scrunched, mouth agape. He looked rather older
than his 46 years. His full head of salt-and-pepper hair had been
shaved into a monk’s tonsure with just a grey ring above his
ears.


Whoooooosh! Crack!

“Aaaaaaahhhhhhh.”

This time
his eyes flew open and he blinked at Giles. Even through his
anguish, he could evidently count. The idea of ten more such lashes
was unbearable.


Whoooooosh! Crack!

“Ngaaaaah … pl ….”

His lips
began trembling. Giles heard a clanking noise. It was the sound of
the man’s steel cock-cage repeatedly banging against the edge of
the table.


Whoooooosh! Crack!

“Ngaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahh.”

In the
meantime Yvonne remained chewing on a mouthful. Her stern face
showed no sign of changing her mind. Like Giles, she was aware that
this man had once owned and run a successful business. But she had
no interest in anybody’s past exploits. Everybody started at the
bottom.


Whoooooosh! Crack!

And in
this case that meant the poor man’s defenceless, scarlet, seared,
welted and quivering bottom.

Six …
seven … eight … nine … ten … eleven …

Beth,
their cook, was sweating now, wiping her forehead between strokes.
Beth was a similar sized to Yvonne but a decade younger, with a bun
of grey hair and sturdy biceps.


Whoooooosh! Crack!

“Aaaaaagh … please … n … no m … more.”

The poor
man had obviously managed to avoid losing count. As the twelfth
stroke landed, his eyes brimmed with tears and his mouth was
drooling. However, his body sagged as if he knew his ordeal was
finally over. Even Beth looked relieved.

Giles
smiled at Yvonne. She was mopping the gravy from her plate with a
hunk of bread, not even looking at the butler.


Eventually, she clicked her fingers.

“Another twelve.”

The man
started begging, sobbing, wailing. But it made no difference. Giles
could tell his wife was upset that he’d taken on a new
maid.


Whoooooosh! Crack!

Thirteen
… fourteen … fifteen … all the way up to twenty four.

Somewhere
around the 20th stroke his cries became whimpers.

“S … sorr … sorry …” he managed to sob at the end.

Giles
looked along the table at his wife. She finally looked up from her
plate and smiled at Beth.

“We’ll both have apple pie and a big bowl of ice cream for
dessert. And then bring in the cheeseboard.”

 



CHAPTER 20 -
RACHEL

 


Rachel
was terrified.

She’d
been given some kind of maid’s outfit to wear. It was black but
stitched out of burlap or hessian, some kind of sackcloth. The top
was very tight and itchy. What’s more they hadn’t given her a bra.
Her nipples rubbed against the prickly material.

The black
skirt was ridiculously short, barely even reaching the tops of her
legs. Her outfit was completed with a white waist-apron, some black
fishnet stockings, and very tall, uncomfortable
stilettos.

After
she’d curtseyed politely, her hands trembled when she reached over
to clear Mrs Greene’s plate. Rachel had already heard the horrible
sound of somebody being thrashed. The unfortunate man was still
bent over the table, sobbing quietly. His ravaged buttocks were a
sight to behold.

“Ah, my dear, this is the one I mentioned. Rebecca,
yes?”

The
farmer was looking directly at her.

“Er … R … Rachel, sir.”

Slowly
his wife raised her eyes and gazed at her. Her eyes were slightly
bloodshot. It was a malevolent stare. Then she looked down the
table.

“I thought you said the bitch was pretty?”

“No. I said I really hadn’t noticed, my dear.”

The dirty
plate rattled as Rachel lifted it up. She managed not to drop it.
She could feel both sets of eyes on her as she tottered past the
blood-red buttocks down to the other end of the table.

“I trust you won’t mind if I have this one modified
then?”

Rachel
froze as she heard Mrs Greene say the word modified.

“Hmm, what are you thinking of my dear?”

Rachel’s
fingers trembled as she reached across for Mr Greene’s plate. She
looked at the remains of the huge steak that he’d left uneaten. Her
empty tummy was grumbling with hunger. She hadn’t had any real food
for 24 hours.

“I think a crewcut for a start. Her hair is too black and
shiny.”

“Really? I think it looks rather nice on her.”

Rachel
caught the farmer’s eye. He seemed to be trying to reassure her.
But she could hear the irritation in Mrs Greene’s voice.

“Put down those plates and undo that blouse.”

Rachel
obeyed. She slowly popped all five buttons on the front of her
itchy top. Mrs Greene jerked her chin. Rachel pulled the two sides
of her top open, revealing her breasts. She blushed.

“Those are too high and pert. She can come back into this house
when they’ve been made big and saggy. Also, I’ll have one of the
medics give her a harelip and the dentist can readjust her teeth
with braces.”

“Oh, come on dear.” Mr. Greene laughed. “You’re
overreacting.”

 



CHAPTER 21 -
DEBORAH

 



Meanwhile, only a mile away, Rachel’s parents were being
shown around their new home.

It was
way better than they feared, based on the rumours they’d heard
about the penal colonies. Their ‘Home’ was actually a small
studio-room. It was open-plan and cramped but it had living,
cooking and eating areas, plus a bed at one end, and a bathroom
zone at the other.

Deborah
was surprised there were no separate rooms, nor even partitions,
nor privacy of any kind. And there were no windows. But at least
they did have a proper double bed, a TV screen on the wall, a
microwave, a sink, a shower and a toilet.

“Here we are, daaaarlinks,” cooed the young man showing them
around, “even a flushing loo!”

Deborah
reached out and pressed her husband’s hand.

Maybe
life here wouldn’t be too bad after all?

“Any questions?”

To
Deborah’s mind, the young man was extremely effeminate and probably
gay. But that didn’t concern her at all. At least he wouldn’t be
interested in molesting her. Daniel shook his head.

“Just one thing. I notice there are lots of lights.” Deborah
said. “But there don’t seem to be any switches.”

The man
smiled at her.

“Well spotted, darling. Absolutely correct. For your security,
the lights are controlled centrally. There are cameras in them and
in the ceiling and walls.”

Deborah
gasped. “What … you mean … watching us?”

The man
giggled. “Sort of, darling, sort of.”




CHAPTER 22 -
MONTY

 


Monty was
hunkered between Camilla’s thighs.

He
retched again, fighting against the need to be sick. He felt
disgusted and ashamed, nauseous and, above all, angry enough to end
it now. He’d have a go at the fucking Warden. It was literally only
the thought of the things he’d seen in that fucking Payback film
that stopped him from punching the smug bastard in his black
face.

He was
licking Camilla’s pussy. He could feel the bile rising in his gorge
with every sickening mouthful. It took all his willpower to keep it
down. It was like eating fish-flavoured jelly. Rotting fish jelly
at that. Kippers. He’d always hated damned kippers.

Camilla
reeked of sex. He realised that sex had this kind of sweaty, sour,
tangy, fermented aroma that he’d never really considered before.
Their love life had been great, well as far as he was concerned
anyway, but it was pretty straightforward too. As in, wham bam,
missionary-position straightforward.

He knew
that Camilla had more experience than him before they met. But he
hadn’t ever wanted to discuss the details with her. The past is the
past, right. And at least she’d been happy to give him blowjobs
without him ever having to reciprocate.

But that
was then. Now he was paying her back in spades. Going down on her
like this. He caressed her fetid petals with his tongue. Fucking
semen was still oozing out of her in a steady flow. The Warden had
casually summoned five guards up to his residence. What? Literally
that was just a quarter of an hour ago!

It had
taken them less than ten minutes to ‘load her up’, as the bastard
put it. Five young black and indian guys. Monty wasn’t racist but
somehow the idea of their ejaculate was even worse. It was thick
and white. It hadn’t turned translucent and watery like his own did
after a short while. It was warm and sticky too. It clung to
Camilla’s labia like wallpaper paste. He had to work his tongue to
get it off. He swallowed another gelatinous mouthful. The taste was
fucking horrendous.

But the
alternative? To refuse to do this?

Worse …
even worse.

He heard
the Warden’s approving chuckle above him. The bully was sat between
their fucking competition, Barbara and Wyatt. So this horrendous
ordeal was yet another trial that Monty had to pass in order to
win.

“Make sure her arsehole is clean too.”

Monty
scowled. His knew some of their sticky goo had seeped from
Camilla’s vulva down into her anal crevice. Five men. Total fucking
strangers. Each one more hung than the other. Cocks like
truncheons. And he’d had to watch them all, in meek silence, while
they used his fiancé like a ragdoll.

Now she
was lying flat on the ground, her legs splayed obscenely wide,
knees akimbo and hips slightly raised so as to give him complete
access to her depths. Worse, he could tell she was actually
enjoying it.

Not her
brain, of course. The rational part of her was definitely hating
every moment of this. But Camilla’s body – the irrational trollop
he’d always suspected resided inside her – was certainly
responding. Those five big cocks had been the warmup acts and now
his own tongue was the main event. He felt her pushing her clitoris
up against the bridge of his nose.

“Hah. Cumdump likes that.”

Cumdump.
He had to admit, it wasn’t exactly incorrect.

“Horny bitch.”

“Look at her expression.”

Wyatt and
Barbara were joining in, scoring cheap points.

Eddie
fucking Burns! Monty still couldn’t get his so-called friend’s
handsome mug out of his mind. The bastard had fucked Camilla. Or
rather, she’d fucked him. More than once. The two of them having
illicit sex while he was slaving away at the office making money.
Eddie Burns. Yet another dick in his fiancé’s long list of
lovers.

Monty
slid his face lower, nuzzling her thighs apart with his jaw, so he
was able to insert his tongue into her anus. Fortunately nobody had
sodomised her. Yet.

“Change position now.” He heard the Warden order. “You lie face
up on your back … you ride his face.”


CHAPTER 23 -
CAMILLA

 


“Change position now.
You lie face up on your back … you ride his
face.”

Camilla
settled onto Monty’s shiny nose, momentarily squishing his nostrils
closed within her anal cleft. She realised he couldn’t breathe so
she inched her hips upwards and let him suck in a lungful of fetid
air. She knew her body stank of sex.

Well,
five hung guys will do that to a girl!

She
squinted at their audience. Like piano keys, the Warden’s black
face was smiling between the two white ones on either side of him.
Barbara and Wyatt. All three were grinning. She was entertaining
them. And gravity was doing its thing. Another wave of cum began
emerging from her soaking pussy.

Poor
Monty. Truth was, she’d fallen in love with him despite, and not
because of, his er … sexual prowess. Or rather his lack of prowess.
Yet, here he was, being forced to get her all hot and bothered
after all. Oh, the ultimate irony.

That’s
why she’d fucked Eddie Burns. And the others too. She couldn’t deny
it. The idea of a lifetime of wham-bam-missionary monotony with
Monty had filled her with dread.

Those
five cocks. Wow, she’d never tried more than one guy at the same
time. It was actually … well, pretty nice. They hadn’t hurt her.
Just stretched her. Filled her. Like one pistol being reloaded five
times. It had only been ten minutes of fucking. That’s all. Any
decent fuck lasts ten minutes minimum, right?

Well,
except Monty.

OMG. His
tongue though. It was amazing. Rimming her all the way into her
guts. Her eyes widened and she found herself staring straight into
Barbara’s blue eyes. Her opponent was smirking at her. The stuck-up
bitch was looking triumphant. Camilla reached down and caressed her
own jiggling boobs, her rock-hard nipples, unable to resist. She
was going to cum. Boy was she going to explode!

Her eyes
sought out the Warden for permission.

But it
was too late.

“Ah … aah … aaahhh … oh my … yesssssssssss…..”

She
seemed to lose consciousness for a second, unable to control her
words. A bolt of electricity shot up her spine and down her legs
into her toes. She reared up and down like a bucking bronco on
Monty’s face, slamming her butt onto his tongue, gliding her
drenched pussy across his nose.

When
she’d come down from her high, she began moving more carefully
again, while her heartbeat slowed. Fortunately Monty was still
breathing. He also carried on nuzzling, kissing, licking, slurping
and swallowing. What a good boy he was.

Mop. It
was actually such an appropriate name for him. She really was a bit
of a cumdump. And now he could mop her clean.

“Get up. Come here.”

Camilla
clambered off his face and stood in front of the Warden with her
feet apart. His black fingers began exploring her, front and back.
She gasped when his thumb brushed her clitoris. She could tell he
was pleased with her.

“Clean as a whistle.” He pronounced, satisfied.

Both her
holes were spotless.




CHAPTER 24 -
GILES

 


It was
another brutally hot morning on Verteneuf. There wasn’t a cloud in
the azure sky. A platinum sun beat down. Already the temperature
had climbed up to 30 degrees centigrade. A drone circled, high in
the air, sending camera footage to the security team.

Of
course, the Farm’s labourers were already hard at work. They began
at sunrise and finished at sunset, seven days a week, 364 days a
year. On the 365th day – Warden’s Day – they were given a half day,
starting late at 10.00 and finishing early at 16.00hrs.

Giles and
Yvonne parked their carriage atop a ridge that overlooked the
cottonfield. He’d chosen one of the heavier wagons, pulled by a
team of four ponies. Giles hadn’t spared the buggy whip, lashing
the indolent quartet whenever they slowed on the steep incline. Now
they were gasping and heaving, puce-faced, as they caught their
breath. One by one, he patted their flaring nostrils.

They made
a sturdy foursome comprising three born-females and one
trans-female, all buxom and well-muscled. They were naked except
for their black leather equipage; bits and bridles, blinkers and
thigh-high leather boots that emphasized their long, coltish legs.
Their skin was bronzed, glistening with suntan oil.

Between
their legs, their minges had been pierced with steel rings, fixed
to each labia in six matching sets, and secured closed with a steel
padlock like a safety-pin. The steel clinked and clanked together,
making a merry sound as they ran. All four were OAO. Those three
letters had been tattooed on their foreheads: ‘Oral and Anal
Only’.

Giles saw
slime seeping from the distended anus of the fourth pony, a
statuesque Amazonian who’d arrived 10 days earlier. Her bald, pink
head glistened under the black equipage. It looked like the stable
lads had given her a hearty breakfast. Red tramlines and white
sauce decorated the gaping entrance to her back passage. Several
black flies were feasting on the meal.


Meanwhile, below the ridge, hundreds of prisoners could be
seen plucking cotton under the watchful eyes of guards.
PC9-certified cotton was in great demand on the Mainland. T-shirts
with logos and straplines like ‘handpicked by the ten percent’
would sell out as soon as they hit the shelves. Posters of sweating
workers and their dark overseers hung on the bedroom walls of many
a teenager.

Giles
laid out a rug while Yvonne poured them two mugs of hot tea from
the thermos. They often breakfasted like this. Giles glanced over
at the sweating ponies. The nearest of them was eyeing his drink
enviously.

There was
a cattle-trough on the edge of ridge. But he’d parked the cart so
the trough was just out of the ponies’ reach. He chuckled and lay
back on the rug, staring up into the cloudless sky. He was thinking
about that new maid. Rachel. And he was wondering how he could get
Yvonne out of the way for a couple of hours.

“Finished your tea?”

Giles
started. He’d dropped off. He’d been having a nice dream. Yvonne
was holding out her hand for his mug. Ten minutes had
passed.

“Mmm .. yes.”

He
drained his mug and passed it to her. It was time to inspect the
rest of the farm.

“That tea’s gone right through me.”

“Me too.” His wife replied.

The metal
cattle-trough was about three metres long. It was always about
three-quarters full of rainwater and desalinated seawater. When it
rained on Verteneuf it usually poured, with heavy storms and
lightning. But water-carts of desalinated water kept the troughs
topped up. A few insects were buzzing on the surface helping
themselves to a morning drink.

There was
a curved strut near one end of the trough. Giles had it installed
to form an oval-shaped seat for the ladies. He stood at the trough
and unzipped. Yvonne squatted alongside him. Second hand tea should
never be wasted.

“Ahhhh … mmmmm.” Giles sighed with relief, simultaneously
enjoying the view of his workforce stooping to pluck cotton bolls.
He watched them for 45 seconds or so. Then he shook, zipped up,
turned, and smiled at the watching ponies. He arched his
eyebrow.

“Thirsty?”

But of
course they were. Pulling a heavy wagon uphill is thirsty work. He
waited for Yvonne to finish and straighten herself. Then he
unclipped each of the team in turn. They nodded gratefully as he
removed the bits from their mouths so they could drink.

He
watched them kneel in a line and start gulping fluid as fast as
they could. They made loud slurping sounds. He admired their tanned
backs and muscled buttocks. None of them had nasty bikini lines or
white patches, just a few red criss-crosses from his
whip.

The
Amazonian’s puckered anus had dripped dry with the help of the
flies. Another of the team – the trans – had a lush, black tail
sticking out of her bottom. Giles gave it a swipe, churning the
bulky plug around her distended bumhole.

“Enough.”

He gave
them 45 seconds. Long enough to hydrate. They stopped drinking
immediately upon his command.

Five
minutes later, he and Yvonne had descended the ridge and they were
riding along a dusty track towards the crop fields.

In the
distance, Giles spied a female bouncing on a log. She was in full
sun just outside the shade of a tree. He chuckled. When they got
nearer, he recognised the honey-blonde who’d needed to piss in
yesterday’s lineup of newbies. Her bare feet were planted either
side of an upturned log and her knees were bent.

She was
jumping up and down on a scarlet dildo, raising her cunt off it and
then plunging straight back down, up and down, up and down. The
dildo’s bright red colour contrasted nicely with the dark brown of
the log and the pink of her skin.

The dildo
wasn’t especially thick, with only a similar girth to an average
penis, but it was ribbed and extremely long. Every time she sprang
upwards, its impressive length and slight curve were revealed,
glistening in the sunshine. Then, by the look on her face, every
time she sunk down, its tip tickled her cervix.

Her arms
were behind her back, fingers interlaced, and she was thrusting her
perky B-cup tits out, so they gyrated on her chest. Most amusingly
of all, she was chanting as she bounced.

“In … out … in … out … in …”

Giles saw
the intern he’d entrusted the newbie to relaxing under the shade of
the nearby tree. The kid was sat on a folding stool, smoking a
rollup, lazily flicking a long thin branch like a fishing rod. He
was tapping the top of her head every few bounces as if he was fly
fishing.

“Ooh … hello Sir.” He looked anxious when he realised it was
Giles sitting on the wagon.

“Don’t worry, young man. I was just passing. Tell me, what’s
your name?”

“Tommy. Sir. Corporal Tommy Gunn, actually. Me pa had a sense
of humour.”

Giles
smiled, memorising Tommy’s appearance. He really did have a face
like a ferret’s with prominent acne scarring as well as several new
spots filled with yellow pus. He’d wedged his rollup cigarette into
the side of his mouth and there was a few days’ worth of stubble on
his jaw. He was wearing canvas fatigue trousers and a grubby string
vest that showed off his tattoos.

“Out … in… out … in … out …”

The
woman’s rhythmic mantra continued while they talked. Several
mosquitoes buzzed around her. She already had livid dots on her
pale tits where she’d been stung.

“And remind me, what’s this one’s name?”

“Naomi, sir.”

“Oh yes, Naomi. What’s she done?”

Tommy
stopped flicking her with his branch but Naomi still didn’t cease
bouncing.

“Well, several things, Sir. You know you said I could … you
know … maybe replace her husband …”

“No,” Giles replied, “I said you’d be doing us all a huge
favour if you did.”

“Yeah, well. So I fucked her last night. The bitch made a bit
of a fuss but I guess that’s understandable the first time. I mean,
we’ve only just met and all. I fucked her twice. Really filled her
up. So, anyway, this morning, Sir, this time I wanted to fuck her
in the arse and she protested she didn’t do that. It was already
dawn and we was all in a rush so I had to shag the bitch’s sloppy
cunt again.”

“Out … in… out … in … out …”

Giles
smiled. They really did make a fine pairing. Posh Naomi with her
expensive haircut, wide eyes and perky tits alongside Tommy Gunn
with his ferret face, sleeve tats and tobacco breath.

“Then Sir,” Tommy continued with an exasperated shrug, “we come
out here to work, and this la-di-da lady starts bitching about
getting stung. I mean, just by a few nettles and mosquitoes. But
none of the other new arrivals complained. So our foreman suggested
I bring her over to this Drildo-Log, as he called it.”

Giles
nodded in approval. The woman was listening to them as best she
could whilst ravaging her own vulva with a phallus.

“In … out … in … out … in …”

“Stand up!” Giles barked, clambering down from his
cart.

She
blinked, stopped and straightened, the relief visible on her
exhausted face. Closeup, the dildo revealed that black lines had
been etched into its side like a ruler. Each line was set an inch
apart. The line nearest the top said 9 inches but there was also
one more inch or so of curved head above it. The entire dildo
glistened with her juices.

Her
relief was short-lived.

“Change angle. Now fuck your arsehole!”

Her eyes
flew open. Her expression changed to a grimace.

Tommy
laughed. “Hey, great idea.”

It was
clear Naomi soon realised she actually had no choice. Disobedience
could only make things a hundred times worse. She shifted her hips
and lowered her buttocks onto the rounded top of the slick
dildo.

“Ssss …” she hissed, whimpering. “Pl … pl … ss.”

Giles
impatiently took his pocket watch out of his gilet.

“You have one minute.”

“Aaah …”

“Oooh …”

“Eehh …”

Naomi
made some weird noises and wonderful faces as she slowly impaled
herself on the upright protuberance. Yvonne, Tommy, even the four
ponies were all laughing at her.

One inch,
two … three … four …. five, each black line gradually disappeared
inside her rear passage. Six … seven …

Her eyes
stared hopefully at Giles.

He shook
his head. After all, it really wasn’t that thick.

Eight
…

Her eyes
pleaded.

He shook
his head again.

Nine
…

Naomi
eventually managed to zig-zag the entire thing through her anal
sphincter muscle and deep into her rectum. Finally she was mounted
on the phallus, buttocks-deep.

Again,
she gazed in hope, her face scarlet and dripping with
effort.

Giles let
her rest there a moment. He stepped forward and gently brushed a
damp hair away from her soaked forehead. He smiled benevolently and
gave her a wink.

“Now, up and down, and briskly! Sodomise yourself.”

The spark
of hope in her eyes was switched off like a light.

He
watched her rise up, carefully lifting herself almost fully off the
rod, then edging back down, inch by inch.

“Nngh ... nngh … aaaa …”

“Briskly, I said!”

The
amusing noises restarted in earnest; ‘aahs’ and ‘oohs’, as she
accelerated, sliding up and down on the long dildo, her eyes
comical, tits jerking, raising her bottom off it and then plunging
back down.

Tommy
began using his branch again, rapping out the rhythm. He tapped her
head, shoulders, tits and tummy.

“In … out … in … out … in … out … in … out … in … out … in
…”

“I suspect she’ll be more accommodating tomorrow, young
man.”

Tommy
snorted in agreement. His teeth were badly stained by tobacco.
There was a noticeable bulge in his jeans.

“Not sure I can wait until tomorrow, Sir.”

“And why should you, Tommy? But don’t take too long, lad. You
need to get our Naomi back to work! I doubt she’ll mind a few
mosquitoes after this lesson!”

Giles
knew he’d actually done the honey-blonde a favour. It was a useful
lesson for her to learn so early in her career. That however bad
things may seem, they can always be made a lot worse.

He
studied her for a few more seconds.

“In … aah … in … out … in … aah …” she intoned, gasping for
breath, her anus now more than prepared for whatever action her
handsome lover had in mind.

Giles
climbed up onto the cart and cracked his whip inches above the
ponies’ heads.

“Bye, Tommy. See you again, no doubt.”

Further
along the track, they came to a huge field divided into rectangular
sections of about a half-acre each. They all contained a different
vegetable or crop - potatoes, carrots, broccoli, beans, peas,
onions, radishes, leeks, tomatoes, lettuce, cucumbers, corn, maize,
hops and more. On the sloping hills above, there were trees
bursting with bananas, lemons, limes, pineapples, mangoes and vines
for producing the island’s wines. It was here that the freshest,
best ingredients were cultivated for the elite restaurants of South
Beach. Unpaid labourers cultivated, tended and picked the crops by
hand with lavish care.

Giles
parked on the verge where he saw a woman was lying spreadeagled on
the ground. Her wrists and ankles had been tied to wooden posts,
stretching her out into an X-shape. The sun was beating down and
her skin was glowing red. Her most sensitive bits, her breasts and
hip bones, were an even brighter scarlet.

There was
nobody else about. All the foremen and interns were in their
designated sections, supervising the sweating workforce.

Giles
dismounted and walked over to the naked woman. She looked up at
him. Her lips were cracked and dry. Several mosquitoes and insects
buzzed about her head and thighs.

“Explain.” Giles said.

“I … d … don’t know, sir.” She croaked.

He
swatted away the insects with his boot. Her labia were bright red.
Inside, the petals of her vulva were pink and swollen. A puddle of
semen had pooled inside. Some was caked dry on the
ground.

A burly
man looked across and jogged over to Giles.

“Hello, Boss. Sorry, didn’t spot you.” He nodded politely at
Yvonne.

“Why isn’t this woman working?”

The Sikh
guard grinned sheepishly. He had a handsome face and wide smile.
His long hair was wrapped in a pagri turban.

“She already reached her quota for this morning, Boss. So a few
of the guys decided she could spare an hour fulfilling another kind
of quota.”

Giles
looked down at her again and smiled.

“How many?”

“Only eleven, boss. So far.”

“She’ll be put back to work after Slop though.”

“Of course, boss. She’ll have a busy 20 minutes when we break
and then it’ll be straight back into the fields!”

Giles
prodded her minge with the toe of his boot. It slipped in
easily.

She
whimpered. At that moment, Yvonne called out.

“Come on, Giles. Leave the slut alone.”

Giles
sighed.

“Okay my dear.”




CHAPTER 25 -
BULL

 


His two
couples were making out.

Earlier,
he’d asked them if they’d seen any of those cliché military movies
where the bullying Sargeant Major tells the raw, new
recruits:

“You march when we say you march, you sleep when we say you
sleep, you eat when we say you eat, you piss when we say you piss
and you shit when we say you shit!”

The
answer was yes. All four of them remembered watching scenes like
that.

So Bull
continued:

“Here, you suck when we say you suck, you fuck WHEN we say you
fuck, you fuck WHERE we say you fuck, you fuck HOW we say you fuck,
and you fuck WHO we say you fuck.”

Again,
the answer was yes. All four of them looked queasy, reluctant and
miserable. But they nodded their heads.

“Yes, sir.”

So now
Bull was chilling in a chair with a tray on his lap, munching his
lunch. Sarah had prepared him a Club sandwich with local chicken,
rashers of bacon from the island’s pigs, arranged on bread, lettuce
and tomatoes grown on the Farm. His Deputy Warden, Giles Greene,
supplied excellent produce.

The four
writhing bodies didn’t appear as happy as one might expect. They
were swapping. Barbara Sullivan was kissing Monty while his fiancé
Camilla was caressing Wyatt Sullivan.


Nevertheless, despite their obvious hesitancy, they were
giving it the full tongue. Married Barbie’s mouth was sealed tight
to Mop’s lips. They were both moaning passionately, exploring each
other’s tonsils. And his erection gave the game away. He was
clearly enjoying kissing an even hotter woman than his cute
fiancé.

Next to
them, Barbie’s husband was licking Cumdump’s dime-sized nipples.
His tongue had managed to arouse them so they were stiff.
Meanwhile, her right hand was skilfully fondling his swollen
balls.

Bull
smiled. The room hummed with the sounds and smells of sex. Both
women had soiled quims. Fucked but not bathed. An hour ago, he’d
shot his own load into Barbie while a couple of his guards dumped
their cum inside Cumdump. Their jizz had festered nicely, fresh
semen maturing into a sour residue.

Still,
both men were getting used to that by now. The chance to put their
own cocks anywhere, after days of merely watching, was no doubt
rather tempting.

“Okay, tongue her cunt now.”

Wimp’s
head slid obediently across Cumdump’s waist and down between her
thighs. She spread her knees wide. Bull was in no doubt that she
was a highly sexual woman. He knew a slut when he met one. Her hand
was still gently masturbating Wimp’s erection.

Bull
chuckled quietly. He’d seen the results of the third analysis of
Wyatt Sullivan’s laptops. A Deep Search of his deeply personal
drives. The files had been well hidden. So well that even the
Robot’s second trawl hadn’t found them. Sometimes it still required
human instinct.

Every
single prisoner’s phone, tablet, computer, diary, handbag and
wallet was combed for personal and private information. The more
intimate and confidential the better. The guards loved to tease
prisoners about what had been found. And 95 percent were found with
porn in their histories. Heck, even middle-aged housewives had a
dabble in the mainstream. Every site and every page ever visited
could be scrutinised and used as insight.

But
there’s always a tiny minority of tech-savvy people who manage to
protect and hide their peccadillos inside obscure black holes
buried deep within their machines or clouds. And these few are not
only the most technical. They also tend to be the most perverted.
Everybody knows the type. They go to all that trouble because they
don’t want anybody – not their spouse, nor their boss, nor their
kids – to discover their embarrassing secrets.

And Wyatt
Sullivan, born 2001, now aged 28, graduated 2022 in Accounting and
I.T., who married his sweetheart Barbara in 2023, was just such a
man. Bull had been shown some very interesting stuff in Wyatt’s
secret files. But he was saving that information for the right
moment. Which wasn’t yet.

He
watched Barbie’s husband noshing away at the guards’ deposits
between Cumdump’s smooth thighs. Her gash had recently been
plucked, waxed and shaved so that not a single brown hair remained,
front or back. So that it would look very welcoming to the gents
who Bull would soon be introducing her to.

“You two.” He said to the other pair, Barbie and Mop. “You
start fucking.”

Bull
couldn’t miss the indignation in those lovely turquoise eyes as he
nonchalantly gave another man the order to fuck her. Barbie’s hope
was that at least he’d keep her to himself. That’s what she’d
revealed to Sarah.

Pah.
Maybe he would? But Mop’s skinny pickle would barely touch the
sides anyway. Barbie looked at Bull, appealing for a last minute
change of mind. The distaste on her beautiful face as this stocky
23yr old kid clambered on top of her was highly amusing.

He left
them to it and munched on a final bite of sandwich, staring down
into Cumdump’s brown eyes. She was well aware that her fiancé was
about to fuck a beautiful blonde on the floor right next to her.
But her eyes betrayed her. She definitely seemed more focused on
Wimp’s tongue than what was going on just a few inches
away.

“Tongue her arsehole.”

Poor
Wimp. Bull would push this pervert hard. Fantasy’s one thing. But
reality’s different. All those naught images and stories in Wimp’s
XXX-drive would soon be coming true:

Missus
banged by another guy. Tick.

Missus
blows that same guy. Tick.

Stare
into missus’s lovely eyes as the guy does the doggy with her.
Tick.

Missus
loaned to your rival. Tick.

Perform
cunnilingus on a woman who isn’t your missus. Tick.

Tongue
that other woman’s shitter …

The list
could go on endlessly. And it sure would.

He
watched Cumdump willingly shift her hips upwards so that Barbie’s
husband could gain access to her bottom. Her brown eyes rolled into
the back of her head as he tongued her anus.

At that
moment, Sarah arrived to collect his tray and plate. Bull had eaten
two rounds of Club sandwiches and a stack of fries but the third
round had beaten even him. Sarah lingered a moment, watching the
action. He reached an arm out and slid his hand inside her
sarong.

“Horny?”

She
smiled. Her inner thighs were warm and slightly moist.

“When did you and Jim last fuck?”

“Twenty nine days ago, sir.”

He pushed
two fingers inside her. She gasped.

“You can both perform for me tonight then.” He said,
magnanimously. “The usual.”

Her eyes
flashed in gratitude.

“Thanks so much, sir.”

The
‘usual’ was Bull’s standard treat. He allowed his housekeeper and
her husband plenty of time for foreplay; kissing and cuddling and
whispering sweet nothings to each other. Then he’d eventually give
her the key to Jim’s padlock. She’d gently remove his steel cage
and her husband would be erect in seconds.

Then Bull
would start the metronome on the mantlepiece. He allowed them
exactly two minutes. Sarah would quickly roll a condom onto Jim’s
cock. And then another. Double thickness. Bull was the only man
allowed to fuck his housekeeper bareback. She’d lie back and Jim
would climb above her, peering up at Bull for permission. By this
stage they’d have 1min 40 seconds left.

He always
watched them together. That brief amount of time was plenty when a
couple loved each other as Jim and Sarah Armstrong did. He even
allowed her to climax if her husband could get her there. That had
only ever happened twice. And Jim barely even lasted his 100
seconds because he was so trigger-happy after waiting a whole
month. Even fucking in time with a metronome rarely prevented him
from filling the condom. Yet another month’s wait was something Jim
was always desperate to avoid.

Then it
would end with them both thanking him profusely and Sarah recycling
the contents of the condom into Jim’s open mouth. By the standards
of Penal Colony Nine, those precious minutes really were a treat.
It kept them both keen and loyal to him but without indulging them
too much.

“You can tell Jim.” He said.

“Thank you. He’ll be so grateful, sir.”

Bull
released Sarah’s warm pussy and turned his eyes back to the
couples. Well, not couples. Mixed pairs.

Mop was
hammering into Barbie with all his might. His butt was yoyoing up
and down. His glazed eyes peered up at Bull from under his fringe,
asking for permission.

Bull
nodded.

“Ugh … ugh …”

The 24yr
old was on the point of no return.

“STOP!”

Mop
froze, his bottom in mid-air, motionless, except for his twitching
buttocks. His orgasm was ruined but, hey, that was better than
nothing, right? Besides, that one may well be the last orgasm the
kid ever has.

“Now, you two.”

Wimp was
still licking and nuzzling Cumdump’s backdoor. She was caressing
his pickle but teasing rather than masturbating it.

“Leave that alone.”

She
released Wimp’s shaft. Its purple crown was swollen with
need.

“Right, let’s swap again.” Bull said.

This was
his favourite bit.

He looked
at Mop. “Pull out of her.”

Bull
watched the kid clamber off Barbie, his thin dick still hard, a
globule of semen dangling from the tip of his glistening
erection.

“Now, kneel there. Butt in the air.”

He could
see from their expressions that they all had a
premonition.

“You!” he barked at Wimp. “You want to cum? So fuck his arse
then.”

Bull
thought, just for a moment, that he detected a flash of resistance
in both men’s eyes, as if they might refuse. He hoped so. Mop
looked up from his bowed posture, staring at him in shock. Having
just had an orgasm of sorts, he was likely to be a bit more
rebellious. But, just as quick, it appeared he had no fight
left.

Wyatt’s
jaw was set tight. He glanced at his wife. Almost indiscernibly,
Barbie shook her head. Her message was obvious. Obey.

Then Bull
gave them both a very magnanimous smile.

“Or … perhaps I’ll let you start off with a blowjob today.
Would you prefer that, instead of anal?”

Mop
exhaled with relief. He nodded. “Y … yes sir, please.”

Wimp
agreed. He nodded as well. “Mm … yes sir.”

It seemed
neither man wanted to give Bull either time or reason to change his
mind again. Within a brief moment, Wimp was on his knees, back
straight, his erection jutting out. Mop shifted from his bent over
position and turned so he was facing Wimp’s cockhead. He glanced at
Bull and then opened his mouth wide.

“Mm …”

Bull
watched them both getting in touch with their homosexual sides.
He’d watched a few feeds from the nighttime cameras in their
bedroom. These two didn’t exactly hate each other but neither did
they care much for each other. And the tension between their two
women was equally palpable.

Bull
gestured at Cumdump, who’d remained lying on her back with her
knees raised. He pointed at Barbara’s oozing gash.

“Clean her out.” He ordered. “It’s your fiancé’s cum, after
all.”

He smiled
at his black and tan Alsatian. The dog had wandered into the room.
K-9 looked round and settled down in the corner. But all four
humans had seen the animal. They looked alarmed.

Mop was
bobbing his head up and down, without using his hands, just as he’d
seen his fiancé learning on Bull. He jerked his mouth backwards and
forwards, humming a tune on Wimp’s cock. Wimp didn’t seem to know
whether to be embarrassed or to enjoy it. His eyes just looked
confused.

“Use your hand.” Bull ordered. “You’ve got one minute to make
him cum.”


Meanwhile, Cumdump was hunkered down between the honeyed legs
of Wimp’s wife. Despite the past few days, Barbie looked better
than ever. But her blue eyes were wide open with turmoil, as if she
was enjoying cunnilingus more than she though she
should.

So, Bull
sat back and pondered what might come next.

He didn’t
know it yet, but it turned out to be an important
decision.




CHAPTER 26 -
BEX

 


Her name
was Rebecca but everybody – her family, her friends, and now her
fans – called her Bex. And, at the age of 31, she’d finally made
it.

Bex
didn’t have to audition any more. No, she attended ‘meetings’
instead. No sleazy casting agents for her any longer. She met the
director straight off. He wooed her. Not the other way
round.

Over the
past 12 months, she’d been in two hit shows. Big parts too. And for
one of them there was a rumour she was up for that year’s Best
Supporting Female Actor award. She and Josh were joining the
bigtime. A power couple. Movers and shakers.

And
unlike many actresses, she hadn’t done it on her back. Not a single
time.

“Mr. Mannion can see you now.”

The
director’s secretary gave Bex a smile. An obsequious smile,
obviously well aware she was addressing cinema’s next big star. Bex
merely nodded, not even giving the woman the time of
day.

She’d
spent ages selecting her outfit. In the end she’d gone for a blend
of professional-but-casual, in other words not trying too hard: a
white suit that showed off her tan, involving a pencil skirt and
matching jacket, set off by a cream silk blouse with just one
button undone. A second button open would have looked too
provocative. Her outfit was completed with sensible heels and just
her everyday jewellery: engagement diamond and a simple platinum
wedding band.

The
secretary knocked and opened the door without waiting for a reply.
She smiled again as Bex walked straight past her into the
room.

It was
just as she expected. An overwhelming room, full of books on the
shelves, piles of scripts on tables, a film projector and screen,
and a large desk at the other end. Sitting behind the desk was a
very young man.

Not Tod
Mannion.

“Hi there, Bex, grab a seat.”

“Er … where’s …?”

“He’s busy. You’ve got me.”

The man
couldn’t have been more than 21, maybe 22. He was short too.
Several inches smaller than she was. He came round the side of the
desk and patted the solitary chair facing it.

“B … but …” Bex frowned, taking the seat.

She was
here to discuss Tod’s new project. Entitled “The State Knows Best”,
it was a government-funded film about a fictional couple who decide
to follow all the official advice and how happy that makes them.
Bex had been sent the script for the lead female part. She’d come
to this meeting to discuss taking the role.

“Who are y … you?” she asked him, as he leaned against the
desk, looking down on her.

“Call me Joe.” He said. “I’m one of Mr. Mannion’s
assistants.”

Bex felt
super-uncomfortable. The young man was dressed for the beach. He
was wearing a T-shirt and patterned bathing shorts. And his eyes
were definitely focused on her blouse instead of her face. She
started to get up from her chair.

“I see. Well, I can come back another time.”

He pushed
her shoulder so she fell back into the chair.

“Not so fast, Bex. You’re here now. Let’s talk.”

“Let me up!”

He shook
his head.

“You’ve read the script, right?”

“Y … yes, I have.”

“Like it?”

“Well, I have some suggestions. I think it could be improved.
And my part made a bit bigger.”

He
chuckled and patted the front of his bathing shorts.

“You’re making my part a bit bigger too, Bex.”


Obviously, she reacted as anybody would. She pushed herself
up from the chair and tried to storm out. This would be Bex’s
#Metoo moment. And this Joe Schmuck would fry!

He
slapped her. A right-hander that knocked her face
sideways.

“Sit down, Bex. You want the part, right?”

She
caressed her cheek and plonked herself back in the chair. She had
to be careful. This guy could be dangerous. Even a
rapist.

“Er … yes, of course, I do.”

“And how much do you want it?”

“Well, to be honest, quite a lot, actually.”

He
smirked.

“Enough to blow me?”

She
blinked. Had she heard right?

“Absolutely not.” She shouted. “Now, let me go!”

He pulled
down his bathing shorts and revealed his groin. She even caught a
glimpse of his penis. It was coiled in his pubic hair like a
snake.

“LET ME GO!” she screamed. “And I’ll see you in
court!”

At that
moment, the door opened and Tod Mannion entered, followed by
several people carrying cameras and cables.

“Fantastic.” Mr. Mannion gushed. “Awesome. Loved
it.”

He came
over to them and held out his right hand for Bex to
shake.

She was
dumbfounded. There were about ten people in the room now, a film
crew.

She
placed her limp hand in his. He pulled her to him and kissed her
full on the mouth. His other hand cupped her bottom, yanking her
body into his.

“Great job, Joe. The audience will love it!”

“What …?” Bex looked from one to the other in shock.

Then she
saw a young woman holding a clipboard. She was wearing black
dungarees and a red bandana.

“Bex Adams, you are being arrested as one of the Ten Percent,
in accordance with Amendment 9a to the 2022 Payback Act. You will
be taken from here immediately and 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 …”

Tod
Mannion and his assistant grabbed Bex. One of them ripped her cream
blouse open, tearing the silk, revealing her bra. The other shoved
his hands up her skirt, pawing her underwear. Screaming, she fought
them while the cameramen moved in for closeups.

“Let me go, you bastards! Josh, my husband, he’ll …”

The girl
with the bandana and clipboard smirked.

“Ah yes, Josh. He’s already waiting for you on the hovercraft.
You’re lucky. You’ve both been allocated to Penal Colony
Nine!”




CHAPTER 27 -
MAINLAND

 


“Good evening. This is MBC1. It’s 6 p.m. and time for your
favourite show of the day … as we join PC9-TV”.

All over
the Mainland, people are currently settling down in front of their
TVs and screens to watch the Mainland Broadcasting Corporation’s
highest-rated programme. Families eating supper together, couples
just home from work, heckling students in the pub, solitary guys
with pants round their ankles and erections already in
hand.

It is
estimated that some 90 percent of the adult population watch
‘Retribution’ on a regular basis, either the daily six o’clock
show, or logging into live feeds at some time during the day or
night. Over 50 percent of people describe themselves as
‘addicted’.

After the
jaunty theme music and some lurid, teasing images, the programme
cuts to the two slick and handsome presenters. They host the show
every evening of the week. The black man on the left is Django. The
busty woman on the right is Cordelia.

“Good evening, everybody and thanks for joining us.”

Django
has a beaming smile that lights up the show. He’s in his 50s,
slightly greying, with salt and pepper hair that’s slicked back, a
moustache, and copper-coloured skin. As usual, he’s wearing his
signature cream suit and, today, a red silk tie.

“Have WE got a show for you this evening!” Cordelia
enthuses.

She looks
like plenty of other female presenters: coiffed hair, perfect
makeup, an easy smile and a pearl necklace. The red of her jacket
matches Django’s tie. Her cream blouse shows a considerable amount
of cleavage. Rumour has it that Cords – as everybody calls her –
was chosen largely for her luscious breasts. Some kids are already
jerking off in their bedrooms before the show’s even
begun.

“What have you got for us, Cords?” Django asks.

“Well, soon we’ll be dropping by Studio 12, to see what happens
when their ‘Landlord’ – she gives the audience a lewd wink – pops
by to collect the rent. We’ll also be breaking the bad news to
Studio 6.”

“Oh man, I can’t wait for that moment.” Django cuts in. “We had
over 10 million votes on that one. Thanks to everyone who
clicked.”

“But first let’s meet our newest arrivals! Inside Number
9!”


Cordelia’s voice continues over a cutaway shot of two people
in a studio-room. The couple are completely unaware that they’re
being watched. The audience at home knows there are 12 of these
identical rooms in all. They’re all little ‘homes’ divided into
living, eating, sleeping and bathing areas, each monitored by over
200 micro-cameras.

“Let’s meet Daniel Cohen.” Cordelia adds, as the editor cuts to
show a man in his early 40s who’s laying the small kitchen table
with plastic forks, knives, spoons and cups. A saucepan is bubbling
on the single-ring stove.

“And this is his wife Deborah … “Django’s voice takes over,
“with an H.” he emphasises, “so as not to confuse her with the
other Debra in Studio 2.”

The
picture flips to a shot of a woman who’s perched on the toilet.
Although she has no idea that millions of viewers are watching, she
still looks embarrassed because she’s so near her husband who’s
laying the table. The camera zooms in until her face fills the
screen.

Django
whispers over the action as if he might be heard by the
woman.

“Now, this charming couple naively think that the State’s
looking into their case because there may have been a
mistake!”

He and
Cordelia both laugh over a closeup of Deborah’s mouth.

“They’re going to be sooo disappointed!”

At that
moment the screen splits horizontally into two; the upper shot
remains focused on Deborah’s flushed face while the lower half
shows the feed from a pin-camera secreted inside the
pan.


Cordelia’s voice chuckles over the action.

“Let’s meet Deborah’s other two orifices, shall we?”

The
picture is in High-Definition. The lower half of the screen is now
filled by a closeup of a urinating vulva. Deborah has a bush of
black pubic hair but her pink labia can be seen along with her
cascade of pale urine. The dark whorl of her anus is also visible
between her parted cheeks as she squats on the toilet
seat.

The
audience can simultaneously study her undercarriage and her facial
expression as she empties her bladder. Her eyes can’t hide the
mixture of relief and yet awkwardness, as she knows her husband can
hear the hissing sound. Her cheeks and neck become mottled
red.

“What do we think of our new couple, ladies and
gents?”

A counter
appears on the bottom right of the screen. It starts at 0%, rapidly
rises through 10% … 20% … 50% … then slows but reaches 83 percent
before it times out, just as Deborah is dabbing between her thighs
with a square of old newspaper from a box on the floor.

“Eighty three!” Django confirms, laughing. “No need for VAR on
this couple then!”

The
screen cuts back to Django’s beaming smile and Cordelia’s arched
eyebrow as she talks to the millions watching.

“So, as usual, ladies and gentlemen, we’d like your suggestions
for Dan and Deborah. Our lines will be open for the next hour. You
can call, or message, whichever you prefer. However, only until 7
p.m. After that, please don’t call, or your suggestions won’t count
and you may still be charged!”

“Now, without delay, let’s go visit Home-Sweet-Home number 12
…”

The
screen cuts to the external doorstep of another studio. The sun is
shining and there are trees in the background. Movement tells us
that the jerky action is being filmed by a handheld camera. There’s
a sign with the number ‘12’ on the outside of the sturdy door. A
man in a raincoat is about to use his key to let himself in. He
smirks at the camera and holds up a briefcase with the word
Landlord etched onto it.

And, all
across the Mainland, a rapt audience is pretty certain what’s about
to happen.
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THE SHAMING OF
THE SHREW

ACT I

 


“Fancy a beer?”

I nodded.
We’d just finished 18 holes of golf and I was parched. Conor got us
two pints at the bar and brought them over.

“Cheers.”

He’d
suddenly befriended me three months ago. I wasn’t sure why. I mean,
Conor’s 15 years younger than me. He’s also considerably fitter,
better at golf and popular with the other club members.

Whereas
I’m about to be 50, overweight, unfit and a pretty terrible putter.
Plus, to be honest, I’ve always been a bit of a nonentity at the
golf club. I’ve been divorced for over a decade now and I gave up
dating and socialising years ago, whereas Conor’s married and
always seems to be the life and soul of any crowd at the
bar.

What’s
more, his missus hates me. Or it seems that way anyway. I’ve only
met her a couple of times but our conversations started out stilted
and cold, and then became outright aggressive.

Anyway,
Conor and I began chatting about usual things for a few minutes;
our game, which he’d obviously won rather easily, the weather, the
beer.

“And how’s Katherine?” I asked, just being polite.

His smile
was detached. “Shrewish, as always.”

I was
shocked. I mean, he’d never said anything like that about Katherine
before. She was undeniably pretty and reasonably popular too, as
far as I knew. It was really only me she seemed to have a problem
with.

“And how’s the love life?” he asked in return, arching an
eyebrow.

I
shrugged. “Rubbish, as always.”

Conor
smiled, his blue eyes suddenly staring directly into
mine.

“Horny?”

I
snorted, blushing. What kind of question is that for one guy to ask
another?

“Er … I … manage thanks … on my own.”

I’ll
never forget the next few seconds for as long as I live. His lips
curled in the tiniest smirk and he gave me a lewd wink.

“How would you fancy fucking the shrew for me.”

 


FOUR
WEEKS LATER

 


I was
sitting astride Katherine’s face. She absolutely hated tonguing my
crevice. But she’d already done it several times over the past
month. I was taking a fair bit of my weight but her face was
bearing its share of the load too. I could feel her squished
nostrils between my flabby cheeks.

Conor had
given me carte-blanche with his slave-wife. There were only two
things I wasn’t allowed to do. I couldn’t kiss her. And I couldn’t
fuck her cunt. You see, the shrew was what he called ‘O&A
only’. Everything else was fine by him.

It turned
out that Conor and Kat had picked me out months ago. They’d been
together since university and their kinks had evolved over the 16
years since then; starting out with mild bondage and spanking and
steadily building up to a fully-fledged Male-Led-Relationship.
Katherine was a cuckquean. Conor openly dated other women. They’d
tried just about every BDSM act I’d ever read about and some I
hadn’t even heard of.

But even
that hadn’t been enough.

Now he
was whoring her out.

So I was
facing her feet. I reached down and ran my finger just inside her
puffy labia. She gasped and the whoosh of her warm breath tickled
my anus. Her cunt was sopping wet. Despite hating analingus, she
was horny as fuck. Shame turns her on. Big time.

Her
coldness and hostility towards me had all been part of their plan.
To make me dislike her. But my age and looks were obviously part of
my attraction too. Conor told me they’d started out with her
blowing a couple of young English guys that he chose for her. They
were Katherine’s age and class, both fit and good looking, shooting
their loads down her throat.

Just to
give her a taste, so to speak.

Then he
selected an Italian during a vacation in Venice. Next up was an
18yr old Swedish student visiting London. He was half Kat’s age so
Conor let him fuck her arse to really put her in her place.
Finally, my two immediate predecessors were a pair of black guys
who ‘dated’ her for a couple of months. All oral and anal only, of
course.

But Conor
wanted to test his darling shrew even further. To find her a
middle-aged, fat, balding loner who she found downright
unattractive. And what’s more, she’d start by pissing this guy off
first. Building an unhealthy tension between them.

And the
coup de grace was that it wouldn’t be some quick one off. Oh no,
she’d remain at his beck and call for a ‘proper relationship’. Such
a disgusting idea made Katherine’s soaking cunt quiver.

I
finished myself off over her tongue and face. Needless to say, I’d
never given any woman a facial before Kat. Never had the chance.
Next I scooped the streaks of jizz into her mouth. Believe it or
not, she hates cum. She always has, apparently; it’s more the slimy
texture than the sharp taste. It still makes me chuckle when I read
porn describing jizz as delicious. But Conor insists that she
swallows everybody’s regardless. His own and other guys. And I
wouldn’t want to disappoint him.

“Same time tomorrow.”

Their
house is only about a 15 minutes’ drive from mine. I always make
her rush over to me. Under Conor’s rules, I can summon her whenever
I like between 7 a.m. in the morning and 11 p.m. at night.
Sometimes I give her a day or so’s warning but, other times, I just
send a text saying NOW!

As Kat
left, she straightened her outfit; it was just a trashy miniskirt
and boob tube more suited to a teenager than a 35yr old housewife.
Her lipstick was smeared over her pretty chin. I chuckled as I
watched her drive off.

I’m an
auditor at a local accountancy firm. It’s a safe, boring, 9-5 job.
By 6 o’clock the next day I was balls-deep in the shrew’s arsehole.
She was already well trained when Conor loaned her to me. Whereas
I’d never had anal sex before. My ex-missus wouldn’t even have
contemplated trying.

Anal sex
is the only way Conor allows Kat to orgasm. To be fair, it’s the
only way she allows herself to as well. She can’t – and won’t –
masturbate or touch herself, even while she’s being used anally.
It’s directly via some guy’s cock in her arse, or not at
all.

So there
she was, on all fours in my living room, bum at the right height
for me, her forehead pressed to the carpet. I reached underneath
her and slid a fingertip inside her labia. She gasped. Soaking wet
again. I took my hand away and smiled inwardly. I don’t think my
cock’s big enough. Or maybe my thrusts aren’t powerful enough?
Perhaps her disgust outweighs her arousal? Who knows? As far as I’m
aware, she hasn’t had a single orgasm since that fateful day Conor
offered her to me a month ago.


Eventually, I filled her rectum and relaxed atop her back
until I recovered my breath. I could almost feel her sexual
frustration underneath me. I extracted my cock and smiled at her
posture. Damn she was cute. The contrast between my own flabby
paunch and her gym-bunny body will never cease to thrill
me.

“Same time tomorrow.”

I watched
her tug her miniskirt down her hips as far as she could, hiding her
leaking arsehole as she walked to her car. A few minutes after
she’d driven off my phone rang. It was Conor.

“Hiya mate. R U ready to step things up a little?”

 


ACT II

 


It turned
out that Conor was going on a golfing holiday in Portugal and he
was taking another woman as his partner. I’d seen him with her at
the club once. I’d thought she had to be his niece. Melissa; young,
like only 21 or 22, and super-hot.

“Can you take a week off work to babysit the shrew?”

I
couldn’t take annual leave but …

“I could work from home?” I suggested.

“That works.” He chuckled. “Thanks.”

This was
to be very different, taking Kat in for a whole week, rather than
just her brief visits for purely sexual purposes. So, I was
determined to make the most of it. In fact, Conor demanded
it.

“You’ll be working 16-hour days.” I told her.

She was
dressed in the housemaid’s uniform that I’d specified. “Seven in
the morning until eleven at night.”

She
nodded. “Yes Sir.”

My ex got
our house when we divorced. So now I live in a modest two-bedroom
cottage at the end of a quiet cul-de-sac. And at this stage it had
become a complete tip. Frankly, I hadn’t done more than essential
housework for years.

The dust
and grime were thick. There were piles of old magazines and papers
everywhere. The kitchen was a shambles and the fridge had mould. I
won’t even try and describe the bathroom. But by the end of the
week it was going to look like a show-home.

Conor
face-timed me from Portugal once he and Melissa had settled into
their room. They were both wearing white robes and had wet
hair.

“How’s she doing?” he asked.

I turned
my phone so they could both see. Kat was on her hands and knees
scrubbing the tiles of my kitchen floor with a toothbrush. Her
maid’s outfit was one of those cheap, tacky costumes women can buy
for fancy dress parties; a lowcut top, miniskirt, fishnet stockings
and PVC stiletto heels.

Her black
skirt was flipped up over the small of her back where I’d left it.
Her red buttocks were on show between her suspender belt and
stockings.

“Did you need to beat her?”

“Yep. But just 12 strokes. She was working too
slow.”

Conor
laughed. “Let’s see her cunt.”

I got up
and gave them a closeup. “Part your knees.”

We all
had a good view of her hairless pussy and anal whorl. Her labia
were swollen and glistening. She was even hornier than
usual.

“Wow!” a female voice exclaimed. “Look at that. Fuck
me!”

“Don’t worry, darling, I will.” Conor replied,
laughing.

After
we’d ended the call, I summoned Kat to bring me a chilled beer from
the fridge. I idly fingered her pouting labia under her short
skirt. The scent of her arousal turned me on.

“You like your husband fucking other women, don’t
you?”

She bit
her lower lip. Fuck me, she was pretty. I could still barely
believe I was having my wicked way with this gorgeous 35yr
old.

“It’s hard to … explain. But kind of. Yes Sir.”

I invited
her to eat with me. She’d prepared a fish pie while I was busy
working. There was enough for two, with peas and
broccoli.

“It must hurt though?”

Her smile
was part-grimace, part-sigh. She slowly chewed her mouthful and her
eyes became moist.

“It hurts a … lot. But it’s a sick, arousing, emotional hurt,
if you can understand what I mean. I’ve been like this for as long
as I can remember, since puberty anyway. There’s more than one kind
of masochism.”

I nodded.
For the first time I was seeing Kat as a human being and not just a
sex toy. Her initial rudeness had just been part of a plan to make
me dislike her. And it wasn’t her fault that I was older,
overweight and losing my hair.

It was a
shock to realise that I was starting to like her.

At 11
o’clock, with the downstairs of my house now looking spic and span,
we went up to bed. I’d been binge-watching a box set while she
worked. She hesitated outside the bathroom.

“May I … sir?”

“Sure.”

But I
didn’t leave the doorway. I’d never seen a woman on the toilet
before. My missus used to be very particular about locked
doors.

“Pee? Or poop?”

She
blushed. “B … both sir.”

I smiled,
not budging. Conor had given me carte blanche. I was helping this
couple live out their abnormal fetish. So the least I deserved was
to tick off my own bucket list.

“Hurry up then.”

She
spread her knees and squatted low over the bowl. I took my phone
out of my pocket and began videoing.

“Raise your skirt.”

She used
both hands to lift up the hem of her maid’s skirt, like she was
curtseying, and chewed her lip once again. I already had a title
for my little video.

‘The shaming of the shrew’

She
pissed first. An endless, hissing jet of the water she’d drunk
during dinner. But before her stream stopped, I heard her fart. Her
cheeks blushed bright crimson.

“Go on then. Be quick.”

She’d
obviously been holding it all in for a while. There was a secondary
explosion and then one, two, three splashes in quick succession. I
moved closer and held my phone close, between her splayed thighs.
She looked up at me as a single tear bubbled down her
cheek.

“Okay?” I checked, pressing pause.

After a
moment’s hesitation, she nodded. “Yes. It’s just he’s never done
that before. Filmed me like this, I mean.”

“He, being … Master Conor … your husband.”

I found
myself using a slightly sarcastic tone when I said the word
‘Master’. I’m not that keen on titles myself.

“Yes. I’m just … no longer used to … new things.”

I held up
my phone. “Look, I can delete it. Right now.”

She shook
her head. Her damp eyes were locked on mine.

“N … no.” she croaked. “I … like it. You see, I just never
thought you’d be much good at all this.”

Her
comment hurt. I’m not sure why, but it did. I might not be some
fit, toned and big-dicked Alpha, but I rather fancied myself as
latent Dominant.

I
unzipped my fly and eased my cock out while she was still squatting
astride the toilet.

“Okay then, slut. So, you’re ready to step things up a little,
huh?”

 


ACT
III

 


“Omig …!”

Their
laughter came through loud and clear over my laptop. Conor and
Melissa were sat up together in bed, about to get ready for dinner.
They’d just watched my video of his wife on the toilet.

“Can I have a copy?” Melissa asked. “I promise I won’t share
it.”

“Well, not unless the shrew misbehaves.” Conor chuckled.
“Sure.”

I sent
them a copy of my 2 minutes epic.


Meanwhile, Kat was preparing dinner. I could see the back of
her neck was mottled-red with shame, listening to their hoots of
laughter. I had no idea if Melissa was naturally a bitch or if
Conor encouraged her. I suspected the latter. I’d done a bit of
reading of stories tagged ‘cuckcake’. Cuckqueans seem to be turned
on by the same sorts of humiliations as male cuckolds.

The table
was laid for two. Kat had prepared enough lasagne for the two of
us.

Ten
minutes later, my doorbell rang. She looked at me in
alarm.

“Go open it.”

Conor
hadn’t merely given me permission. In fact, he’d actually suggested
this. When the time felt right to me, which it did now.

Standing
on the doorstep was an even older, chubbier and less appealing man
than yours truly. His name was Kev and he’s the nearest I have to
an ‘old mate’. We both studied accountancy together back in the
day.

“Phew, fuck me sideways.” Kev whistled. “You weren’t
lying!”

We had a
drink while the maid served us. I had a beer and Kev had a vodka
tonic. Then he and I sat at the table and ate all the lasagne and
most of the green salad. As I said, enough for the two of
us.

Over the
meal he and I had a good catch up; updates about people he still
saw that I’d lost touch with, that kind of thing. We’d all studied
together even though Kev was a so-called mature student, 10 years
older than the rest of us. We reminisced about those times. But
then he lit a cigarette and our conversation moved onto the
elephant in the room.

I told
her to bring over an ashtray.

“So, she’s your … sub, right?”

“She’s … on loan to me. Her real Dom’s on holiday with another
woman.”

“Wow. And you can … literally do what you like?”

“Not quite. No kissing and no fucking. Oral and anal
only.”

“What! Seriously? And this is all … consensual?” he flicked the
tip of his cigarette over the ashtray.

I clicked
my fingers. Kat came and stood by my chair. I raised her skirt to
reveal her suspender belt and freshly depilated mound. Then I
gently slapped her legs apart.

“Look.”

Her labia
were more swollen than ever. Her cunt was pouting and we could see
a sheen of moisture at the top of her inner thighs.

“Fuck … she’s turned on.”

“It’s more than consensual, Kev. This is what she wants. Isn’t
it?”

Kat’s
lips opened but no words came out. I could see her eyes as she
stared at Kevin. I think she already had an inkling of how this was
going to go down. Revulsion, humiliation and arousal were all
simultaneously etched on her face.

She
nodded.

I smiled
at Kev’s coarse expression. He seriously isn’t a looker. I’m Brad
Pitt in comparison. He’s sixty, with thick specs, a piggish face, a
large belly and his shirt reeked of tobacco.

“Here.” I said. “Feel.”

He rested
his cigarette in the ashtray. Kat shifted position slightly so that
his outstretched arm could reach. He hesitated then poked a fleshy
digit into her cunt.

“Sss …” she hissed.

“Well, bugger me. She’s leaking like a faucet!”

“Careful. Don’t touch her clit. We don’t want her to
cum.”

“No?” He pulled his hand away and picked up his
cigarette.

“She’s only allowed to orgasm from anal sex.”

Kev
looked from me to her in shock. She blushed.

“And does she?”

I
chuckled. “Not yet. To be honest, I prefer blowjobs. I don’t fuck
her arse very often. Four times so far, I think. Right?”

“S … six times, sir, actually.”

I
shrugged. Who’s counting, right?

Kev was
getting the hang of it now. “Turn round.” He ordered.

Her buns
were pert and a lovely pale, unblemished colour. The marks from her
caning had gone. He cupped a buttock and then thumbed her anal
crevice open.

“Looks nice and tight.”

“Oh, it is, remarkably. Despite extensive use.”

He
glanced at me. His eyes were distorted by his thick specs but I
could read his mind.

“Have you ever tried anal, Kev?”

He
snorted and shook his head, stubbing out his cigarette.

“Chance would be a fine thing.”

“Like to try now? While you’ve got the chance.”

I
expected my old mate to hesitate. But he didn’t.

“You’re kidding. ‘Course I would!”

“You’ll have to use a condom.” I said. “And I’ll film you. But
don’t worry. I’ll stay in the background and keep your face out of
it.”

He jumped
at my terms.


Naturally, I’d never seen Kev’s cock before. He might have
been old and ugly, but my mate was unexpectedly hung like a horse.
Our movie began with Kat carefully rolling a rubber over its veined
length. She looked in a daze.

But she
knew that, ultimately, this humiliation was only obeying her
Master’s wishes. And her own desires. Being loaned by Conor to
handsome studs had been way too easy. However, being sub-let by
some old guy to an even older one?

Now this
was a proper test.


Amazingly, Kev wasn’t at all shy. He seemed happy for me to
video the action closeup. He arranged Kat on all fours and then got
behind her. He unbuttoned her tight blouse and released her braless
tits, so they hung down and he could juggle them.

“Oh man, it’s been years since I milked any udders.”

We
needn’t have worried about his erectile ability. I handed him some
extra lube for his rubbered-up horse-cock and filmed him applying
some to Kat’s anal rim too. Then he began pushing his purple
cockhead against her sphincter muscle.

“Nggh … ngh …” she was grimacing.

“Shush!” I hissed, zooming on her contorted face.

“Yesssss.” Kevin hissed as he eventually managed to pop her
sphincter and zigzagged his gnarled shaft all the way into her back
passage.

It didn’t
take him long. I filmed the whole epic in one single-take. Just
over three minutes of rhythmic thrusting. I walked around them,
getting views from every angle; Kev’s glistening cock sliding in
and out, her braced hips and swaying boobs, the slap of flesh
against flesh, his sweating face and Kat’s open mouth.

And then
he came, throwing his head back in ecstasy.

I was
filming the shrew. Her features filled the screen.

“You filthy slut. You should be ashamed!” I taunted.

And then
– without warning – Kat climaxed too, uttering one long primal
scream.

When
she’d come down from her first orgasm in ages, I gently stroked her
lovely face.

“So, you’re obviously ready to step things up even
further?”

 


ACT IV

 


“Omig …!”

Their
laughter came through loud and clear over my laptop. Conor and
Melissa were lying on sun loungers on their hotel balcony. They’d
just watched my video of Kev and Kat.

“Who IS that guy?” Melissa giggled. “He’s older than my
dad!”

“Is my missus there?” Conor asked.

“Hold on, I’ll take the phone upstairs.”

She was
kneeling in the bathroom scrubbing the toilet pan.

“Hey, shrew. Your Master wants to speak to you.”

She was
working topless, holding a toothbrush. She looked at the
screen.

“So, you had an orgasm?”

“Yes Master, I did.”

“Well, that’s the last one for a month. Understood?”

She
nodded. I could see Melissa alongside Conor. She had her hand on
his leg. Both their bodies were glistening with suntan
lotion.

After
we’d signed off, I tugged down my corduroys and boxers and sat on
the toilet seat.

“Blow me.”

I’d spent
part of the night awake puzzling over how to step things up even
further. I took a hold of my maid’s ponytail and made her look up
at me as she sucked.

“You know we only have two rules. Anything else goes,
yes?”

She
answered with her eyes while sucking my cock to
half-mast.

“And it’s what you want? Seriously? To submit to me as if I was
your Master?”

Again,
her doe-eyes said yes, she did. Her warm mouth did too.

“You know how this is going to end, don’t you?”

This time
she frowned, or as much as she could while sucking cock. Her
forehead creased. No, she didn’t know how this ends.

I relaxed
and let rip. It’s not easy when you’re semi-erect and getting
harder by the second. But I managed to unleash a hot jet into the
back of her mouth. Her eyes flew wide open and she retched. But she
didn’t lose contact with my firehose. I turned the tap on full,
blasting her larynx to try to put out my fire.

It was
time to acknowledge the reality.

I was
falling for her.

 


***

 


Conor
phoned me on Friday morning.

“Hey. Do you mind if Mel and I stay on for the weekend? The
weather’s perfect and we’re having such a great time. I’m sorry but
you can handle a couple more days, can’t you? We’ll be back late
Monday I promise.”

I glanced
over at Kat. I’d answered the call on speakerphone. She was sitting
at my kitchen table behind piles of papers. She was sorting through
all my old household files and bills. Her expression barely changed
but I saw something in her eyes.

Could I
handle another two days of this?

“Sure. It’d be a pleasure.”

I let her
break for lunch. She made us both ham sandwiches and salad. We ate
them together.

“Tell me.” I asked. “When does a turn-on become a turn-off?”
She looked confused by my question. “What I mean is, when do things
go too far?”

“What do you mean, Sir?”

“I mean, you’ve been with Conor since you were 18. You’re
married. You’re his wife and, just as importantly, he’s your
husband. I get that you find him fucking another person hot. Just
like male cuckolds do. I guess that’s not soooo freakish. But he’s
been on a fucking week’s holiday with Melissa and now they’re
extending it. Aren’t you jealous? Angry?”

She
looked at me with a wan smile that said I’d never be able to
understand. Several seconds of silence passed.

“Angry? No. Hmm … Jealous? Sure, of course. More than you could
ever know. But it’s like drugs. People know that they’re harmful.
People know they might destroy their life. But they take them
anyway. For the high.”

I took
another few seconds to absorb her words and ponder them.

“So, what would you do if he runs off with Melissa? Or another
woman like her?”

Kat
shrugged. “Conor won’t. But I hope he’d still want me. Like as
their maid or something. In fact, that would be hot. Awful but …
erotic. But if he didn’t then … well, I guess I’d have to find a
new Master.”

Sadly,
the way she said it wasn’t a hint. Or an invitation. I could tell
that. It was a simple statement of fact.

“You remember I said that you must know how this is going to
end?”

She
nodded. She’d been giving me head at the time and hadn’t
replied.

“I remember, Sir. But I genuinely don’t know how it will all
end.”

I smiled
and reached across the table to take her fingers in
mine.

“Nor do I.”

 


***

 


“Fancy a beer?”

I nodded.
Conor had come straight from the airport. We met at the ‘William
Shakespeare’ pub, halfway between our two houses.

“Cheers.”

“So,” he asked, “you have a great time? The shrew behave
herself?”

I told
him all about the past seven days. Everything. Well, almost
everything. I even repeated things we’d already covered on
Face-time.

“She was thoroughly shamed.” I concluded, with a wry
smile.

He raised
his glass to me. “Well, I had a great time too. That Melissa. Fuck,
she’s not only hot and sexy, she’s great company too, despite her
youth.”

“It’s not over with her then? Last week wasn’t just a one
off?”

Conor
frowned. “Of course not. I’m thinking of asking her to move in with
us. Weekends only. Nothing too intense.”

I
swallowed a slug of beer. “And what would Kat say about
that?”

“She’ll go along with it. In fact, she’d probably find it
exciting.”

“And Melissa?”

“Oh, she’d love it. She can’t wait to sink her claws into my
wife.”

I
hesitated. But I had to ask.

“And what about me? Do you still need me … now you’re
back?”

Conor
burst out laughing.

“Of course I do, mate. I need somebody’s help to ratchet things
up a teensy bit further.”

 


ACT V

 


“Come round immediately. You’ve got twenty minutes. And bring
30 quid with you.”

By the
time I heard Kat’s tyres crunch on my gravel, I was nice and
sweaty. I’d purchased an exercise bike to try to shed a few
lbs.

“Give me that … then get down on the floor. Face
up.”

She
handed me the money; three crisp 10-pound notes. She didn’t ask
why. I’d never told her to bring any cash before. I shucked off my
trackpants and put my trainers either side of her head, facing her
feet. Then I plonked my butt down.

I hadn’t
summoned her since Conor got back from Portugal. That was 3 days
ago. You see, I needed some time to suppress my feelings. My role
was clear now. Sadly, I was never going to play more than a walk-on
part in this play.

I hadn’t
bathed for 3 days either. I could tell Kat was struggling with my
stink and flavour. Her tongue-work lacked commitment. I sat down
more heavily, forcing her nose into my soggy crevice.

“Deeper.”

I reached
down to check her cunt. It was as ready as usual. I thought I had a
decent libido. But the cards had dealt poor Kat a royal flush. I
pinched her protruding clit, making her gasp into my
rectum.

After a
couple more minutes, I clambered off and told her to remove my
T-shirt and lie alongside me.

“Lick my armpits.”

She made
a face but obeyed. She sucked my armpit hair and lapped up the
sweat until I was clean. I glanced at the time. 6.28
p.m.

“Now get on all fours, arse in the air.”

I didn’t
use any lube. I wasn’t in the mood. It wasn’t even pleasant but I
forced myself through her dry sphincter with sheer willpower. Then
I began ramming to-and-fro until I was in up to the
root.

The
doorbell rang, right on cue. It was six thirty exactly.

Kev let
himself in with my key. I heard three pairs of footsteps walk into
my living room. He’d managed to find two mates.

“Ah, g … gents.” I grunted, without breaking stride.
“Thanks.”

They made
a fine-looking trio. Bespectacled Kevin, his ginger-haired friend
Jock, and Sahib, their Uber driver.

All four
of us spit-roasted Kat for over half an hour. Free Use. Taking
turns in one hole or the other. Condoms for anal but bareback oral.
They all preferred to spurt down her throat rather than into
rubbers. However, I managed not to shoot my load until after they
left.

“Thanks guys. Say thank you to the kind gentlemen.”

Kat
blushed.

“Th … thank you.” It certainly wasn’t enthusiastic
gratitude.

“Pay them.” I handed her the three 10-pound notes.

Cringing
with shame, Kat handed them a tenner each.

Once
they’d let themselves out, I pointed at the floor again.

“Face up with your legs apart.”

I knelt
between her legs and stared down at her, committing the delectable
sight to memory.

“Do NOT resist!” I warned.

I lowered
my belly onto her and guided my cock in.

Into her
soaking cunt.

“Please …” she whispered into my ear.

I shut
her up.

By
kissing her on the lips.

After 20
seconds she gave up. She accepted my decision. We began moving in
sync, like a couple making love. I held off for as long as
possible. This final time had to be unforgettable. I could tell she
was responding.

“Mmm … yess … Kat … yesssssssss.”

And then
I came inside her, raising my head in ecstasy.

My camera
hidden on the shelf was still recording. I wanted to have a
60-minute movie as a memento.

“I love you.” I whispered into her ear.

And then
she came too, uttering one long primal, orgasmic scream.

 




EPILOGUE

 


I gave up
on golf the moment I gave up Kat.

After
all, I was pretty useless at the game. I stuck with my exercise
bike for a few more weeks but soon gave up on that as well. Sport’s
never been my strong point. Instead, I celebrated my 50th birthday
with Kev and a few of the old mates he’d rounded up.

This girl
called Amy came along. I say girl, I mean woman. She’d been on our
accountancy course as well. She was still in okay shape for a woman
our age. Perky tits and a sort-of-pert bum. Like me, she’s divorced
and unattached. My time with Kat had restored my self-confidence.
So, I asked Amy on a date.

Hmm, I
wonder if she takes it up the arse?

I never
spoke to Conor again. Or to Kat. But I did spot them once. I was in
traffic, driving in my car, and thankfully they didn’t see me. They
were walking along the high street together, arm in arm, laughing.
They stopped to browse a shop window. I watched him pat her on the
buttocks. Then they carried on walking, apparently happy as two
teenagers. I’ve no idea what happened to Melissa. Like me, I’m sure
she only had a bit part role in their story.

But I
like to think Kat and Conor talk about me sometimes. That chubby
fella who came after the Italian, the Swede and the two black kids.
What the fuck was his name? Crap golfer.

Yes, I
broke their rules. I was never going to win. But during my scene I
certainly gave the shrew the shame she was seeking.

And I
still have my private videos too. My own secret porn stash. I watch
them and I think up new ideas, new fantasies, just in case. Because
if Kat ever turns up on my doorstep with a suitcase, I want to be
ready to ratchet things up even further.

 


THE
END
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FEM-DOM SAVED OUR
MARRIAGE

 


It all
started the day I caught Michael masturbating.

Actually,
it was worse than that. You see, I actually watched my husband
feverishly rubbing himself for over a minute before he spotted me.
It was a Saturday morning. I’d been to the local garden centre to
buy plants, and he thought I was still out shopping.

I took my
purchases into our back garden and saw the curtains of his ground
floor den were wide open. He normally used to close them because,
apparently, the sunlight made it hard for him to see his computer
screen while he was working. But that fateful morning, because I’d
gone out, he hadn’t bothered to close them.

So, I
didn’t just walk in on him. I actually watched this ridiculous
sight of my husband with his pants down round his ankles, the lower
buttons of his shirt undone, his fist frantically jerking his penis
up and down, his red face glued to the screen, eyes bugging and
bottom lip drooling. If you’ve never seen a 51yr old man
masturbating, I assure you it’s a truly ridiculous
sight.

Suddenly
he turned and saw me staring at him through the glass.

Then I
had to watch this even more ludicrous sight of him simultaneously
trying to adjust his clothes, rearrange his facial features and
pretend he was working, all while his erection bobbed in his lap
like a flag of surrender. He forced a fake smile and gave me a weak
wave.

We both
knew this was the final straw.

Anyway,
that turning point took place back in 2016, over seven and a half
years ago. Now, as I lie back on our bed on this glorious Saturday
morning - not unlike the sunny weather on that momentous day I
caught him - his forehead framed between my pale thighs, his eyes
gazing up at me, his tongue burrowing into my hairy bush, I can
happily reflect on how that ‘last straw’ in fact saved our
marriage.

I only
discovered oral sex - as in cunnilingus - after I began dominating
Michael. Never once had he taken the initiative and suggested or
offered it to me. Instead, during the early years of our marriage,
he would try to get me to perform orally on him, as in fellatio.
But he never even proposed a quid pro quo.

But then
he’d also pester me to wax my vagina. He even intimated I should
get a so-called boob job and, latterly, nagged me to wear some
trashy set of lingerie that he'd wasted our money on. As we got
older, he lectured me: I should exercise more, eat less, use more
makeup, blah, blah, blah. In short, he always put himself first and
attempted to act all dominant with me.

Of
course, as it turned out, this machismo was all a front.

Michael
and I got married when I was only 20 and he was 25. We had both our
darling girls within three years. Make no mistake, we were both
very much in love. Michael is a fundamentally decent man. But, over
the next couple of decades we ‘fell out of love’. However, unlike
many of our friends, we chose to stay together while they mostly
divorced, separated or had affairs.

Whereas
the passion in our marriage may have diminished but the affection
still lingered. We rubbed along together while our children grew
up. We both had careers and enjoyed a reasonable lifestyle. I’m a
regular churchgoer while Michael played golf at weekends, so we
also gave each other a bit of personal space.

Then, one
Saturday, I discovered that Michael was having an affair. Well, not
an affair, a so-called one-night-stand after a drunken office party
the evening before. He swore it was a terrible mistake that had
never happened before and it would never happen again.


Obviously, I believe in the sanctity of marriage vows and
‘forsaking all others’. But to me divorce is even worse than
infidelity, especially when you have both made a family together.
So I forgave him. I’m more of a ‘turn the other cheek’ Christian
than an ‘eye for eye’ avenger. But I told Michael in no uncertain
terms that he’d had his one and only chance.

There’s
something else too. Something hard for me to put into words. Right
from the moment we both met, I’d always been aware that Michael was
considered more physically attractive than me. He was 5 years
older, more worldly, more outgoing, more popular. He was the
proverbial tall, darkhaired and handsome young man with what
appeared to be a good career ahead of him. Whereas I was short,
pale and well … let’s say, relatively ordinary.

I’m also
religious, reserved, and I’d never had another boyfriend. He was my
one and only. After our girls were born, I admit, I’d put on a bit
of weight and never really shed it. I’m not interested in fashion
or clothes. Deep down, could I really blame my husband for allowing
his eye to wander? I’ve always tried to be honest with
myself.

Anyway,
about a year after his lapse, our younger daughter left home for
college and so we became empty-nesters. Then Michael lost his
managerial job and spent six months unemployed. Our financial
situation became rather stressful. He eventually found a
‘commission only’ sales job working from home. Working in his den.
He did make some sales but his income was up and down. We
increasingly had to rely on my regular salary.

Perhaps
this background helps explain my furious reaction to catching my
husband of 25 years masturbating himself when he’d said he couldn’t
help me at the garden centre because he needed to work. As far as I
was concerned, he was being unfaithful, again. We hadn’t made love
for weeks. He preferred his computer screen and his right hand to
our marital bed and my soft body. His guilty smile and embarrassed
wave sealed his fate. It was the final straw.

Except it
wasn’t. We had a shouting match in the kitchen and then he started
crying, pleading, actually begging. In desperation, he invited me
into his den and showed me what he’d been watching. It was
something called Fem-Dom pornography. I wasn’t completely naïve
back then. Nevertheless, I was stunned. He opened up his history.
There were reams of it: video clips, photos, stories, whatever
else. He got down onto his knees and admitted
everything.

We spent
most of that weekend talking. When we weren’t talking, we were
thinking. I was mulling things over. We agreed there were only two
possible courses of action. Either it really was the straw that
broke the camel’s back. Or I could try and take control of our
marriage in the way that Michael wanted me to. I chose the latter
option. But only on my own terms.

We’re in
love again now and, yes, the passion has been well and truly
rekindled. It turns out that I have a latent dominant streak every
bit as powerful as Michael’s submissive secret. And I think I was
always aware that I was blessed with a decent libido buried under
my spiritual upbringing and bodily insecurities. However,
performing fellatio on him, waxing my body, going to a gym and
wearing lacy thongs really didn’t do anything for me.

In fact,
as it’s turned out, rather the reverse.

Reading
Michael’s browsing history, as I did over a period of several
weeks, until he had no secrets left at all, I discovered a great
deal about male chastity. I found it strange that my husband
masturbated alone while fantasising about being denied.
Nevertheless, his masturbatory habit was something that had
obviously come between us for many years. So I told him it would
have to stop. Permanently. Strictly enforced by one of these steel
devices I’d recently read about.

I am not,
in my opinion, unreasonable. Michael is nearly 58yrs old now. He
admitted to betraying me an average of ten times a week in his den
whilst, at exactly the same time, we were only making love together
once, or at most twice, a month. And our lovemaking when it
happened was merely a cursory roll in bed on a Saturday morning,
with little foreplay and even less emotion.

So I
turned the tables on him.

Now it’s
me who enjoys an average of at least ten orgasms a week, usually in
the comfort of our bed. They can be, like this morning, while I lie
back lazily smiling at the ceiling, on a Saturday. But they can
equally be downstairs on a weekday evening after I’ve got home from
work. Or they can be at bedtime to relax me before a good night’s
sleep.

Michael
had never once performed cunnilingus before I taught him. So he was
a blank canvas. In fact, we learned together. I discovered words –
and acts – that I never even knew existed. Words like G-spot,
squirting and rimming. The more I researched, the more we
experimented, and the better it got.

It was
only in my late-forties that I finally discovered my most erogenous
zones and the intense pleasure my husband could give me, and the
mess I could make of our sheets! My dominant persona was able to
relax and relish Michael’s tongue caressing my bottom, whereas the
younger, inhibited version of myself would never have been able to
enjoy that.

It still
makes me smile that Michael spent all that time wanting me to wear
crotchless underwear and to wax my mound for him. Young Michael
wanted me to be slim, to shower and no doubt to taste delicious if
he’d ever managed to bring himself to kiss me down
there.

However,
the older, honest, obedient and chaste Michael has been converted.
He’s learned to agree with my preference for functional department
store underwear and my comfortable E-cup underwired bras. He
literally worships my unkempt vagina and both my clammy
orifices.

Above
all, he's never, ever, allowed to masturbate. I simply don’t like
it and won’t have it. I’ve always believed that self-gratification
has no place in a loving Christian marriage. The clue’s in the
word. It’s selfish. A loving couple should have no secrets. And no
secret lives. They should make love together … or not at all.
Clearly my stance has had to be slightly adapted in a Female-led
Marriage but only slightly.

I used to
read quite a few accounts of Female-led Relationships as part of my
research into how to handle Michael. I’m aware that some wives
restrict or even deny their husbands sexual intercourse. They
prefer to make their husbands masturbate. I ‘ve learned about tease
and denial, edging, ruined orgasms, and the like. But that’s not
for me.

Instead,
Michael is only allowed to orgasm WHEN making love to me. Also,
interestingly, over the years he’s had a very small number of
so-called wet dreams at night as well (involuntary nocturnal
emissions) which we’ve researched are actually quite unusual in
middle-aged men. So I take them to be a very good sign.

Just like
our routine used to be in the bad old days, we still make love
once, or at most twice, a month. However, there the similarity with
our old life ends. Instead of masturbating away his libido, all
Michael’s pent-up sexual energy is totally focussed on me. It
hasn’t been dissipated in a tissue or goggling at some anonymous
porn image. Of course, he still finds living this pure life hard,
but it’s what we both enjoy, in our different ways.

He’s
never allowed to make the first move. Unlike those old Saturday
morning unions when he’d push up my nightdress and, almost
literally, shove it in, sex only happens now when I’m in the mood,
and when I feel his ongoing behaviour deserves it. Ongoing means
constant.

The
slightest slipup disappoints me. And when I’m disappointed, that
affects my mood negatively. So it can take me anything from one
week to four weeks since our previous conjugal union for me to
‘feel like it’ again. To be brutally honest, whilst I can certainly
still enjoy penetrative sex nowadays I am, mostly, doing it as a
favour to my husband.

To avoid
us having to have explicit conversations about sex, we have
developed a code. I casually mention that I might give him a chance
to ‘impress’ me later, when we’ve gone up to bed. From that moment,
he’s allowed to step up the charm during the evening, and to try to
seduce me with that same romantic attention he used to show me back
when I was a sweet 19 year-old.

He looks
right into my eyes when we talk, he hangs on my every word, he
holds my hand, we kiss, and we both laugh, a lot. Michael’s always
been able to make me laugh. And he never puts any pressure on.
Patience is such an attractive virtue.

Female
domination has completely changed our lives. Not only our sex life
but in every other respect too. For a start, we’ve converted
Michael’s den into a nursery for our young grandchildren. He now
works at our kitchen table instead. His laptop has software
installed that prevents him viewing adult sites or deleting his
history. He’s wearing a chastity cage 99percent of the time so he
couldn’t masturbate anyway. Neither of us has any doubt that all
this has been a major contributing factor to the improvement in his
sales performance and hence our income.

After
Covid-19 and lockdowns, I also work from home now, although I still
go into my office once a week. I don’t make Michael do all our
housework but he does the lion’s share, which he didn’t used to do.
He also accompanies me to church on Sundays. The three friends he
still plays golf with all kindly agreed to delay their start time
until after church has finished.

To
deserve his chance to make love to me, he has to impress me with
his overall behaviour: (i) in his professional work (ii) his
housework (iii) his diet and weight, physical exercise and
attention to me. If I’m not pleased with him, it’s truly no
hardship for me to postpone his chance ‘to impress’ me for another
week. I’m quite content with a massage and cunnilingus when I’m
feeling sexy. I don’t NEED sexual intercourse.

Our
marriage doesn’t involve spanking or corporal punishment, bondage,
leather or any fetishes like that (although for some reason I do
get a buzz from making him wear female instead of male underwear;
but that’s my fetish, not his). My withholding, or granting, sexual
intercourse is really the only stick or carrot we need.

Michael
admits that, after a first few difficult months when we started, he
finally got used to waking up in the morning, knowing that today
would simply be yet another barren day for him. As a result, he
became less distracted by thoughts of sex, and particularly, by any
furtive masturbation or inconsequential orgasms. Of course, it’s
still hard for him, as his frustration steadily grows, but in a
good way.

I’ve
learned to understand and read him so much better, now that
everything’s out in the open. I can tell when his focus on me is
for his own benefit, trying to impress me for his own ends. But I
remind him that it’s much more impressive when it’s solely for my
benefit. I make it quite clear that, whilst perfect conduct is
always welcome, it’s only truly admirable when there’s no hidden
agenda.

And after
a week or so has passed since he last ‘impressed’ me, his desire
for my body really starts to kick in. So, occasionally, I give in,
and spoil him, only making him wait a week, as positive
encouragement, as a ‘carrot’.

But
mostly, after a week has passed since his last orgasm, that’s when
the true test of our understanding starts. I rarely say anything. I
just make him wait, another week, two, even three. The ‘stick’
instead of the carrot.

I’m on
the lookout for any resentment, the slightest change in his
demeanour. He knows I’ll only get ‘turned on’ by him being the best
husband he can be. And because masturbation is a strict no-no, he
knows that his ONLY chance of sexual relief, is to make me want him
inside me.

And when
I say ‘him’ I of course mean his penis. However, I’ve learned to
prefer his tongue, lips and fingers, or a sex toy, while his penis
languishes, locked safely away. And when I say ‘prefer’ I actually
mean there’s really no contest.

That’s a
complete change from the first two decades of our marriage.
Although penetrative sex slowly became less exciting, it was still
all I knew and all that was on the menu. I blame myself for that as
well as Michael. For me, God created penetrative sex for two
purposes; obviously for procreation, but also to be an incomparable
act of emotional bonding between a wife and her loving
husband.

However,
I’ve discovered that – for me - genuinely devoted oral sex is
actually much better as a sexually-satisfying act, particularly
after you’ve been married for three decades and oral is a
relatively recent discovery. Of course, its inequality arguably
makes it less of an ‘emotionally bonding’ activity, but we’ve both
learned to relish that disparity, in our own slightly different
ways. Whereas, in my 20s, I simply wouldn’t have been ready to
relax and enjoy what I now prefer.

Michael
is well aware that I prefer cunnilingus to conventional marital
lovemaking. I’ve told him many times in no uncertain terms. The
blunt fact actually turns on the submissive persona within him. His
pornographic history was full of cunnilingus, oral worship,
facesitting, that kind of thing. In fact he tries desperately (and
uncomfortably) to get erect while his face is between my thighs. I
tell him he should ‘control himself better’ (much as I secretly get
a kick from arousing him).

Then,
after I’m done, I smile and thank him, but that’s all. After seven
years of increasingly accomplished oral pleasure, I know the
difference between, bad, good and great. My standards are high. I’m
not unreasonable but, if he fails to do a great job for whatever
reason, I don’t need to punish him. I simply yawn or sigh and tell
him that I can’t see myself wanting sexual intercourse ‘for quite
some time’. When I say this, he always apologises for disappointing
me, rather than showing any sign of sulking at my implied
criticism.

As well
as oral sex, I’ve learned to get comfortable with sex toys. They
bring an added psychological advantage in that they involve
penetration. I’ve actually always been perfectly satisfied with
Michael’s size (and I’ve never experienced any other man, nor do I
wish to). However, it’s fun to own a couple of toys that are
slightly larger than him, especially as I’m perhaps no longer as
tight as I once was.

I prefer
vibrators to dildos. But I now adore Wands above all, especially
dual stimulation G-zone ones. At my advanced age! Until we began
exploring, I was never aware that orgasms have different
intensities. When I used to manage to achieve one with Michael, in
my 20s and 30s, they were always the same, emotionally and
physically satisfying. Wonderful. I couldn’t ask for
more.

But
that’s because I didn’t know what’s out there. Thank heavens I
didn’t spend the rest of my life not knowing. I now enjoy
incredible, mind-blowing, bed-soaking orgasms that are unequalled
by anything that came before. They’re not more ‘emotionally
fulfilling’ than they used to be but they’re off the charts
sensation-wise. So much so that I can’t handle (and don’t require)
more than a couple of these mega-orgasms a month.

I don’t
regard sex toys as masturbation. I don’t use them on my own.
Michael’s always present. Sometimes he manoeuvres them. Other times
I do. Sometimes he licks me while I use one. The two important
things are that the moment is shared and that it’s witnessed. The
subliminal message is that I don’t need intercourse.

So, as
you can imagine, actual marital sex has become somewhat special for
us again, rather like it was when we were newlyweds. Especially for
Michael. He’s well aware what he’s competing with. I need to be
truly impressed by him, otherwise I’ve got great alternatives, He
longs to hear me say the words that I’ll let him try to ‘impress’
me.

Not that
even those words are a guarantee. He has to seduce me. And
sometimes I change my mind at bedtime on a whim, so he doesn’t take
me for granted. But usually, when we get to the bedroom, I give him
my key so he can unlock and remove his device (I also unlock him
2-3 times a week for hygiene purposes).

His
device is the third we’ve owned. It’s a thing of beauty. Made of
surgical-grade steel, attractive and shiny. The first was rather
ugly and bulky but this current one can be worn all the time
without chafing or discomfort. He can feel aroused and his prostate
can harden but his penis is confined in a flaccid state. I admit I
do enjoy admiring the device and cuddling up to him, reaching
around to fiddle with his hairless groin when we got to
sleep.

In return
for all those years when Michael pestered me to wax my mound and
wear racy underwear, he’s now the one in our marriage whose
genitals and buttocks are completely hairless. He’s the one who
often wears silk lingerie under his clothes. He’s the one who is
kept on a strict diet and exercise regime decided by me. Deep down,
my choices are what he truly wants.

He kisses
my breasts and nipples. We always attend to my pleasure first,
usually in the form of cunnilingus or using one of our toys. He
knows I need to be fully sated and exhausted before we can even
start to ‘make love’. It’s hard to believe that my husband is
approaching 60 and we’ve now been married for 33 years.

He’s in
great shape for his age and is totally desperate for me. I
absolutely love his firm abdomen and the hardness of his penis
throbbing in my teasing fingers. I gently roll a condom over his
erection. I don’t like to sleep with any mess inside me
overnight.

When I
eventually give him the sign, he’s allowed to mount and penetrate
me. He does all the work, taking his weight on his elbows and
looking deep into my eyes. All those tiresome hints he used to give
me about my figure and pubic hair are forgiven and forgotten. Any
insecurities I had about my well-padded tummy and bum are long
gone. I gaze into his eyes and know that he’s genuinely, undeniably
ecstatic to be inside me. I love seeing that look.

However,
I whisper to him to be quick. I’m already satisfied and ready to go
to sleep. He tries to make it last poor dear. But I tell him he’s
still repaying me for all those years when our sex life was just an
occasional perfunctory obligation for him, without any foreplay for
me, or much enthusiasm from either of us.

So if he
lasts longer than a couple of minutes, I sigh and make him pull out
without having an orgasm. As a result, he makes sure it never takes
him too long. My highlight is his loud groan of ecstasy, release
and gratitude, as he fills the condom after a minute or
two.

I lie
there for just a few seconds and always have the same disembodied
thought. I look down at us and think of our contemporaries, so many
of whom are now separated, divorced, twice or even thrice-married,
or just plain unhappy. Yet Michael and I are not just still
together. We’re making love, and making love with real emotion,
real love, epitomised by my husband’s ecstatic noises.

Yes, in a
way they’re moans of frustration that his happy ending hasn’t
lasted longer. And I know he’s well aware that it will probably be
at least two weeks before his next chance to ‘impress’ me.
Nevertheless, not long afterwards, my dear husband is sleeping like
a baby next to me, with a contented smile on his face.

So, you
see THIS is exactly what he’s always wanted.







 


Epilogue: Happy
Ending

 


Violet
read her husband’s letter twice in complete silence, without once
looking up at his face. The first time she rushed through it.
Skim-read it really. But the second time she studied each of its
4,000 words much more carefully.


Eventually, she looked across the room at Michael. The man
she’d been married to for over three decades. The man she loved.
The man who’d written a letter to her in the hope that he could be
describing their new life together.

She’d
never actually caught him masturbating. Sure, he probably did. And
he had lost his job. He was working on a commission-only basis now.
He did have his Den. He did spend a lot of time at so-called ‘work’
in it. He did used to pester her about her weight. And yes, their
sex life was in the doldrums. Had they never actually tried oral
sex? In 33 years? She held out the pages and asked him.

“And you genuinely mean it? A life like THIS is exactly what
you want?”

She heard
the click his parched throat made as he gulped. He hadn’t spoken a
single word for over an hour. He simply sat there in silence,
watching her read his typed letter. He blushed.

“Not necessarily exactly.” He managed to gasp. “The details are
… up to you, of course.”

She
smiled. Gently. Her mind was scrambled but she wanted to let him
know she wasn’t angry with him. She did still love him. She was
shocked, yes. Confused too. But angry? No. Female intuition had
made her suspect something like this for quite some time. At least
now it was all out in the open.

She could
see the relief in his eyes when she smiled at him.

“Details …?” She mused, more as a way of breaking the silence
than asking an actual question.

There was
so much to take in. Even after reading it twice, she couldn’t
remember more than the headlines. But they were enough. No more
secrets. Submission and Dominance. Chastity, denial, frustration.
Ecstasy, love, passion. The title:

Fem-Dom
saved our Marriage.

“And everything’s up to me?” she asked, finally, with a touch
of firmness creeping in her voice.

He
nodded, meeting her gaze full on. “… Everything.”

She
allowed her gentle smile to turn into a mischievous smirk and
gestured at him with the letter.

“Well, in that case, yes, my darling. Bring it on! Let’s have a
serious go at making this work.”

 


THE END
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