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THE STORY SO FAR

 


It is 2025. Jim, Sarah and
Juliette Armstrong have been arrested and
sentenced under the ‘2022 Act of Payback’ to serve long sentences
on Penal Colony Nine. They arrive on the island and are immediately
selected for personal initiation into prison life by the Warden
himself.

As usual, the
Warden makes room for new arrivals in his residence by moving on an
existing couple. In this case it’s Josh and Linda Montagu and he
decides to separate them. He sends Josh to a life of grueling work
in one of the Colony’s sweatshop factories while dispatching Linda
to entertain guests at the island’s famous South Beach
Resort.

Meanwhile, the Deputy Warden is
disappointed with a stubborn prisoner
named Francesca and she aims to acquire extra leverage over her by
tipping off the Tax Bureau about the Clark
Family.

Whilst these events play out, the ‘Editor’ of the
People’s Government is juggling the various factions
in his cabinet, including those who seek to
increase “the Quota” of citizens sent to the Penal
Colonies.
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PENAL
COLONY NINE


BOOK TWO:
THE FACTORY

 


Josh struggled
against his handcuffs and steel chain all the way to the vast
collection of barracks that housed the male factory workers. Behind
the electrified wire fencing were over 200 identical wooden huts,
laid out in five rows.

The young female guards
unhitched him and used their crops to thrash
him into surrender. Then they removed his
ball-gag.

“Try and run or fight
us, and you won’t know what’s hit
you.”

“Okay … okay …” he assured them. The soles of his
feet and the skin round his wrists were agony. So
was his sore
cockhead.

“Forget her.” One of the
girls said. She was black with frizzy hair and a nice face. “Your
missus will be fine. Believe me, you’ve got bigger problems
surviving in here.”

Each hut contained 100 inmates crowded into 10
separate rooms. The girls
led Josh to the hut he’d been allocated to. It was half way along
the fourth row. A sign with D21 was daubed in red on a black
background.

“In here.” The same girl said. “You’re first on the
left, Room 2, space 1.”

Josh followed her and another
female guard into the empty room. The floor
was made of rough concrete and there were no windows. On the floor,
ten narrow rectangles had been marked out in chalk. It was even
worse than the bunk dormitory he’d been used to in the Warden’s
residence.

The girl used her
biker boot to identify the spot nearest the latrine
bucket.

“Here we are.
Learn it; D2121. That’s hut D1, room 2, space 1. It’s your new
home. Enjoy.”

“I … I don’t believe it.” He gasped, blinking at
her.

She shrugged, her face turning less
pleasant. “Well, you should have thought
of that when you came across some homeless person sleeping in a
cold alleyway at night, huh?”

“But I was never
rich.” He said. “I was just an average
lawyer.”

“Did you ever even volunteer
one day in a homeless shelter? You don’t have to be rich to do
that.”

He fell silent. She looked at her colleague and
began to unbutton her jacket.

“Get him out. I need to
use the bucket.”

Josh waited outside the room with the other female
guard. He heard a metallic sloshing sound
through the paper-thin
walls.

“Okay, you can come back
in now.”

The girl beckoned him over and wiped her hand dry
on his cheek, peering down at the
bucket.

“Something to remember me
by.”

Then she kicked the bucket and the contents
spilled out all over his new
home.

 


***

 


Bull liked to draw things
out.

Some of his officers and guards rushed ahead. But
he usually went slowly,
one stage at a time. So that the new arrivals could anticipate and
appreciate their fates, little by
little.

Instead of bothering either of
the Armstrong women, he fucked Linda
Montagu one last time.

“C .. can I ask where my husband is, sir?” Linda
whispered.

“Yes you can.”

She waited
and so did he. Eventually she realized the
‘joke’.

“I mean … would you tell me where he is,
sir?”

Bull looked up at her
sad, pretty little face and smiled. Linda was sitting astride him
on the bed. Her boobs hung down and he was playing with them in his
huge hands while she slowly rode his erection like a
cowgirl.

“Make me cum and then I’ll tell
you.”

Five minutes later,
with her doing all the work, she extracted a marvelous final orgasm
from him. She leaned down and kissed his mouth while he filled her
juicy cunt. Yep, he’d chosen well. This one would make a fine
little hooker down on South Beach.

Bull kissed her back and
then told her bluntly.

“He’s been transferred to the factory. You’ll never
see him again.”

She rose up and looked down at him in
total disbelief.

“N … no! Bu … not even a g …
goodbye?”

He smiled kindly, thumbing her
nipple. He knew she might actually meet Josh
again if Sadie got up to her usual tricks. But best keep that as a
surprise.

“I said goodbye to him for you. It’s best
this way.”

“Please. Were the last three
weeks for nothing then? All that stuff he did
for you? Cleaning me out and forming a human bed for you to fuck me
on? Did it mean nothing to you?”

Bull chuckled at her indignant
expression.

“For nothing? Of course it
meant nothing. Well, except for your education
and my amusement.”

“And what happens to
me?”

“Well, babe, it’s funny you
should ask that?”

 


***

 


Josh lay wedged on the space allocated to
him.

Room 2 of Hut D21 housed nine other male factory
workers. Each of them was
shaven-headed, gaunt and exhausted. But he could tell from their
features, accents and manner they’d once been middle class,
graduate professionals like himself. They simply nodded and gave
him weak smiles when he was introduced as their new
roommate.

He’d already been told the daily routine; rise at
05.30, start work at 06.00, then a
meal break from 12.30 to 13.00, work again from 13.00 to 19.30,
meal break from 20.00 to 20.30, education and Thought Reform from
20.30 to 22.30 and exhausted sleep from 23.00 to
05.30.

There was no variance to the routine, ever.
Thirteen hour workdays, seven days a week, fifty two
weeks a year. Just as they’d supposedly all
enjoyed constant privilege before the Revolution, now they faced
relentless punishment day after day.

The only minor exception was the
1st January.
On one day a year – to commemorate the ‘Glorious First’ coup – they
only had to work a half-day instead. The afternoon was a ‘holiday’
when the entire prisoner population attended 4-hour long services
of songs and sermons celebrating the new Government. They were
required to cheer loudly at the end of every sentence of the Act of
Payback when it was read out line by line, along with its
subsequent amendments and the name of each individual Minister
who’d signed it.

CCTV monitored every prisoner’s face and anybody
deemed to be ‘not rejoicing enthusiastically enough’ was
punished later. After the services they were
fed a marginally better than normal ‘celebratory
meal’.

Josh lay in the darkness and wondered
how on earth he’d cope. He thought about
Linda and wondered where she was. He’d put up with everything the
Warden had done in the futile hope it might save them
both.

He heard a hushed
noise, movement and sensed somebody nearing his floor space. Then a
tell tale sloshing into the bucket next to
him.

“Sorry mate” a voice whispered through the sharp
stink of pee. “Get used to
it.”

Later, much later, Josh finally drifted into
uncomfortable sleep. He was dreaming of an
island, similar to the one he was on now, but there was a beach and
he and Linda were laughing in the waves, rolling in the surf,
making love on the sand.

He awoke to
snoring in the background and a grunt right next to him. He felt a
foot brush his shoulder and heard another splash in the bucket.
This time there were several louder splatters and a putrid stench
assaulted his nostrils.

A quiet chuckle. “Whoops.
Sorry mate. Upset stomach I’m
afraid.”

Josh grimaced and
pressed his nostrils to the wall, trying to
drift off again.

Then suddenly it was
5.30 a.m. and the sun was rising
outside.

 


***

 


In an apartment on the mainland, Junior was woken
by a ray of sunlight slicing
through a gap in the curtains. It dazzled his face as he blinked
open his right eye and immediately shut it again. His girlfriend’s
breathing hummed warmly in his left ear. He could feel her equally
warm thighs pressed against his hip
bone.

He reached out
and fumbled for his phone. Fuck. It was still only a quarter to
six. He had a choice. Go back to sleep or go for round
two.

He chose the
latter. A couple of minutes of sweet nothings and stroking had
turned into hot kisses and urgent panting. Lara responded with the
same passion he felt. His rock hard erection slipped between her
moist thighs accompanied by their united gasps of
passion.

They made love as only true lovers can; almost
eating each other whole with their mouths and eyes and limbs and
hair and sweat. Like liquid chocolate their
two bodies swirled and melted together; dark and bitter, white and
sweet.

They’d met at a ‘ROMEO
Anonymous’ Meeting; two young strangers staring at each
other across a small circle of chairs. Each person taking it in
turns to admit it; ‘I’m Lara and I’m a Believer.” Just those few
words and Junior had already fallen head over heels in love with
her. A tough black kid and a sweet white
girl.

Of course it was partly lust. Her strawberry
blonde fringe and emerald eyes and those
lips like cupid’s bow. But above all it was her voice and what
she’d said. Their socio-political views meshed like their bodies.
They were both Believers.

Hashtag ROMEO was a secret code. Nobody even knew
for sure what it stood for. The ‘Right
Option Means Every One’, is what he’d heard
first. Or maybe it was ‘Revenge Obliterates Most Equal
Opportunities.’ But Junior favored this
one;

‘Real Opportunity Means
Even the One percent.’

Whatever its full name was, there was no doubt
what the Movement actually
stood for; the repeal of the Payback Act, the release of all the
prisoners and, if necessary, the overthrow of the
Government.

They were both
calming down, panting in each other’s arms when his phone buzzed.
In future, Junior would always remember that exact moment. It was
05.59 hrs.

His best friend
Mercutio was on the line. He was in
tears.

The Armstrongs had all been sent
to the Colonies.

 


***

 


Bull came in from his morning jog and grabbed a
towel to wipe the sweat off his head and chest. Butler
brought him a black
coffee.

Meanwhile, Jim was clearing
fallen leaves off the deck. He was down on his hands and knees
picking each one up manually with his fingers. He was naked apart
from a pair of white latex shorts that Bull had allocated
him.

Bull sat down at a
table with his coffee and studied Jim at
work.

“How did you enjoy working in a
bank?”

“Er … fine, thanks sir.” Jim answered
without looking
up.

“Hard work? Long hours?”

“Yes sir, sometimes.”

“But good rewards,
yeah?”

“Sometimes, sir. Only during
my last few years really. I wasn’t a
star.”

Bull
chuckled, sipping his coffee. “Oh well. What are you? 48 already.
So you’ve probably only got about 22 years of payback. Call it
8,000 days.”

They both fell silent for a while. From where he
sat, Bull had a view of
the ocean from the deck between overhanging trees. Leaves
occasionally fell to replace the ones Jim had picked up and put in
his container.

“Tell me about your sex life with Mrs.
Armstrong.”

Jim glanced up, blushed, and then looked down
again.

“Um … well it
was always pretty good sir … I think anyway. Very loving and
romantic. She was very inexperienced and I wasn’t exactly an expert
but we worked things out together.”

“Asshole? You ever try
anal?”

Jim glanced up for the first time. “N … no
sir.”

“Rimming?”

Jim frowned. “Er … what’s that
sir?”

Bull just smiled. “What about kinky stuff? You
ever try bondage? Or CP? Like you spanking her
… or her caning you?”

“N … no sir, nothing ever like
that.”

Bull rang a little bell that was on the table and
Butler instantly
reappeared.

“Bring me a cane. One of
the Mediums.”

“Yes sir.”

Moments later the butler returned with a
crook-handled bamboo rattan. The
Light ones inflicted more sting while the Heavies packed more of a
punch. The Mediums were a savage combination of the
two.

“Get up.”

Jim rose to his feet and
gave Bull a concerned look.

“Face the ocean. Now bend over and touch your
toes. That’s it. Now clutch your ankles.
Then look up at me through your legs.”

He waited while Jim assumed the position. Their
eyes met. An exquisite moment. Bull loved
this first thrashing. He never tied a new arrival down. That could
come later. This first caning had to be a mental conquest, a
staring match, a deliberate humiliation.

Only a couple of days ago, this man would
have refused, shouted, threatened to sue,
even tried to fight him. That’s what most men liked to think
anyway. But here we were, an arrest, a hovercraft journey and a few
hours later and he was already bending for the cane. His sweaty
face had turned red and his eyes squinted as he peered upside down
through his spread legs.

“What used to happen when you made a mistake at the
bank?”

“Er … well, nothing
really. You might get a bit of a verbal bollocking. But … um …
mostly you just didn’t get any reward if it happened too often.
Like no annual pay rise or no bonus,
sir.”

Bull finished the dregs of his coffee and stood
up.

“Here the only reward is
avoidance of
punishment.”

“D … did I do anything wrong,
sir?”

Bull chuckled and swished a practice stroke
through the air.

“Of course not.” He reached his
left hand into the waistband of Jim’s latex shorts and
tugged them down to his thighs, exposing his buttocks and
anus.

“This is merely a taster of what happens when you
do something wrong.”

Bull stepped back so that he
could lock eyes with his victim again. He
could see it in Jim’s eyes. Total humiliation. A lovely
sight.

Bull winked,
then smiled, cocked the cane like it was a three-wood, and swung it
down full force onto Jim’s pale backside. The whoosh of displaced
air was loud but it was nothing compared with the shrill crack as
the bamboo sliced across its target.

“Yaaaaaaaaa ….. nnnnnnnn!” Jim howled in
agony and began hopping from foot to foot,
fingers clawing at his ravaged buttocks.

Bull smiled coldly and waited for
the bawling to quieten and the prisoner to
stop hopping about. Eventually Jim reassumed his bent over position
and looked up again. His pleading eyes were full of tears and his
face was puce.

“Pl … please sir, I … b … beg
you, I can’t take th … that
hard.”

Bull admired the nasty purple welt on Jim’s flesh
and the red glow already emerging both above and below
it.

“Oh, my friend, you can.” He
chuckled throatily. “And you
will.”

He raised the cane again and set his
jaw.

“Because if you don’t, I’ll thrash
both your women
instead.”

With that warning, he gave him a second stroke.
Again a whoosh of air and harsh crack was followed by a howl of
indignation. But this time Bull hadn’t hit
quite as hard and Jim somehow managed to stifle most of his
grief.

Four more strokes
followed.

Bull paused, clapped his hands and ordered another
coffee from Butler. He smiled down at Jim’s wretched, upturned
features.

“Have you heard the phrase ‘six of the
best’?”

Slowly, Jim nodded with his
damp eyes, relief swimming into
them.

“And how many
have you had?”

“S … six … s … sir.”

Bull put his hand on Jim’s bottom. The skin felt
very hot. He’d landed the uppermost weal
just above the meat of the buttocks and the
lowest was at the top of Jim’s thighs. The six parallel, purple
ridges were all neatly aligned. Bull was a maestro. But then, he’d
had a lot of practice.

Jim whimpered as Bull’s fingertips explored his
seared flesh. There was no blood. Just purple
ridges on a scarlet and orange canvas.

Bull stood
back, looked down and winked.

“Well, I’m
afraid ‘six of the best’ has no meaning here,
boy!”

With that, he cocked the cane and landed a seventh
stroke in between one of the horizontal gaps left by the previous half
dozen.

“Nmmff … ssssss … pl … sss.”
Jim sobbed, clenching and unclenching his cheeks, but
bravely remaining in situ, trying to spare Sarah and
Juliette.

Five more strokes
followed.

At twelve, Bull was finally
satisfied. For now,
anyway.

 


***

 


Lesley flushed and washed her hands, studying
her own face in the
mirror.

She’d never tried to
fool herself. Despite the face creams and neatly cut hair, she
wasn’t a looker and never had been; her features were too
triangular, her chin too sharp and her red hair was a violent
ginger rather than an attractive cherry. Most of all; behind her
spectacles her sharp eyes were too narrow, and her lips were too
thin. There was something innately cruel about her
face.

As an excuse, she’d led a
tough life. Born 35 years ago to a single mother, Lesley had
dropped out of school at 16 and worked as a hotel maid for the next
16 years, starved of affection, romance and money. So was it any
wonder she was neither an attractive nor a nice
person?

She walked to her desk and plonked herself down on
her leather throne. She was still only
dressed in her toweling bathrobe and slippers. She flipped the robe
aside and stared down at Francesca Francis. Slowly the pretty young
girl stuck her tongue out. It wasn’t a rude gesture. It was a
polite one.

Lesley settled
down upon it.

She fired up her computer and smiled. An
email had arrived from her contact at the
National Tax Bureau. Yes, he’d looked into the family of Adam
Clark, the young man in question. By adding a couple of earlier
year’s tax returns and including an inheritance when the
grandfather died, the higher annual average could be used to just
about squeeze Sebastian and Josephine Clark into the top 3
percent.

The news got even better. Her
contact had already passed the names onto to
his contact at the Ministry of Justice & Retribution and a
warrant had been issued. So it might not be long before all four
members of the Clark family would be delivered to Penal Colony
Nine.

Lesley almost had an
instantaneous orgasm. She lifted one buttock
and peered down at Francesca’s squished face and extended tongue.
Bull could keep the young Armstrong girl after
all.

Francesca Francis and Adam Clark would be a lot
more fun!

 


***

 


Josh had never seen anything
like it.

The factory was in one of several huge
aircraft hanger type buildings. The one he’d
been allocated to was the ‘North Point Sex Toys Plant’. It
comprised a dozen manufacturing and packing lines; lots of hissing
and clanking machinery. There was also a large treadmill that naked
men and women were rotating in order to generate
power.

“Here. Position 42E. Remember
it.” A young female supervisor with a nametag
on her uniform snapped.

Josh nodded at his new colleagues. There were
males to his left and opposite,
but there was also one woman on his immediate right. Like him,
everybody was naked except for what was laughably called a
‘loincloth’. It was actually a toweling diaper worn around the
waist and fastened on with a big safety pin. A large overhead clock
displayed 05.59 hrs.

“What do I have to do?” he
asked.

The supervisor slapped his cheek. The name on her
tag was Viola. Her breath smelt strongly of
cigarettes.

“Don’t be fucking stupid, moron. When the belt
starts up, it will be obvious. This is a
packaging line.”

At that moment an electronic bell
rang loudly and there was a grinding
sound. The conveyor belt started to move. Soon enough, Josh could
see items approaching; garish pink and white cellophane boxes
alongside plastic items in various
colors.

He watched the workers before him grab a piece of
plastic and shove it into a box. He realized
what they were. Sex toys. Vibrators.
Dildos.

“Don’t go getting any ideas.” The girl laughed.
“They’re not for you.”

Josh grabbed a pink vibrator and a gaudy
box and pushed it inside as fast as he could.
Then he carefully stacked the box in the basket beside
him.

“Four a minute.” She
said. “That’s your minimum productivity. 240 an hour, 1,560 per
shift, 3,120 per day. Any shortfall …” she slapped his bottom,
“well … you don’t want to find out what happens if you’re
short.”

After that, Josh barely had time to think. The
toys and boxes came tumbling down the belt
relentlessly. There were people packing them as far as he could see
down both sides. But slowly he got into a rhythm with the
task.

“Hi.” He murmured to the
man opposite.

“Ssh.” The guy replied. “No talking
allowed.”

“Really?”

“Just make sure nobody sees
you.”

“Okay, thanks.” Josh glanced around as he popped
the next box into his basket. “I’m
Josh.”

“Simon, but call
me Si.” The man hissed. “And that’s Gem, my
wife.”

Josh glanced at the woman on his right. She was
working topless, with large unsupported tits.
Her hair was buzz cut and she had a faded black eye but despite
that Josh could see she was reasonably
attractive.

“Hi Gem.” He whispered.

She gave him a weak smile
but didn’t speak, just kept doing her
job.

“Married?” Si asked
him.

“Yes. But my wife’s … I don’t know where she
is.”

“Mmm … well I’m not sure what’s wh ....” Si
half-replied, before snapping his mouth
shut.

At that moment, the female guard
named Viola reappeared, patrolling the line,
idly swishing her crop. She was very punk-like with a pink Mohican
hairstyle and numerous rings in her eyebrows, nostrils and all the
way down her ears. She was smoking too. She looked barely
adult.

She exhaled,
peered into Josh’s basket and nodded in approval, before continuing
down the aisle.

“She always like that?” Josh
asked.

“Hah, this is Viola in a good mood. Wait until she
has an excuse to thrash you.”

Time passed in
silence and Josh was soon weary from concentrating, and bored
because of the monotony. A bell sounded.

07.00 hrs.

Nobody stopped working. They’d only completed one
hour. Even the morning shift still had five and a half more hours
to go.

 


***

 


Sebastian
Clark got a tip off at dawn that
morning.

Within an hour, he’d blown his entire net worth on
a private jet to fly
himself, his wife and their two grown up children to a safe haven
abroad. The broker had willingly accepted title to the Clark’s
house and a 6-figure sum in payment for a one-way, two hour flight
out of the country. The pilot himself required a 5-figure tip and a
blowjob from Mrs. Clark. No negotiation was
possible.

Sebastian had no choice but to grind his teeth in
fury. He was guarding the male
washroom in the small airport while his wife of 25 years knelt on
the dirty tiled floor inside. Adam and his sister were quietly
sobbing at their mother’s humiliation.

The pilot was a fat man in his 50s. He emerged
from the bathroom carrying a battered
leather briefcase with his huge cash tip inside and wearing a big
grin. Mrs. Clark slunk out behind him wiping her bottom
lip.

“Okay, can we get going now?” Sebastian
scowled.

The tip off had been clear. Somehow the Tax Bureau
must have manipulated the figures.
The Ministry had issued a warrant. There was no time to lose. The
only possible escape was in a fishing boat or private
jet.

The pilot looked at him and shrugged. “Get me a
black coffee first. And a bacon
sandwich.”

Sebastian looked across at the
small café. There was a queue of
people.

“There isn’t time.” He
hissed.

The pilot sat down on a plastic chair and
thrummed his fingers as if he had all the
time in the world.

“Oh, alright then. I’ll be two
minutes.”

The pilot smiled and looked around,
tapping keys on his phone while he
waited.

One minute and forty five seconds later, there was
a shout.

Two dozen members of the
Student Militia had ringed the concourse armed with tazers, guns
and handcuffs. One of them who was wearing a red turban held a
megaphone.

“Sebastian Clark and
family, you are all being arrested under
Section 4a of 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
…”

The last thing Sebastian saw before he was
handcuffed and led away was the pilot
shaking hands with the kid in the red turban. They were both
laughing and a brown envelope changed
hands.

 


***

 


Sarah used
her eyes to direct her daughter.

She and Juliette were giving a tandem massage to
the Warden. He was stretched out, face-down,
on a folding massage bed. The three of them were outside on the
sundeck while cicadas chattered in the surrounding trees and
foliage. The sky above them was pure blue apart from a few white
puffs of cloud.

Sarah and Juliette were both
topless, wearing nothing but white bikini bottoms. She
nodded her forehead towards the Warden’s right shoulder,
encouraging her daughter to knead it as firmly as she
could.

The Warden was virtually silent, almost sleeping,
just occasionally letting out a satisfied
groan. His enormous body completely covered the oversized massage
bed. Sarah had never seen anything like him; almost 2 metres in
height, 6ft 6ins tall, comprising a bullet head, a barrel chest,
massive torso and long legs like tree trunks. His waist was huge
but he didn’t look fat. His skin was a deep shade of rich ebony,
with a large scar from an old bullet wound in his left thigh, and
powerful, muscled buttocks.

She was
acutely aware of the contrast between their own pale, soft bodies
and his hard, masculine one. Sarah was proud of her own breasts but
her daughter’s were undeniably even better; bigger, higher, rounder
and milky-white, with raspberry nipples. And she knew Juliette’s
svelte 21yr old figure was a perfect
34D-22-34.

She’d been shocked when
her daughter had admitted to having sex with two boys. She could
guess who they were. Nice boyfriends. Torquil especially, with his
sports car and charming manner. Well, Sarah was glad about that
now. At least her daughter had enjoyed a bit of romance before …
this.

She smiled encouragingly at Juliette whose
delicate fingers were manipulating the Warden’s triangular slab of
shoulder blade. Meanwhile Sarah dared to
start rubbing his left buttock. She could see frizzy hair in the
crevice of his bottom and the bulge of his wrinkled scrotum that
emerged from beneath the V of his
thighs.

While she massaged him, she couldn’t help noticing
her rings and dabbed a tear from her eye. They
were now her only possessions in the world. A matching gold wedding
band, the same as Jim wore, and the diamond solitaire that he’d
proposed to her with, a quarter of a century
ago.

She did her best to ignore
her poor husband who was still battling with
the dry brown leaves endlessly drifting onto the deck. Jim was
moving awkwardly, on his hands and knees, in total silence. His
tight latex shorts were still peeled down to the tops of his legs,
revealing a dozen, dreadful stripes on his bare bottom. Sarah knew
how proud a man her husband was. The humiliation must be
unbearable. Yet despite it, he was swallowing his pride for
them.

Suddenly she heard the Warden
murmur. “Turn me
over.”

She exchanged glances with
Juliette. How on earth could they lift him?
The man had to weigh around 120 kilos. Fortunately, he helped them,
raising himself onto one elbow before rolling onto his
back.

Sarah stared in astonishment at
his penis. It flopped against his thigh,
bounced, and slid upwards to his belly. It had to be ten inches
long and it wasn’t even fully erect. The circumcised crown looked
like a dark mushroom. Knots of blue veins like pieces of string
stood out against the dark purple skin. She glanced wide-eyed at
Juliette who was also mesmerized by it.

They both turned and saw the Warden squinting at
them. He had one eye open and his hand
was shielding the other eye against the sunlight. He
grinned.

“Like what you see?”

Sarah swallowed. Her mouth was dry. “It’s … huge,
sir,” was all she could say. It sounded so
ridiculous to be saying something like that to a
stranger.

He chuckled. “That’s
what they all say. But one way or the other, they learn to
cope. And what about you little lady?”

Juliette blushed, glancing at
Sarah.

“It … looks p
… painful, sir.”

He nodded. “But maybe not for your
mom? We’ll start with her cunt shall we?
After all, she pushed you out of there 21 years ago. So she can
surely fit me in there. Who knows, maybe your mom will be enough to
satisfy me?”

Sarah looked into
his eye and understood the Devil’s pact he was proposing. “I’ll try
sir.”

 


***

 


Mid-morning, Josh was
wiping the sweat from his forehead when he
spotted a different supervisor walking the aisle. This one was
male, a much older man, with sallow skin and a black ponytail. He
looked of oriental heritage.

“Ah, new boy.” He called over Josh’s shoulder.
“What name 42E?”

“Josh, sir.”

“Work hard. You have ringside
seat.”

Josh clocked the
expression on Gem’s face. She immediately
shifted her feet apart and leaned over so that she could carry on
working. The supervisor stood behind her and flipped her diaper up
while opening the fly of his black
uniform.

“Good morning.” The supervisor called
across the conveyor
belt.

“Good morning sir.” Si
replied.

“How is wife
today?”

Si answered politely. “Good sir. She’s been
waiting all morning, hoping you’d come.”

“Hah. I can’t be fucking your
missus every day! I have many other ladies vying for my
attention.”

Josh watched the supervisor drop his trousers
round his ankles and grab Gem’s hips in his
pudgy hands. She grunted as he entered her without ceremony. Then
she began to push back against him while she simultaneously picked
up a pink dildo and slid it into a box, dropping it into her
basket. Incredibly, she was carrying on
working.

Josh glanced across at Si in sympathy. Nobody
around them spoke. The only sounds were the continued
thump-thump of the treadmill in the
background, the rhythmic whirring of the conveyor belt and the
slap-slap of the supervisor’s hips against Gem’s buttocks. So Josh
simply focused on the endless torrent of sex toys still coming
their way.

“Mmm … your missus hot
today.”

The supervisor was juggling Gem’s pendulous boobs
as they dangled over the conveyor belt. His
fingers toyed with her nipples. His thrusts became more animated,
slamming into her from behind.

“Yesssssss.” The man hissed. No more than two
minutes has passed since he’d
appeared.

At the same time, Gem
unexpectedly threw her head back, bit her lower lip and
screeched in mutual orgasm. Josh took a sideways glance and was
surprised how credible she was. Her hips and knees trembled
convincingly. It was one hell of an act.

Josh looked away again but he
couldn’t help seeing the supervisor out of
the corner of his eye. The man’s slimy cock was bouncing under his
large belly as he pulled out. Gem composed herself quickly and
continued to pack dildos as efficiently as
possible.

“Thank you very much for your
visit, sir.” Si said with absolute
sincerity.

“Haha. No problem friend. Missus not
bad cum rag.”

The supervisor hitched his trousers up and winked.
Josh saw the man’s smile for the first time. He had
several gaps in his stained teeth. He looked
straight at Josh.

“Work hard new boy and if lucky maybe it your
asshole next?”

With that, he began to
saunter down the production line again, seemingly without a care in
the world.

Of course, Josh had knelt on
rice grains while the Warden used Linda and
he’d had to pretend not to mind then, even though he’d been
seething underneath. But somehow a mere supervisor, in public like
that, seemed so much worse.

“Fucking hell.” Josh murmured, once the man was out
of earshot. “You did well to keep your
cool.”

Si glanced at him. “What do
you mean?”

“You know, watching him with your wife, the guy
behaving as if he was doing you a
favor.”

Si and Gem both frowned. “He
was.”

Josh gawped at them. “You’ve got to be
kidding?”

They shook
their heads. And so did Pete, the man on Josh’s left who had barely
even spoken until now. Suddenly everybody was eyeing Josh
warily.

“You haven’t been to any classes yet.” Si replied.
“You’ll learn. That guy, Kwok, he lived on the streets for
several years. While the likes of us were
making merry in the bad old days, he was starving. That’s why his
teeth are so bad. He couldn’t even see a
dentist.”

“Frankly it’s the least I can do.” Gem muttered
under her breath.

“So that’s why you pretended to
orgasm? To make him feel
good.”

She shook her head at him
while placing another vibrator into its box.
“Pretend? Why would I pretend? I can assure you that was genuine.
He’s a great fuck in his own way. Once you open your mind to the
good that you’re doing, it can be very
pleasurable.”

“And it’s partly thanks to Kwok
that Gem and I still get to work next to each other. Most
of the husbands and wives end up separated.” Si
murmured.

Josh stared at them momentarily and grabbed a
black dildo off the belt and shoved it in a
bright box.

Was he going mad?

 


***

 


“Like what you
see?”

Jim plucked another leaf from the wooden deck and
placed it in the container. He
couldn’t help listening to their
conversation.

“It’s … huge, sir.” He heard Sarah exclaim,
obviously looking at the
Warden’s monstrous penis.

“That’s what they all say.
But one way or the other, they learn to cope. And what about you
little lady?

Jim
screwed his eyes shut when he heard Juliette’s brave
reply.

“It … looks p … painful,
sir.”

Was this to be their
life now? Pain. His own bottom was
excruciating. The sting made even the slightest movement hurt. But
the physical pain was nothing to his mental distress. Here he was,
a successful middle-aged man, groveling on his hands and knees,
pants pulled down, helpless and humiliated, while the two women in
his life discuss the enormous penis of the man who’s just thrashed
him. And yet he has no option but to accept the situation and learn
to live with it.

He heard the Warden’s reply.
“But maybe not for your mom? We’ll start with her cunt
shall we? After all, she pushed you out of there 21 years ago. So
she can surely fit me in there. Who knows, maybe your mom will be
enough to satisfy me?”

Jim grimaced, knowing what his courageous wife
would say.

“I’ll try sir.”

At that moment
Jim heard footsteps. Butler’s shadow appeared on the
deck.

“The tattooist and barber have arrived,
sir.”

“Good.” The Warden
replied. “Have them perform out here,
where we can all watch.”

Two burly thugs appeared and
one of them patted Jim on his
shoulder.

“Get up, fucker. Unless you want that
ass to look even
redder.”

The one who’d spoken had a very coarse accent. He
was uncouth, with a pock-marked face and pale
body covered in tattoos. He was wearing a string vest, leather
trousers and biker boots. The black guy alongside him was carrying
a canvas bag. It clanged heavily when he dropped it onto the
deck.

“Kneel down there. Face the
fuckin’ bed.”

Jim knelt down a few yards from his wife. He could
see her back and Juliette’s face as they both
continued massaging the Warden’s
feet.

“Right,” the tattooist
said, unfolding a piece of paper. “Number 033742MPC9,
yeah?”

“Put it on his right
forearm and also the back of his neck.” The
Warden said.

“Righto, boss.”

The man pulled a portable battery and a
tattoo gun out of the canvas bag and set
to work marking Jim for life. Meanwhile the black barber removed a
pair of electric clippers and went to work on Jim’s
head.

“Give him a tonsure.” The Warden chuckled. “His
number can go on his neck under the ring of
hair.”

Jim didn’t resist them. He
couldn’t hope to win. All he could be sure of was that these brutes
would come up with some even more terrible punishment if he fought
back. So he just knelt there and felt his eyes filling with
tears.
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Each number
and letter stung as it was inked into his arm. He presumed he must
be the 33,742nd male
prisoner to arrive in Penal Colony Nine.

Meanwhile
the barber carved the clippers through his hair in lawnmower
stripes, leaving just a ring of short bristles all the way round,
like a monk’s haircut. The top of Jim’s head was totally bald. The
man hummed a tune and chuckled while he
worked.

“Not going to
be too successful with the ladies in future I’m
afraid.”

 


***

 


Bull laughed, glancing down between Jim’s
legs.

“Not going to be too successful with
the ladies in future I’m
afraid.”

Yep, it was true. Jim certainly wasn’t going to
have much success with any
ladies in future. A life of frustration beckoned. After all, a
monkish sex life suited a monkish haircut. The dude looked in
decent shape for 48 so Bull hoped his libido would still be decent
too. After all, it was much less fun locking down pensioners. Which
was why he was glad that Penal Colony Nine never got allocated
anybody much over 55.

Sure, Jim had a slight
tummy and some padding on his hips but he looked pretty fit. His
shoulders were still broader than his waist and he didn’t have much
in the way of man-boobs yet. He was pale and white and didn’t have
much body hair. Nevertheless, Bull thought the guy would make a
worthy opponent, mentally if not
physically.

Like most humiliated and embarrassed arrivals,
Jim’s circumcised cock was currently
shrunken and unimpressive, maybe a couple of inches of lifeless
meat? But his balls looked a good size and he had a thick clump of
pubic hair.

“Especially with a cock
like that.” Bull replied to the barber’s comment. “You bring all
your kit?”

“Fuckin’ hell,
yeah.” the tat guy chuckled.

Bull smiled up at the two topless women who were
massaging his feet. Sarah was kneading his
right foot and Juliette his left, both stretching out his toes.
Neither of them dared speak or even looked up while he chatted
nonchalantly with their visitors.

He watched the men inking Jim’s 9-digit identifier
into his arm and the barber buzzing his
head. This was another important moment; the alteration of an
arrival’s appearance. Clumps of hair floated onto the ground around
Jim’s knees. His fingers were clasped in front of him almost like
he was praying. His expression was a picture of abject
misery.

At that moment a flash of sunlight
sparked on Jim’s finger. Bull noticed the gold wedding
band. He glanced down at Sarah and realized she had an identical
one. How cute.

“Check out his wedding ring.” Bull said. “You could
use that for his Prince Albert,
yeah?”

The tattooist looked at
Jim’s hand and grinned. “Sure. It looks thick enough. I’d
just need to hammer it out a bit to extend it. But it’d make a
perfect cock ring for the fucker.”

“His missus has one the same. You could use hers
for his thigh ring.”

Both men laughed. The most
common piercing used for male prisoners was a
ring in their cockhead and another ring in the bit of loose flesh
that linked their ball sack and thigh. Then the two rings could be
connected by a padlock.

Bull looked down at
Sarah.

“Show them.” He ordered.

Sarah gently
released his foot and held out her left hand, revealing her gold
wedding band and also her diamond engagement ring. She
blushed.

“Nice. Yeah, I can certainly use her gold band for
his thigh ring.” The tattooist
replied, rubbing the stubble on his chin. “And how about I adapt
the cunt’s engagement ring to link the two? Use it instead of a
normal padlock. Or would you prefer to flog her
diamond?”

“Nah.” Bull said. “I don’t need the money. That’s a
great idea.”

“Hear that?” the tattooist squished Jim’s cheek.
“Your fucking cock’s gonna be locked down with your wedding and
engagement rings! No more fun for you ever, shithead. Diamond’s are
for fucking ever, yeah?”

Bull grinned at Jim’s crestfallen expression. Not
only would his cock be secured but their
cherished jewelry would symbolize their new
relationship.

“I’ll prepare everything and come back
to do the fucker’s piercings this
evening.”

Bull winked at Sarah who’d begun stroking his foot
again.

Mother and daughter were
like twins. He usually went for blondes so they made a nice change;
brown shoulder-length hair, button-noses and full lips, with
bewitching eyes. There was something very ‘sweet’ about their
features. That’s what he’d noticed when they came off the
hovercraft.

Of course, mom had a few
lines round the eyes the daughter didn’t have. The daughter had her
father’s dimpled chin. But he was pretty much looking at a pair of
identical cars. One just had a few more miles on the
clock.

“Take those rings off.”

Sarah’s eyes were moist but
she bowed her head and released his foot.
Slowly, her body shaking, she tugged both rings off her
finger.

Jim was
watching too. His jaw was set in anger but his eyes conveyed a more
complex mix of emotions; confusion maybe, disgust yes, sadness
sure, acceptance perhaps, even subservience? Who knew? Bull didn’t.
Not yet.

The barber finished shaving his
head.

“Shave his
pubes off too.” Bull said. “But we’ll let him keep both balls, At
least for now.”

 


***

 


A loud bell sounded at
12.30 and the conveyor belt hissed before it slowly came to
a halt.

Josh blinked. Six and a half hours had dragged by.
At last they finally had a
break. He rolled his shoulders and stretched to release the
tension.

“What happens now?”

“Wait here.” Si replied under
his breath. “They’ll send our food down the conveyor belt. We eat
right here.”

“Wow. Okay.” Josh said. “I need a piss
though.”

His diaper
was dry, thank heavens. He’d been warned that wearing a diaper
wasn’t an excuse to lose control. It was simply to enable the
workforce to carry on working without toilet
breaks.

“Like I said, wait here. They also send a bucket
down with the food.”

“What?”

Before Si could reply, there was a grinding sound
and the conveyor belt slowly began moving again. Josh
could see cardboard trays approaching. They
got steadily nearer.

“Don’t touch them until it’s our turn.” Gem
warned.

He glanced at the
trays as they passed. There were bowls of
porridge that looked like stodgy gruel and lumps of bread, as well
as what appeared to be pieces of fruit. There were also plastic
beakers of water. Between every half dozen trays there was a metal
pail.

Eventually the workers
who were next along the line helped themselves and then it was
Josh’s turn to grab a tray. He placed it on the side of the belt
and stared at the contents more closely. His porridge was grey but
at least it looked edible. The dark brown bread was dotted with
just a few flecks of green mould. His portion of fruit was half an
apple that was mostly core and pips.

He looked at
Si who’d already started eating.

“Seriously?” he
commented.

“It’s the sort of thing the homeless used to
eat.”

“So why not us?” Gem
asked, tucking into her gruel.

“And I have to pee in a
frigging bucket?”

“Sure. Help yourself.” Si passed the
metal bucket across the
belt.

At that moment Viola, the young female supervisor,
returned. She was casually tapping her crop against
her calf.

“Ah! 42E.” she said, just as he was raising his
loincloth to relieve himself. “Carry
on.”

Josh had a steel ring
pierced into his cockhead which caused his
pee to spray haphazardly rather than a controlled jet. But at least
his cock was still unlocked. He felt Viola’s eyes appraising his
shaved groin.

“Not locked I see?”

“N … no, Miss. The Warden usually kept me
unlocked.”

“Aha, so you’re one of Colonel Sykes’s discards.”
She smiled.

He could see amusement, but also something else,
in her eyes. Interest,
perhaps? She was focused on his face more closely. Her breath
really did smell strongly of cigarettes when she
spoke.

“Hurry
up.”

He’d placed the bucket between his feet. It was
empty but not properly cleaned, with smears on the bottom and
insides. He hunched down and aimed his cock
but nothing would come out. He’d been controlling his bladder for
so long that now he couldn’t even go.

He kept his eyes lowered but could see the
supervisor’s legs. She was wearing a black uniform with thigh-high
black boots and a tight sweater with her Viola
nametag on her almost-flat chest. Her leather belt had steel
handcuffs and assorted padlocks hanging off it, plus a holster and
Glock 19 pistol. Her riding crop dangled from a loop around her
wrist.

He glanced up apologetically. “I’m trying, Miss.”

She had an elfin face, with a prominent forehead,
an upturned nose and pointy ears,
underneath her pink Mohawk. Her lips were
painted bright red with glossy lipstick. Although she wasn’t
attractive there was something almost mesmerizing about her, like
some freakish Lord of the Rings character. And although she looked
barely out of school, her manner exuded a kind of bullying
authority.

“Your name, 42E?”

At last, he managed to squeeze out a dribble and
then his bladder relaxed.

“Er … Josh,
Miss.”

“Oh gosh, Josh.” She snickered. “How
posh.”

He had hunkered low over the bucket, making sure
he peed into it. His flow was cascading out
now.

He saw her pull a pack of cigarettes out of her
pocket and heard her light one. A plume of
grey smoke filled the air around
him.

“Not hungry, Josh?”

He looked up and saw she was peering at his bowl
of porridge.

“Wh … when I’ve
finished … er … this … Miss.”

She put down her crop and picked up his
bowl.

“Surely you can do two things at once, Josh, a
clever lawyer like
you.”

He worked out she must have checked his
file. His flow was petering out at last.
She teasingly lifted his bowl towards the bucket, almost under his
still-dribbling cock. There was a mischievous grin on her
face.

“Shall we spice lunch up,
Josh?”

He didn’t reply, but simply pleaded with his
eyes.

Mercifully, she put his bowl back down with a
giggle. She had numerous rings inserted
into her eyebrows, nostrils and down the sides of both spiky
ears.

He shook off the droplets from the tip of
his penis with relief. Then he wiped his
hand on his thigh.

“Show me your restraining
ring.”

Still kneeling, he parted
his knees and revealed the steel hoop the Warden had had
pierced into his right inside-leg.

She smiled and removed a padlock from her
belt.

“Lucky I always carry a couple of these with me.
Lock it on.”

Josh took it from her. It was the keyhole type,
small and light but sturdy. There’d be no
escaping it without the key.

He tugged his damp penis down
and connected his cockhead ring to the hoop in his thigh. There was
an ominous click as he pressed the padlock
closed.

“There we are.” She cooed. “There’ll be
no wankers jacking off on my
watch.”

He looked at her. Suddenly he realized how long
it had been since he’d eaten. He was
starving. Despite the grimness of the food he just had to eat
something.

Her eyes followed his
gaze.

“Tuck in, Josh.”

Glancing round, he saw
that Si and Gem had already finished and they were watching him.
Gem pointed at the bucket with her
finger.

“Can you pass me that?”

He pushed
the sloshing pail across to her while Viola watched, taking a long
drag on her cigarette.

Josh stared at his tray
again. There was a plastic spoon like they used to give you on
airlines before travel was restricted. He knelt on the floor and
picked up the spoon, then cautiously stuck it into the grey
porridge.

“I expect Colonel Sykes fed you better than this?”
Viola asked.

“A … little better, yes
Miss.”

She snorted. “You’ll get used to it soon
enough. This is a profitable factory. The
budgets for food are tight.”

She was watching him closely as he took a first
mouthful. It tasted like soggy cardboard. Slowly he
managed to chew and ingest it, getting a
hint of salt and acorn as he swallowed. Without warning, she
exhaled a plume of grey tobacco smoke all over his
bowl.

He looked at her in shock that she’d do such a
thing.

“The faster you eat, the nicer it will
taste.” She
smirked.

Josh saw Gem had squatted over the bucket. She
seemed completely unashamed and
nonchalant. She’d removed her diaper loincloth and her thighs were
wide open. He could see the remains of Kwok’s semen lining her
parted labia as she peed.

Viola arched
one of her pierced eyebrows and grinned when she caught him staring
between Gem’s thighs. He slurped up his next
spoonful.

“I think your new
colleague fancies your missus, Simon.”

Josh quickly looked away and focused on his
tray.

“Perhaps he’d like to clean
your missus up?”

“I bet he would.” Si
murmured.

Josh began eating
hurriedly, as his taste buds got used to the bland stodge. At least
it was filling, if nothing else.

Viola leaned over and deliberately flicked the
drooping ash from her cigarette over his
hunk of bread. Her eyes surveyed him coldly while she did
it.

Again, he looked at her, astonished that she’d do
such a thing.

“Eat faster
tomorrow.” She said.

And then she stubbed out her cigarette into his
remaining porridge.

 


***

 


“Let’s at least start
the meeting with some good news please, comrades.
Anybody?”

Bob Smith was sat around the circular with his
cabinet, known formally as the
Editorial Committee.

He liked to start meetings with a positive
headline, to get everybody into a better
mood. He looked at his eight comrades
hopefully.

“Well, we have the
latest figures in from PC Nine.” Barbara
Bassey said. “Productivity in the dildo factory is higher than
ever.” Barbara was Minister for Economic
Justice.

“And we’ve just signed a new
contract with our Asian distributor.” Harold
Jones added. “They’ve ordered another 30 million sex aids of
various types.” Harold was the Secretary of State for Treaties and
Defense.

Bob smiled. “I wish our country led the world in
something more meaningful
than dildos! Still, I suppose beggars can’t be
choosers.”

Zadie Wood stepped in.
“Well, if YOU can find us more industries where cheap labor gives
us an unassailable advantage, WE can do the rest. Then we can
increase the Quota to a much more meaningful level.”

She
repeated Bob’s word ‘meaningful’ with a
mocking tone.

He sighed, not rising
to the bait. “Tell me, Barbara, how have they managed to raise
productivity? Should I visit this factory? Give them a pep talk and
a thank you. I’ve never been to Penal Colony N
...”

Zadie interrupted again. “… that
won’t be necessary. We have all the
Inspection Reports, don’t we?” She pressed some keys on her tablet
and began reading to everybody.

“Colony Nine is a beacon for the Penal System, with
remorseful and penitent men and women
working happily to pay back society whilst enjoying their education
in new ways of thinking …”

“Yeah, I read that too.” Bob butted
in. “What’s this I’ve heard about some
hotel on the island that our senior comrades can
visit?”

“It’s just a typical
resort.” Zadie snapped. “But staffed by
unpaid prisoners. So that it can be offered free to our colleagues
who need a well earned break. Are you saying you think senior
officials don’t deserve a break? That you don’t
approve?”

“Er … of course not.” Bob
backed down. “So … you don’t think I need to
visit?”

“Bob, my dear, I think you
have far more important things to concern yourself with.” Zadie
snapped. “Our ordinary citizens need you much more than a few
pampered prisoners do. As the Inspector notes; we witnessed no
signs of discontent or mistreatment of the inmates who mostly
smiled at us.”

Bob listened to the rest of the meeting, silently
eyeing his comrades. There were three
backgrounds in the group; the ex-journalists like himself and Zadie
Wood, plus Zahra Chong who was the Secretary of State for Labor and
Unemployment, although more the latter than the former just at the
moment.

There were the
military figures, Michelle Singh in her wheelchair, Harold Jones
and, most importantly, Mohammed Demir who was Minister for Security
and Homeland; and finally the academics, Maya Lee, Barbara Bassey,
and Shirley Wilson, the Secretary of State for Society and
Education.

Naturally, they were all well meaning. Culturally,
they represented the rich diversity of the
country. But Bob had never imagined they’d all
fight like drowning rats in a sack.

“That’s it comrades,” he said, closing his file,
“any other business?”

“The Quota.” Zadie said, staring straight at him
and then peering around the table. She had been a
front-of-camera journalist all her career.
Although she was nearly 50, Zadie Wood had the face of a catwalk
model, with noble features and smooth skin the colour of
caramel.

“As I said,” Bob sighed, “we should take a few
days’ thinking time before making any rash
decisions.”

As Minister for Justice and Retribution, Zadie was
responsible for the Penal System, as well as
several other departments including tax. A few people had quietly
noted the fact that every single one of her ex-bosses and many of
her ex-colleagues had been amongst the first to be sent to the
Colonies. People were very surprised how many of them turned out to
be in the top few percent of earners. But nobody had dared point
any of this out to Zadie’s face.

Barbara winked at Bob before speaking.
“And as I said, we don’t have the funds to
build and staff more Colonies.”

Zadie turned on her comrade in
annoyance.

“If you ran the economy
with the efficiency I run justice then
maybe we’d have the funds!”

For the next five minutes, Bob listened to a
slanging match involving seven of his eight
comrades, each talking over the other, arguing, shouting and
interrupting. Only the eighth person remained as silent as
Bob.

He was the Four-Star General, Mohammed
Demir.

 


***

 


“Let’s start with what we know.” Junior
said.

There were nine of them at the meeting. They had
crammed themselves into a corner booth at the
back of the pub, supping their pints of beer, looking as innocuous
as they could.

The Movement was banned. An Act had been passed
stating that ‘Any members of the ROMEO
Movement or any person or persons supporting, espousing, soliciting
or in any way assisting the so-called Movement shall be dispatched
to the Penal Colonies forthwith’. That was
the law.

Mercutio started, avoiding using names and
anything incriminating.

“The three people we’re talking about were
arrested around two o’clock the night before
last. They left everything behind; their phones, clothes, the lot.
All yesterday they were out of contact. But I hadn’t arranged to
meet J until tomorrow evening so …” he shrugged, wiping his eye, “…
I didn’t realize until … I checked her front door. It’s smashed
in.”

They talked quietly for 15
minutes, changing the subject whenever anybody came too
close, always using initials instead of
names.

“Do we even know which
PC they’ve been sent to?” Lara
whispered.

“Not for certain.
The records are kept top secret. But I heard a rumor.” Mercutio
replied, fiddling nervously with his empty pint
glass.

“And?” Junior asked.

“Nine.”

Junior allowed himself a wry
smile.

He’d always
known this day would come.

 


***

 


“I have good news.”
Lesley teased, lying on her bed.

She spread her legs wide and settled her
head on the pillow. Francesca was naked,
hunkered obediently at the bottom of the large
bed.

She patted her carroty tuft
of pubic hair and beckoned the 21yr old with her index
finger. It had been a long, humid day and Lesley’s armpits exuded a
stench of overripe French cheese, while her cunt radiated heat,
desire and a whiff of brine.

After several days hunched in the
cage under Lesley’s special chair,
Francesca had finally begged for release. She’d agreed to perform
whatever acts Lesley desired voluntarily and
keenly.

The pretty girl lowered her face between Lesley’s
sweaty thighs and went to work.

“Mmm … so … the good
news.”

Francesca’s blue eyes peered upwards over Lesley’s
orange bush. Her forehead was creased and
there was a hint of queasiness in her expression she couldn’t quite
eliminate. Not that Lesley minded seeing a nice dollop of nausea,
as long as it was controlled.

“It seems that a family was trying to flee the
mainland. But fortunately they were caught in
time and arrested.”

There was already a
delicious spark of alarm within Francesca’s
intelligent eyes.

“You may know them? The Clarks? Sebastian Clark and
his family?”

The girl’s pupils widened and she almost
pulled her face out of Lesley’s muff. She
seemed about to hyperventilate.

“You’d better not stop
what you’re doing my dear. Or you’ll regret it terribly. That’s it.
Lick up all that nasty perspiration and
listen.”

Francesca nodded with her eyes while
demonstrating agreement with her
tongue.

“Yes,” Lesley sighed dreamily, lifting her knees
wider, “they’ll be on tomorrow’s hovercraft;
Sebastian, Josephine, Adam and Eva. What pretty names. If I
remember correctly, you told me you rather like Adam,
yes?”

A wet tear bubbled
out of Francesca’s eyelid.

Lesley chuckled and patted the top of
Francesca’s shaved
head.

“My bottom now dear. It’s a bit sweaty back there
too.”

She waited until she felt soft tongue slide
wetly into her
anus.

“My darling, you’re a bit young to
have the fate of four people in your hands. Or rather in
your mouth. But so be it, I’m afraid. So let me explain the rules.
Sebastian and Josephine will be put to work in the factory, side by
side. I’m told he likes to watch his wife giving random blowjobs,
so the supervisors will be encouraged to partake of her oral
skills.”

Lesley smiled up at her
mirrored ceiling while she talked. She had a lovely view of her own
body with Francesca’s slim back hunkered between her
legs.

“But provided you’re a good girl,
that’s all that will happen to your wannabe in-laws. Now,
Eva next. Such a cute girl by the looks of things but not my type.
I’ll bet she’s a horny little bitch,
right?”

Francesca murmured a reply into
Lesley’s sphincter.

“Mmugh.” It sounded like a
no.

“Well
that’s what you say, but I bet I’m right. Let’s make a little
wager. How old is Eva? 22, right? A year older than
you.”

Francesca’s eyes nodded a
yes.

“So, over her first 22 days here, Eva will he
mounted by ten men per day. A very random
bunch obviously. Part of our Government’s Diversity Policy. So by
the end she’ll have experienced 220 different men. My bet is she’ll
be pregnant after that little lot.”

Lesley felt a delicious ripple in her
sphincter as Francesca
inhaled.

“Now, if my bet is that she
is preggers, then your bet has to be that
she won’t be. And if you win, we’ll have another go the following
month. You still following me so far?”

Again, the girl’s damp eyes
nodded.

“But here comes the deal.
Provided you are exceptionally good to me young lady, that’s all
that will happen to your potential sister-in-law. Not such a bad
fate after all; a few breeding
gangbangs.”

Lesley smiled down and winked, suggestively
running her tongue along her lower lip.

“However, Adam! Now he’s the one you want to
hear about,
right?”

Lesley’s smile faded. Instead, she stared coldly
into Francesca’s eyes.

“He will join you and me, here in my residence. You
will both be my personal servants. Understood? … But just
one mistake … one teensy weensy slip-up and
you and Adam will never, repeat never, see each other
again.”

Lesley turned her face up to the
ceiling and studied the bald head wedged
between her thighs. She shut her eyes and enjoyed the sensations.
It would be immense fun pushing the young lovers to see how far
they’d go. She could barely wait for the next hovercraft to
arrive.

Eyes shut, she reached down
at tapped Francesca on the ear.

“My clit now darling. Give me a big
one.”

 


***

 


The time was 6.30 p.m.

At last, the
workforce only had one more hour to go. Josh’s body ached
everywhere. His shoulders and back were stiff, his arms and fingers
were exhausted and his feet were sore. He’d peed into his diaper.
Just a dribble but he hadn’t been able to hold the water he’d drunk
at lunchtime any longer. His padlocked cock had just seeped it into
the toweling loincloth.

“You not tired?” he murmured to
Gem.

She shrugged, smiled. “You get used to
it.”

“Really? Thirteen and a half-hour
days?”

“Only thirteen.” She
replied. “Half an hour’s our break for
lunch.”

“Anyway, what do they do with all these fucking sex
toys?”

Si whispered across the conveyor belt.
“Export mostly. The country earns valuable
foreign currency. It’s nice to be putting something back in after
all those years we only took out of the
economy.”

Josh stared at one of the dildos as he picked it
up. This one was black and shiny and large. It
reminded him of the
Warden.

And of his wife.

 


***

 


Linda stood in front of the
desk.

She was naked of course, while
the large woman sat behind the desk was dressed in a very
businesslike suit; she had a matching red jacket and skirt, and a
cream silk blouse. The brass nameplate on her desk
read:

‘Ms. Sadie Shark, Dep. Warden, South Beach Pleasure
Resort’.

“So, Linda Montagu,
huh? The Warden recommended you. That’s a great
honour.”

“Thank you … er … Miss.”

“Call me Madame.”

“Thank you, Madame.”

Linda was no longer self
conscious about nudity. She’d spent most of the past three weeks
with few or no clothes on. She knew she had a good body for a 29 yr
old.

But she very much doubted the woman opposite
looked good without
clothes on. Sadie Shark was a tall, thick-set woman, exceedingly
overweight, with a huge bosom and barrel-shaped waist that was
barely contained by her straining suit and blouse. She had the sort
of oval face that may have been attractive in her youth but now it
was fleshy and covered in too much makeup, with a double-chin that
jiggled when she spoke.

“I run a tight ship, Linda. There are 1,000 male
and 4,000 female prisoners under my command
in this resort. It’s a much better life than the factories or the
farms. But if you don’t pull your weight, I will come down
hard.”

Linda nodded that she understood, trying not to
stare at the amount of blush, mascara and
lipstick Ms. Shark was wearing. There was an ashtray on her desk
with the remains of two smoked cigars.

“Yes, Madame.”

“I was a hooker before
the Glorious First, Linda. So I know every
trick in the fucking book.”

Her chins shook and she smirked at
Linda’s expression of surprise that she was once a
prostitute. She seemed more proud than
ashamed.

“Yes, from age 18 to 25 I worked the hard way,
on the streets and on my back. That was back
in noughties. But from 25 to 35 I was a professional Domme in a
specialist brothel. That’s how I met the charming government
official who gave me this job. He was my
punter.”

Linda was even more surprised. She’d
thought Ms. Shark looked about 50 but by the
sound of it she wasn’t even 40. Yet here she was, a street whore
turned Deputy Warden. Life was about grabbing opportunities. Maybe
Linda would get her chance in the South Beach Pleasure Resort?
Maybe she could even save Josh and get together with him
again?

“You’re pretty enough, Linda. And the Warden says
you’ve learned well. But the
demands here aren’t easy. Some of our … guests … have some pretty
unusual appetites. Things some people consider
…”

She chuckled at Linda’s
querying expression.

“… disgusting.”

Then she pushed two mobile phones across the
table. Linda recognized them
immediately. Her own iPhone 25 and Josh’s work
phone.

“We’ve been through all your
contacts and data and cross referred them.
Tell me about Damian Parks.”

“Er … Damian was a contemporary of Josh’s, Madame,
but they fell out. Josh didn’t approve of him
joining the State
Police.”

“And Toby O’Rourke?”

“He was Josh’s first boss before he
joined the Justice
Ministry.”

“Hazel Whiting?”

“Our next door
neighbor, Madame. Could I ask why these people
…?”

“Janet Jones?”

“She went to school with me. I haven’t seen
her for over ten years. We never got on.
Why?”

Sadie smiled, placing the phones back in
her drawer.

“All four qualify for free attendance
at this Resort. It was Hazel Whiting who
tipped off the Tax Bureau about your rental earnings. Janet Jones
is the daughter of Harold Jones, Secretary of Treaties and
Defense.”

Linda inhaled, feeling
apprehensive.

“It’s one of our most popular features. Our
guests often like to reacquaint themselves
with people they know. In fact, one of my staff has already been in
contact with Damian Parks. He was delighted to hear from us. He’s
super keen to meet you. I understand you never liked
him?”

“N … not really, Madame. He
used to fondle my bottom and ogle my breasts whenever Josh wasn’t
looking. He never seemed to take my ‘no’ for an
answer.”

Sadie nodded, jotting a note on her pad before
speaking.

“Excellent. I will make sure
the cameras in his suite are all working. I’m sure he’ll want Josh
to be able to enjoy a movie of his
visit.”

“Pl … please, Madame. C … can’t I just … you
know … go with
strangers?”

“Of course. There’ll also be plenty of guests you
don’t know. Now, look at this
screen.”

She pushed a tablet
across the desk towards
Linda.

“See the photos of 26 men and
women?”

“Yes.”

“Quickly give me the letters of the five you
find most
attractive.”

“Er … A … E … J … K … and
Z.”

“And least attractive.
Quick!?”

“B … C … M … N … and X.”

“Good. Now these 26. Again, the most
attractive?”

Linda stared at more rows of faces. They were a
complete miscellany, from handsome and beautiful
to ugly and plain; they all had specific types of hair,
foreheads, ears, eyes, noses, nostrils, lips, mouths, teeth, grins,
jaws, chins, necks, chests, bodies, legs, genitals, penises,
vaginas, even bottoms and back views.

“D … F … L … P … Y.”

“And ugliest?”

“G … H … O … S … T.”

Eight more pages followed, until Linda had given
her instant judgment on 260 faces and
bodies; old and young, male and female, blonde and brunette, pale
and dark and every skin shade in
between.

Sadie’s jowls wobbled as she
nodded in approval. She reached for a cigar
and lighter, lit it and exhaled, staring at
Linda.

“Good girl. Honest answers. Very interesting.
That’s useful
feedback.”

“Wh .. why Madame?”

She tapped her computer. “They’ll all be fed into
our system here. We can profile the
physical appearances you find ugliest. Not just the obvious fat and
bald ones. The program’s way more sophisticated than that. We like
to ensure that our workers show the same amount of dedication to
the ones they find most abhorrent.”

“You mean like …
once or twice … as a test, Madame?”

Sadie simply grinned, ignoring
the question.

“I’ll wait for the computer but I couldn’t help
noticing that most of the faces you preferred
were around your age and social grouping, while those you didn’t
were much older and mostly different ethnicities. That’s in spite
of your having just spent three weeks with my dear friend Colonel
Sykes. And also females, I see. You seem to dislike duskier women
in particular, correct?”

“I … I … I don’t think I’m racist,
Madame.”

“Excellent, then you can prove it. We’ll put you
down for exclusive use of
non-white persons over 50, and ideally over 60. Apart from a few of
your old friends of course!”

Linda stared open-mouthed in shock at the smiling
Deputy Warden.

“Now,” Sadie said, “come
through here to my en suite bathroom, I have a little test I like
to give to all our new sluts.”

 


***

 


Jim was dressed in the same
outfit as Butler; heavy black tailcoat, waistcoat, white
shirt, stiff collar and bow tie, prickly pinstripe trousers, even
his underpants, all of them made out of ferociously itchy
hessian-burlap. They scratched his tender buttocks and he could
feel a rash already developing between his
thighs.

His genitals had been pierced by the tattooist
who’d returned with their adapted
wedding and her engagement rings. His penis was now locked down
using a padlock studded with his wife’s engagement
diamond.

“Good lad, Jim.” The
Warden said, as Jim carefully refilled Bull’s goblet with wine.
“You make a fine servant you know.”

Jim nodded but
didn’t speak. He hovered behind Sarah
next.

“Sure, give your
missus another drop too.”

The three of them were sat at a circular
dining table; his wife, his daughter and the
Warden, while Jim was waiting at table. Sarah and Juliette both
wore ball gowns loaned from the Warden’s large collection of female
garments. Sarah’s was pale blue and Juliette’s was pink. Both had
been tailored so that their cleavages were thrust upwards and on
display. His wife’s brown hair was arranged in a loose
bun.

“And your
daughter.”

Jim poured a slug of red wine into Juliette’s
glass too.

“How’s your dick?” the Warden
asked.

“Sore, sir. Very
tender.”

He nodded
sympathetically. “Well, don’t worry. Your predecessors have assured
me that the pain recedes pretty quickly. Gradually sexual
frustration takes over instead.”

“Yes sir.”

“By the way, when
did you two last fuck?”

Jim swallowed and he saw Sarah
blushing.

“Er … last Sunday morning,
sir.”

“Hah, the old Sunday morning routine. Once a
week?”

“Sometimes twice, sir.”

Bull winked at
Jim. “Funny isn’t it? You had no idea that when you made love to
your lovely missus last Sunday it would be your last ever fuck! The
very last time you put your dick inside her. I bet you’d have made
a bit more of the moment if you’d known,
right?”

Jim bit his lip. His mind was
scrambled. Last time?
It didn’t make sense. Nothing did in this fucking hell on
earth. But it was the truth. Yes, he would have made more of it if
he’d known.

“Yes sir.”

“And so how often did you jack off? Don’t lie to
me, boy!”

Jim blushed. This was excruciating. “M … most
days, sir.”

Sarah glanced up at him in shock. So did
Juliette.

Bull chuckled at them.
“And where did you do it? In the shower? On
the toilet? At your desk behind a computer
screen?”

Jim bit his lip again.
He wanted the ground to swallow him
whole.

“All of those, sir. But m …
mostly at my desk.”

Bull guffawed with laughter. “What fun. At
your desk! Most days indeed! No wonder you
have such a ‘strong arm’
Mr. Armstrong! But I’m afraid you’re going to be using
those biceps for other purposes in
future.”

“Yes sir.”

“You will practice pushups many times a day, until
you can support my weight. You see, I
like to fuck a woman on her husband’s back with him acting as our
bed. I assure you it’s a most enjoyable
experience!”

Jim frowned in horror, trying to envision what
the Warden was saying. The image was just
too horrible to contemplate.

“Yes sir.”

The Warden beckoned him over and patted the front
of Jim’s itchy trousers, smiling at the small stub of padlocked
flesh inside.

“Get used to it, Jimmy boy. You’re going to
live an entirely chaste existence from now
on. What have you had? 35 years or so since puberty of unrestrained
spurting. Well, you’ve had your chance. Now you’ll have another 35
years or so of strict denial. Not only fuck-free but totally
orgasm-free.”

He turned
towards Sarah and winked.

“Of course, your husband will still get to
witness a lot of fucking. This island reeks
of sex. He may even get to participate in various more … supportive
roles. But strictly on a zero-orgasms
basis!”

He chuckled and Sarah
smiled weakly.

At that moment, Cook arrived bearing three plates
of grilled fish and new
potatoes and vegetables. It smelt delicious. Jim had only been fed
a bowl of leftovers with the other members of the
household.

“And what about you, honey bunch?”
The Warden asked Sarah. “Were you diddling
that clit of yours behind your husband’s back
too?”

Sarah’s cheeks flushed red. “Not really, sir. Very
rarely. That’s the truth, I promise.” She glanced up
ruefully at Jim. He tried to convey his
understanding and love to her with just his
eyes.

“And you little one?”

Juliette didn’t redden. She met
the Warden’s gaze full on.

“Of course, sir. I masturbated a lot. In my bedroom
mostly. Especially before I’d had sex
for the first time.”

Jim was hovering behind the empty
place at the table. He had a good view of
all three of them. He saw the Warden’s big black face break into a
genuine smile, revealing his large white
teeth.

“I’m glad to hear that.” He replied, and
Jim spotted the intrigued admiration behind
the man’s eyes. “You haven’t said much since you’ve been
here?”

Juliette gave the Warden a slight
smile. “Well there wasn’t much to say … sir. I hope I
answered your questions politely when you asked me
anything?”

He stared at her. Then he opened his palms. “Let’s
eat.”

 


***

 


It was 9.00 p.m.

Josh was sitting at an old fashioned school desk.
At least the desk was of the ‘old fashioned’
style but it was a modern replica instead. One of hundreds of the
same wooden desks that were now arranged in numerous identical
classrooms on the island.

It was a relief to sit down. But
his bottom ached from the hard wooden seat
that was too low for him. Si was sitting in the row in front. He
stared at the back of his coworker’s
head.

Meanwhile, the female lecturer
kept droning on.

“It is
vitally important that every one of you absorbs this crucial
point.” She was black and attractive and apparently she was even
related to the Minister of Justice. Her name was Yolanda
Wood.

“History moves in
cycles. From the ice age our planet has gone through many periods
of cooling and rising temperatures through to global warming today.
It is the same with social dominance. For years the African roamed
the earth unchallenged. Then came a long era of empires from the
Greeks to the Romans to The Vikings and the Spanish, to the British
and the Americans. The crusading, pillaging White Man oppressed the
non-whites; such as the Arabs and Indians and Chinese and Blacks.
And males oppressed females. The Rich oppressed the
Poor.”

The lecturer allowed her eyes to roam the very
large room. Josh was sat in amongst a lot of males, white men
specifically, once graduates and
professionals. He wanted to challenge her rhetoric but
daren’t.

“And now it has turned
full circle with good reason.” She gestured around the room. “THIS
is justice. Fairness. Just as global warming is the result of man’s
past mistakes, so your presence here is the result of your
mistakes. It’s called paying your dues.
Yes?”

A hand had gone up
at the front. Josh heard a tentative male
voice.

“Do you possibly think the pendulum might have
perhaps swung maybe a little … too far,
Ma’am?”

“Not at all, young man. But see me afterwards for a
thrashing. I don’t think inane questions
help proper discussion.”

“Y … yes, Ma’am, of course. I
apologize.”

Josh saw Si’s hand go up next. He shrank in his
seat to try and remain invisible.

“Does Ma’am instead
think the pendulum hasn’t swung far
enough?”

She smiled at Si. “Now that’s a much better
question. The correct answer is no, it hasn’t
yet. Look at you all; healthy, lean, strong, sat down comfortably,
being educated, roofs over your heads at night. In my personal
opinion, true retribution still has a long way to travel.
Furthermore, not enough of you are paying the price. In my opinion
the Quota of 3 percent is far too low.”

Josh felt the entire classroom shift on their
seats.

“What does Ma’am think it
should be?”

“In my opinion … it should 20
percent!”
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