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THE STORY SO FAR

 


It is 2025. Jim, Sarah and Juliette Armstrong have arrived
on Penal Colony Nine and they’re immediately selected for personal
initiation into prison life by the Warden himself.

Jim is soon caned, shaved, tattooed and
pierced while Sarah and Juliette are forced to massage the
naked Warden. Over
dinner, Jim learns about what his future life will be like; chaste
and humiliated.

Meanwhile, back on the mainland, the #ROMEO Movement seeks the
repeal of the Payback Act, the release of all prisoners and, if
necessary, the overthrow of the Government. Junior, his girlfriend
Lara, and his best friend Mercutio discover that the Armstrong
family has been sent to the Colonies.

Meanwhile, Deputy Warden Lesley van Rimmel
has managed to engineer the arrest and sentencing of the Clark
family to provide the
leverage she requires over stubborn Francesca.

Josh Montagu has begun a life of hard
labor on the packaging
line in one of the Colony’s factories while his wife Linda has met
Sadie Shark, Deputy Warden of South Beach Resort. Linda’s been told
that her first customer will be Major Damian Parks, an old friend
of Josh’s.

 


SELECTED CHARACTERS

 


Colonel Bull Sykes, the 45yr old, 6’6” tall Warden of
Penal Colony Nine

Lesley van Rimmel, a lesbian redhead Deputy
Warden

Sadie Shark, an ex-hooker Deputy Warden

Jim Armstrong, 48yr old, handsome
ex-banker

Sarah Armstrong, his attractive 44yr old
wife

Juliette Armstrong, their pretty 21 yr old
daughter

Josh Montagu, 32yr old good looking
ex-lawyer

Linda Montagu, his blonde 29yr old wife

Major Damian Parks, 32yr
old mixed-race officer
in the State Police

Francesca Francis, 21yr old head-shaved
prisoner chosen by Lesley

The Clarks; Sebastian, Josephine, Eva and Adam

Junior, a member of the #Romeo Movement
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BOOK THREE: THE RESORT

 


From the air the isle of Verteneuf resembles a green rectangle
nestling in a turquoise sea. White sparks fly as waves crest
against its offshore reef. A strip of golden beach lines the
southern perimeter. Verteneuf’s nine square miles had remained
largely deserted until 2022, apart from few goats and a couple of
shepherd’s huts. But during the spring that followed the ‘Glorious
First’ coup, this remote island was hurriedly turned into Penal
Colony Nine.

On the right side as a passenger looks out
of the plane, one can see the jetty and port where the hovercrafts discharge their
cargo of human misery. Down to the left, the lush hills and
farmland where the island’s food is grown can be seen. Straight
ahead lies the busy north point with its factories, barracks, roads
and desalination plant while, in the centre of the island, are the
communications mast and the Warden’s compound on the
peak.

Directly below as the plane descends is a black tarmac runway
that slices along a stretch of the southern coastline, running
parallel with the strip of luxury hotels and sophisticated
restaurants, blue swimming pools and grey tennis courts, sandy
beaches and opulent spas of what is officially named South Beach
Pleasure Resort, but is simply known to the new elite as …
‘Pleasure Island’.

That particular Friday afternoon, a couple of hundred people
were arriving on the twice-weekly jet from the mainland. Amongst
them could be seen the usual dignitaries and bureaucrats, officials
and invited guests, male and female, of every ethnicity. Topless
hostesses were serving champagne and canapés and the atmosphere was
already drunken and debauched.

Seated in seat 9A was a police officer from the State Security
Service. He was tall, mixed-race and travelling in his official
uniform of black leather with red piping. Major Damian Parks was 32
yrs old, single and extremely horny.

He’d spent most of the journey reading a
file on the outlawed
#ROMEO Movement, a bunch of deluded terrorists who believed that
the country’s future meant returning to its past. Lunatics who
preached that the Penal Colonies should be closed and all the
prisoners released. Naturally Zadie Wood, the Justice Minister, had
ordered the State Police to seek out and destroy every single
member of this evil Movement as a matter of urgency.

Damian looked out of his window and smiled at the view. The
plane was now only a few hundred feet from the ground and he could
make out individual buildings and even naked people on the beach
and in the sea. Damian had been to Pleasure Island just once
before. He’d been promoted 6 months earlier and only ranks of
Majors and above were entitled to free vacations.

He closed his laptop and chuckled. The screensaver he’d selected
for this weekend was a photo taken 5 years earlier, a selfie of 4
people laughing happily at the camera. He’d loved his ex very much
but she’d ended things after he joined the State Police. The bitch
couldn’t accept that Damian having to fuck female suspects was a
crucial part of his job.

The other couple in the photo – Josh and
Linda – sadly things had
ended with Josh too. The guy was a goody-goody lawyer who
disapproved of the way policing had evolved after 2022. A silly
reason to end a friendship but, hey, there it was. And now poor
Josh was somewhere down on this very island serving State’s
Pleasure for earning too much money. Shucks.

Damian had always fancied Linda. She was a
stuck up little cunt who was damned pretty and boy didn’t she know it. He stared at his
screensaver. The photo was taken in 2020. She was only 24 yrs old
back then and full of herself, blue eyes, white teeth, big tits and
an even bigger smile. And now the cunt was somewhere down on the
ground too, serving State’s Pleasure for being married to Josh.
Well, Damian was going to wipe that big fucking smile off her smug
face.

The jet touched down and taxied to its spot right outside the
small terminal. To call it an airport would be an exaggeration. But
there was an air-conditioned building with a few reception desks
and a large number of porters to carry their bags.


“Major Parks, sir?” a young man asked, reaching
out to take Damian’s weekend suitcase.

Damian merely nodded and let the
porter take it. The kid
was tanned, fair-haired and undeniably handsome, dressed in smart
white Bermuda shorts and a white short sleeved shirt. His savage
haircut and the chastity bulge in his shorts were the only
indicators that he was a prisoner.

There was a line of taxis. Each one was a cart pulled by human
ponies.

“Male, female or mixed, sir?” the porter
asked.

Damian looked down the line.
The ponies were all
naked except for their equipage; bits and bridles, blinkers and
boots. Already other passengers from the plane were being helped
into various carriages.

“Mixed.”

The porter escorted him to a glistening
sulky parked up with four ponies in front of it; two males and two females, an older
couple in front and a younger couple behind.


“This is a family cart,
sir. The Johnstons;
parents, their son and daughter-in-law. Will they
do?”

Damian surveyed them. The parents looked
to be in their 40s; both
shaved totally bald and both red-faced and perspiring. The woman’s
labia were pierced and a zip of shiny steel rings had been
inserted, locking her vagina closed. The male’s flaccid penis was
stretched and padlocked to his thigh.

The younger couple were better looking. The son had crew cut
hair and his penis was unlocked, dangling free, while his young
wife was a brunette. Her long brown hair had been tied in a
ponytail. Her tits were kind of average and her pierced nipples had
bells dangling from them.


“I suppose so.”
He replied, clambering onto the
front bench.


“Oh, do you wish to drive
sir?” The porter asked in surprise.

“What’s it fucking look like.”

Damian lifted the buggy whip out of its
quiver.

“Shall I get into the back, sir?”


“No. You can run
along beside us with my
suitcase.”

“Yes sir, of course, sir.”

It was fucking hot outside of the
air-conditioned plane and terminal. Damian removed his jacket and placed it next to
him on the bench. Then he raised the whip and cracked it across the
older man’s shoulder.

The cart immediately lurched forwards.
Damian lashed again, this time landing the whip on the older
woman’s neck. He heard
her howl.

His hotel was only about a mile away by
cart. The road was made of black tarmac and the surface was hot,
which was an added
incentive for the ponies to run fast. He felt the breeze in his
hair and smiled at the bouncing ponytail and jiggling buttocks of
the Johnston’s daughter-in-law as she scampered along, her nipple
bells chinking.

It felt great to be back. The
strip was buzzing with
late afternoon activity; open-air pubs and busy shops, al fresco
restaurants and sports bars. The island’s Discount Store had a
display of the latest sex toys on offer. He spotted a big red and
white poster for something called a “Drill-do”, which was
apparently an oversized range of dildos.

He passed a bukkake demonstration by the
side of the road. A topless female prisoner was on her knees with a group of
visitors jerking off over her face while a small crowd watched and
filmed on their phones.

The Resort had a range of hotels, all of
them low-rise and high-end. The tallest buildings were only
3 stories high. There
were boutique-style lodges with thatched huts on the beach for
married couples who’d come together from the mainland. A lot of
senior officials would bring their spouses and spend a few days
spicing up their sex lives.

There were sumptuous spa residences where gorgeous therapists
catered to each guest’s every whim throughout their stay. There was
even a modern business hotel where busy executives could continue
to work, in between breaks for orgies.

And right in the middle of the strip was
the ‘South Beach
Pleasure Dome’ itself, a Roman-inspired structure of domes and
columns and statues and fountains. There was an underground cavern
with a 24/7 nightclub of pounding music and cocaine dispensers.
Most famous of all was its courtyard amphitheatre where
‘gladiators’ fought each other while visitors placed bets and were
orally pleasured.

Damian pulled up outside the Pleasure
Dome and 3 obsequious
doormen immediately scuttled over. Face-recognition had tipped them
off as to who he was.


“Major
Parks, sir. How
wonderful to be able to welcome you back.”


“Tether this cart up and
water the ponies.” He threw the reins at the doormen.
“I’ll be using this lot
again during my stay.”

“Of course, sir.”

At that moment, his airport porter
arrived, sweating and out of breath.

“What kept you?”

“I’m sorry, sir.” The young man passed the
suitcase to a doorman.

Damian strode indoors without
giving either of them a
second glance.

Naturally there was no queue at the
Reception Desk. There were 10 topless clerks and
bellhops for every
arriving guest. Within 60 seconds Damian had been shown up to his
suite on the 3rd floor,
the highest level apart from the rooftop bar and pool.

His suite had a marble bathroom, a living
area with a desk, leading through to a huge bedroom
with a 10ft wide double
bed, and a balcony overlooking the courtyard amphitheatre. He found
a bowl of fruit, a magnum of champagne and a sealed
letter.

He nodded at his suitcase.
“Unpack it.” He ordered
the topless bellhop. She was cute, wearing a white tennis skirt and
open sandals. Her breasts were just as Damian liked them; high and
perky but full, with nipples like raspberries.


“Yes
sir.”

He slid his finger along the seal of the
letter.

‘My dear Major Parks,

Welcome to Penal Colony Nine and
South Beach Resort.

As agreed, you have been
allocated one of our top-floor ‘Movie Suites’. There are 24
micro-cameras hidden in the bedroom, living area and balcony. There are a
further 6 in the bathroom which can be turned off using the secret
switch in the mini-bar should you prefer privacy at certain times!
The camera lenses are motion-activated and they will record any
action on the bed or elsewhere during your stay.

Needless to say you will receive
a copy of the edited version of your weekend’s pleasure and will
have the
right to request any scenes for deletion. However, we trust you
will relish the charms of Linda Montagu and the distress it will
cause Josh Montagu when he subsequently views it.

Please ring the concierge when
you wish Mrs. Montagu to be sent up to your suite.

With best wishes,

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

Damian smiled inwardly, threw open
his balcony doors and
opened the magnum of champagne, aiming the popped cork at the
bellhop’s butt.

“Name?”

“Alison, sir.”

“Age?”


“25, sir.”

“Single, Alison?”

“Engaged, sir. My fiancé is a bellhop as
well.”

“Is he indeed?”

Damian looked more closely at her.
She looked like an
actress he couldn’t remember the name of. The same actress who’d
been one of the first arrests made after the ‘Glorious First’. Her
early gangbangs in Penal Colony One had been TV and internet
sensations three years ago.


“How long have you
been here?”

“Three months, sir. My family only just fell
inside the three percent, sir.”

He chuckled. “Thought you’d escaped,
huh?”

She blushed apologetically. “Yes sir. But
there’s no excuse. Daddy should have given more away to charity and
then we wouldn’t be
here.”

“Lift up your skirt.”

She didn’t even pause, just raised the hem
of her white pleated skirt to her waist, revealing
the lips of her pussy
and hairless mound.

“I need an ice bucket. Call your fiancé to
bring one up.”

“Of course, sir.”

While she used the bedside phone to ring the front desk,
Damian stripped down to his briefs, scattering his uniform onto the
floor. Alison picked everything up and hung it in the wardrobe
without being asked.

“You get fucked a lot?”


“Not as often as some
people imagine. There
are ten of us to every guest. That’s 4,000 females and 1,000 males
on the entire Resort staff for only 500 guests. I’m just a bellhop.
There are many prettier women than me working in the
Resort.”

He beckoned her over and traced his
fingertips over her
perfect boobs.

“You look pretty fuckable to me.”

Damian projected a tough image but he
liked to think he had a softer centre. Back at college and when he was a navy cadet,
he’d been considered a ‘nice guy’. It was his State Police Training
that had hardened his attitude.

“Thank you, sir.”

“Do you know a ‘Linda Montagu’?”

Alison’s forehead wrinkled as she thought.
“No sir, I’m afraid not.
We only really get to know the names of our immediate colleagues.
Mostly our old names aren’t important here.”

Damian patted her hip and turned her around.

“Asshole?”

“Not often, sir. I’m very small there.”

He pushed his thumb into her
puckered anus. “Hum, you
are, aren’t you?”

There was a gentle tap on the suite door. It
wasn’t locked.


“Come in.”

Another bellhop pushed the
door open and peered
into the room. He was wearing a pair of white Bermuda shorts and a
pink T-shirt with ‘Anything Just Ask’ across the chest.

“Your ice, sir.”

Damian left his thumb in Alison’s bottom and
jerked his chin.

“Over here.”

The kid was in his mid-20s and he had the standard buzz cut
hair. But he had a pleasant face apart from a swollen lip. His eyes
exchanged a split-second glance with Alison.

“I’m just examining your fiancé’s ass.”

“Thank you, sir.” He replied.

“You ever do her there?”


“Oh no,
sir. She’s very tight
apparently.”

Damian nodded, as the kid filled the bucket
and jostled the magnum into the ice cubes.

“Name?”

“Gregory, sir. But everybody calls me
Greg.”

“What happened to your lip, Greg?”


“A guest
punched me, sir. He said
I was too slow carrying his bags.”

Damian nodded. “You ever get to fuck Alison
nowadays?”


“Oh no, sir. Not since
our arrest. I was sleeping over at Alison’s when the Militia arrived so I got
caught up in it.”


“You mean you’re not in
the Quota
yourself?”


“No sir. My
parents are just
ordinary folk. But I was arrested and sentenced
anyway.”

Damian studied him. He had an idea.


“I’m a Major
in the State
Police.”

He felt Alison’s sphincter tighten around his
thumb. Greg looked terrified.


“Don’t worry.” Damian laughed. “I was just
thinking I could look into your case and maybe have a word with the
Ministry.”


“Th … thank you, sir. B …
but I’d rather … stay
with Alison.”

“Really? You would? You must love her very
much?”

Greg blinked, his eyes gazing at Damian. “I do, sir.”

There was a moment’s silence. The three of them formed some kind
of kinky tableau comprising one man nonchalantly thumbing a young
woman’s anus while a second man humbly watches.

Damian extracted his thumb and dipped it
into the ice
bucket.


“How do you feel
now that other guys get
to fuck her?”


“Frustrated and sad, sir.
Very frustrated because I’ve been chaste for over three
months now, sir. And sad
because … well, I guess that’s obvious.”

Damian spanked Alison’s butt as a
sign to straighten up
and turn around.

He looked at them both. Damian had
stripped to just his black briefs. The front bulged with his
erection. Their eyes politely avoided it.

“Call Reception. I’m booking you both for the
weekend.”

“Yes sir.”

 


***

 


At 7.17 p.m. on Friday evening, Linda received the dreaded
call.

Her first assignment.

Sadie Shark told her to report to Suite 3F
on the 3rd floor.
A gentleman guest required her services for the entire weekend; no
discussion, no limits.

“Yes, Madame.”

Remarkably, Linda had been loaned a selection of her own clothes.
Apparently the State had confiscated and bagged up her entire
wardrobe, although most of her and Josh’s possessions had been sold
or burned. The selection included most of her old lingerie, her
sportswear, her two favorite dresses, some tops and miniskirts, and
her wedding dress. They’d also given her a couple of framed photos
including her wedding pose cutting the cake with Josh, and another
taken on their honeymoon.

She’d been told that her first
guest required her best
lingerie worn under an old navy blue dress that she’d owned for
five or six years. Fortunately it still fitted although it was now
a little tight round the bust. The Pleasure Dome had supplied a
pair of shiny high heels in her size to wear with it.

She found the suite and knocked on the door.

A bellhop opened it for her. He was
wearing the standard male uniform of white Bermuda shorts and
pink T-shirt. His hair
was crew cut and he had a swollen lip.

“Linda?”

“Yes.”


“Come in. I’m
Greg.”

She followed him into the luxurious
suite, past a door she
guessed was the bathroom, through a living area to an enormous
bedroom. A half-drunk magnum of champagne and used glasses were on
the table. It was obvious that this guest was pretty important in
the hierarchy.

She looked around uncertainly.

“He’s in the bathroom.” Greg said, by way of
explanation.

As if to confirm the truth, at that moment
Linda heard a male grunt
through the door and a loud splash.

“He said he won’t be too long.”

Linda nodded, standing, waiting and wondering whether she could
ask.

“Er … what’s he … like?”

“He’s a great guy, I promise. You struck
lucky. You new?”

“Yes. My first time.”

She was pleased. Maybe they made your first assignment
easier? It made sense not to throw a newbie in at the deep
end.

The bathroom door opened and surprisingly a woman came out.
Another bellhop in a white tennis skirt was holding a half-full
champagne glass. Linda’s first thought was to wonder if it was
really champagne.


“Linda, meet
Alison. Alison,
Linda.”

She exchanged friendly glances
with the pretty girl who had a
ball of black wool scrunched in her other hand.


“Hi Linda. Hold still.
I’m going to put this on
you.”

The black wool turned out to be a hood. A
kind of balaclava mask with a big hole for her mouth but no eye slits at
all.


“Are … you sure …?”

“Yep. No arguments, remember. Keep
still.”

Suddenly Linda could no longer see
anything. Everything was dark and her hearing was slightly muffled.

“On the bed.”

Their four hands gently guided
her across the bedroom to the
huge double bed. She fumbled her way onto it and they helped
arrange her on the covers. They directed her to lie face-up, but
with her head nearest the foot of the bed.

At that moment she heard a flushing sound,
a tap running and
finally the bathroom door. Then she heard Alison’s
voice.

“Here she is, sir. As you requested. Her
name’s Linda. First assignment. She’s very pretty.”

The man grunted. He didn’t reply. Linda could somehow sense his
eyes staring down at her dress.


“More champagne, sir?” she heard Alison
ask.

Linda heard the merest murmur as a reply. Then she felt it; his
weight descending onto the bed, next to her. Her own body sank down
in sync and then rose with his.

Silence.

Then she felt them. Bare buttocks. She
felt his thighs pressing
against her arms. The man was settling himself down on her face.
His bottom was on her mouth.

Not even Bull had done that!

He was heavy. She struggled a bit but several hands held her
down. She heard muffled laughter. Her nose was enveloped by a whiff
of copper and cabbage. She remembered the earlier grunt and the
flush. She could just hear the chink of glasses. They were all
toasting this moment.

“Hi Josh!” Linda made out three voices
calling out her husband’s name.

 


***

 


At the same time, Sadie was perched on her
sofa with a young man’s
face wedged between her warm and ample thighs.

On the wall opposite, she could enjoy live
feeds from 30 cameras but all the action was currently showing on just 12 of the
screens. The other areas of Suite 3F were empty. She was enjoying a
bird’s eye view from the ceiling of Damian. He was drinking
champagne whilst squatting astride Linda Montagu’s hooded head.
Linda was still dressed in the same blue dress she’d been wearing
in that Selfie that Damian had emailed in preparation for his
visit. It was the little details that enhanced the
trauma.

Meanwhile, the young man licking Sadie
knew exactly how she liked it; long swipes of his equally long tongue from her crevice
all the way up to her throbbing clit; ‘oh-so-slow licks’ that had
already given her two thumping orgasms. Mind you, the camera feeds
on the wall could probably have managed to get her rocks off on
their own.

Sadie was smoking. She loved a Cuban
cohiba at moments like this, the brown cigar contrasting with her white gloves, a grey
cloud of smoke billowing around her. She’d simply hitched her red
skirt up to her waist and tugged off her thong. Otherwise she was
still fully dressed, in her J-cup bra and cream silk blouse, heels
and gloves.

Her bambina’s face winced occasionally
which was a good sign.
The spikes digging into his erection were an extra incentive for
the lad to do an excellent job. Sadie very occasionally indulged
the beautiful 21 yr gay aristocrat by allowing him a little manual
relief. The fact that he was handsome, homosexual and many years
her junior was of zero concern to her. She’d selected him out of a
thousand young men. His pretty face, foppish hair, refined accent
and exceptionally long, studded tongue were the only things that
mattered. Besides, his erection proved that, made to wait long
enough, any young lad can learn to enjoy overripe fruit.

Sadie could never quite forget her own
life on the streets,
giving blowjobs for a pittance in the early-2000s, swallowing cum
for the price of a bite to eat, allowing disgusting old men into
her once-nubile body. Well, now that the boot was on the other
foot, she felt no guilt about her tastes. Or her taste, for that
matter.


“Hi Josh!” trilled out
from the speakers as Damian and the bellhops toasted the camera lens. Sadie
chuckled. Both bellhops seemed to be enjoying themselves too. It
sometimes happened; bullied turned bullies. They were now using
scissors to hack Linda’s favorite dress off, piece by jagged piece.
Slowly the 29yr old’s pale body was exposed.

Sadie’s gaze shifted to another of the screens. This one showed a
close up of Damian’s face. She would freeze the frame. Josh would
love that view; his mixed-race friend using his wife’s mouth as his
saddle and her nose as a pommel. Earlier, Damian had kindly left
the bathroom cameras switched on too. Sadie chuckled inwardly. The
film of his noisy performance was already in the can, so to
speak.

What Sadie had to make sure of was to get the perfect shot
at the moment when the hood came off and Linda was finally
confronted with Damian. That would make a wonderful cover image for
the DVD. A pretty face contorted in horror, like Janet Leigh’s on
that poster for Hitchcock’s “Psycho” movie all those years
ago.

Aha, now it was finally time. She watched Damian clamber off
Linda’s hood and saunter behind the two bellhops who had started
slicing her underwear. Her sexy briefs were nice black silk with a
fancy store label inside. At least, they used to be. Now they were
shredded into a dozen pieces.

Sadie lay back and shut her eyes for a
moment. She’d had
Bambina’s tongue pierced with seven rounded studs that ran from the
tip all the way to his tonsil. It caused the most delicious
sensations although it had slightly affected his charming speaking
voice.

She’d put a fair bit of thought into
Linda’s demise. The
young woman had just spent three weeks with Bull Sykes, so a quick
wham-bam in a hotel bedroom was hardly going to deliver a memorable
moment. A famous movie mogul defined a good film as one that begins
with an earthquake and then builds up to a climax. Sadie’s role as
the Muse of South Beach had necessitated a few extra tweaks to
provide her audience with some exciting images.

She ran her gloved hand along the velvet
sofa and shuddered, as
the studded tongue triggered delicious shockwaves in her
brain.

 


***

 


History is a tale of male, pale and stale,
destined to fail.

History is a tale of male, pale
and stale,
destined to fail.

History is a tale of male, pale
and stale, destined to fail.

History is a tale of male, pale
and stale, destined to fail.

History is a tale of male, pale and stale,
destined to fail.

History is a tale of male, pale
and stale, destined to fail.

History is a tale of male, pale and stale,
destined to f …

 


 


Josh looked up when he saw the lecturer’s
shadow lurking over his
desk. He was writing her mantra in longhand on the pad of paper as
fast and neatly as he could. His wrist and hand
throbbed.


“Name?” she said, leaning
on her crook-handled cane like it was a walking stick.

“Josh, Ma’am. Josh Montagu.”


“Stand up and
drop your
loincloth.”

He blinked at her in shock. He guessed the
lecturer Yolanda Wood was in her 50s, still attractive,
with frizzy black hair
turning slightly grey. She was wearing a charcoal grey suit of
jacket and slim trousers.

Josh stood up. He was
already exhausted. After
another sleepless night in the cramped barracks, he’d toiled
relentlessly from 06.00 to 19.30 on the packaging line and was now
in the middle of two more hours of ‘Thought Reform’ from 20.30
until 22.30.

This evening’s so-called lesson
had turned out to be simply
writing ‘History is a tale of male, pale and stale, destined to
fail,’ as many times as
possible in two hours. A few faces glanced round at him but most of
his fellow ‘students’ simply carried on scribbling at their wooden
desks.

Josh undid the large pin holding up his
loincloth and let the slightly soggy diaper drop to the floor. His
penis was padlocked to
his inner-thigh. His supervisor Viola had the only key. He looked
at the lecturer.

“Bend over the desk.”

He wanted to ask what on earth he’d done wrong but he knew
it would be futile. In fact, she was probably doing this simply to
make that point.

He draped his stomach and chest over the
wooden surface, raising his bottom.

“You.” He heard her say. “Thrash him.”

Josh saw Simon get up from the desk in front and take the
cane.

Whooosh.

There was no ceremony, no warning. The
crack echoed around the large classroom. He bit his lower lip and clutched the edge
of the desk with his hands. He was determined not to
cry.

 


Whooosh.

Whooosh.

 


Of course, his tears came soon enough. His
vision blurred and he let out a sob. He prayed for courage and
thought of Linda. He had
to be brave for Linda.

 


He wondered how she was doing.

 


***

 


She fought, even though it was futile.

The woolen hood was claustrophobic, dark and humid. She tried to
use her hands to resist but the two bellhops held her down easily.
She could feel that she was naked now, her dress and her lacy
underwear shredded.


“Ge … rr .. t .. o …ff ..
mm.” she growled, wriggling on the bed.

She could sense the stranger hovering
above her. She could hear his snorts of laughter. She hated him
already. Yes, the Warden
may have used her body for three weeks and yes he’d humiliated
Josh. But that had been different. This was something else
entirely.

Somehow she could imagine the bastard
already, an ugly old man prescribed by the Madame’s computer
program, an amalgam of
every physical feature she disliked. She could taste him, his
coppery tang in her nostrils. And she could feel him.

His strong hands were grabbing her knees, wrenching them
apart, and his hardness slammed against her labia. She heard him
grunt and felt his arm travelling down, his fingers tugging her
lips apart, opening her dryness up.

And then he was inside her. Hard and
invasive. Hips banging
against her hips, his chest on her breasts. She heard him snort
again, more of a proper chuckle this time. She could sense the two
bellhops alongside, enjoying the show.

She realized she was crying. She let out a
sob inside the hood. She prayed for courage and thought of Josh. She had to be brave for
Josh.

 


She wondered how he was doing.

 


***

 


Damian was in fucking heaven.

Of course, he’d already banged
several women that week.
His FWB for one; a nice vanilla overnighter on Monday. He didn’t
love her but, hey, she kept him grounded and she had great legs
too.

Then there was the secretary he was
currently blackmailing;
he’d dropped by her apartment on Tuesday for a quickie. He loved
making her pay him to fuck her. She left him a nice crisp 100-note
every time he came round to pop his load in her cunt. He had her
bank account details. She’d had to take out a second 1,000 loan as
her salary wasn’t enough to keep up with instalments.

And on Wednesday it had been the wife of some guy he’d
arrested and the slut had tried to bribe him to drop charges. She’d
tried her best and given Damian a fun half an hour. But the law’s
the law.

However, this was way, way more
fun. Linda effing
Montagu, hooded and helpless under him, taking his cock in her dry
snatch. He’d never really known what Josh saw in her but, hey,
maybe it was her tight cunt? After all, she was pretty enough. It
was only her attitude that Damian hadn’t liked back in the old
days.

But her attitude now was sensational;
indignant and defiant and helpless and oh so fucking amusing. And the best part? She
didn’t even know who he was yet!

He leaned sideways and
kissed the cute bellhop.
What was her name? Oh yeah, Alison. She seemed to be having fun
too. And Greg? He was holding down Linda’s wrists and grimacing
with effort. Damian stuck his tongue in Alison’s mouth and rammed
even deeper into Linda’s slowly loosening cunt.

It didn’t take long. He was horny as
fuck. He felt his
prostate tighten and his balls unleashed their load, orgasmic
electricity exploding up his spine and down his legs, before
circling back to his brain. He let his climax wash over him as wave
after wave crashed messily against Linda’s cervix.

“Mmmm … yesssss….” He slobbered into the
black wool of her hood.

He lay there for a couple of minutes while his heartbeat
slowed, listening to her gentle snivels and gasps. He thought of
Josh and smiled. Wherever his old mate was, he was nearby, and he
didn’t have a fucking clue.

Not yet, anyway.


“May I lick you clean,
sir?” Alison whispered.

Damian shrugged. “Sure.”

He extracted his dwindling erection from
Linda’s ravaged cunt. A fine coating of cream
decorated her pink lips.
His cock was covered in slime.

Damian watched the bellhop kneel and take
his length between her lips. Greg was watching politely too, still holding Linda’s
wrists although she’d ceased struggling.


“And should I clean her
for you, sir?” he
asked.

Damian smirked and took another
look at the damage he’d
done. Linda’s labia were splayed like slimy sashimi, wide open,
with slugs of cum oozing down to her puckered asshole.

He made a filming gesture, holding his
left hand up and rotating his right. Greg nodded and fetched Damian’s phone from
the bedside table.

Pushing Alison away, now that his cock was
clean, Damian knelt down and filmed a close up between Linda’s thighs, making sure
that her pink pussy filled the entire screen.


“NOW you can
clean that up.” He said
to Greg.

 


***

 


Sadie lay back on the sofa with her thick thighs wide
apart. Her vulva and labia were splayed like sashimi, wide open,
and her legs were covered with her own ejaculate.

She’d squirted. Her bambina had made her
soak everywhere,
massaging her G-spot and making her squirt at the precise moment
Major Parks had pumped his jizz into Linda. Sadie had sprayed fluid
all over the charming boy’s face, her own fat legs and the office
floor.

Now he was kneeling expectantly between
her high heels, like a
spaniel hoping to be walked. His cock cage was still locked and the
spikes had no doubt caused little indentations in his
flesh.

She put her finger under his chin and
smiled.

“No dear. Not this evening.”

He nodded.


“Not this week
either.” She continued,
looking him straight in the eye. “Maybe … just maybe … next
month?”

He nodded again, a very sad expression on
his pretty
face.

She looked down at her damp legs and the
soaking floor.

“Now clean that up.” She said.

 


***

 


Greg had done a fine job.

It had taken ten minutes but Linda’s pussy
now looked as clean as if Damian had used protection. Her coral
pink lips were gaping
but there was no white or cream goo in sight. It had all gone down
the bellhop’s gullet. Damian smiled. Consider that as your tip,
young man!

Linda was lying on the huge bed. She was
naked but still hooded. Her body was spread-eagled in an X-shape,
both arms and legs
outstretched. At first her pussy hadn’t reacted to Greg’s tongue
but, little by little and despite her wishes, his skilled slurping
of her clitoris had caused her nipples to stir and her breath to
quicken. At that moment …

“Surprise!”

Alison whipped the hood off while Greg filmed using Damian’s
camera.

Linda blinked against the light and then her
face froze.

“Hello Mrs. Montagu.” Damian said, kneeling
between her ankles.

Her expression was a wonderful mix of
recognition, horror, shame and rage, all at once.

“Damian!” she screamed.

“Did you get that?” he asked. “It was
perfect.”

Greg kept filming. “Yes sir, I
got it.”

“You … bastard!” Linda squealed, her face
full of only fury now.

Damian laughed then his voice turned suddenly
cold.


“NEVER
speak to me like that
again!”

That shook her out of her defiance. In a
moment, her mind seemed to return to normal. She
realized the situation.
He was Major Damian Parks of the Secret Police. She was merely
Linda, a South Beach whore.


“I’m … sorry, sir.” She
humbly
replied.

 


***

 


Bull was lying on his back in the middle
of his huge 4-poster bed. He was naked and the Armstrong
family were all gathered
around him.

On his left was Sarah, attractive 44 yr
old Mrs. Armstrong, cuddled into his side, her head resting
on his shoulder.

On his right was Juliette, pretty 21 yr old Miss. Armstrong,
nestled into his other flank, her head on his chest.

Both women’s’ fingers were lightly caressing his ebony shaft,
learning how to coax it back to life. Their pale bodies looked so
small and delicate either side of his massive frame.

Straight ahead of them was James, or
rather Jim, 48 yr old Mr. Armstrong. He was on his feet, splayed out, in an x-shape at
the end of the bed. He had a strict posture collar round his neck,
forcing him to look straight downwards at the bed. His limbs were
spread-eagled with his outstretched arms and legs chained to the
top and bottom corners of the 4-poster by his wrists and ankles.
And he was totally naked apart from a transparent plastic cup that
was covering his erection.

Bull winked at him while both women gently
stroked his cock. Meanwhile nobody was caressing
Jim’s flagpole, although
it still had to remain fully erect in order to prevent the plastic
cup falling.

“How you doing, Jim?”


“A bit t …
tired, sir.”

Jim had been strung up for several hours already. But Bull
required a male prisoner’s full attention at a takeover. That’s why
Jim’s newly pierced cock was unlocked.


“I was joking when I said
no erections at all, Jim. Occasionally, I like to
see you hard. Such as at
romantic moments like this.”

First, Jim had been forced to watch both
females getting to grips with Bull’s cock manually. Then Jim had witnessed Juliette
jerking it off into Sarah’s stretched mouth. Her little fingers
seemed to know how to manipulate the Warden’s black shaft until he
groaned and almost blew the top of Sarah’s head off.


“Oh man … yeah
… mmmm.”

 


***

 


“Oh man … yeah … mmmm.”

Bull stared directly at Jim at the exact instant he filled his
wife’s mouth. It was an important moment, and again as she gulped
everything down. Jim had said nothing aloud but his eyes spoke
volumes. And Bull liked that. He expected husbands to learn self
control within the first few days. But he still wanted to witness
their internal struggle. Just like Josh had struggled, as indeed
had so many other fine spouses before him.

Lying there, Bull idly wondered how
Josh was? And Linda? He
was pretty sure both kids would be doing fine. He’d trained them
well.

After a rest, he’d fucked Mrs. Armstrong
for the first time. She
had a decent pussy for mid-40s and one kid. It would do a decent
job for a couple of weeks, especially interspersed with oral and
anal and the 21yr old daughter. Nothing special but then, it was
hard to find ‘special’ nowadays. He’d sampled just about everything
he could think of.

He’d chosen the doggy-position. It allowed
him to slide his full length into her. But the added benefit was that they could both
face the foot of the bed and give Jim a ringside view of the action
and their facial expressions; Sarah’s ‘oohs’ and ‘aahs’ and her
wide-eyed wonder, underneath Bull’s own smirk, as he gazed straight
into her husband’s eyes and chuckled at the silly plastic cup he
was presenting.

Meanwhile, young Juliette had simply
watched them from the
side. Bull had been tempted to have her little pink tongue become
acquainted with his butt while he fucked Sarah. That sensory
overload would have been fun for Jim to witness. But something had
prevented him doing that. And it wasn’t just his usual stretching
things out. There was something else. But he couldn’t put his
finger on it.

So now he was lying on the bed
recuperating, getting a
sense of how long it might take for him to train all three
Armstrong family members properly, while both women caressed his
contented shaft.

“Tired? Better not let that erection drop,
Jim.” He said.

“I’ll try not to sir.”

Bull turned his head leftwards and kissed Sarah full on the
mouth. She murmured and gave him her tongue. Like any wife and
mother, he knew she’d do absolutely anything he told her to. That
was their silent pact.

But the one who intrigued him was
Juliette.

 


***

 


At around ten, Damian went out for a night cap.

The doormen brought round his cart from the parking area.
The four Johnstons were connected to it, bits and bridles still in
place.

He took the reins and jumped aboard.

“Has anybody fed them?” he asked a
lackey.


“No sir.”

“Got any nosebags?”

“Yes sir. What kind?”


“Oats and raisins.” Damian said, unsheathing the
buggy whip. “And some extra prunes.”

A minute later, the lackey returned with
four canvas bags. He removed the bits from the Johnstons’ mouths
and looped a bag over
each head, so that the ponies could eat while they ran.

“Gidyap!” Damian hollered and lashed Mr.
Johnston’s shoulder-blade.

He’d left Linda secured on his bed and the bellhop couple
keeping an eye on her. With 30 cameras rolling, none of them would
even dare speak.

His pony team made a fine sight as
they jogged along the strip,
mouths in their nose bags. They’d obviously been
starving.

The air was fresher now and Damian had
dressed in a polo shirt and slacks. The tarmac was cooler but the
Resort strip was still
buzzing with nighttime fun; pubs and restaurants and bars all lit
up and full. He spotted a couple of faces he recognized from the
mainland and waved. One of them was somebody he knew from the Tax
Bureau.

Mrs. Johnston suddenly peed as she
ran. Damian cracked the
whip against the back of her bald neck.

“Wait until we’re parked up, bitch.” He
shouted.

Eventually they reached
the place he was heading
for.

‘The Cock & Tail Bar’

The place was a cocktail and nightcap
tavern with a wide array of hookers in housemaid’s outfits, specializing in every fetish
and kink; redheads, brunettes, blondes, baldies, big-tits,
flat-chests, trannies, the lot.

Just outside the entrance a woman was
kneeling under a sign saying ‘Your Eye Nil.” A couple of visitors
were standing in front
of her with their backs to Damian. After a few seconds they jiggled
their waists and then zipped their trousers up, wandering back
inside the tavern.

He parked the Johnstons amongst a line of
other carts and tipped a kid a coin.


“Keep an
eye on these four. I don’t want
them making a mess here, okay?”

“Sure boss.”

Damian ordered a brandy and sat down at
the counter to watch the
‘Cock and Tail’ evening show. A male prisoner was being secured
over a wooden trestle mounted on a platform. A couple of barmaids
cuffed his wrists and ankles so that his legs were spread and his
butt uppermost. The platform had castors so it could be wheeled
around for the audience to take in the view. Damian glanced at the
guy’s exposed anus.

A busty female announcer appeared and introduced the
entertainment. Apparently the poor guy was 38, a father-of-two,
stubbornly straight and an anal virgin. Then five big, muscled
dudes emerged, looking like that Village People disco band from way
back when; a fireman, a cowboy, a native American, etc., all
leathered-up with big moustaches.

Disco music belted out while Damian sipped
his cognac. One of the big dudes unzipped his leather trousers and showed the audience
his horse-‘cock’ while another dude lubed up the prisoner’s ‘tail’.
They wheeled the platform round so the audience could study the
prisoner’s face.

Kaboom. It didn’t take long for horse-cock
to introduce the
straight guy to the delights of anal sex. Of course, he roared his
annoyance and hurt, making the intoxicated audience cheer and jeer,
singing and laughing along to the disco track. Damian began dancing
with some topless redhead who offered him a free blowjob but he
declined.

One, two, three, four, five guys came and
went within about 15 minutes. Then they whirled the platform round and gave everybody a
good look at the poor guy’s no longer virgin butthole. What had
been a tight sphincter just a quarter of an hour earlier was now
stretched as wide as a drainpipe.

The busty announcer reappeared with a
riding crop and invited
members of the audience to have a thrash at the guy’s bare
buttocks. A rowdy group of Tax Officers on a stag party shouted and
went up on stage. There were six of them and they each flayed a
couple of dozen strokes until the guy stopped screaming and went
silent, his eyes closed.

After his second cognac, Damian strode out of the bar without
paying. Everything in the Resort was free. He found the line of
carts and the kid he’d tipped.

“All okay?”

“Sure boss, No messes.”

He nodded and lifted the
four empty nosebags off
the Johnston’s heads. Their cheeks and chins were messy with bits
of oat and dark smears. He threw the bags into the back of the
cart.

The strip was quieter on the journey back
to his hotel. Some pubs and restaurants were closing up.
People were wandering the
streets. There were quite a few female guests as well as males; Hen
Parties and the like. He saw another person he recognized, a lady
from the Climate Agency.

His ponies were trotting awkwardly. He
smiled.


“No soiling the
roads.” He called out.
“Hold it all in until we’re back at the hotel.”

He studied the Johnston daughter-in-law.
She was visibly clenching her buttock muscles as she jogged. He flicked an underhand
stroke with his whip so it curled between her thighs, leaving a red
mark on her anal cleft. He heard her whinny and saw her almost lose
control of her sphincter.

Damn but he loved this place. He’d
have to find a way to
get back here soon. Maybe trade a slot with one of his more
self-righteous colleagues? Yes, there really were a few of them,
dutiful and dull fools who had scruples. But Damian was a good guy
who’d struck lucky. Was he expected to ignore his good fortune?
Besides this was only a bit of fun.

“Hey! Fancy a race?”

It was a group of eight women wedged into
a cart for four. They
were obviously on some kind of office-bonding weekend. The
Diversity Ministry by the looks of it, chubby bodies dressed in a
miscellany of boob tubes and hot pants, kaftans and hijabs, bottles
and cigarettes in hand.


“Sure!” he called
back.

Their heavy cart was being pulled by four
naked men. They had more
horsepower but Damian had a lighter sulky. He lashed each of the
Johnstons in turn to drive them into a gallop.

Yes, this was only a bit of fun; Josh’s
movie, taunting Linda, enjoying the bellhop couple, and fucking with the Johnstons.
If it wasn’t him, it would be somebody else doing it. Winners and
losers. The fuckers and the fucked. That’s what life is. The
Glorious First hadn’t changed the game of life. All it had done was
swapped around the teams.


“Come on slowcoach!” a
tubby black girl shouted
backwards.


“Your fat ponies need
some pricks!” an Asian woman cackled, scattering a handful of thumbtacks onto the
road.

But it was all in good humor. Damian
laughed as Mr. Johnston stepped on a tack and finally lost control, scattering his
own fresh dung onto the road. His own son traipsed through
it.

Eventually they reached the South Beach Pleasure Dome and he waved
goodbye to the cheering, jeering women.

Three fawning doormen scurried over.

“Major Parks, sir. Did you have an
enjoyable evening?”


“Tether this cart up and
put this lot in the stables for the night.” He chucked
the reins at the
doormen.

“Of course, sir. Absolutely.”


“Let them dump and wash
them down. I’ll be using them again tomorrow.”

 


***

 


Damian Parks!

Linda lay on the bed and cried as quietly as she could until
her eyes finally ran out of tears.

Her wrists and ankles were secured with rope to the corners of
the bed. She was naked and she felt dirty, her body and insides
soiled by Damian disgusting Parks. Even her lips tasted of his
grime.

The bastard had clearly spent time
planning how to degrade her to the maximum and, she feared, to traumatize Josh in the
aftermath. They’d been filming on his phone. She’d realized now why
she heard them calling out Josh’s name.

Finally, the door of the suite opened and Damian returned.
The two bellhops jumped up to attend to him. She heard them all
walking through the seating area to the bedroom.

“Did you have a nice time, sir?”


“Couple of
drinks at the Cock &
Tail. You know it?” His voice sounded slightly slurred, like he’d
been drinking.


“We’ve heard of it sir,
but have never been.”

“How’s she?” Linda saw Damian jerk his chin
towards her.


“Fine. We ignored her totally, just loads of
tears that’s all.”

Damian walked over to the bed and grinned
down at her. She bravely tried to meet his gaze. He looked nothing
like the person she used
to know. His haircut, eyes, nostrils, lips and expression were all
different. Somehow the same face but a very different
person.

Slowly and deliberately, he hitched up his
polo shirt and unzipped his beige slacks, releasing his thickening
penis. Then he turned
and spoke to the female bellhop.


“Go fetch the funnel
from the cupboard.” He
told her. “And get ready to film again.”

Linda blinked up at him and almost
vomited.

 


***

 


Jim was half-standing and half-hanging in the
darkness.

The luminous bedside clock told him it was just past midnight,
00.08 a.m. He could hear a mix of gentle snoring and rhythmic
breathing from the bed. The Warden was asleep with Sarah and
Juliette resting either side of him.

The plastic cup had eventually fallen off
his cock onto the end of
the bed. Jim was limp now. He hoped he wouldn’t be punished in the
morning. Everything hurt. His shoulders, arms, wrists, legs, neck.
His sore piercings and flayed buttocks hurt.

But most of all his pride hurt.

And his heart.

He couldn’t help thinking of a month ago, a week ago, even a few
days ago, when everything was different. All the time his mind kept
returning to the same question; what were we doing a week ago? It
seemed another era, when they were free to live and love and
laugh.

The official accounts of the Penal Colonies were so different
from the reality. Six months ago he’d watched the same TV
Documentary as the entire country. It was titled ‘Positive
Punishment and Everybody Wins’. The cameras had been allowed into
several Colonies, although he couldn’t remember which numbers.
Certainly not inside number Nine.

The film had shown well-fed and
smiling prisoners in
smart blue uniforms working in clean conditions on various
high-tech products. “Using their skills”, the narrator had said.
The food in the canteens looked good and plentiful and the
dormitories appeared comfortable and spacious. He vividly recalled
the interview with Zadie Wood, the Justice Minister talking about
how punishment could indeed be a positive thing. Yes, the PUNISH
Party stood for the People’s United Network against Inequality,
Selfishness and Hunger, but that didn’t mean the result couldn’t be
a winning policy for everyone. So long as Thought Reform was the
goal, Ms. Wood had explained, even the prisoners would gain from
the experience.

And the worst thing was, Jim could even
remember agreeing with
that conclusion. In conversations, he and Sarah had echoed what
almost everybody said afterwards about the documentary.

But the reality was that either Penal
Colony Nine was unlike
all the others or the documentary had been a sham. He suspected it
was the latter. The Warden here seemed to fear no one and nothing.
And Jim could tell he’d been doing this with impunity for a long
time. He and Sarah and Juliette were only the latest in a long line
of helpless victims.

Jim was snapped out of his
reverie by movement on the bed.
But it was only snuffling and bodies turning round, as far as he
could make out in the pitch dark. He heard the baritone gust of the
Warden passing gas. Silence descended again and everything stilled.
Rhythmic breathing returned.

He tried to blank his mind and to get
some rest, even while he
was forced to stand up. The truth was he was already dreading the
following morning.

 


***

 


Josh lay as stationary as possible.

He had his nose pressed to the wall and
his body huddled into
the 30cms space allocated to him. He could hear the mix of gentle
snoring and rhythmic breathing from the nine other prisoners. So
far the bucket had only been used for pee. Thankfully, nobody had
emptied their guts yet.


‘History is a tale
of male, pale and stale,
destined to fail’.

He couldn’t get the line out of his head now. It echoed as
loudly as the whooshes of the cane on his bottom. He’d been given
20 strokes with no explanation. His co-worker Simon had delivered
them brusquely and hard, in the most matter-of-fact way imaginable.
The lecturer had simply smiled after stroke number 20 as if she’d
actually been merciful.

His cock was locked down and yet he could
feel it stirring. How on
earth could he want a wank at a time like this? But the truth was
it would bring a semblance of normality and be a way of passing the
time, of giving him a life-raft of momentary release floating an
ocean of horror.

He ran his finger over his full
balls and the steel
ring. Well, want to or not, there was no way he could even
contemplate trying. Besides, there was a sign on the wall of every
single room in the barracks.

‘Those who tell on their fellow inmates will
be rewarded.’

The Warden had
bred a culture of informing and snitching. The supervisors and
guards loved it. It meant they had eyes and ears everywhere.
Prisoners readily betrayed their friends for the most trivial
rewards; an apple, a warm shower, a ruined orgasm. And prisoners
even got revenge on their enemies by making stuff up. The guards
rarely required much in the way of evidence.

Drifting off at
last, his thoughts turned to Linda again. He hoped he might dream
about her. He had to survive this for Linda.

Josh wondered
whether she was asleep.

 


***

 


The Clarks were all ready to be loaded
onto the hovercraft in
the morning; father Sebastian, mother Josephine, and Adam and Eva.
Due to the fact they’d been arrested trying to flee the country,
extra security had been detailed to guard them.


“So?” one of the guards snickered. “You gave
everything you own to the broker to get away? Then he and the pilot
shafted you.”

Sebastian nodded miserably.

“And your missus even gave the pilot a
blowjob? How funny is that.”

The dozen or so guards had crowded
round the quartet. They
all laughed loudly.


“What you
reckon Kev? Nice
mouth?”

Josephine was dragged away, kicking and
screaming, to a side
room. Sebastian and the kids had guns pointed at their chests. They
sat helplessly on their stools in the waiting area.

Through the closed door of the side room,
the raucous noise
sounded like an orgy; moaning and laughter, shouts and cheers.
Gradually, other guards went in, replacing those who
emerged.


“Might as well get used
to it,” a student not much more than Adam’s age said to Sebastian while zipping up his
fly. He had an acne-pocked face and a red Militia
headband.


“I see you’re off
to Colony Nine. I went there
once. I won a weekend at the Resort there for my essay prize.
Fucking amazing place. They even found me a friend of my mum’s
who’d known me since I was only so high. Poor bitch thought I liked
her, LOL. I banged her fat cunt all weekend.”

Sebastian sunk his face into his palms,
muttering “why, oh why?”

The kid shrugged and patted him on the head
consolingly.


“Don’t worry. She’s
trying hard your missus. Got me to blow a huge fuckin’ load down
her throat. I hadn’t cum
in like 72 hours so it was a whopper.”

He showed Sebastian a photo on his phone.


“Look at her face! A few
other guys have gone for her pussy and ass instead. They’ll all be done in another half
hour or so. So she’ll be fine. And I can assure you, in a few
months she’ll think that a night spent like this is
nothing.”

 


***

 


Juliette lay as still as possible.

She sensed Daddy was still awake. He had
to be, tied up like that
at the end of the bed. But she didn’t dare try to whisper anything
to him.

She could feel the Warden’s hot breath against the back of
her neck and feel his huge thing pressed against her bare buttock.
He was definitely asleep. His left arm was draped over her side.
Poor mummy was probably asleep too, after all her exertions this
evening.

Juliette could instinctively tell that the Warden was ‘saving her
up’. She could see it in his dark eyes, his pitiless expression.
His amusement when he asked her how many men she’d slept with and
the answer had only been two, and his enjoyment that her parents
hadn’t even known about either of them.

She thought he was probably preserving
their distress for when he’d ground them down to nothing. Only
then would he make them
watch their precious girl take her first black cock.

But Juliette knew something none of them did.

It wouldn’t be her first.
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