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THE STORY SO FAR

 


It is 2025 and the full horror of life on
Penal Colony Nine is revealing itself to new prisoners such as
Linda & Josh Montagu, and Sarah, Jim and Juliette Armstrong, as well as recent
arrivals Seb, Josephine, Eva and Adam Clark. The image presented to
ordinary citizens on the mainland via TV documentaries turns out to
be far from the truth. Even some senior government ministers such
as Bob Smith appear to be oblivious to what is happening
there.

But official visitors to the island’s
‘Resort’ such as Major Damian Parks are only too aware of the
pleasure to be enjoyed with unwilling flesh. Damian spends time
with Linda and even plans to ensure that his old buddy Josh Montagu will get to know all
about it. Damian’s use of Linda in his hotel bedroom is recorded
and watched by the voyeuristic Deputy Warden Sadie Shark, while
enjoying some oral ministrations.

Meanwhile Bull Sykes, the Warden, is
moving ahead with his
plans for the Armstrongs, starting with Sarah and saving the
intriguing Juliette for later, all of course witnessed by bullied
and chaste Jim.

 


SELECTED CHARACTERS

 


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

Deputy Warden Lesley van Rimmel,
a lesbian redhead in charge of
Administration

Deputy Warden Sadie
Shark, an ex-prostitute
in charge of the Resort

Deputy Warden Giles
Greene, a 60yr old
farmer in charge of the Colony’s Farm

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

Linda Montagu,
pretty, blonde, 29yr old
‘hostess’ in the Resort

Josh Montagu, 32yr old good looking factory worker and
Linda’s husband

Viola, Josh’s young Supervisor on the factory
floor

Sarah Armstrong,
attractive 44yr old prisoner at
the Warden’s Residence

Jim Armstrong,
48yr old, handsome ex-banker
and Sarah’s husband

Juliette Armstrong,
their pretty 21 yr old
daughter

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

Bob Smith, 60 yr old Editor (and first amongst
equals) of the Government

Zadie Wood, Minister for Justice and
Retribution

Junior, a member of the #Romeo Movement


PENAL COLONY NINE


BOOK FOUR: THE FARM

 


The rolling slopes of West Hills Farm rise
from the shoreline up towards ‘Warden’s Peak’ in the
centre of the island.
There are dips and rises of undulating green hills, the soil
enriched by bright sunshine and occasional rains, plus plenty of
manure and relentless human toil. It is on this plot that the
island’s self sufficiency in food is achieved.

Giles found the naked prisoner squatting in one of the
standard black metal bondage frames outside his Farmstead. He
sipped his mug of morning coffee and admired her
discomfort.

The frame consisted of a series of
horizontal and vertical struts and cuffs. They forced the woman to hunker on her toes
in a ‘sit up
and beg’ position with
her knees splayed, her bare buttocks near the ground, pussy and
tits on display, toes in the mud.

Her neck was bent back in a metal posture
loop that forced her to stare up at the overcast sky. The time was coming up to 8.30
a.m. and the sun hadn’t yet burnt off the morning clouds. Giles
studied her a while, reading the note left for him by one of his
‘Trough Supervisors’. Apparently the woman had answered back when
one of the visitors to the island’s Resort had merely said
something to her.

The senior hierarchy of Penal Colony Nine
comprised the Warden, Bull Sykes, and his three Deputy Wardens,
Lesley, Sadie and Giles. Each had their own responsibility and
style: Bull was in overall charge and he oversaw the factories and their
productivity; Lesley van Rimmel was in charge of administration,
costs and areas like the harbor and airport; Sadie Shark ran the
South Beach Resort, while Giles Greene was responsible for ‘the
Farm’, including all agricultural production.

Giles had great respect for his colleagues
but he regarded them as a little, perhaps, one-dimensional; Bull
with his focus on new couples, Lesley dedicated to conquering young
females, and Sadie who preferred the oral ministrations of handsome young men. All fine
and understandable inclinations but too ‘personal’ for
Giles.

He saw his herd of laborers as
mere animals. Mostly nameless,
and hence to be treated as such. He didn’t allow any relationships
to develop. He knew that guests to the island would think the same
way as he did. So the excursion had been his idea.

A popular jaunt offered to Resort guests
was a trip to his Farm to see the source of the food served in the
restaurants. Provenance was so important nowadays.
Visitors loved the small
but perfect set up of ‘West Hills’; everything so manicured and
well looked after, every vegetable and grain tended and polished.
Guests were shown the endless rows of half-naked farm laborers that
made it all possible.

And those guests who wished to could stay behind and witness the
feeding of the laborers at the Reject Troughs.

There were, broadly speaking, four
standards of prison food on the island: at the upper end was the
bread and gruel provided to factory worker and resort staff. In Giles’s opinion those
prisoners were mollycoddled but he respected Bull and Sadie’s
decisions.

Next was the discarded food served to his
best farm workers in the ‘Reject Troughs’; guests were entertained
by the contrast between the cartloads of perfect, shiny produce heading off to the
Resort kitchens, and the spoiled, rancid refuse tipped into the
laborers’ breakfast troughs; gristle and rind, innards and skins,
peelings and pips.

Finally there were the MSM and STUEL meals
produced for his less
accomplished farm workers.

Anyway, the note to Giles advised him that
this female prisoner had retorted “why don’t you try it” when a guest had simply laughed and
innocently asked what a particularly slimy chunk of offal tasted
like. It turned out that the visitor called Maggie was the
girlfriend of a senior bureaucrat in the Economic Justice Ministry.
Needless to say the incident had caused a stink.

Hence the female prisoner was waiting here
for Giles to deal with.

“Number?”


“O..3..2..6..5..8..F..P..C..9..sir!” she replied crisply.

He could tell she deeply regretted her
insolence. Giles had no interest in her name. Most of his farm
laborers had their barcode identifiers inked either at the base of
their spines or, like this one, across the lower half of her
buttocks. They spent so
much time on their hands and knees that their tattoos were more
useful there. He could see her navel had also been pierced with a
surveillance tag.

“Age?”

“Twenty six, sir.”

Based on her identifier, he estimated that
she’d arrived about two
months earlier. He didn’t recognize her face but that wasn’t
unusual. He had over 5,000 laborers under his responsibility at any
one time.


“You let this Colony,
this farm and yourself down.” He said, coldly. “And above all you
let ME and my training regime down.”

“I know, s … sir. I’m sorry, sir. I beg
forgiveness.”

Giles put his muddy boot between her thighs
and pressed the tip against her bald cunt. She inhaled but said
nothing.


“The guest you offended
is the mistress of a very important man. All she was doing was laughing at your
meal.”

“Yes sir. Please ...”

He peered over her upturned face and nodded
sympathetically.

“Mouth wide open.”

She parted her jaws as far as she could and
made an O with her lips.

Giles hawked up a mouthful of morning
phlegm and rolled it
around his teeth for a second. Then he drooled it onto her tongue.
Mixed with black coffee his chunky mucus was a swirly marble of
brown and green against her pink gums.

She swallowed.

“Tell me, why did you say what you did to
her?”

She grimaced and adjusted her jaw so that she could speak
intelligibly.


“I’m s … sorry, sir. But
that woman … she kept pinching my … v … vagina … while I ate. She
was being so unkind and laughing so much. And the man with her …
every day people like this come, sir. I … I used to be a strict vegetarian, sir. When
she told me to describe the … meat, sir … I just snapped. Please,
sir.”

Giles stared at her a while and then
chuckled.


“But that’s the point.
It’s entertainment. The guests come for a show. These are
important people. But
unlike posh folk like you, they aren’t over-educated or
sophisticated. They don’t want your fancy opera and fucking
museums. They want fun! You remember that show ‘I’m a Celebrity’
and the bush tucker trials, don’t you?”

“Nuh … no, sir.”

He laughed again. Clearly this sophisticated woman had been
above such lowbrow television.


“Well, audiences used to
lap it up. So nowadays our Resort guests love to enjoy a
delicious, cooked breakfast in
their hotel and then to come down here and see you all munching
your swill.”

“Y … yes sir.”

“And offal is a treat! All those lovely
slippery insides. There are laborers who’d give their right arms
for a few entrails.”

“Yes sir.”


“But most of all the
guests want to see that our ‘Thought Reform Agenda’ is
working. They want to
see proof that people like you have genuinely changed your tune. A
diet of slops demonstrates that.”

“Yes … sir. It won’t h … happen again,
sir.”

He nodded in agreement.

“You’re bloody right. It won’t.”

Giles looked up, stretched and
yawned. He’d leave her
to reflect in this uncomfortable position for a while.

 


***

 


Sarah Armstrong had somehow managed to fit
the entire crown of the Warden’s erect penis in her mouth.

The clock on the bedside table said it was
9 o’clock. Oral sex in the morning had never been her thing, even when she was young, in
those early heady days while first dating Jim. There was something
so inherently unappealing about licking a penis in its musky,
overnight state and before you’d even had a cup of tea or brushed
your teeth; a penis smelling of sleep and sweat and salt. She’d
heard the Warden pad through to the bathroom earlier and the loud
sloshing in the pan. He hadn’t even washed his hands.

Nevertheless, she was now worshipping his
cockhead like it was a cone of best chocolate ice cream. Her jaw hurt but she
licked the head and caressed it with her tongue, hoping she was at
least doing something he liked. He seemed happy enough, smiling
down at her, and stroking her tousled hair with his
fingers.

Juliette’s face was only inches away. She was watching Sarah
closely from her spot on the other side of the Warden’s huge torso.
They were both laying either side of him; mother and daughter.
Juliette was smiling. But Sarah could tell it was a forced smile.
She wondered just what Juliette was thinking, watching her sucking
an enormous black penis. What on earth could her daughter be thinking?

And, at the end of the bed, still strung
up in chains like a man being crucified, Jim was watching and
smiling too. The Warden had ordered him to beam politely and convincingly. Jim was erect as
well. The plastic cup had fallen off during the night but the
Warden had ordered Jim to “get himself up, fast” ten minutes ago.
Somehow her husband had managed to get himself erect again. His
poor penis was sticking out proudly. What had once been his wedding
band was now dangling from the tip.

His eyes were focused on her, a strained
grin on his face, as she suckled the thick slab of steak and
alternated her own gaze between Jim, Juliette’s smile
and the Warden’s
smirk.

Without warning, the bedroom door opened.

Sarah watched Cook out of the corner of her
eye. The young, pregnant chef carried a mug of steaming coffee over
and placed it on the bedside table. She bobbed a curtsey.


“Will there be
anything else,
sir?”

“You see that cane in the corner. Start
thrashing his butt.”

“With pleasure, sir.”

Sarah darted one eye upwards in alarm. The
Warden simply arched his eyebrow at her.

She heard Jim’s hissed intake of breath.
His buttocks were already bruised and raw. Yet more strokes on them would surely be
agony.

Within a few seconds, Cook’s face appeared
behind Jim’s naked body. She was holding a long, yellowed bamboo.
Her expression was calm, almost disinterested, as if she’d done
this before. Sarah hoped that her pregnant state might inhibit her
strength.

Thwack!

Jim grunted, hissed and whimpered
bravely. There was
nothing inhibited about the fierce stroke.

The Warden moaned with pure pleasure and
murmured while he twiddled Sarah’s hair.


“That’s it, my
dear. Mmm …
yes.”

Thwack!

Thwack!

“Don’t worry.” He chuckled. “The caning will
make me cum quicker.”

Jim was sniffling now, his wrists rattling
the chains, and Juliette’s face wore an alarmed expression. Sarah
knew her daughter was willing her to get the Warden off quickly; a visible look of
impatience creasing her forehead.

Focusing, Sarah slithered her slender fingers along the trunk of
the Warden’s shaft. Or rather the three quarters of it that wasn’t
in her mouth. She began stroking it, unsure if she was allowed to
use her hand.

Thwack!

Thwack!

But he seemed okay with it. She wrapped her
fingers tighter and licked the head, careful not to suck too
hard.

She heard the Warden’s mix of moans and
chuckles.

“Harder.”

Sarah accelerated her manual strokes,
bobbing her head
faster.

THWACKK!

Jim cried out. Unfortunately, Cook was
hitting harder now as well. The Warden’s words were confusing. Was
he saying harder to Sarah, to Cook, or to both?

THWACKK!

Desperately, Sarah put everything into
trying to give the Warden maximum pleasure. She wanted his seed in her
throat. Now!

THWACKK!

“Oh yess … mmmmmmm.”

Yes! A huge splat hit her larynx. Another
sprayed her palate. A third slithered across her lapping tongue
like a snake. It was thick and chewy and bitter and choking
all at once.
But she’d done
it.

THWACKK!

THWACKK!

The Warden laughed and managed to call out.
“En … enough.”

Thankfully the caning ceased. Sarah smiled
up at the Warden gratefully. His eyes were shut now. She glanced
across at Juliette’s relieved face. Then up at Jim. Her husband was sobbing, his red
face shiny with tears, and his penis soft and small.

She licked her lip. She’d never really
given Jim’s cum a chance. Maybe it wouldn’t have been so bad? Not that she’d ever
know now. But the Warden’s was surprisingly palatable; thick and
chewy and slightly tart but okay if she remained
open-minded.

“Will there be anything else, sir?”
Cook asked, peering over Jim’s shoulder.


“N … not for now.” The
Warden chuckled, opening one eye. “You can go make my
breakfast.”

 


***

 


Giles stood at the top of West Hills with his binoculars. It was
9 a.m. now and the farming workday was already four hours old. As
far as the naked eye could see, sun-burnt prisoners toiled in the
fields under the watchful eyes of his overseers. It was a
magnificent sight.

Unlike the lazy factory workers who only
started work at six, Giles had his agricultural workforce begin
their daily slog in the darkness at 05.00. Over the next hour the
sun and temperature rose and every laborer was already hard at work.

As at that day he had 4,123 female and 997 male laborers under
his authority. He favored a roughly 4:1 ratio. A handful were ill
but it took an awful lot for his medic to sign anybody off. Most
laborers toiled through any normal coughs, colds, sunburn and
headaches, rashes and cuts. Little or no actual disease existed on
the island.

Penal Colony Nine was self sufficient in
food apart from a few delicacies required for South Beach Resort,
such as champagne and caviar. It was Giles’s responsibility
to put food on the officers’
tables and swill in the prisoner’s troughs. It was a duty he took
very seriously. Very seriously indeed.

Apart from the MSM machinery, for
separating the viscera from a carcass, there was almost no
mechanical paraphernalia on the island. Farm machinery was expensive. It also required
importing, servicing and spare parts. So Giles was more than happy
to make do with primitive tools; scythes and hoes, rakes and jacks,
chains and binders, pitchforks and pickaxes, spades and shovels,
and of course bare hands and broken fingernails. Free labor and
basic equipment never went wrong and never needed servicing. Well,
the only servicing his labor needed was regular mounting in their
stalls!

He held his binoculars to his eyes and
watched groups of
nameless laborers in turn. His trained eye was always ready to spot
any slackers; so many of the prisoners arrived with soft hands,
full bellies and slothful attitudes. They were your fancy-pants
lawyers and educated businessmen who’d never done an honest day’s
grind in their lives. Not to mention their ‘ladies who lunch’ women
with their hoity-toity manners and varnished nails.

Giles was 60 and he’d spent most of his
life scratching out a living from a few acres back on the mainland.
So harvesting enough to
feed fifty thousand mouths or so out of 1900 lush acres was a
doddle. It was just a question of sweating the farmhands. He smiled
as he spotted Camilla the cow. Now, she was a good example. One of
the names he did know.

Camilla had arrived a few
months ago as a typical ‘Three
Percenter’. The cunt hadn’t even thought of herself and her husband
as privileged. They were just “well orf,” as she put it. Giles had
studied their file and, indeed, they were nothing special. Husband
was a director in pharmaceuticals and Camilla was just your average
snobbish housewife, going to the gym and hoping to get
pregnant.

Obviously the housewife hadn’t taken too
well to early starts and 14hour workdays in the fields, tilling the
soil and spreading manure. She didn’t enjoy the toilet facilities and outdoor showers,
stable stalls and forced-lesbianism. Above all she hated seeing her
husband every day on their daily marches to and from work but never
getting to speak to him.

Nevertheless, Camilla had at least achieved one ambition. She
was now pregnant. Her belly and breasts were showing nicely. Most
of West Hills’ female prisoners were injected with contraceptive so
that his foremen could mount them with impunity. But Giles made a
few exceptions and a handful were injected with fake, ‘placebo’
contraception instead, although they weren’t told. Camilla became
distressed when the medic confirmed she’d conceived with one of the
several dozen ‘lovers’ who’d taken over her husband’s conjugal
duties. The first scan had revealed twin boys which was a
bonus.

And as her own bonus, she now only had to
perform light work. Giles was careful with the ‘breeders’ and in a
couple of months time she’d be spared fieldwork completely and
moved to crèche duties instead. The State’s targeted
Adoption Program paid well for
healthy, mixed race boys.

Giles craned his neck and found her
‘big-pharma’ husband in
his binoculars. He was building a new fence with a team of males.
It wasn’t quite a task suited to his skill-set but he was
improving. He was standing barely 50 metres from Camilla. Giles had
told his overseers to keep the pair near enough to be able to see
each other but not to communicate. He chuckled. So near but so
far.

Of course, life on the Farm was about
productivity, way more than breeding. The standard routine for a laborer was to wake and
eat at 4.30, then work from 05.00 to 19.00 with a couple of short
breaks, then food and poop, before being locked in the stables at
21.30. The men did all the heavy lifting while there were four
times as many women for the lighter duties; tilling, planting and
picking.

Unlike the rest of the island where male
chastity was the norm, Giles selected about 10 percent of his male
laborers for ‘sexual privileges’. He used orgasms as an incentive
scheme. At any one time,
around 100 of his thousand or so male laborers might be unlocked,
according to a rotation. Those chosen were either the most
productive workers, or his overseers’ favorites, or the
snitchers.

Naturally, Giles rarely allowed those
chosen to have
heterosexual sex. His 4,000 female prisoners were mostly ‘off
limits’ to their male counterparts. But he was a firm believer in
gay sex. After a few months, even the most homophobic prisoner got
hard at the sight of a helpless asshole. Especially if that asshole
belonged to the very same man who’d sodomized him a week or two
previously.

Giles’s views fitted well with the
government’s Thought Reform Agenda. Fussy, privileged thinking had
to be eradicated. There was no such thing as sexual orientation
for his laborers.
Animals don’t complicate things. Whoever heard of a pig or cow
claiming to be straight or gay?

Nope, if Giles told you to fuck a guy’s
ass, you fucked it. And if he ordered you to bend over, you spread
your butt-cheeks. Most evenings a selection of the day’s least dynamic male workers
would be bent over and tied down for a quarter of an hour. Then the
unlocked guys would “have at them” for their 15 minutes of
sexercise.

Pussy was reserved for his overseers,
guards and volunteers. And for female prisoners. Giles had always had a weakness for
girl-on-girl sex since he found a glossy magazine in a barn when he
was a teenager. He’d spent his hard-earned cash buying grubby mags
of busty babes pretending to get it on.

But he’d never dreamed he’d
have the chance to
commission his own porn to his own tastes. The straighter the bitch
the better. He had a collection of homemade videos titled
“Reluctant Housewives”. Scenes of every same-sex perversion
imaginable. Half a dozen sluts at once diving and licking,
swallowing and pissing, rimming and spanking as if their lives
depended on it.

“Ready for home?” his wife asked him. “Your
weekly meeting with Bull is in an hour.”

Yvonne was a plump woman of 58 but Giles
loved her very much. She’d been his wife for 39 years. She liked to accompany him on
his daily patrol. She’d lay down a blanket and sunbathe a little
with a thermos of tea. After all her years as a hard-up Farmer’s
wife, it was finally her turn to be the lady who lunches with the
hoity-toity manners and varnished nails.

“Yep.” He smiled, pecking her on the
cheek.

They drove back down in the jeep, passing row upon row of
half-naked laborers performing their various tasks; hacking and
stooping, kneeling and groveling in the green fields and brown
dirt. Those working nearest the road would stop and salute Giles’
vehicle as it passed.

“Morning Troy.”

They passed a foreman with his dungarees
round his ankles who was fucking a naked laborer from behind. The
blonde was bent over a fence, her straggly yellow
hair hanging downwards, coiled
in the barbwire.

“Mornin’ boss.”

Not long afterwards, they drove past a
female overseer who was lashing a man’s naked chest. His wrists
were tied to the crossbar of a wooden gatepost and his toes were
dancing just out of reach of the ground.

Giles pulled up to a halt. “Morning Trace.
Trouble?”


“Nah, G.” She wiped her
brow. She was a rotund woman in her 50s. She’d joined Giles as a
milkmaid on the mainland many years earlier. Tracy was the only
person he’d allow to address him by his initial.

The front of the male worker’s body was
covered in red welts
from his thighs up to his chest, including his stomach, hips and
groin. He looked a bit of a weakling with his thin arms and legs
and a shaved head. His vest had been torn in half.


“And who’s
this?” Giles asked
her.


“I dunno. 372-something.”
She replied, with a shrug. “Fucker has a cock-infection so
Nurse Kimiko recommended I
unlock him for a few days. Then guess what? Fucker gets an erection
while picking bloody carrots!”

Giles guffawed. Carrots, indeed! Well the man’s scarlet penis
appeared very un-erect now.

“Have him thoroughly sodomized this evening.
That will teach him that only the most productive workers are
allowed erections.”

Tracy laughed. “Good idea. I’ve already
arranged a few of the
lads to mount his wife’s bony ass. So he can be buggered alongside
her.”

Giles nodded in approval and put the jeep
back into gear. “Okay, Trace. Have a great day.”

 


***

 


At nine o’clock, Josh was wiping his brow
when he spotted Viola, his supervisor, approaching. He hurriedly leant across the
conveyor belt and picked up yet another plastic dildo and packaging
box.

“Good morning 42E.” She said, peering down
into his basket to check his productivity.

“Good morning Miss.”

Today there was somebody with her. A man who was dressed in
civilian clothes and he had a ‘Visitor’ plastic tag hanging round
his neck. He was holding a professional camera on his shoulder and
filming.


“The Ministry’s making
another documentary about the Colonies.” Viola
said, by way of
explanation. “Showing ordinary citizens how well you’re all
treated.” She winked. “Okay?” Josh understood her hint. He was
expected to play along.

“Yes, Miss, sure.” Josh replied, nodding at
the cameraman.


“And how’s it going so
far today, Josh?” Viola
asked him brightly.

He glanced at her while still working. “Hard
but okay, Miss.”

She smiled and patted the front of his
loincloth. “Unlike your dick, huh?”

“Yes, Miss.” He laughed as if it was a really
funny joke.


“Tell me, are you missing
Linda?”


“Yes,
terribly,
Miss.”

“You think she’s missing you?”

He blinked. “Of course. I hope so very
much.”

There was a pause while Josh refocused on the
conveyor belt.

Then Viola spoke. “I’ve got some good news,
Josh.

“Er … really, Miss?”

She looked at him with a sincere expression on her
face.

“Yes. The State Police are reviewing your
case. It seems a Hazel Whiting may have fabricated evidence against
you.”

“What? Hazel? Our next door neighbor?”

He could see something spark in her eyes.
Like Viola was actually
pleased for him. Even the cameraman seemed to be
smiling.

“Yes, she made exaggerated claims about your
rental earnings. Anyway, it’s being looked into by a policeman
called Damian and he thinks that you’re not guilty.”

Josh’s heart skipped a beat.


“Damian? As in Damian Parks? He’s an old
friend of mine.”

It was Viola’s turn to appear surprised.

“Well, it seems as if he’s recommended you
both for a full pardon.”

“I don’t believe it. That’s incredible,
Miss.”

Viola frowned at him. “You don’t believe
it? You’re accusing me
of lying?”

He shook his head. “No Miss, of course not.
It’s just such amazing news.”

 


***

 


Damian was holding Linda face-down on the
hotel bed, her nose pressed into the crumpled sheet.

He gripped her hips while Greg clutched
her wrists and Alison
filmed the action. Damian was banging her butthole as damned hard
as he could. He shifted angle a moment so the camerawoman could get
a close-up of his cock sliding in and out of Linda’s anus. Alison
stuck her thumb up.

The camera’s timer on the
recording showed exactly 9
a.m.

Damian had to get the timing just right.


“Hi J … Josh, yep, it’s
me.” He said into the lens. “I’m checking up … on Linda for you.”
He winked. “She always was a tight-assed b … bitch but I’m
loosening her up … Say hi to your husband, Linda.”

Greg wrenched her head up by her hair.

“H … hi Josh.” Linda cringed.

Damian slowed his pace, teasing himself
now, his cock leisurely carving Linda’s ass, so that he could chat more freely with her
husband.


“I hear you’re working
hard Josh. That’s good.
Mmm … but so am I though. I’ve been looking into your case. Yes, it
really was Hazel Whiting who reported you and Linda for renting out
that room to help you make ends meet. That tax bill must have
really fucked your finances, yeah?”

He chuckled and plunged more deeply into Linda’s anus
again.


“Oh boy, your missus is
tight. Anyway, it turns out Hazel had a plan to buy your place and
redevelop hers and yours into one nice big house. Clever, huh? And
guess what? The deal went through yesterday. The Ministry sold your place to Hazel for
peanuts. However, the State will get a decent percentage of her
eventual profit so everybody wins. Nice, huh?”

Greg pulled Linda’s head up once more so that
Alison could film her horrified reaction.


“Hold on,”
Damian groaned, “I’m
about to jizz up your wife’s ass.”

He threw his head back in ecstasy and pumped
a series of thick jets into the rectum of his old buddy’s
missus.

Oh boy, this was such a fucking wonderful
weekend.


“Mmm … that was amazing.”
He said finally, opening
his eyes and looking directly at the camera and
winking.

A minute later, Linda was down on her
knees with Greg twisting her arms up behind her back. She was
gagging and gurgling on Damian’s brown erection.


“And look at your
missus,” Damian said, stroking her hair, “cleaning her own grime from my cock.
There’s something else you need to know my friend. When you watch
this movie I’ll still be here, only a couple of miles away, still
using your wife in any damned way I fancy. In fact I may even pop
by the factory to give you a wave before I
leave.”

Alison zoomed in on Linda’s tearful
expression as she sucked Damian’s slimy shaft.


“And guess what? There’s
more.” Damian laughed loudly. “Next weekend another old friend of
yours is booked into the Resort to spend time with Linda. Yep, you guessed it.
Hazel Whiting!”

 


***

 


Bull sat round the table with his three
deputies; Lesley, Sadie and Giles. They were all drinking
Cappuccinos while Butler and Jim were passing around Cook’s
homemade biscuits.


“And who’s
this handsome fellow?” Sadie
asked.


“Name’s Jim.” Bull
replied, “My new
temporary butler.” Jim was dressed in his full manservant regalia
again.

Bull allowed Sadie to inspect Jim. She
unzipped his fly and lowered his trousers to his knees, revealing
his shaved groin and
locked cock.

“Is that an engagement ring? How
charming.”

Everybody laughed at the diamond on Jim’s
padlock.


“Turn around.” She said,
intending to check out his buttock muscles. “Ooh, Bull. They’re in
a state. That’s a pretty severe thrashing he’s had.”


“Let me see.” Lesley said, with a
chuckle.

Bull waited while his three colleagues
examined Jim’s ravaged behind.

“Where’s his missus?” Giles asked. “Knowing
you, he’s married?”


“Naturally.” Bull
replied. “A wife and lovely daughter, 44 and 21, I think.”


“Bull nicked this trio from me.” Lesley
sighed. “I’d spotted them on the system and red-tagged them. But he
grabbed all three straight off the hovercraft.”

Jim was still bent over, presenting his ass
with his trousers round his knees.

Bull slapped his butt. “Get up boy, there are leaves to pick
up.”

After that little interlude, the serious
business of their weekly meeting began. Lesley updated everybody on
arrivals, departures and the administrative side. As of 09.00 hrs
that morning, there were 48,746 people on the island; 40,222 of them were prisoners,
504 were mainland guests staying at the Resort, and 8,020 were
staff and a few miscellaneous others.

Sadie took over and gave the visitors’
feedback ratings from the previous weekend. Guests had
given the Resort an average
score of 4.91 out of 5. Obviously the shortfall of 0.09 from
perfection was being looked into and the suspected culprits would
be punished. She mentioned that weekly turnover in the Toy Store on
the strip was up, mostly thanks to sales of the new “Drill-do”
oversized range.

“Have you tried one, boys?” she asked Bull
and Giles.

“Of course fucking not.”


“I don’t mean you! I mean
on any of your women.
How about his lovely wife for example?” she gestured through the
glass sliding doors where Jim was chasing leaves on the
deck.

Bull shrugged. “Sure. Good idea. Send me
round a couple.”

That led onto Bull’s report of Factory
production. There were five different businesses on the island, of
which Sex Toys was the largest and the STUEL powder facility was the highest-tech. The
most basic was the barn where the prisoner’s vests were cut and
hand-stitched out of hessian or burlap or cotton fabric. Overall,
the five factories currently employed 13,062 men and 7,008 women.
The State Export Agency had won several new sex toy contracts,
although all of them were on fine margins.

“Our export salesmen seem only ever to be
able to compete on price.” Lesley muttered.

Bull shrugged. “Well, it’s no problem. We
can always make the numbers work. I’m thinking of trialing an ‘Eat as you Work’
system.”

“Tell us more.”

“It used to work well in Russian Gulags.
Prisoners get more food if they produce more. And less food if they
produce less.”


“Why not
just the latter?” Lesley
asked. “Surely if they can already produce more stuff it must show
they already don’t need more food. Just use the stick. Why do we
have to incentivize them with carrots too?”


“Why not turnips?” Farmer
Giles joked. The island’s turnips were famously bitter and
unpopular with the prisoners. 

After some banter about sticks and carrots, punishments and
incentives, Bull called the meeting back to order.

“We’ll trial an ‘Eat as you Work’ system soon
with food quantities directly linked to production.”

Finally, Giles gave everybody
his latest West Hills Farm
data.


“Well, I can assure you
that food productivity remains high. Feedback from all of you, from
us Wardens down to the junior guards and student volunteers, is
that quantity and quality are excellent across the board. Our meat,
fish, dairy, carbs,
veggies and sugars all scored over 4.9.”

He smiled while everybody gave him a little
clap.


“Perhaps as importantly,
feedback from guards about your prisoners’ reactions to their
rations remains as we agreed. Sufficient quantity and abject
quality, but still just
about edible. Our medics report only a tiny number of
hospitalizations and the odd case of nausea, diarrhea and cramps,
but well below last year’s average. I think it’s safe to say we’re
making further progress in turning food into an integral part of
their punishment; generating sufficient energy for Forced Labor
whilst aiding Though Reform to eradicate the concept of ‘like’ and
‘dislike’.

“And what about your farm laborers?” Lesley
asked.

Giles smiled. “Funnily enough, I had one
today who complained
about offal. Imagine that! Claimed she was a vegetarian as if
that’s her choice. Meanwhile, we have perfected the MSM process to
extract even more sinew per carcass. And the STUEL production line
is working well with several new additives.”

STUEL was the Colony’s acronym for ‘Substitute Tasteless fuel’, a
powder food produced with entirely manmade ingredients. At this
stage it was still a development project in liaison with a
university on the mainland. A Prison Colony was deemed the perfect
place to trial such a product. The powder contained ALL the
vitamins, nutrients and calories a prisoner needs but at almost no
cost.

Although the basic powder was flavorless
and unscented, a range of additives #1 through to #365 could then
be added for taste and aroma. Apparently there were even beef casserole and toffee
cheesecake versions in the pipeline.

“Excellent.” Bull concluded. “Any other
business?”

At that moment, Butler walked in. He was
holding the handset of the Warden’s landline. That was unusual.
Most people texted or
called Bull on his mobile.

“What is it Butler?”

“Er … it’s a call, sir. For you.”

“Can’t it wait? I’m in a meeting.”

“Er … it’s your son, sir.”

 


***

 


As always, the bell sounded at 12.30 and
the conveyor belt slowly ground to a halt. Josh heaved his customary sigh of relief and
rolled his shoulders. The next half hour had become his favorite
part of the day.

He smiled at Si. There were no hard
feelings between them
about the caning he’d given Josh. It was dog eat dog here,
everybody had to accept that.

The conveyor belt started up again and he
glanced at today’s trays. They contained the usual bowls of stodgy
gruel and lumps of stale bread. But instead of fruit he saw a chunk
of cheese rind.


“Mm …” Gem whispered.
“The Farm collects up the bits of dairy that the guards don’t want and we
occasionally get some. It’s a real treat.”

Just when he’d placed his own tray on the
side of the belt, Viola reappeared, with a big smirk on her elfish
face. She was holding a small laptop.


“Here we are,
42E.” she said, placing
the screen next to his tray. “You’re a star. Our chat this morning
is going to feature in the new documentary!”

“Really, Miss?” He picked up his spoon and
began to watch and eat.

“Tell me, are you missing Linda?” Viola
asked, onscreen.


“Yes,
terribly,
Miss.”

There was a clock timer top
left of the screen. It showed
09.00. Josh noticed how dark the bags under his eyes had become and
how his pale face had lost weight.

“I’ve got some good news, Josh.

“Er … really, Miss?”


“Yes. The State
Police are reviewing
your case. It seems a Hazel Whiting may have fabricated evidence
against you.”

“What? Hazel? Our next door neighbor?”


“Yes, about your rental
earnings. Anyway, it’s being looked into by a policeman called
Damian and he thinks you’re not guilty.”


“Damian? As in Damian Parks? He’s an old friend
of mine.”

Josh smiled, recalling the moment Viola had
told him that.

At that same moment, the picture onscreen
cut without warning to a shot of Linda. Josh immediately frowned.
It was a side view of his wife’s head. Her forehead seemed to be pressed against
a bed sheet. Her sweaty face filled the screen.

But Viola’s words from that morning
continued as the
voiceover.

“Well, it seems as if he’s recommended you
both for a pardon.”


“I don’t believe
it. That’s incredible,
Miss.” Josh heard himself replying.

Onscreen, the close up slowly panned from
Linda’s squished face, along her body, and then upwards to reveal
Damian’s profile.

The digital clock top left of the screen still showed 09.00
hrs.

Damian turned and spoke to the lens.

“Hi J … Josh, yep, it’s me. I’m checking up …
on Linda for you.” He winked. “She always was a tight-assed b …
bitch but I’m loosening her up … Say hi to your husband,
Linda.”


“H … hi Josh.” His wife
whimpered, seemingly speaking right to him.

Josh watched, frozen in shock, unable to
tear his eyes from the screen. 09.00 hrs. It dawned on him that he’d been told they
would be pardoned at the exact same moment Damian was sodomizing
Linda. He glanced at Viola who was studying him with a mischievous
glint in her eye.


“I hear you’re working
hard Josh. That’s good. Mmm … so am I though. I’ve been looking
into your case. Yes, it really was Hazel Whiting who reported you
and Linda renting out that room to help you make ends meet. That
tax bill must have
really fucked your finances, yeah?”

Josh’s eyesight blurred with tears. He could
tell Si and Gem were listening to the recording as well. Even they
seemed to be smiling.


“Oh boy, your missus has
a tight ass. Anyway, it turns out Hazel had a plan to buy your place and redevelop
hers and yours into one nice big house. Clever, huh? And guess
what? The deal went through yesterday. The Ministry sold your place
to her for peanuts. However, the State will get a decent percentage
of Hazel’s eventual profit so everybody wins. Nice,
huh?”

Josh clenched his fists in futile anger.
The screen revealed Linda’s expression as somebody else in the room yanked her
head up.

“Hold on. I’m about to cum in your wife’s
ass.”

Josh wanted to smash the screen but
he didn’t dare. Instead
he watched Damian throw his head back and bellow a loud
grunt.

“Mmm … that was amazing.” Damian said after a
few seconds, winking at the lens.

At that moment, the action dissolved into
a different scene. Now Linda was on her knees sucking Damian’s shaft while he was tenderly
stroking her hair.


“And look at your missus,
cleaning her own grime from my cock. There’s something else you
need to know my friend. When they show you this movie I’ll still be
here, only a couple of miles away from you, still using your wife in any damned way I
fancy. In fact I may even pop by the factory to give you a wave
before I leave.”

Josh glanced at Viola. She nodded. It was
true.

Again, the camera panned to show Linda’s
sobbing face.


“And guess what?
There’s more.” Damian
laughed loudly. “Next weekend another old friend of yours booked
into the Resort to spend time with Linda. Yep, that’s right. Hazel
Whiting!”

Josh had stopped eating his gruel. He
couldn’t eat. His appetite was gone. He simply gazed at
Viola in stunned
silence.

She smiled and tenderly pinched his
cheek.

“Now, now, 42E. Don’t get overemotional. I’m
sure it’s just a bit of fun.”

He gawped at her. He couldn’t push
the image from his mind. That
somewhere, only a mile or two away, fucking Damian Parks was having
a ‘bit of fun’.

Viola looked at his bowl. “Eat! Now! Or
else!”

Or else what? He wanted to shout at her. What
worse thing could they do to him?

Nevertheless, he picked up his spoon and took
a tentative mouthful.

She smiled, seemingly
appeased. “That was only
a trailer, Josh. Apparently the full length version will be about 2
hours long.”

 


***

 


Lesley van Rimmel surveyed the four
Clarks.

It had taken her a few days to arrange but at last here they
were, in her power. She felt a warm tingle under her uniform,
between her humid thighs.

Sebastian, Josephine, Eva and Adam Clark
stood naked in a line, in front of her desk. They had been
medically passed and processed without any of the usual delays. It
was as if Lesley had arranged for them to arrive business class!

She managed to avoid focusing on young
Adam for now, even though he was the real reason for the Clark’s
misfortune. Francesca’s boyfriend was a fine, upstanding lad; a
little over 6ft, square-jawed and nicely-toned. Lesley glanced at
his penis and scrotum
even though they held absolutely no sexual appeal for
her.

“Welcome to Penal Colony Nine.” She said and
waited until every one of the four had mumbled a ‘thank you’ in
reply. “You were arrested trying to flee the mainland, I hear?”

Sebastian spoke up. He was an older version of his son; about
an inch less in height, receding hair, but the same firm jaw and
toned abdomen.


“That’s true, Ma’am. But
it was all my idea.
Not
my family’s. They’re all
totally innocent. They should be released.”

She smiled. Lesley loved a mix of courage and contriteness. “But
your wife happily performed oral sex on the pilot? That doesn’t
sound like innocence to
me.”

He blushed and so did his wife. “I forced her
to do it.” He replied.

She smiled again, turning to
Josephine Clark
next.

“I hear you made a big fuss on the
hovercraft?”

“Th … they assaulted me … Ma’am. All those
young … students.”

Lesley smiled a third time. Josephine’s
naked body was indeed a mess. Her file said she was 5’ 6”. She had
brown hair and eyes and
a good figure for her age. Her tits were smudged with bruises and
her pubic hair was matted. Lesley picked up a piece of paper from
her desk.


“Fourteen students in
all, apparently.” She read from the list. “Five blowjobs, four
fucks, three ass-fucks
and two facials. Agreed?”

Sebastian Clark opened his mouth to speak but
shut it when he saw Lesley raise her fingers.

“That s … sounds low, Ma’am. It s … seemed
more.” Josephine stammered.

“You weren’t counting?”

“N … no, Ma’am.”

Lesley beckoned the naked woman nearer, until she was standing
beside her. Then Lesley picked up a letter-opener and disdainfully
used the blade to prod open Josephine’s damp labia.

“Turn round.”

She slid the tip against Josephine’s anal
starburst. It hadn’t closed fully and moisture was still visible.

“From now on I will expect you to count
carefully. You don’t need to learn names. But it’s considered very
rude here not to keep track of numbers. I will ensure you are
mounted many times over the next few weeks.”

All four family members uttered sharp intakes of
breath.

“N … no.” Josephine’s husband whimpered.
“Please … no.”

Lesley looked at Sebastian and sighed.
“You just DOUBLED the
number of men your wife will be used by tomorrow. Do you wish to
double the number again?”


“N … no,
Ma’am. I’m s …
sorry.”

She nodded, appeased, patting Josephine to
turn round and face her again.


“So, my dear. Count
carefully because I will
test you; every blowjob, cunt fuck, ass fuck, tit fuck and facial,
okay? Keep track of them. Starting from now.”

“Y … yes, Ma’am.”


“Oh yes, and don’t forget
rim jobs. Many of our volunteer students like their buttholes
licked. Especially by older ladies like you for some weird reason! So make sure you
also keep track of how many different assholes you taste. Is that
clear?”

Mrs. Clark was wide-eyed in shock and disgust, glancing
across at her husband.

“I … but … I’ve never d … done that.”

Lesley chuckled. “Well there’s no time
like the present. It’s not exactly difficult my dear. It may not be
to your taste but it’s not complicated. Just stick your tongue into their shitters
and wiggle it about. Now, go back and stand by your
husband.”

Next Lesley grinned at 22yr old Eva Clark. She was a younger
version of the mother; slimmer and without any bruises or matted
hair, but similar features and curves.

“Your medical records show you have no
prescription for oral contraception. Is that true?”

“Y … yes, Ma’am.”

“How many boys have you fucked?”

Eva blushed and looked fleetingly along the
line at her parents. She shut her eyes.

“Come on dear. No shyness here. Tell us or
I’ll have you interrogated.”

“Ever?”

“Yes, ever.”

“F … five, Ma’am.” She couldn’t help glancing
at her parents again.

“Oooh, that’s not many at all.” Lesley cooed.
“So, always condoms?”


“Yes Ma’am. Or like …
withdrawal.”


“Excellent.”
Lesley enthused. “I bet that young womb’s nice and fertile. You
will have unprotected sex with 10 random men a day for the next 22
days. One day for each year of your life so far.”

This time all four family members uttered
a mix of intakes of
breath, loud whimpers and suppressed screams.

“N … no. Please. Spare her that.” Sebastian
begged.

Lesley sighed. “You don’t learn, do you?
That’s now 12 men a day instead of ten. Any advance on twelve?”

They all remained silent, stunned, gawping
at her
helplessly.


“Your Thought Reform
lessons will hammer this message home. Never, ever try to argue. It
only makes things worse. The Wardens and Officers always know best.
So, you will be mounted by 12 different men per day for 22 days,
that’s …. Help me out
here …”


“264.” Mr. Clark muttered.


“Thank you. Yes, 264
random male guards. But when I say random, of course I don’t mean
arbitrary. They’ll be carefully selected. With your classic looks,
I’d like to be sure that at least your first couple of kids
are mixed race;
Oriental? Or Arab perhaps? In keeping with our diversity
agenda.”

Suddenly there was a thud on the floor.

Eva had fainted.

 


***

 


It was mid-afternoon in the factory; the
most humid and exhausting time of day. They’d all been working
since 6 a.m. and yet
they still had another three or four hours to go.

Josh could hear the treadmill turning,
human labor generating the power to drive the relentless conveyor
belt. The endless supply of sex toys and packaging trundled along
the machine. It was grueling, humiliating, monotonous and, above all, mindless
toil.

It wasn’t even a distraction. The work was
so tedious it was easy to think. To remember every image of the
dreadful film he’d just
been forced to watch.

Viola had been along to check up on him
several times. He could
detect her amusement and yet she seemed to care a little as well.
Could it be that she’d enjoyed Linda’s demise because she wanted
him for herself?

At 16.00 hrs precisely, just after the
hourly bell rang, Josh was exchanging a few hushed words across the belt with Si. They
were both focused on the plastic dildos coming down the
belt.

“Hey, Josh, my old buddy!”

He knew that voice immediately. It was
Damian. He was dressed in full State Police uniform and accompanied
by Viola and two armed
guards.

Josh looked at him. His jaw tightened. He clenched his
fists.

“Get down on your knees. Now.” Viola
hissed.

Slowly, Josh lowered himself to his knees,
staring up at Damian.

“Sir!” she prompted, in a stage whisper.


“S … Sir.” Josh forced
himself to
reply.

Damian smiled pleasantly, glancing around the
factory.

“Nice place, Josh. I can see you’ve found a
job that suits you. You always did have strong opinions on people’s
choice of career.”

“Yes sir.”

Damian turned to Viola. “How’s he doing so
far, young
lady?”

She shrugged. “It’s early days, Major. He can manage the
basic tasks but his stamina isn’t what it will be in a year or two.
His productivity tends to flag in the afternoons. He gets
distracted too.”

“I see. By what?”


“I think he misses his
wife,
Major.”

Damian looked at Josh. “Really? Is that true?”

“Y … yes sir.”

Josh swallowed his pride. He hoped that if he
demonstrated complete acceptance of defeat, his old friend might
find it in his heart to be merciful.

Damian nodded. “Well, I can assure you she’s fine. She’s
settling into her new career extremely well. I suspect she was born
to it. She doesn’t seem to miss you at all. Forget her.”

Josh simply stared, open-mouthed, unable to
respond.

Damian turned to Josh’s neighbors on the packaging
line.


“What’s your
name?”

“Peter, sir.”

“Yours?” he said to the man opposite.

“Simon, sir.”

“Come with me both of you.”

 


***

 


“Forty four … forty f … five … forty s …”

Jim’s arms and shoulders gave out and he
collapsed onto the wooden floor of the Warden’s deck. He’d only just failed to complete
another fifty pushups.

Colonel Sykes was lounging on a sun bed, watching. Jim turned
and peered up at him.

“I’m … s … sorry, sir.” He gasped, his heart
beating fast.

It had been his third set. The first time he’d done thirty out
of thirty reps. After a 15 minute break, he’d completed forty out
of forty. Not at all bad for a man of 48. After another quarter of
an hour break, he’d managed to do forty five out of
fifty.

The Warden was wearing a pair of shorts
and a T-shirt that
showed off his rippling muscles and ripped abdomen. He wiggled his
bare feet.

“Kiss my toes and apologize, boy.”

Jim gulped. He was exhausted, lightheaded.
Kiss a man’s feet?


“That’s ten
more strokes of the cane
already, boy. Just for hesitating.”


“Yes sir, I’m sorry.”

He was tempted to bite but he knew he
couldn’t. The reprisals against him and Sarah and Juliette would be
terrible. He put his lips to the man’s big toenail and kissed
it.

“Suck it boy. Like it’s a cock.”

Almost gagging, Jim put his
mouth round the cheesy
toe and began sucking up and down, looking up at the Warden to
check he was happy.

The Warden said nothing
for a while and simply
stared at him. They were alone. Juliette was helping washing up in
the kitchen and Jim didn’t know where Sarah was.


“That’s it.” The Warden shut his eyes and put
his hands behind his head, enjoying the sunshine. “I have a gay
friend called Lakshit. He likes teaching male prisoners to suck
cock. How would you like me to invite him round?”

Jim blinked, horrified.
A toe was bad
enough. But a penis …

The Warden opened his eyes again and smiled
at his expression. It was quite evident to him what Jim’s answer to
the question was.

“Prisoners here have no right to decide
about their sexualities, whether that’s chaste abstinence or
rampant homosexuality. But don’t worry.” The Warden’s chuckle was a
rich, throaty laugh. “Personally I almost always allow straight
guys a chance to prove their masculinity.”

He pulled his toe from Jim’s mouth and
gestured for him to stand up.


“Thank you,
sir.”


“I am very keen to fuck
Sarah on your back. It’s like a ritual for me. A way for a husband
to really share in my enjoyment of his wife. People drone on about
cream pies and the like but you’ll find there’s nothing to beat the
feeling of being my
mattress. However, I can tell that you’re not strong enough yet. So
you have three days to complete one hundred pushups. So long as you
manage that challenge, your Warden will be satisfied. But if you
fail … Lakshit will be the superior who you have to satisfy
instead!”

 


***

 


At 4.15 p.m., Viola reappeared with the two
armed guards, plus Si and Pete. Thankfully the bastard Damian was
nowhere to be seen.

Josh stared at the five of them. Pete kept diverting his eyes. Si
crawled under the conveying belt and retook his place opposite.
They began working again as if nothing had happened.

“Major Parks had to leave. But he said he’ll
try and pop by again tomorrow.” Viola said.

Josh nodded silently, still grinding his
teeth in quiet fury.


“Tell him!” Viola
said to Simon. “As you were
told to.”

Josh and Si looked at each other. He suddenly
noticed that the front of his colleague’s diaper-loincloth was
tented outwards.

Si shrugged and lifted the hem. His penis
was unlocked and still jutting at half mast. The end was swollen and shiny.

“I just fucked Linda. So did Pete.”

Josh screwed his eyes shut and tried to
blank his mind. He wanted to scream. His work colleagues - his new ‘best mates’ - had
just seen Linda. Not only that, they’d had sex with her. He was now
going to have to work alongside guys who’d fucked his
wife.

“Major Parks insists that you thank them.”
Viola said.

Josh forced his eyes open. His vision had
blurred. The uniformed guards kept their guns leveled at his bare
chest.


“Th … thanks guys.” He
said to Pete and then to
Si.

Viola smiled at him. She even gave him a
wink.

“Right you lot, back to work. These dildos
won’t pack themselves.”

 


***

 


Sadie was casually riding another young man’s
face.

Stud was on the chubby side but facially handsome, with his body
swathed in Saran wrap so that he was rendered totally helpless. The
clear wrap encased his shoulders all the way down to his ankles,
binding him like an Egyptian mummy. Only his bare feet, shaved cock
and pretty features were exposed.

He was gasping for oxygen. Sadie had been straddling him for a
couple of hours, on and off, with just a few breaks. He earned his
breathers with his studded tongue. The more slavishly and deeply he
worshipped both her orifices, the more air she allowed to reach his
lungs.

Stud might not have the prettiest figure but then nor did she.
His body was wrapped neatly in Saran turning him into a comfortable
ride. Whereas hers was naked and sprawling, like the heaviest
jockey, with ripples of flab spreading out like blancmange on her
double bed.

Sadie no longer weighed herself. She detested scales. But she
guessed she was around 260lbs (118kgs). Her body was a sturdy
barrel-shape with two large bosoms and elongated nipples. Once upon
a time she’d been proud of her cleavage but now they drooped
towards her waist like balloons filled with water. Without makeup
her blotchy face was a pale shadow of her former looks and, in
profile, she had not two, but three, chins. Perhaps most
unattractive of all were her buttocks, shining with cellulite,
bulging with dimples, and a crevice bristling with prickly
hairs.

Yet none of this mattered. Because
Sadie could have her pick of
the most handsome males on the island; young or mature, dark or
blonde, endowed or small, straight or gay, married or single.
Regardless of their age, looks or sexuality, every single one was
desperate to impress her.

She’d made a couple of modifications
to Stephen. Firstly,
she’d renamed him Stud. Secondly, his tongue had been pierced and a
pair of silver studs had been inserted, one at the back and one on
the tip. They made talking difficult for him but then she wasn’t
too interested in his conversation.

Sadie adored suffocating a wet tongue
wedged deep in her chute. Back in the noughties, her
male punters had rarely given
much thought to their cleanliness. She would never quite be able to
forget those smells and the smegma, their dirty foreskins and
matted hairs. Never in a million years did she imagine back then,
having this chance for full payback now.

“Uuummphh.”

She could trot and bounce and press on Stud’s facial saddle
with full force, enjoying her own body aroma as it swirled about
them in the humid room.

She jumped up as best she could and landed full force, feeling
her sweaty crevice encircle his attractive nose. His exhaled grunt
tickled her ass, leaving him with no means of breathing any more
air in. She smiled. His lips were sealed, so to speak.

She felt him struggling to breathe. But
instead of panicking he drove the stud on the tip of his tongue further towards her
guts, desperate to please her. She waited a few seconds and then
slowly leaned to one side, raising a buttock, like she did when
feeling particularly flatulent. She smiled at him as he gratefully
sucked in the single lungful of fetid air she allowed.

His genitals were exposed by a circular hole cut in the
Saran wrap. His thighs were pushed together with his shaved penis
and balls on display. He was soft and small as a slug. Her third
modification was chemical castration via drugs. It was reversible
once she was bored with him but, until then, she wanted him focused
on her pleasure and not distracted by his own base urges. Unlike
bambina, Stud was heterosexual.

“Help me up.”

bambina, her effeminate gay tongue-boy was also in
attendance. He took her back and elbow and assisted her off the
bed.

She smiled down at Stud’s glistening face. He was sucking in
air, almost hyper-ventilating, refueling his lungs.

She walked through to the bathroom and sat
on the pan, while bambina looked on. She’d drunk two espressos with her last
cohiba and her bladder needed release.


“Light me another cigar.”
She told
him.

She finished her business and waddled back
into the bedroom, staring down at Stud. He gazed up at her in
helpless awe while she mounted his face again. Her bush was wet with droplets. She
settled down heavily, accepting the lit cigar that Bambina passed
to her.

Of course, she had no intention of
actually suffocating Stud. The system was strict about that. Life sentences
meant that prisoners must indeed live long lives. But her selected
young men didn’t need to know that. As far as they were concerned
they were performing for their lives. And Sadie required 110
percent effort.

She rocked forward so that her soaking
pussy got a little action as well, enveloping his freshly shaved chin, lips and nose in her
pink maw. She took the lit cohiba and puffed on it, exhaling grey
clouds of smoke.

There was no rush.

 


***

 


Bull studied Sarah Armstrong’s face.

She was masturbating. Her left hand
caressed her breast while her right teased her clitoris. Her lips were open and her
eyes were half-shut.

She squinted at him and he smiled back
encouragingly. It was always interesting watching different women
expose themselves like this. What had once been a private moment, at most shared
with a partner, now being performed instead for a rapt
audience.

Sarah was splayed out on a white leather sofa in his
residence’s large, open-plan living room. Her feet and knees were
wide apart, brightly lit by camera lights. Bull was sat on the
opposite sofa with Cook on his left and her husband Butler on his
right. Juliette and Jim were kneeling on the marble floor at Bull’s
feet.

Half a dozen techies were watching too;
cameramen and sound guys and a female director. Several
video-cameras were mounted on tripods, their lenses trained on the 44yr old’s
face, on her body and between her thighs.

“Give us more of a smile.” The director said.
“Look joyful.”

The director was only 22, half Sarah’s age, but she’d begun
making homemade porn in her bedroom before the Glorious First coup.
The moment the penal system started throwing up an endless supply
of unpaid actresses and starlets, her creative services were in
demand.

Sarah blinked and obediently beamed
as instructed, her lips parting
even wider, her right hand accelerating. Any viewer could tell she
was clearly enjoying herself.

Bull was secret shareholder in a business
that owned over 500 websites. Each one was dedicated to a different
female or couple. In Sarah Armstrong’s case her participation
would appear entirely
consensual, on one of the MILF platforms. Punters fantasized about
unsatisfied women in prison masturbating themselves. So as far as
his website’s paying members were concerned, Sarah was only doing
what came naturally to horny inmates like her.

To get things rolling, his team had trawled the Armstrongs’
phones and social media for contacts; Jim’s colleagues, Sarah’s
friends and Juliette’s network had yielded a couple of hundred
names to receive teaser links and free trial memberships. It never
failed to amuse Bull how many people became secret but avid
followers of their close friend’s private sex lives.

His sites had the best tracking
software. He’d bet that
within a couple of weeks, Jim’s boss, Sarah’s book club and a dozen
of Juliette’s schoolmates would be amongst her most avid fans,
logging in daily to see new content.

Sarah whimpered, biting her lower lip. By now
her two fingers were making a sloshing sound as she twanged her
cunt manically.


“Right, slow down.”
The young director
murmured. “Use a vibrator now. The pink one
first.”

Sarah’s hand fumbled on the sofa and found
the 8-inch rabbit. It was impressive but standard, nothing like
the ‘Drill-do’ monster
that would feature in future clips. Bull smiled inwardly as he
imagined all those teenage kids running up credit card debts to see
that.

“What do you reckon?” Bull tapped Jim on his
head. “She’s a star in the making, your missus.”

“Yes sir.”


“Don’t worry.” He told
him. “Your moment will come too.”

 


***

 


Camilla was on her way to the stables, doing her best to avoid
drawing attention to herself or catching anybody’s eye. She was
sticking to the designated path that all laborers had to
follow.

“Halt!”

In the distance, she recognized a girl named Shazza who
supervised one of the toilet Huts. She was accompanied by a small
boy Camilla had never seen. Both of them were dressed in the
student intern’s uniform of black T-shirt and jeans.

Camilla froze in silence as they
approached.


“So,” Shazza said to the
boy, “let me show you how it’s done.” She was a black girl with frizzy curls, a
side-cut hairstyle, and a no-nonsense manner.

Close up Camilla could see the boy
was actually an
exceptionally short man, well under 5ft tall. She didn’t know if
dwarf was an acceptable term nowadays but she guessed that was
another minority that deserved preferential treatment.

“Name?” Shazza asked.

“C … Camilla.”

“Oh, yeah. You’re the preggers one?”

Relieved, Camilla replied. “Yes, Miss.”

They were on the path near a storage barn. While they talked,
other laborers walked past them. All were trudging slowly in
silence, looking neither left nor right, just as Camilla had done.
She’d simply been unlucky.

The young man’s dark eyes looked up at her, studying her. She
wasn’t tall herself but she was at least 6 inches taller than him.
His eyes were wide-set on his broad face. He had a facial stubble
and acne.


“This gentleman only arrived today.” Shazza
said. “He’s volunteering six months of his life to come help keep
an eye on criminals like you. Show him some
respect.”


“Yes Miss,
Sir. Sorry,
Sir.”

Camilla bobbed a curtsey. She was
wearing a farm vest that
covered her torso but the ragged hem only reached down her waist.
Her lower half was totally exposed.

“Give us a twirl.”

She slowly turned 180 degrees.
A few laborers were plodding
past, pretending not to see what was going on in the fading
light.

“Bend over.”

Camilla felt fingers on her hips, back and then her
buttocks.


“She looks clean
enough.” The young man’s voice
was strangely deep. It reminded Camilla of Tyrion in that Games of
Thrones series.


“Oh sure. She’ll have
just had a shower and
daily enema.”

“Stand up and show us your tits.” She heard
Shazza order.

Camilla turned back to face them
and quickly lifted the
hem of her vest up to her neck.


“Nice, pregnant
tits.” The boy said.
“Who’s the dad?”

She blushed, shaking her head. “I don’t know,
sir.”

The man looked at Shazza. “Is that true?”


“Of course. These
farm sluts put out for loads of
guys like you.”

Camilla watched him shrug.
“Well, loads of guys. But sadly
not like me.”

Shazza laughed mockingly. “What do you mean, not like you!
Look, have you had your STD clearances yet?”

“Yes. Why?”

“Turn round, feet apart, brace position.”

Camilla stared at Shazza in shock at the
callous way the order was given. She was pregnant and hadn’t been molested in weeks.
But she had no choice other than to obey. She shuffled round,
spread her feet and bent over, hands braced against her knees. She
came face to face with a half dozen laborers walking past only
about 10 feet away.


“You mean I can … just … fuck
her?”


“Sure. They’ll be much
better meat than this I can assure you. But you might as well start with this one. Add
your gravy to her pot.”

Camilla sensed rustling and heard a zip. She
felt hands on her hips.


“Wow.” She heard
Shazza laugh. “I’ve
heard the joke about all guys being the same height if their dicks
could be placed upright on their heads. Now I can see it’s actually
true.”

Camilla felt hands on her hips, then fingers
fumbling with her labia.


“Lower.” Shazza said.
“Make it easy for the
young gentleman.”

Camilla parted her feet wider and bent her
knees, making herself
available to his height. His fingers peeled her open. She heard him
spit saliva and felt sliminess on his hard cockhead.

“Ooomph.”

Camilla had become
familiar with quite an
array of erections since her husband’s. But this one drove the
breath from her lungs and felt like she was being torn
open.

She heard him snort, part-laughter and
part-satisfaction.

“Look at me.”

Now Shazza had moved in front of her. She raised Camilla’s chin
with her finger and stared deep into her eyes.

“How is she?”

“Not bad at all.” He chuckled. “Not that I
have much experience.”

“Push your ass out.” Shazza snapped.

Camilla braced her hands and raised her
hips, assuming an even more humiliating position. The man had one hand on her hip and the
other cupped her dangling breast.

“And I can just do this when I like?” he
asked.


“Pretty much.” Shazza
replied, still smiling down at Camilla’s face. “And it’s not a
question of you ‘can’ do it.
It’s you ‘must’ do it.
We’re all expected to pull our weight. You see it’s all part of
Thought Reform. Just as the prisoners have to be trained to think
differently, so do we. A few volunteers arrive here and they’re a
bit shocked and aren’t ready to do their duty. Bloody
wimps.”

Camilla heard him laugh as he slammed
deeply into her, making
her grimace in pain and bite her lip.

“Well … d … don’t worry … I will do m … my
fucking duty!”

Shazza arched an eyebrow, grinning smugly
from ear to ear.

Laborers continued to shuffle past them, winding their way to the
various stables, escorted by a handful of overseers and interns,
ignoring the sound of hips slapping against buttocks, and their
fucking noises.


“Be as quick or slow as
you like.” Shazza invited him, with a wink at Camilla. “There’s plenty of
time.”

“And I can c… cum inside h …
her?”

“Of course. She’s pregnant and you haven’t
got any STDs. It’s good to send them to sleep with full
cunts.”

Camilla heard a telltale grunt and felt his erection
throb, the warm invasion of her clean insides.

“Um … um … ummmmmmmmmm.”

She felt Shazzas’ finger under her chin
again and raised her eyes. They stared at each other; two females holding very
different sets of cards. Once upon a time Camilla might have
ordered a cappuccino served by Shazza in a coffee bar. But now
Shazza could order Camilla to bend over for a stranger’s cock in
full view of passersby.

“Okay?” Shazza said to the man. “Would you
like her to lick your cock clean?”

Camilla stifled a little sob. Humiliation piled on
humiliation. She spotted another group of male laborers coming. One
of them was her husband. She lowered her face and tried not to
catch his eye.

“Yeah, that’s be nice. I don’t want to get
jizz on my new jeans!”


“Thank him.” Shazza said,
raising Camilla’s chin
yet again. “Look up.”

“Th … thank you, S … Sir.” She forced herself
to gasp.

Her husband was staring straight at her.

 


***

 


Giles was enjoying a mug of tea.

His farmstead home looked comfortable
enough but it was actually a little ramshackle.
Nothing like the
Warden’s steel, glass and polished wood residence. Nevertheless,
the place suited him and Yvonne.

They had a large, open-plan kitchen and
living room, several comfortable bedrooms and well-fitted
bathrooms, and the normal larder and utility rooms found in any farmer’s
home.

But down in the basement there were
slave’s quarters for their domestic staff, containing several
uncomfortable bedrooms and primitive bathrooms. Unlike the Warden,
Giles preferred longstanding servants who could anticipate
his and Yvonne’s every wish. It
was a tough life but his domestic staff were actually envied. Life
outside as a farm laborer was much, much tougher.

He and Yvonne had a wide porch that faced
west from which they could enjoy the late afternoons and
orange sunsets, sipping
a rum punch or a cold beer.

Between his house and the rolling fields,
there were row upon row of stables, barns, outbuildings and huts.
Unlike the factory workers’ dormitory-barracks, his farm laborers
were housed in huge stables. The stables were divided into individual stalls; hundreds
of female and male bodies secured overnight in a line, their bare
asses sticking out between the partitions, with straw and piss
littering the concrete ground.

His overseers all had nice
pretty cottages interspersed
amongst the stables so that they could live comfortably whilst
keeping order. In line with the Colony’s overall policy, Giles
generally had male foremen and guards in charge of his female
workforce and vice versa. He employed a mix of older staff who
actually knew something about agriculture and food production, and
a gaggle (or what he called a ‘giggle’) of volunteer students who
were simply in it for the fun.

The students were all young, enthusiastic
and highly politicized. Most had grown up in trailer parks and rundown housing with
heavy chips on their shoulders. So they took retribution seriously.
Having these once-privileged and prosperous women and men under
their control wasn’t only a masturbatory dream. For them it was a
political mission.

The great tomes of zealous academics like Maya Lee, Barbara
Bassey and Shirley Wilson were stored on their kindles. Magazines
like “Day of Reckoning” and “How to cuck a Richman” lay beside
their beds. Posters of the 2022 Payback Act adorned their bedroom
walls, alongside some gangbang and bukkake collages they’d made
here on the island.

Giles glanced over at O32658FPC9. The
woman had now spent many hours fixed into the black metal bondage
frame, her toes in the wet mud. She’d lost control of both her
bladder and bowels
sometime during the afternoon. Flies and insects buzzed around what
lay between her bare feet.

“You’re going to get a chance to apologize.”
He informed her.

“Ngh … thank you, sir.” She gasped, wincing
with discomfort.

At just before five, a sulky cart appeared at the gate. The
senior bureaucrat from the Economic Justice Ministry and his
mistress had arrived slightly early, pulled by a team of four
Resort ponies.

“Welcome.” Giles said, walking over to greet
them.


“It’s nice of you to
invite us back.” The man
said. “I pushed our flight back a couple of days so we could meet
you.”

He was a grey-haired man in Bermuda shorts
and a short-sleeved shirt, with a pot belly. His girlfriend Maggie
appeared to be only a bit younger than him. She was
wearing a one-piece
swimming costume with a wrap-skirt round her waist. Her face was
plastered in makeup and her shoulders were sunburnt.

“Tea?” Giles offered. “Beer? Whisky?”

“Whisky, please.” The man said. “And a beer
for the lady.”

Giles clicked his fingers
and a male servant wearing an
apron rushed off to fetch the drinks.

“So.” Giles began. “I must apologize for
ruining your vacation. As you can see,” he gestured towards the
woman in the bondage frame, “we take any such incidents extremely
seriously.”


“It was just such a shock.” Maggie said. “To be spoken to like that. An in
2025! I still can’t get over it, to be honest.”

Giles nodded sensitively. He knew Sadie
would be annoyed if this couple rated their Resort vacation at
anything less than a ‘5’ on account of this fracas. He had to make it up to them.
His lackey reappeared with their drinks.

“Cheers.” He toasted them with his own mug of
tea.

“What exactly did she say?” Giles said,
glancing across at the woman in the bondage frame.


“She asked me why
don’t YOU try it? I mean
… as if.”


“Frankly it’s appalling.”
The man added, knocking
back half of his whisky. “We’ve had such a lovely time here. So
much fun. So many lovely meals. And all we wanted to do was visit
the place all the ingredients come from.”


“And also to see the ‘Paybackers’ being fed. I
was so excited, wasn’t I darling?”

“Yes. Maggie hates offal, don’t you? We were
so thrilled to see it on their menu. And then to be told to taste
it herself!”

Maggie dabbed her moist eye with her
finger.


“Hmm …”
Giles replied, staring
across at the bondage frame again. “Well, I’m sure the culprit
would like to apologize to you.”

They got up and wandered over to the prisoner
numbered 032658FPC9.

“Is that what I think it is?”

Neither guest had spotted the flies and
insects when they were
sat on the porch. But now they were close up, they could see what
lay on the mud between the woman’s feet.

“Yes, it is.” Giles replied. “Rather
impressive, isn’t it?”


“Disgusting.” The man
said, wiping the back of his hand against his nose. “I’m surprised these bloody animals
can’t control themselves.”

But Maggie clapped her hands together and
uttered an excited squeal. She arched her eyebrow at Giles before
speaking.

“Well, I think it looks rather like a piece
of offal!
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