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THE STORY SO FAR

 


It is 2025. The PUNISH Government has enacted the Payback Act and
set up a range of Penal Colonies to house those who were the guilty
elite and the privileged few. One such enterprise is Penal Colony
Nine on the island of Verteneuf, housing some 40,000 prisoners,
sentenced to ‘State’s Pleasure’, where they perform hard labour and
undergo thought reform.

Penal Colony Nine is run by its
Warden and his three
Deputy Wardens. One of the latter is Giles Greene who oversees ‘The
Farm’, the quarter of the island dedicated to self-sufficiency in
food production. All of the action in Book Five takes place on the
farm and Giles is the only main character to feature in this
standalone story.

So far we have glimpsed what it’s like to
arrive on the island as a prisoner (Book One), to work in
its factories (Book
Two), to host visitors to its Resort (Book Three) and to toil on
its Farm (Book Four). Book Five provides a little insight into two
specific aspects of Colony life; the canteen and the bathroom or,
more accurately, ‘the trough’ and ‘the hut’.

 


SELECTED CHARACTERS IN THIS BOOK

 


Giles Greene, 60 yr old Deputy Warden in charge of The
Farm

Shazza, a young black volunteer-intern who
supervises The Facilities

Amir, a young Arab volunteer-intern who supervises The
Facilities

Millie, a young mixed-race hostess who gives
guided tours of the Farm

Manmeet, Millie’s assistant, a young Sikh
volunteer-intern

Penelope Dix, a 39yr old divorcee and newly arrived
prisoner

Priscilla Larsen,
a 51yr old prisoner and
ex-celebrity chef

Ged Monk, a government official and Resort
guest

Oleander Brown,
a government official and
Resort guest

Walter Tubb, a government official and Resort
guest

Saura, a government official and Resort guest


PROLOGUE

 


ONE WEEK
EARLIER

 



“Yes!”

Penny gave a
fist pump. She’d won!

“You
deserve it.” Her attorney told her, shaking her hand.

Penelope Dix
had just won over 90 percent of her husband’s assets in their
divorce settlement. The philandering bastard could run away and
leave her, he could fuck off and set up with his slut mistress, but
he couldn’t take his fat bank account with him. Oh no. Even in
2025, there was still justice to be had!

“And what
are you going to do now?”

“I’m
going to go on a long vacation somewhere.” Penny smiled at her
legal team. “And think about how to spend the rest of my
life.”

After all, she
was still only 39, no kids, and no ties. She’d dedicated her adult
life to one person, her bastard ex-husband, Negan Dix. Well, she
was still going to dedicate her life to one person, but
somebody else.

Herself.


BOOK FIVE: THE FACILITIES

 


Giles strode to the head of the queue.

He passed a long column of half-naked
laborers who were patiently shuffling forwards to use what were amusingly known on
the Farm as ‘The Facilities’.

This particular facility – Hut Number Two
- was one of 8 identical
concrete huts scattered around the West Hills acreage. They were
simple structures built using breeze blocks, cement and wooden
batons. There was a painted sign over the entrance with ‘Hut 2’ on
it and those washroom-style ‘male’ and ‘female’ silhouettes
below.

But some joker had scrawled graffiti in brown spray paint over
the male and female shapes saying ‘animals.’ Naturally, all of the
facilities were mixed gender.

In researching his design for the huts,
Giles had discovered that many western prison cells are based on a similar design; there’s
a toilet facing the cell door. There’s a pair of bunks on the side
wall if it’s a 2-person cell. Or there are two pairs of bunks in a
4-person cell. Essentially it’s a lavatory with beds in it.
Prisoners must use the toilet only a few feet from where their
cellmates are sleeping or reading.

What’s more, the cell door has a viewing hole that a guard may
open at any time. So a prisoner may be busy on the toilet and a
guard can peer in, and even enter the cell, without warning. This
applies not only to same-sex prisons but where there are female
prisoners and male staff, and vice versa.

It was quite evident to Giles that such a
design is intended to humiliate prisoners and to teach them
humility. The lack of
privacy, close proximity, and the toilet facing the door, are all
deliberate ploys. Some prisoners attempt to rig up a sheet around
the toilet to afford them at least a modicum of seclusion from
their cellmates. However, many guards gratuitously tear down and
ban such arrangements to ensure the lessons in humility
continue.

Naturally Giles wanted to make certain
his farm laborers
learned humility too. But he felt he could do a lot better than
those expensive western prison designs. So he’d taken out a piece
of paper and simply sketched a rectangle with 10 oval shapes
scribbled onto it. He drew an entrance and an exit and that was
it. His
design for the huts.


“Hi Shazza.” He said to
the black supervisor who was busy organizing the laborers at the
head of the
line.


“Hi Sir.” She
replied cheerily,
slapping a man’s bare bottom.

Shazza had been a penniless, single-mum
when she applied for an
internship. She was straight out of school with little formal
education but plenty of nous. Giles had immediately spotted her
innate authority and ambition the moment he interviewed her online;
a nice black girl with frizzy curls, a side-cut hairstyle, and
ambitions to become a mixed martial arts fighter. Ordering about a
bunch of older white people came naturally to her.

In fact, Giles had found that almost all of his interns were
more than happy to supervise these twice-daily ‘facility sessions’.
They weren’t put off by the sounds and smells. Besides, many
student volunteers were school leavers from deprived areas. They’d
grown up without fancy bathrooms. So they had no time for people
who considered comfort and privacy to be necessary.

“Go to the back of the queue.”

He smiled as Shazza sent a middle-aged
woman who was crossing her legs and shifting from foot to foot,
clearly desperate to go.
Bladder and bowel control were important parts of the curriculum.
Prisoners had to learn to go when scheduled and not whenever they
felt the need to.

Giles had designated Hut Number Two for
the sole use of ‘newer arrivals’. It was conveniently located for him to keep a close
eye on. Newer arrivals were defined as those female and male
laborers still serving the first couple of months of their
sentences; those who were still getting used to life without
privacy, let alone proper bathrooms.

His design was a single open-plan space that contained 10 toilets.
There were no cubicles, or even side-partitions, and there were no
toilet seats or toilet paper. The pans themselves looked more like
bidets and they faced each other in two rows of five.

Everything was close together but there was still just enough room
in the Hut for interns to patrol the pans. They ensured that each
prisoner obeyed the strict rules of decorum, efficiency and lack of
self-importance.

Prisoners were all required to
‘assume the position’;
this meant straddling their pan with their feet either side of it
and bending their knees in a squat, keeping their buttocks hovering
over the bowl. Fittingly for a farm, Giles required them to perform
like animals.

This method was provably efficient and quick. A ‘normal’ visit
lasted 30-40 seconds. A ‘leisurely’ dump took a maximum of 60
seconds. No wiping or hand washing was necessary. Outside the Exit,
prisoners were hosed down and given enemas if necessary.

A balding man was waiting
next in line. He glanced at
Shazza respectfully, eyes downcast. She studied him for a
moment.

“Seven”.


“Thank you,
Miss.” He replied
gratefully.

She’d allocated him Pan 7. Most of the
males were given odd numbers. Giles didn’t recognize the man but
the fact he was still
using Hut Two meant he had to be a recent arrival. He looked to be
in his 40s and his muscles weren’t fully reconfigured yet. After a
life sat in some office, it took a while for the physical toil and
rigorous diet to burn off all that excess.

Shazza tugged him into place by his penis
ring and cuffed his bottom.

“All on schedule?” Giles asked her.

She glanced at her tablet. “About a minute ahead.”

Next up was a pretty brunette in her
early-20s; either a young wife or more likely somebody’s
daughter. The insides of her
thighs glistened with semen. Obviously one of the queue monitors
had waylaid her for a minute or two of ‘questioning’.

Giles smiled at the young woman and she
blushed.


“Firm or soft?” Shazza
asked her. A few years ago, she and the pale brunette might even have been friends.
They were certainly contemporaries. But their lives were very
different now.

“I … hope quite firm, Miss.”

“Number six then.”

“Thank you Miss.” The brunette curtseyed.

Giles watched her shyly take up her
place right behind the
balding man in his 40s. They didn’t appear to know each other. The
two of them would be neighbors solely for this toilet session.
Shazza pushed the girl forward so that her perky tits pressed
against the man’s back.

He smiled inwardly. The majority of prisoners were urbanites.
Farmers and rural people aren’t so squeamish about bodily
functions. But posh city folk get embarrassed. They want to
disappear off to a quiet room for ten minutes’ of relaxed
solitude.

Well, fuck that! Giles was a
huge fan of the
government’s Retribution Agenda. It wasn’t only fun humiliating
these people. It was an essential part of their reconditioning.
Just as he worked the prisoners hard and fed them slops, so he
hardly needed to provide them with 5-star bathrooms, did
he?

And the huts had been cheap to build too;
a concrete cesspit below, a few hundred breezeblocks above,
some pipes and cement
and a fair bit of forced labour. That was it. Frankly it would cost
nothing to throw up a dozen more facilities but that would defeat
their primary purpose of taking his workforce down a peg or
three.

Their other main purpose was the
creation of manure for
spreading on the fields. He was professionally interested in the
efficient production of dung for use as fertilizer.

He smiled when he recognized the female prisoner next in line.
He remembered her name had been Parris before she became simply a
number. She’d been a fashion model whose high cheekbones and slim
figure had made her a disgustingly large fortune.


“How badly do
you need to go?” Shazza
asked.

It was policy to ask all kinds of
intrusive questions and Shazza was extremely good at
it. She kept meticulous records
on her tablet.

The ex-model gave a sulky pout. She was still
learning to be humble.

“Kind of … Miss.”

Shazza called over another intern. The label on his T-shirt
said ‘Philip Richards’.


“Phil, do us a favour.”
Shazza said. “Take this
cunt round the corner and give her a lesson in
manners.”


“Sure.” The intern said,
grabbing the ex-model by her vest and dragging her round the side of the hut. Giles
watched the woman’s bony ass disappear.

All of the interns wore a uniform of
smart black jeans and
T-shirts and a few also wore plastic aprons. They held clipboards
and tablets and maintained each laborer’s attendance
record.

In contrast, a farm laborer’s standard
uniform was just a loose-fitting, sleeveless vest worn over the
torso. The vests were
manufactured on the island in a small factory, using a fabric that
was a blend of itchy hessian and cheap poly-cotton.

The lower hem of the vest barely reached the top of their hips.
And there was no concept of ‘my vest’ as a personal possession. They were all unisex, baggy,
frayed and grimy. At night, vests were simply removed and thrown
onto a heap in the stable-dormitories. Then, each morning, a male
or female laborer grabbed the uppermost vest available from the
malodorous pile.

Unlike the factory workers, the farm laborers had their numerical
identifiers tattooed at the base of their spines. Giles had long
since decided that because they spent so much time toiling on their
hands and knees the numbers were more useful there. The short vests
left each laborer’s “Camp Stamp” easily visible.

Next in line was a handsome middle-aged
man with blue eyes and salt and pepper hair. His head had been shaved down the centre
leaving him with combed hair either side. The look strangely suited
him.

Shazza smiled at him and waggled his cock-cage.

“Hey, Ron. How’s it hanging? Horny?”

“Yes Miss.” He gave her a slight bow.

Laborers wore nothing on their lower halves so their hips and
their legs, penis-rings and cock-cages, female genitalia and labial
hoops, were fully exposed and available for inspection.

She laughed and blew Ron a cheeky kiss.
His cage was made of pink silicone and there was a tag hanging from it. Giles knew the tag
said ‘SHAZ’. The black girl had taken Ron as her current
cuntlicker.


“Nine.”
She told him. “And make sure
they clean you up real nice afterwards. I might have need of you
later.”

“Yes Miss!”

As a general rule, Giles liked the interns to give male laborers
odd-numbered toilets, and the even-numbered ones to females. This
ensured that both genders learned to mingle properly. Where
possible, the interns would try and mix them up by ages too; so
fathers would often be hunkered alongside females of their
daughter’s age, and mothers would squat down between a couple of
younger lads.

He sidled over to the entrance and leaned against the
doorframe. Next in line was some middle-aged woman with a
completely shaved head. He grinned at her, eyeing the fleshy tits
under her vest. He had no idea who she was but she obviously knew
who he was.

None of the laborers wore underwear. Bras were considered a
waste of time and even the largest tits simply swung about
unsupported inside the baggy vests.

“Sir.” She whispered politely, bobbing a
curtsey.

He reached under her tattered vest and
mauled her left boob
hard. She bit her lip but didn’t object. He tugged her fat nipple
until she whimpered. Her saggy boobs hung half-way to her waist and
she really should have been wearing some support but there was not
much point now. He doubted any of the guards or volunteers would
have any sexual interest in her.

“Ready to go?” he asked.

She bit her lower lip and grimaced. “More
than ready,
sir.”

He was about to suggest that Shazza send her to the back of
the queue when a male voice barked.

“Number Four! Now!”

An Asian intern with a clipboard gestured at the chubby woman.
Giles released her boob and gave her a mocking ‘after you’
gesture.

The hut entrance had a pair of saloon-style swing doors that
were secured open. He watched Big-Tit’s dimpled buttocks jiggle as
she scurried off towards toilet number 4 which was occupied. A cute
girl was still astride it and clearly hadn’t completed her visit
yet. Big-Tits shifted awkwardly from one foot to the
other.

The Asian intern strode over and slapped
the cute girl who scuttled away to the exit along with her unfinished business.
Giles nodded at the lad in approval. After all, time is
money.

He’d done the numbers. The Farm’s eight ‘Toilet Huts’
contained 80 pans in total. So if each of his 5,000 laborers was
permitted one whole minute, it took over an hour to complete this
process, twice a day. Thus it was vital that the queue kept moving
and the toilets were permanently occupied. As soon as any pan was
about to become available, its number was shouted out for the next
person to use.

He relaxed against the doorframe and
watched Big-Tits straddle number 4. He saw her knees brush against
the bare legs of both
men either side of her, numbers 3 and 5. But nobody blushed. They
were all getting used to the lack of privacy.

Big-Tit’s core didn’t look that strong. She lowered her hips
and crouched. Her knees trembled and her body began to wobble. It
was an awkward position but Giles allowed no exceptions, regardless
of age or sex. The woman’s chubby bottom hovered only inches above
the lip of the pan. Then she carefully raised her arms and locked
her fingers behind her head, staring ahead in
concentration.

Giles had researched the science. Lazy westerners have been using
raised toilet commodes for centuries. However, when sitting at
90degrees, the kink in the lower bowel is maintained, necessitating
more effort, or straining, to push everything out.

However, many Africans, Asians and Arabs prefer the squat
position which has many benefits; including straightening the colon
and relaxing the puborectalis muscle, giving everything a speedy
and straight route out, requiring less straining, effort and
time.

Obviously Giles himself preferred a western-style toilet in a
nice warm bathroom. It was more comfortable for him and he could
take his time, reading Farmer’s Weekly or browsing his phone, and
enjoying a bit of peace and quiet.

But he’d adopted the squat
position for his
laborers on principle: firstly, it reflected ‘diversity’ and if
squatting was good enough for people in the middle and far east,
then it was good enough for posh whites; secondly it was healthier,
more efficient and it emptied everything out in double-quick time;
thirdly, it was easily supervised by the watching
interns.

His laborers had no magazines or phones to
worry about and no need
for quiet time. An added benefit was that the squat position was a
useful, core-strengthening exercise for flabby bodies.

Finally, his system produced plentiful manure and was
ecologically sound. The laborers had no need of toilet tissue. They
finished their business and then went outside to be hosed clean or
given finishing enemas.

As a result, it amused him
that his beneficial and
carefully thought out process appeared to cause such distress to
prisoners when they first arrived.


“Oi … Four!
Come on now, fuckin’
hurry!” The Asian intern snarled.

As well as the half dozen young students
who managed the queue outside, several others patrolled the actual huts themselves.
Giles watched two of them move from where they’d been lounging by
the Exit smoking cigarettes. They casually took up position right
opposite Big-Tits, staring down into her face. Both students were
wearing face-masks and holding riding crops. Their uniforms blocked
Giles’s view so he switched his eyes to toilet number one which
only a few feet from where he was standing.

The man straddling number one had a red
face and he was visibly straining. Giles recognized him but had forgotten the guy’s
name. He’d been a CFO of some sort but had only just squeezed into
the top 3 percent of taxpayers, so he and his wife were relatively
recent arrivals. He glanced up at Giles and his face blushed
scarlet.


“Come on ‘One’! Fuckin’ hurry up mate!” A
patrolling intern with a tablet shouted, tapping her screen. Then
she spotted Giles watching and winked at him. Facemasks were
optional. He hadn’t bothered investing in extract fans. After a
short while, any stench was soon barely discernible to those who
relished working the hut.

“Okay, Mr. Greene, sir?”

He nodded, smiling at the young girl.
“Sure.”

She was a funny looking waif with peroxide blonde hair that had
dark roots, purple eye-liner and a flat chest. She looked like she
should still have been at school.

At that moment the CFO grimaced and
grunted, and something appeared, dangling between his
thighs.

The female intern batted his knees apart with
her leather crop.

“Wider.”

Giles watched the CFO obediently
part his knees and
adjust his feet. His movement caused the large ‘rat’ between his
thighs to break off and tumble into the pan.


“All done?” the
intern asked, chewing
gum. Giles knew she was a talented little humiliatrix. A few years
ago she’d have been lucky to get a job as a restroom cleaner in
this man’s company.

“N … no, Miss.” CFO grunted. “N … not yet,
Miss.”

She leaned behind his back and
peered down into the
pan. Giles had installed an automated system that was
weight-driven. When a sufficient load of droppings had collected in
the pan, a hatch opened and everything tumbled into the cesspit
plumbing. But until then, it was available for
inspection.

“Hum,” she said, giving a disapproving shake
of her head, “turn around.”

The cowering CFO slowly rotated
and peered down into the bowl.
Giles stepped forward and had a glance too. There were tears in the
CFO’s eyes as his dry, oversized stool was closely inspected. The
young girl pointed at it with her crop.


“You need more roughage.”
She announced. “Laxative. One week.”


“Yes, Miss.
Thank you, Miss.” He
replied gratefully.

But his facial expression didn’t look too
happy. There were five main categories of feeding trough; ‘Basic’, ‘Diet’,
‘Punishment’, ‘Severe Punishment’ and ‘Laxative’. Giles chuckled,
knowing that for the next seven days the CFO would be noshing at
the Laxative Trough.

Behind him, he heard a female voice
quietly announcing that this was her “First Time.”

Giles turned round and was confronted by a
handsome woman who’d quite obviously just arrived on the island. She was even wearing
her civilian clothes which was most unusual; a belted floral dress
and strappy sandals. She was clearly horrified. There was a large
sign saying that all ‘First-Timers’ had to declare their
status.


“What the fuck?”
Shaz said, chewing bubblegum
and staring at the new arrival. “And who the eff are
you?”


“Penelope.” The woman
replied, glancing apprehensively towards Giles. “Penelope Dix.”


“Penelope la-di-da, huh.”
Shazza consulted her clipboard. “Here we are. Ms. P.
Dix. 39 yrs old, single, no
kids, arrived today, selected for Farm Labor and rushed straight
over here in time to use our nice facilities.
Right?”

“Er … yes.”

Giles stepped into the conversation. “Not
married?” It was quite uncommon for singles to be sent
to Penal Colony Nine. Most of
the Colonies had a specialization; some focused on the oldies aged
60-plus, some took in singles. PC9 specialized in couples and adult
kids.

She glanced at him again, clearly unaware of
his rank and power.


“Divorced.” She
replied huffily. “I
literally divorced the lying fucker last week. His deceit meant
that the judge awarded me almost all the money and assets in the
settlement.”

Giles grinned, knowing where her story was
heading. He’d been told.


“It turns out the Tax
Bureau has been after
him for months but since I’m now the person with the money, I’m
apparently ‘guilty’ while that bastard is still walking around free
on the mainland with his slut.”

Giles and Shaz both laughed loudly. Her
indignation really was very amusing. He decided to tease her for a moment.

“I’m appealing of course. I have confidence
in my legal team.”

Giles nodded in agreement. “Yes, Ms. Dix.
As you know, we can’t
bear injustice in our country’s Penal System. Until your appeal is
heard, I hope we can single you out for some ‘special treatment’
here.”

She hesitated. “Oh … er … yes, that would be
kind.”


“Yes, Ms.
Dix.
And don’t you worry. There are
plenty of dicks around
here. I mean, you’re not actually that bad looking for almost
forty.”

Her expression changed. She looked offended. She’d obviously
judged him as some kindly 60 yr old farmer and yet here he was
criticizing her looks and age and making some sick joke about
dicks.

In truth Giles thought the woman was
actually quite attractive, in that gym-toned, pert-breasted and coiffed-hair look that
some urban ladies cultivate. Although life on a Farm may not suit
her quite so much!


“So,” Shazza
asked, frowning, “why
are you here?”

“I was told this was the way to the
bathroom.”


“Bathroom? Oh,
yeah. Tell me, how badly
do you need to go?”

She frowned. “Go?”


“Yes, Go! As in Shit.
Dump. Poop. Doodoo. Crap. Fudge. Number Twos? Whatever you call it
in your posh-speak.”

Ms. Dix glared at her indignantly. “Well,
if you really must know, er … I need to go rather badly. In fact, I have ever since we
boarded that dreadful hovercraft. I asked one of the guards but he
just laughed and told me I had to wait until we got
here.”

Shazza smiled, tapping her tablet. “So, when
did you go last?”

Flustered, Penelope paused for a second. “Look, do you really
need to know?” She turned to Giles, obviously presuming he might be
some kind of manager she could complain to.


“Excuse
me do I really need to
answer all these vulgar questions?”

Giles chuckled. It was quite
evident that Ms. Dix was
expecting to walk into some kind of normal public washroom with
white tiles and washbasins, hand dryers and mirrors, private
cubicles and toilet seats.

Meanwhile, during their little chat, the
long queue had continued to progress and so a male intern was now allocating the toilet
pan numbers. Giles, Shazza and Penelope moved to the side of the
hut.

As usual they found a couple of prisoners
strapped to X-frames in
the outdoor ‘punishment area’ behind the side wall. There were
always one or two shy ones who needed to be made an example of. A
taste of the lash quickly got them over their modesty. A muscular
young black lad was flaying their pale backs and buttocks
‘pour encourager les
autres’ as Voltaire put
it so succinctly. They were howling and promising to behave in
future.

Giles smiled as Penelope clocked sight of a man and woman
similar to her being lashed by somebody half their age. He could
almost see the arrogance draining from her attitude.


“I’d answer this young
lady’s question quickly.” Giles warned. “Or she could have your butt thrashed
too.”

Ms. Dix’s eyes flew open. She put her
still-varnished red fingernails to her mouth and gulped. Her
manner became more
conciliatory.


“Er … Oh, I see … I’m
sorry, er ... well, actually I went … at home. Yesterday morning it
was. I was arrested last
night and boarded the hovercraft this morning. But our journey was
delayed due to bad weather. So yes, I … er … actually need to go
really quite badly now.”

Shazza blew a bubble and popped it, before
replying.


“Well you’d better remove
your sandals and dress
then.”

Ms. Dix blushed, her eyes widening with
increased horror. She was surrounded by half-naked
laborers in their grimy
vests but seemed to have somehow assumed that the dress code
wouldn’t apply to her. She gawped at Shazza and then at
Giles.

Shazza sighed, withdrawing the leather
crop she kept tucked inside her boot. She casually flicked the tip
under Penelope’s
nostrils.


“Or do I need
to thrash that fuckin’ dress
off you?”

With a despairing sob, Penelope Dix began to
strip off.

 


***

 



“Ladies and Gentlemen, please help yourselves
to champagne or, if you prefer, an elderflower
cordial?”

Millie adored her job. She was 23yrs old and a volunteer on
PC9 having studied Biology and Social Studies at uni. Thanks to her
mixed ethnicity, bubbly character and outgoing manner, she’d been
selected as a hostess and guide. Many visitors to the ‘Resort’
enjoyed a guided tour of the ‘Farm’ as part of their weekend’s
entertainment.

She’d already shown today’s group around
the perfectly manicured fields and grasslands, the barns and storage, fresh crops and
shiny vegetables, the grazing animals and bounteous grains. Every
single guest who saw the Farm was amazed by its
perfection.

They’d also seen the workforce that made
such old-fashioned husbandry viable, the half-naked laborers toiling under a warm sun, and
the demanding overseers who made it all happen.

Of course, the guests had already dined in the exceptional
restaurants of the Resort, such as 6-star “La Velvetero”, the
gourmet “Delicioso”, and the outdoor “Al Fresco” with its nightly
entertainments, perhaps followed by a nightcap at “The Cock and
Tail”.

Everything was unlimited and free. These Farm tours provided the
visiting dignitaries with reassurance about their food’s provenance
and it also gave them a small peek behind the scenes of Penal
Colony life.

Millie watched the group of 12 guests
knocking back glasses of imported champagne. The Colony made its own sparkling wine
but it gave a better impression if actual French stuff was
served.

A total of twenty four guests had come on the earlier ‘Farm
Tour’, split into two groups. One group of a dozen had headed back
to their hotels when the tour ended, having expressed no interest
in learning about the prisoners’ sustenance.

But this, second group, were
keen to understand more.
They were a typical bunch; multi-hued and a range of ages, some
here alone, some as couples. There were 6 women and 6
men.

“More champagne? How about a canapé?”
Millie asked.

A topless prisoner was handing round a
tray of delicious hors
d’oeuvres. Her specially-designed tray had a strap that went round
her neck, and clips that attached to her nipples. This meant both
of her hands were free to hold and serve bottles of chilled
champagne.

The official smiled at Millie and helped
himself to a large slice
of Colony lobster.

“And who’s this?” he smirked at the
waitress.

Millie knew the names and titles
of every guest, as well
as any interests that they’d chosen to download before their visit.
Some opted to reveal little. Some sent her long – and even shocking
– bucket lists.

“Answer the gentleman.” Millie snapped. “Full
details!”


“Eleanor, sir. I am 28.
Married. Serving State’s
Pleasure for my husband and I being intolerably rich,
sir.”

“Excellent. What did you both do?”


“He was a
landowner, sir.
Disgusting inherited wealth. I’m afraid I was naïve and fell in
love with him and we married 3 years ago.”

Millie smiled at Ged Monk. The official was 52 and apparently
something called a GDPR in a government department. Millie knew the
acronym stood for a ‘Guidance Decision Process Reviewer’ but not
exactly what the job entailed. It had to be important
though.


“And where is he now, this slimeball
husband?”


“I don’t know, sir. We’ve
been here over a year now and I haven’t seen him again since the
day we arrived. I think
he was sentenced to work in a Factory.”

Millie kept quiet. She’d looked up the
records a while ago and
was well aware where Eleanor’s husband was. He’d been transferred
to Penal Colony Five which was a male-only, homosexual
penitentiary, specializing in a particular form of Thought
Reform.

Not that there was any reason to tell
Eleanor where he was. It’s not like they’d be writing to each other any time
soon.


“Turn around.” Mr. Monk
said. He was balding, with neat silver hair and beard,
and bright eyes. He
reminded Millie of that militant leader from a few years ago she’d
forgotten the name of.


“What a
delicious
backside.”

Eleanor was wearing only a pleated
mini-skirt and leather sandals. Her bare back and legs were tanned
and perfect, with 0 3 2
0 6 9 F P C 9 freshly tattooed in black along the base of her
spine. She was still holding the two bottles of
champagne.

Mr. Monk raised her skirt and winked questioningly at
Millie.

She smiled, understanding his wink. Mr.
Monk’s bucket list had been overly long but he’d prioritized a couple of things.
Eleanor would be as good as anybody else available.


“I’m sure
Eleanor is flattered you think
so. Aren’t you?”

“I’m honored. Thank you, sir.”

Although only a volunteer, Millie had
carte blanche over the
team of prisoners at her disposal. She could do whatever she wished
with the ex-landowner’s 28yr old wife.


“Would you like Eleanor delivered to your hotel
later, sir?” Millie asked. “Or would you prefer to spend a little
time with her here?”

The official smiled, his bright eyes beaming. He used his
thumb and finger to expose Eleanor’s puckered anus.


“She looks nice
and
clean?”

Millie smiled back at him. “Oh, indeed she will be. When was your
last enema?”

“An hour ago, Miss … Sir”

Mr. Monk slid his fingers between her thighs to check her hairless
pussy as well. He seemed satisfied with his own Decision Process
Review.


“Well,” he said to
Millie, “I don’t think bringing her to my hotel’s necessary. It’s
not as if the cunt is that pretty. But I think that a little AOB agenda item just
before we finish up here might be worth ten minutes of my
time?”


“And …
hic
… mine.”

The other guests were milling around in small groups and a
couple of them had latched onto Millie’s conversation. A jowly man
who was clearly half-drunk was helping himself to some caviar off
Eleanor’s tray. He hiccupped again.

Millie smiled at him
accommodatingly. He was
exceptionally ugly with long strands of greasy hair combed over his
bald head, several days of stubble and crooked teeth.


“Of course. The more the merrier. You don’t
object do you Mr. Monk?”

“Couldn’t give a flying fuck after I’m
done.”


“Great, because it’s been a while since Eleanor
enjoyed any affection at all, I think?”

“Yes, Miss. Thirty seven days, Miss.”


“Fucking …
hic
… hell.” The ugly man laughed.
He was wearing a colorful Hawaiian shirt and baggy shorts. “Bitch
must be gagging for it.”

Millie nodded, patting Eleanor’s ass. “Oh, I’m certain she
is.” Then she looked around the room. “And speaking of gagging,
it’s time to start our ‘Noshing Time’ entertainment.”

The Demo room they were all in was set-up
like a small theatre. There was a stage with side doors at the back. In front of the
stage were two banked rows of 15 seats, giving everybody an
excellent close up view.

Centre-stage was a large screen on a stand, with a projector,
laptop and cables off to one side. To the other side of the stage
was the pulpit desk behind which Millie was standing.

“Please take your seats.”

She waited until all 12 of the guests had
sat down on tip-up
chairs in the front row.


“Ladies and Gentlemen,
thank you so much for coming and welcome to our tiny corner
of the Penal System.
We’re honored you’ve found the time in your hectic schedules to
bother with what goes on here.”

She looked along the row. They were all listening, smiling,
interested.


“My name is Millie and
I’m merely your hostess. The real credit for everything you’re about to hear and see
belongs to the Warden and particularly our Deputy Warden Giles
Greene. But we all just know him as ‘Farmer
Giles’.”

Most of her audience chuckled. That line
usually helped break the ice.


“What you will witness
here is founded on the
principle of cycles; firstly, the cycle of justice. You know the
phrase ‘What goes around, comes around’. Landowner’s wife on the
mainland one day, topless waitress here the
next.”

Millie paused and winked at Eleanor who
was refilling some guests’ champagne glasses.


“And secondly the cycle
of sustenance. Mammals generate manure, which turns into
fertilizer, which feeds the delicious crops you’ve seen, which are ferried to the
kitchens and end up on your table, and thence to your mouth … and
…”

She arched an eyebrow and checked they were
all with her.

“… then to manure again.”

An important official sat in the middle of
the front row
interrupted.

“And where do the privileged bastards fit
into this cycle?”

“Exactly, Mr. Monk. Great question.”


“Obviously, the prisoners are here mostly for
their own good; they want to be able to perform useful work and to
undergo thought reform. But they cause us a lot of hassle in
return. We have to house them. We have to feed and wash them. And
we have to collect their manure to make the fertilizer that
enriches the soil in which our lovely ingredients
grow.”

Millie ran her eyes along the line
again. There was a
couple on the end who seemed particularly lovey-dovey, holding
hands and exchanging glances. She remembered the list; the woman
was called Saura-something but Millie had forgotten her partner’s
name.


“All over the Farm are
bathroom facilities that
help us generate the fertilizer required. That’s simple. But the
difficult question faced by the hierarchy here is how to feed our
laborers. I think you’ll agree that the sort of gourmet meals
you’ve all enjoyed at the Resort wouldn’t be appropriate for
them!”

“Too bloody right.” Mr. Monk echoed.


“Food has been used as a
punishment in prison and workhouses throughout history.” Millie moved out from her pulpit
and began pacing along the front row, holding her audience’s
attention.


“Whether that’s by
starvation, irregular food, or
simply grim fodder, has depended on the era, the country and
individual circumstances. Inside 18th century jails even the bleak rations had to be earned by
turning a crank. In American prisons they served nutraloaf to
troublemakers. The intention here is to achieve twin goals;
sustenance to enable the laborers to perform hard physical work for
13-14 hours a day, AND yet to remove all pleasure from the process
of eating it.”

By now, Millie could see she had her
audience’s full attention.


“So our belief, here on
Penal Colony Nine, is that all prisoners need to be fed. Starvation
is not a viable regime.
Sometimes our medical team might place new arrivals on strict diets
to lick them into shape, but that’s temporary. What is viable is a
regime where food is no more than fuel. Where ‘bland’ is the new
delicious. Obviously all of our prisoners will have enjoyed years
of gastronomy and privilege, eating and drinking way too much, and
even wasting food.”

Millie paused while Eleanor and
another waitress walked along
the row offering top-ups and canapés. But most guests were stuffed
full by now.


“So our chefs –
and naturally I lose that term loosely – dedicate themselves to making sure that a prisoner’s
sustenance is safe, edible energy. But that’s all it should be. You
and I might say, ‘I don’t like such and such’, ‘I can’t bear this
or that’, I’m a ‘vegan’, I’m a ‘veggie’. Obviously that’s our basic
human right, isn’t it?”

Everybody nodded. The woman
called Saura raised her
hand.


“Er … can I ask, are there exceptions? I mean, I
literally can’t eat snails. I gag, I vomit. Surely you wouldn’t
make me eat them?”

Millie smiled. “Oh, but we
would. Every new
arrival is required to make a list of things they like and dislike
and of any intolerances. This list is cross-checked against their
old phones and computer drives, their social media history, family
members’ responses to questions, even old shopping lists and till
receipts, their medical records, everything. We want the
whole
truth. Funnily enough most of
them reply 100 percent honestly anyway. When they arrive they think
we’ll use those lists to give them what they like, LOL!”

The entire front row laughed. Everyone was warming up
now.


“Now, if the medics agree
something’s a genuine allergy, then that prisoner will be given an extra tattoo showing
they’re legitimately allergic to nuts or whatever. But you know
what? Most of these so-called intolerances turn out to be just
fads. Let me show you what I mean.”

Millie waved in a man who was
hovering offstage,
holding a leash. Manmeet was a young Sikh sporting a red turban and
a very impressive beard. On the end of his leash was a pale woman
who appeared very nervous. Her head had been buzz-shaved and she
was only wearing a ripped vest that barely reached her belly
button.


“Ladies and Gentlemen,
allow me to introduce my friend Manmeet. He’s another of the
volunteers here. With
him is 38 yr old Brianna. Not bad is she? Yes, still a bit tubby
but she only arrived here 5 days ago. So just think about that a
second. Last weekend, Brianna was exactly like you. Living at home, a pillar of her
community, a wife and businesswoman, a keen cook, and a bit too
fond of chocolates. Say hello to your superiors,
Bri.”

Brianna stooped low in a deep curtsey. Her
breasts jiggled as she
carefully placed one foot in front of the other, bent her knees,
and bowed her head, mumbling a shy hello. It was quite clear she’d
already received strict tuition in a properly deferential
greeting.

“Louder.”


“Hello, ladies and
gentlemen.”

Millie smiled and switched on the
projector. A slide appeared on the screen. It was titled
‘Bullshit’. Underneath
were two columns headed ‘Likes’ and ‘Dislikes’.


“So, here are Brianna’s
claims upon her arrival a week ago. She told the medics she
was ‘seafood
intolerant’. Her so-called Likes include most good fresh
ingredients, cheese, steak, chips, sauvignon blanc, and the
aforementioned chocolate.”

Millie rolled her eyes and pinched Brianna’s waist to make her
point.


“Not seen much of any of
those items so far, eh
Bri?”

“No, Miss.”

Ged Monk shouted out. “Are they allowed
alcohol?”


“Absolutely not.” Millie
reassured him. “No vices
at all; no drink, no drugs, no sugar, no cigarettes, no porn, no
masturbation. Obviously, it can be hard on a new arrival who has
bad habits but that can be fun. I had a new boy a few weeks ago
who’d been a drinker and smoker. I made hold my glass and ashtray
when I had a night off, getting shit-faced with friends. Poor kid
was so envious of us all puffing away.”

She patted Brianna on the ass.


“Nope, be assured ladies
and gents, there’ll be no wine or chocolate or cheese or steak on
this piggy’s menu ever
again. It’s a teetotal and choc-free life for you now Bri, isn’t
it?”

“Yes, Miss.”


“She’ll be a lean, mean
crop-picking machine
within a few weeks. Now, let’s move onto her listed ‘Dislikes’.
What do you all think of them?”

The slide on the screen listed:

 


HOT SPICES

BAD INGREDIENTS

BACON FAT & GRISTLE

SLIMY TEXTURES



“Looks a pretty typical list to me.” A woman
called out.

“The sort of replies we’d all give, right?”
Millie said. “Different items but probably similar sentiments. I
mean not many people actually love ‘crap ingredients’ and
‘glutinous textures’.”

Everybody laughed.

Millie turned Brianna around with her
finger and briefly
showed the audience the woman’s buttocks. Her plump skin was
covered in vicious purple, red, orange and yellow horizontal
welts.


“Fortunately
Manmeet here is an accomplished teacher.”

The Sikh boy grinned, everybody laughed
and Millie eased Brianna
back to face the audience again.


“Anyway, it turns out
that she isn’t actually ‘allergic’ or ‘intolerant’ to
seafood after all. She
just doesn’t like the stuff much. That right,
Bri?”

Millie smiled encouragingly as Bri bobbed
another polite curtsey in agreement.


“So …” Millie continued,
“before she’s allowed to join our communal eating troughs, it’s
been necessary for us to
put her on a crash course in thought reform. You see the concept of
‘Like’ and ‘Dislike’ no longer applies to you, does it
Bri?”


“No Miss.”


“Bri’s questionnaire also
revealed the details of her and her husband’s sex life. You never
liked swallowing his
cum, did you Bri?”


“No
Miss.”

“All that chewiness and slimy texture, I
guess?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“So what do you think of cum now?”


“Er …
delicious
Miss.”

Everybody laughed again. The Sikh was making
funny gestures, pointing at his own groin.


“It’s only
been a few days but your
new boyfriend Manmeet is ensuring you get to guzzle plenty, isn’t
he, Bri? And not just his?”


“That’s correct,
Miss.”


“And you’re getting to
enjoy sushi and eel and all kinds of crustaceans too. Remind me,
what are those nasty little sea snails called, Bri?”


“Whelks, Miss.”

“Oh, that’s right, whelks. Mmm.”

Millie pointed towards the end of the front
row.


“That
important lady was
interested in snails.”

“Yes.” Saura elaborated. “I literally can’t
eat the things. Is that how you feel?”

Bri bobbed yet another polite curtsey at the guest. “It’s how I
FELT, Madam. But it’s not how I feel any longer. I managed to force
down a plateful two days ago.”

Millie pressed her remote and changed the
slide on the screen.

“Let’s all have a look.”

The audience uttered a huge intake of breath and one or two
groaned in disgust, twisting in their seats.

Rather than a traditional
French-style plate of
snails, still in their shells in a garlicky sauce, the slide showed
a plain bowl of rubbery snails that had already been removed from
their shells. They were grey-brown in colour and their antennae
were visible. There was no sauce of any kind.

“Mmm …” Millie smiled, clicking the
remote.

A 30-second video clip showed Brianna down
on her knees eating from the bowl on the floor. Manmeet’s boots and the tip of his
riding crop were visible next to her. She munched the snails
slowly, making gagging sounds, but managing to eat several
mouthfuls within half a minute.

“That’s so gross!” somebody said.


“I just
couldn’t do
that.”

Millie smiled. “Funny, that’s exactly what
Bri said on her first day! And that’s a challenge for us. Some
prisoners can be really obstinate. But we get there in the end. It’s about thought
reform. We are teaching Bri to conquer her own silly fussiness
about whelks and slugs and snails. Fortunately, Manmeet’s proving a
very talented instructor!”

The next slide was a close up of
Brianna’s sweaty face,
her mouth wide open, with a couple of snails still on her tongue.
Her eyes were wide and her nostrils flared. She had an expression
of total nausea.

By now, the audience was becoming
increasingly fascinated and enthusiastic.


“I think
that’s wonderful.” Saura
said, excitedly kissing the man beside her.

A large black lady finally spoke. Millie
knew her name was
Oleander Brown, a mid-ranking official in Climate &
Health.


“This makes me very glad
that I’m just a paper shuffler for the state and there’s no danger of ME ever being
arrested!”

“Me too,” somebody else concurred.

Millie agreed. “And that’s
exactly it! So much of the
world’s misery stemmed from bourgeois aspirations. A few years ago
you might have been aiming for something other than state admin.
But paper shuffling is absolutely vital work. So if we can manage
to crush people’s petty ambitions to do something else, then
everybody can win equally!”

“Fuckin’ Nirvana!” Mr. Monk shouted.

Millie held her hands up to calm them all
down.

“Hold on, ladies and gentlemen. There’s a lot
more.”

 


***

 


“Number Eight.”

Shazza had made Mrs. Penelope Dix
wait outside for another
20 minutes until the queue was near its end. Penny sniveled in
shame at her own nudity, fingers entwined on top of her coiffed
hair, standing to attention, feet wide apart.

Her strappy sandals, pretty summer dress
and white bra had all
been thrown into a black plastic bin-liner. But when they removed
her thong they found a little bonus. A thin string.

Penelope Dix was on her period. She’d been unable to change her
tampon since her arrest.


“Over here, guys.” Shazza
called several of her
mates over.

“Please …” Penelope pleaded.

“Take it out! Or one of these lads will.”

Blinking in despair, Penelope reached
between her bare thighs.
She had a neat triangle of short pubic hair. Slowly she tugged on
the string and, shaking with embarrassment, extracted the
glutinous, red cylinder.

“Gross!”

“Eeyuk!”

The students peered and laughed at the
thing. Shazza grinned and held out the bin-liner for Penelope to drop it
onto.

“Don’t worry. That’s the last of those you’ll
ever have to use.”

Penelope frowned. “But …?”


“We don’t waste money on
sanitary products for prisoners.” Shazza winked. “But if you act
real nice to one of us female interns, who knows? Maybe somebody will lend you a second
hand one, if you’re good?”

As they passed her, other prisoners glanced at Penny without pity.
Every one of them had been there recently. Their expressions said,
‘Get used to
it’.

Several interns did more than
glance. They inspected and
discussed her body. Girls examined her tits, hefting them in their
palms and tugging on her nipples. Boys checked her down below,
asking intimate questions about her menstrual cycle, wanting to
know how many more years of fertility she thought she had. Penny
kept her pubic hair neatly trimmed. But they had a good moan and
told her she’d be bald soon enough. They peeled open her labia and
complained about her ‘ugly’, ‘loose’ and ‘bloody’ pussy.

Shazza made sure there were still
around 30 prisoners in
the queue when she finally ordered Penny forward. She wanted the
hut nice and crowded throughout the newbie’s first
visit.

Already ashamed from her wait outside,
that was nothing compared to Penelope’s horror as she finally
entered the hut itself
and saw the scene.


“Oh my g … no … you can’t
…” she mumbled, nail-varnished fingers covering her face.

Five males and four other female prisoners were crouching
astride the pans, noisily doing their business. Each one was
staring straight ahead but a couple glanced up at her. Only ‘toilet
number 8’, bang in the centre of the row on the right, was vacant.
Its pan was already almost full to overflowing. For some reason its
automated drop-hatch had stopped working.


“I c … can’t …” she
wailed. “No, pl … please
…”

Six interns gathered round her, flicking
at her bare bottom and calves with their riding crops. They were half-grinning with
amusement and half-snarling with anger.

“You can, bitch, and you will! Now. Get those
fucking feet apart.”

 


***

 


Giles walked in just at that moment.

He’d been inspecting the cesspit and
plumbing with his maintenance guy. Everything was in good order. There wasn’t actually
much to go wrong. It was a pretty simple sanitation
system.

He watched Penny with a wry grin on
his face. On either side
of her, two male prisoners were squatting with their knees wide
apart. He saw their expressions. He could see it in their
eyes.

Memories. Each was remembering that dreadful moment
when they too had used Hut 2 for the first time. They might have
been feeling sorry for the new arrival, it was difficult to tell.
But now they simply squatted and dropped their cowpats like cattle
in a field.

He watched the interns gather round her. A
couple of the girls were very talented. They loved a
‘hut-virgin’ above all,
especially an older woman twice their ages.

“Feet wider!”


“Knees lower.”

“Butt out!”


“That’s
it. Hold that position.
Now let me check.”

Giles chuckled at they examined Penny from
every angle. They ensured her fingers were laced
together on her head and
she was gazing forwards. They adjusted her chin, neck, shoulders,
spine, hips, tits, tummy and knees, while one of the guys filmed on
his phone.


“This is the position.
Understood?” Shazza said, tapping Penny’s inner-thighs with her
crop.

“I can’t …”

Penny appeared to quickly change her mind
as Shazza’s crop flicked upwards into her blood-flecked vaginal lips. Her triangle of
pubic hair was scant protection against a leather whip.

Giles smiled as an intern twisted Penny’s
ear, directing her to
peer downwards into the pan. He saw her almost retch. The brimming
rim was only an inch or two below Penny’s bottom.

“Right,” Shazza said, “you may ask us for
permission to go.”

Penny looked up at all their faces. Giles
stepped forwards to maximize her humiliation. She was now surrounded by eight fully
dressed adults, both male and female, from his 60 yrs down to
21.

“Pl … please …” she sobbed, “m … may I g …
go?”

Shazza looked across at Giles with a
raised eyebrow. He waited 20 seconds to make up his mind.


“You may start.” He
condescended. “But only the first log. It had better be
nice and neat and firm.
Then we’ll inspect it.”

Penny screwed her eyes shut and her forehead
creased.

“No! Keep those eyes open at all times. Look
at us.”

Giles grinned at her as she forced them open.


“Oh, and silence.” Shazza
snapped. “We don’t allow any unpleasant sounds while you do it.”

“Keep your mouth AND your ass quiet.” A
female intern explained.

“Now!” Shazza shouted.

 


***

 


“Now!”

Penny literally couldn’t bear it.
The disgrace.
Their faces were all around
her, inches away, like wolves dragging down their helpless prey;
their cruel eyes, flared nostrils, white teeth, big smiles, loud
laughter.

Despite how badly she needed to go,
somehow she just couldn’t. Her
body, her upbringing, her pride simply wouldn’t let her. She
literally couldn’t. And yet she could feel it right there. She only
had to relax and it would all tumble out. But what had they said?
Let’s have the first piece, nice and firm. Oh, and she had to keep
her mouth and her bottom silent too.

It was impossible.

A Muslim lad in a black robe leaned his face right next to hers
and grabbed her chin between his thumb and forefinger.

“Come, lady. Do it now. Or you’ll suffer a
much worse fate.”

She looked at him. It was true. Within her first hour here
she’d learned the reality. These people could do what they
liked.


“Oh …
kay.” She
gasped.

Trying to compose herself, she stared at
the old farmer who seemed to be in charge. She’d show him. She
looked at the young faces one by one. She’d be as ladylike as possible. That’s
how she’d defeat these stupid bullies. She’d give them nothing to
laugh about.

She relaxed her sphincter slightly, whilst
retaining control. One piece, nice and tidy and silent.


“Uhh.” Her mouth
gasped as she let
go.

‘Pfft’.

The noise from below wasn’t too bad but it
was audible.

She felt a flurry leave her and
heard it splatter the
full pan.

Her audience smiled, or rather smirked, their
eyebrows arched.

“Not too bad.” Somebody said.


“Hum, but not so
good either.”

The black girl flicked her crop against
Penny’s thigh.


“No
sighing and no gas I
said.” She snapped. “Now look down!”

Penny glanced downwards in shame and
dread.

“Is that what you call nice and neat?” Shazza
asked.

“N … no … Miss.”


“Finished?”

She shook her head, shutting her eyes to
extinguish their faces.


“Eyes open and make sure you’re quiet and neat
this time.”

Penny had broken the seal. She couldn’t hold
it. She whimpered in sync with a loud expulsion of gas.

“Fuckin’ hell!”


“Call that
quiet?”

But they all seemed more amused than
annoyed.

She let go …

The noise and splatter and ignominy blurred her vision. She wanted
the walls and concrete and sky to swallow her up.

“Will you fuckin’ look at that!”


“They’re all the same
these posh bitches. No
self-control.”


“My-oh-my, we’ve got some
serious training to do with this one!”

Worse than their comments was
their hysterical
laughter.

Physically she felt relieved. But mentally
she was beaten. She began to tremble, her arms and legs
shaking.

She watched the old farmer give her a final smile.
A victor’s
smile. He turned away
and walked out of the hut.

Shazza was studying her. Her black hand reached out and
caressed Penny’s perspiring cheek.

“That wasn’t too bad for a first attempt.
Finished now?”


“I … think so, Miss.”

The Muslim intern tugged her sideways
towards him. “Get
everything out, lady. I want that asshole empty when I fuck it
tonight.”

He had what Penelope thought of as an
accent. But nowadays the reality was that she was the one with the
accent, not him. In
2025, the only unacceptable pronunciation was hers.

She managed to focus on the young man’s
sweaty, dark-skinned
face.

And she feared he was being serious.

 


***

 


Millie clicked her controller and put a new
slide up on the screen.


“So, ladies and gentlemen, now we come to the
main part of my presentation. We have around 5,000 prison laborers
working on the Farm, 80pc of them are female and 20pc are male. At
any time, all but a handful of them will be enjoying one of our
five food regimes.”

She paused while yet more delectable
canapés and chilled
champagne were served.


“One principle we stick
to is that prisoners
mostly eat from troughs. That means there’s no need for silver
cutlery, those fancy table manners of theirs or, frankly, even
conversation. They dine from long pieces of plastic guttering
mounted onto a few bricks and they eat with their hands behind
their backs. We call it ‘noshing’.”

Another slide showed a long row of
half-naked prisoners kneeling with their faces noshing in a
gutter.

“Yuk.”

“How awful for them.”

Millie knew that a bit of sympathy was typical from one or two of
the softer hearts at this stage.


“I’m not sure
‘awful’
is the right word.” She
commented. “Perhaps ‘merited’ or ‘deserved’ would
be more accurate?”

The majority of the audience laughed. A couple of guests
leaned forward in their chairs. Millie thought she’d spotted at
least one bulge of an erection.


“So,” she continued, “we
have 5 main food regimes. They’re very straightforward. The first
is ‘Basic’ which, despite the name, is the prisoners’ favorite, since it’s … er
… the least
objectionable.

The second is ‘Diet’, which
does what it says on the
tin. Diet is a restricted calorie intake for those considered … er
… overweight. Each prisoner’s intake is strictly managed to their
personal BMI target, according to their attractiveness, duties,
physical demands, and the like.

Strong men who pull machinery all day are allowed some extra
muscle. Curvaceous, big-breasted women might get a bit of leeway.
But on the whole prisoners are kept lean, lithe and marginally
underweight by mainland standards. Are you all with me so
far?”

Everybody nodded.

“The third regime is Laxative which … er …
does exactly what it says on the pan!”

Those who caught her joke chuckled.


“The
fourth regime is
‘Punishment’ which, ladies and gentlemen, is NOT a menu item that
you’ll be wanting to order in your hotel this evening, I can assure
you! This is where our forced feeding approach really kicks in.
Waste is simply NOT tolerated.

Bear in mind that a lot of our prisoners have lived spoiled
lives and so will have formed bad habits; squandering opportunity,
frittering away money, not leaving clean plates after meals, even
throwing unused shopping into the bin. It is a crucial part of the
process of Thought Reform that all such bad habits are eradicated.
So we keep the rule very simple for them; they finish what they’re
given, no more, no less.”

“But how do you enforce that rule? In
reality.” a guest asked.

Millie smiled at him. She remembered
wondering the same thing
a few months earlier when she arrived on PC9.


“Our Demo video will give
you an idea.” She replied. “But in reality it’s
quite easy. You see there’s always something worse a prisoner can
be threatened with. I’ve had the pleasure of seeing
very
fussy prisoners gulping down
extremely nasty concoctions because the alternative is … well …
worse. I can assure you that the troughs are left clean after every
meal, even Punishment meals.”

“So what’s the fifth regime?”


“Oh, we won’t be covering
that one today. You’d
all be very likely to lose your appetites! We want important guests
like you to be able to go back to your hotels and enjoy your really
lovely dinner. Suffice it to say, our fifth dietary regime is
simply called ‘Severe Punishment’.”

Everybody stared at her with a mix of intrigue, amusement and
nausea on their faces.


“But if … like …
we really want to
know about it?” a couple of people asked.

Millie cocked her eyebrow. “Well, I guess
you’d need to approach me privately afterwards.”

At that moment, Manmeet reappeared at the side of the stage,
signaling things were ready.


“Now,” Millie said,
“let’s meet my
assistants today. Who remembers the restaurant chain ‘Candlelit
Romance’?”

“Of course we do.”

“Very expensive and posh.”


“Floated for a
lot of money back in about
2018, right?”


“That TV
woman started it, I
think.”


“Well done.” She
congratulated them. “You’re talking about Priscilla Larsen, Queen of the Dessert!
She founded the business with her husband who ran the finances.
They opened a couple of famous restaurants offering high-end food
at high prices, with particular emphasis on great
puddings.

Then their greed took over and they rolled out the concept all
over the mainland resulting in less good food at extortionate
prices. The business was sold for hundreds of millions and then it
went bust in the 2020 virus debacle. For a while afterwards she
focused on those dreadfully smug TV shows instead.”

Oleander Brown looked very animated. By
the quantity of canapés she’d chomped through, it was
evident she was a big
foodie.


“Are you about to
tell us Priscilla Larsen’s a
prisoner here?”

Millie grinned. “Better than that.”

 


***

 


Penny’s ordeal didn’t end when she finished
using the toilet pan. In fact, it had barely begun.

She was escorted through the exit of the hut, to the laughter and
jeers of the interns. Outside, she found a muddy tent with
prisoners being subjected to yet another humiliating
test.

A female nurse in a wheelchair seemed to
be in charge. She was wearing a white uniform and
white cap with a red
cross on it. Except the red cross had been altered with a scarlet
marker pen. It was now a red swastika symbol instead of the normal
medical ‘+’.

“First time?” The nurse looked up at Penny
with a malevolent grin.

Penny nodded, wiping her
eye. The nurse looked to be in
her mid-30s with cheap half-moon spectacles perched on the end of
her long nose.


“Turn round and bend over … now!” she shouted
when Penny hesitated.

Trying to control her sniveling, Penny turned
and bent at the waist.


“Open wide.”

After a moment, she realized what the
nurse wanted. Slowly she tugged her soiled buttocks apart with her
fingers.

Around them, she could see and hear other prisoners being allocated
to students armed with hosepipes. The interns cleaned their
backsides and lower halves with jets of bracing-cold
water.

“Wider.”

Penny could sense the nurse’s eyes staring
at her filthy bottom.


“Hey, over
here.” The nurse called out to
somebody. Two pairs of leather boots walked over. “Look at the
state of that.”

She heard murmurs of disapproval mingled with giggles. She
felt latex-gloved fingers on her buttocks and between her
thighs.

“Hey, you lot, over here!”

Yet more footsteps followed and more boots
appeared in her peripheral vision. She heard even more remarks.


“Nothing that a week’s worth of enemas can’t
solve.”

“A week!” a female voice said, laughing.
“More like a month.”


“Blood
and a filthy ass. It’s
like some awful piece of overpriced modern art.”

“What do you reckon Amir?”


“I want to see her hold
enema for 5 minutes
right now and then decide.”

Penny recognized the voice of the chubby
Muslim in the black robe who’d threatened to … molest … her tonight. So his name
was Amir!

“Stand up and look at me.” The nurse
said.

Screwing her eyes shut, Penny straightened
and turned
round.

“Open your eyes!”

She obeyed and found the nurse and six
other faces all staring at her; all young, diverse, sadistic faces barely half her age. She
felt their eyes slowly travelling down her naked body, appraising
her breasts, waist and between her legs.

“I think,” the nurse said, “we’ll start with
just a simple, room-temperature, water-based enema today.”


“Boo.” somebody jeered.

The nurse was writing on her clipboard. “To
be held for five minutes.”

“Yay.” another one cheered.


“And from
tomorrow we’ll start a
course of more … interesting … solutions and
temperatures.”


“Can we give this one a
hot turpentine one?”

The nurse smirked at Penny. “Yes, I don’t see why not. But
not until Day Seven.”

Everybody laughed and cheered. In the days
and weeks to come, Penny
would discover that turpentine enemas were a harsh favorite on
Penal Colony Nine. They were historically used by doctors for cases
for severe constipation or impaction but it was the Argentine
Government that discovered their usefulness on political prisoners.
Now the Colony was simply continuing that noble
tradition.

The nurse looked at Penny. “Each
enema will be a daily
test of your obedience and muscle control. Pass each test and you
will simply graduate onto the next one. But fail any test and you
will be punished severely. Is that quite clear Penelope
la-di-da?”

“Y … yes … M … Miss.”

Next Penny was led to a white plastic table that was
surrounded by equipment, including infusion stands like she’d seen
in a hospital, bottles and drips, something that looked like a hot
water bottle, and a hose with a large nozzle on the end.

“Up you get.”

The same group gathered round her, seemingly determined to maximize
her degradation. By now the toilet hut had emptied and the last
prisoners had been hosed and washed clean. Penny was the last
one.

On her own.


“That’s it. One your
back, knees wide. Cuffs won’t be necessary will they?”

“N … no Miss.”

Two female students grabbed Penny’s ankles
and raised her legs and bottom until her knees were bent up near
her shoulders. She felt
totally vulnerable, helpless, alone and ashamed.

A male student held up the syringe nozzle
and smiled kindly at
her.

Penny had never had children. But if she
had, they might be a similar age to all these students. The boy’s
compassionate face was
framed between her thighs. He had acne and spots but a nice
smile.


“Be brave.” He whispered.
“This will be two
quarts. Your bowel should be reasonably empty after that big dump
you just had. You just have to hold this all in for five minutes.
For your own sake, please do it.”

The nozzle was about 8 inches long and
glistening with lubricant.

At that moment Penny saw Amir’s dark eyes appear directly above
her head. She turned her face to look up at him. He looked rather
like Jafar in that Aladdin cartoon with crescent eyebrows, a goatee
beard and a supercilious grin.

“Get everything out, my friend.” He said to
the nice boy holding the nozzle. “I want that asshole empty when I
fuck it tonight.”

 


***

 


Mr. and Mrs. Larsen – erstwhile Queen and
King of romantic
restaurants – stood totally naked before their audience. Priscilla
was a fine looking woman for 51, with a luscious figure and
aristocratic features, although her shaved head and numerous body
piercings detracted somewhat from her telegenic looks. Morgan was a
year older with the dapper appearance of an accountant, but with a
similarly bald head and abundant body piercings as well.


“Ladies and gentlemen,
may I introduce Mr. and Mrs. Larsen, ex-millionaires and
celebrities, now long term residents of Penal Colony Nine.”

A clip of the most famous “Queen of the
Dessert” episode was playing on the screen behind,
with the volume muted. It
showed Priscilla extolling the virtues of extremely rich, gooey
chocolate.

Everybody laughed, pointing and
mocking. Her nostrils,
tongue, belly button and labia were covered in cheap, pornographic
jewellery; she had two large phallus-shaped pendants hanging from
her nipples.

“She always did have a nice cleavage.”

“That’s one hell of a cock-ring on him.”

Millie stood between the older couple and flicked Priscilla’s
pendants while she gave Morgan’s piercing a sharp tug. She’d done
this show over a hundred times but it never failed to give her a
buzz. Her own mum and stepdad were younger than the Larsens. He mum
had actually loved those cooking shows. Yet here was Millie, a 23yr
old graduate, making bigwigs like them pay for their
greed.


“If any of you would like
oral sex from Mrs. Larsen after the show, please feel free to stay
behind. Ladies or gentlemen, front or back. As you can see on the screen, she’s very
partial to a bit of chocolate.”


“Is there any like, extra
charge?” Oleander
asked.

“Charge?” Millie slapped Priscilla’s bottom.
“Answer the lady.”


“No, Ma’am. Of course
there would be no extra charge. In fact if I had any money I should be paying
you.”

A rather nervous looking man finally asked a
question.


“Er … what about
Mr. Larsen,
please?”

Millie knew from the list the man’s name
was Walter Tubb. He was in his late-30s and still lived at home
with his mum. He was one
of those poor homosexuals who’d been bullied in the bad old
days.

She gave him a beaming smile.


“Oh
absolutely. Mr. Larsen
here loves to perform a comprehensive audit on any male members,
front and back as well, don’t you?”


“Yes, Miss.” Morgan
blinked, with a slightly
queasy look on his face. Millie smiled condescendingly at
him.

Walter seemed pleased that he’d
plucked up the courage
to ask. He was an Assistant Junior Inspector in the Prison
Department of the Justice Ministry, Grade I. He removed his
spectacles and wiped them on a tissue.

Millie held up her palms and gestured for
everybody to be patient. At that moment an old man walked onto the stage pushing an
old airline food trolley. He was wearing a battered chef’s hat and
a grubby white apron that was covered in stains. The metal trolley
exuded a stench that caused a few of the guests to fan their noses
with their hands.

“May I introduce you all to Mac. He’s one of
our chefs.”

The old man had a cadaverous face and grey
complexion. He gave the audience a shy wave, revealing a virtually toothless
smile.


“Hi Mac.” One of the
guests said. “Where did you used to work?”


“Oh no,” Millie answered
for him, “Mac’s completely untrained. But he did survive a couple
of homeless decades living rough, so he knows a thing or two about eating whatever
you can get your hands on, so to speak, and about not wasting
anything.”

Everybody nodded approvingly.


“Ladies and gents, I’m
afraid Mac doesn’t say much due to a speech impediment, but I can
interpret for him. What have you got for us today, Mac?”

Mac parked his tray between the Larsens
and the audience. Then he removed the cover of the first bowl with a gap-toothed
flourish.


“Ah,” Millie said, “that
looks like a basic casserole. Something nice to start with. This
is what prisoners
currently on our ‘Basic regime’ tucked into today. Feel free to
come on up and take a peek.”

All dozen guests got out of their seats and peered at the
contents of the bowl. A few sniffed and recoiled in
horror.

“Ugh, that’s awful.”


“Is that cigarette ash?”

Millie looked closer. “Oh yes. But that’s
not part of the recipe. I guess the cook was smoking as he ladled it into the
bowl.”

Aside from the grey ash there were several
human hairs floating on the surface. They were black and oily.


“It looks and smells like dog
food.”

She smiled, arching an eyebrow. “Well
that’s a good thing because that’s what it’s modeled on. Same texture, similar
taste.”

“So it’s meat?”


“Hum, yes, but not as you
and I know it. It’s MSM - mechanically separated meat –
otherwise known as white slime.
It’s basically what remains after all the actual meat has been
removed from an animal’s carcass. We have a factory that grinds and
pulverizes what’s left through a sieve under pressure, to create a
puree. The puree contains ground bone and bone marrow, skin,
nerves, blood vessels and, if they’re lucky, a few scraps of flesh
remaining on the bones.”

“That
sounds fucking disgusting.”

Millie simply
smiled, put a scoop in the bowl and raised the spoonful up to Mrs.
Larsen’s lips.

Priscilla
obediently parted her jaws for Millie to tip the entire contents
into her mouth. She chewed for a few seconds, slurped and
swallowed, her forehead creasing for a moment.


“Obviously, you wouldn’t expect me to have ever tried it,”
Millie chuckled, “although I understand MSM was sometimes used in
some countries to make the cheapest hotdogs and nasty bologna
sausages. But that’s why we have a couple of prisoners join us for
this part of the show. So let’s ask the Queen of the Dessert. How
is it?”

“It’s
delicious, Miss.”

“Tell the
bloody truth.” Ged Monk barked. “I want to know the
truth.”

Millie nodded
at Priscilla, giving her permission.

“Sir ...
it’s actually foul. Until you get used to it, every mouthful makes
you want to heave. It takes weeks to learn to control your gag
reflex. It’s not only the texture and taste. It’s the aftertaste
that lingers on your palate and breath afterwards.”

Her reply
produced the biggest laugh of the day.

“I
fucking love that.” Mr. Monk enthused.

“But it’s
not actually bad for you?” Walter Tubb asked.

“No, Sir.
It’s been found to be safe and even nutritious, despite the
appearance and taste.” Priscilla replied.

Millie threw up
a new slide.

“We have
a simple tier system that wastes nothing. First come Resort Guests
such as yourselves, and our Wardens, senior officers, etc. You all
get through a lot of fillet steak, roast beef and pork, grilled
chicken, fresh fish. Second, there are those like us - the
volunteers and guards – we get really amazing food too; great
burgers and stews, sirloin and rump, fried bacon and eggs, chicken
wings, stuff like that. The third tier is the guard dogs. They get
through all the leftovers and any excess raw meat.”

She turned her
eyes from the slide and looked at the audience.

“So that
leaves us with the carcasses. We use the MSM to feed the prisoners.
That way absolutely nothing gets wasted. And we also have a couple
of contracts with abattoirs on the mainland.”

“Wow, I
can see that all makes sense.”

“It’s
ecologically sound too. No waste at all.”

Ged Monk was
staring at Mrs. Larsen’s bottom lip. He reached out and casually
caressed the ex-TV star’s boob as he asked her a question.

“And it
takes you ages to control your reflex to heave, you
say?”

“Y ...
yes, sir.”

He picked up a
clean scoop and carefully shovelled an ash-covered portion of brown
slime onto it. Then he pressed his finger against one nostril and
blew his nose onto the prepared mouthful.

“I was
never able to afford to eat at one of your shitholes Mrs. Larsen.”
He said, coldly. “But now you can eat at mine.”

He raised the
spoonful to her puckered lips. Blinking into his glare, she
obediently opened her mouth and accepted the entire contents.
Again, she chewed for a few seconds, slurped and swallowed.

Everybody
cheered and jeered. Ged Monk shook his head in admiration.

“I’ve
gotta say, you’ve trained these bastards well.”

 


***

 


Somehow Penny held the two quarts-enema for 300 agonizing
seconds, under the watchful and amused gaze of the handful of
interns still gathered round. Somebody had fetched a tape measure
and piece of string and marked out a line on the muddy
grass.


“298 … 299 … 300!” a young woman in jeans and
T-shirt counted out on her phone’s stopwatch. “Okay, Ms. Dix. Don’t
expel it yet. You see that piece of string over
there?”

Penny nodded, bloated, gasping and
desperate.


“That piece of string
marks the record distance that any newbie this week has managed to shoot.
Your job is to beat the record. Hold on.”

Everybody around her laughed and began
animatedly exchanging bets. Penny saw notes and coins changing hands.


“Fifty to one, anybody?
Come on. She could surprise us.”


“I bet she doesn’t
even clear the end of the
table.”

“Exactly. Did you see her asshole when the
nozzle went in. She’s flabby as fuck.”


“Okay, Ms. Dix.” The
girl in jeans and
T-shirt said. “Get ready. Tense those muscles. Then drive it out it
for us with a nice big push.”

Three …. two … one; Penny shut her eyes, took a deep breath and
ejected the liquid with as much force she could.

“Eeyaaruuumph!”

She heard a raucous cheer and opened her eyes. Everything was
blurred and she felt exhausted but relieved.


“Nice try, lady.” The
woman said. “No cigar
but a decent effort for an old hag like you.”


“Look at all this!” a boy
was saying, pointing his boot at something on the grass. “I thought you said she’d just
used the pan?”


“Oh, give her a break.
That’s what enemas are
for.”


“Brace
yourself.” The nice boy
came up with a hose and washed Penny’s buttocks, crevice and legs
with a jet of cold water.

The nurse in the wheelchair reappeared, peering at Penny over her
half-moon spectacles.


“Well done. That
wasn’t much to fuss about after
all, was it? Stay on my good side and you’ll be fine. You can get
up now, dear.”

Slowly Penny began pushing herself off the
white plastic table and
placed her trembling feet on the wet grass.

 


***

 


Saura had never felt so fuckin’ horny in her life.

It was weird. All this food stuff was disgusting really.
But it was the power gig. Imagine spending your days doling out
this kind of shit to people. It would be like being some kind of
Roman Empress.

She held her lover’s hand
and glanced at the fly
of his jeans. Hah. He was bulging in the pants department. She
could hardly wait. But they would both have to control themselves
for a bit longer yet.


“Excuse me, Millie. Could you just orientate
us please? Where’s South Beach Resort from here?”

Their cute hostess raised
both hands and did a little
pointing.


“We’re standing to the
West here. Your Resort is on South Beach, over there, and the rest
of the island is way
over to our left.”


“I see. And so we’re near
the centre of the Farm complex here. Where are all the cattle?”


“They’re way over there.
Mostly real farmers tend the cattle along with a handful of
prisoners who’ve misbehaved. I’m not allowed to say
much about what goes on there
I’m afraid.”

“And where do the laborers sleep?”

Millie did a bit more pointing. “The stables are spread
around, the same as the toilet huts and cesspits. Mostly in that
direction. And the demonstration trough is right here.”

They’d reached a barn with double doors.
Saura watched a couple of male students manhandle them open and they all walked
through.

The first thing Saura noticed was the
stench. It was more like a bad kitchen smell of overcooked cabbage
than anything worse. The
next thing she spotted was a long piece of plastic guttering
mounted on a few breeze blocks. The gutter was down at
knee-height.

Thirty prisoners were already kneeling on
all fours, with their faces above the troughs. They were waiting
patiently, motionless
and silent. They were arranged 15 on either side. There were gaps
in between each of them with wooden stools available to sit
on.


“Here we are, ladies and
gentlemen; the final act in our little entertainment. The ‘Nosh
Demo’. But not just any nosh. Punishment nosh. These thirty prisoners have been chosen
for various reasons. Maybe just as a test of their obedience? Maybe
as a punishment for some misdemeanor? Or it might just be somebody
picking on them. For example, I nominate Becky over there simply
because I don’t like her. She’s done nothing wrong but I just can’t
bear her face.”

Saura squeezed her partner’s
hand. It was so lucky
she’d been able to wangle this vacation through a ‘friend of a
friend’ in the Justice Ministry. And this weekend above all! Above
all the lucky way things had turned out in the bar with Sadie Shark
last night.

The barn was about the
size of a tennis court,
with a corrugated iron roof and ceiling spotlights. Like a shed for
milking cows. Saura wandered along one side, staring at 15
backsides. Despite the grubby vests, their actual bottoms looked
scrupulously clean, as if they’d been hosed.

“Don’t worry.” Millie assured everybody.
“They won’t bite! They’re tame. Mingle. Choose one or two to get
close to if you like.”

Saura smiled at her partner and let go of his hand. She
watched him pick the one who Millie had mentioned. Becky was a
young white woman whose head had been shaved apart from a long
blonde ponytail. A zip of labial rings was visible, hanging from
her labia, locking them together. Underneath her 9-digit identifier
was a tattoo saying, ‘Anal Whore’ and the letter ‘M’ was branded on
each of her buttocks.

Millie sidled up to them. “Yep, all my
fault I’m afraid. The ‘M’ is short for my name. Each volunteer like
me gets one prisoner
every three months to pick on. There are limits to what we can do
but not many.”


“And it’s just
because you don’t like
her face?”

Millie shrugged, jerking the woman’s
ponytail. “Pretty much. That right Bex?”

The young woman twisted her sad,
unremarkable face
sideways.

“Yes, Goddess.”


“Unlike the others
here, Bex stars in this show
daily!”


“Wow. That’s
harsh.”

Millie shrugged. “Nah, she’s used to it now.
And her three months with me are up soon. She’s on 69 cocks so far,
aren’t you babes?”

The woman nodded solemnly.


“I’m aiming for her to
get to know 100 different cocks in our three months together.” Millie
turned to Saura’s partner. “I’d ask you to fuck her ass while she
eats. But I guess your lady here might not
approve?”

He smiled, winking at Saura. “No, indeed I don’t think she
would.”

There were 3-legged wooden stools provided by each prisoner.
Saura’s partner squatted down on Becky’s and grinned at the girl’s
sad face.

Saura decided to go for the male three
places along. He looked a cute lad – obviously somebody’s adult son – who was also down on
all fours gazing into the trough. He was a fine stud, maybe 6’3” or
so, wiry lean and underweight.

She checked out his equipment. His plump
balls were quite impressive but his penis was locked in
the tiniest steel cage
imaginable. She smiled and patted his bald head.

“Name? Not your number, your real name?”


“Cosmo … Ma’am.”

She giggled. Such a silly name. Where did these twats
find them?

“What are you in for?”

“Family wealth, Ma’am.”


“How long have
you been
here?”

“I’m not sure. About three months,
Ma’am.”

Glancing around, she could see all the other guests had sat
down on stools and were getting to know a prisoner each. There was
a 12inch long leather whip supplied at each station. Saura picked
hers out of the quiver and swished it.


“Mmm.” She cooed,
peering at his slurry in
the trough. “What is it today, Cosmo?”

“I don’t know, Ma’am. It’s food substitute.
We get two meals a day. MSM Slops once and then Food Substitute
Slurry once.”


“Yes, we heard
all about MSM earlier.
So tell me about this stuff. Is it nice?”

He blinked uncertainly at her.


“The truth!” she
hissed.

“No, Ma’am. It’s not.”

Saura bent down and sniffed. “It doesn’t
smell of anything.”


“There are a range of
flavors, Ma’am. Some smell and some don’t. Some have taste and some are just tasteless.
Those are the best. Some are really horrible and lumpy. Others are
smooth and sticky. We never know for sure until we start
eating.”

At that moment, Saura spotted Millie
encouraging a male guest to mount one of the female prisoners. He’d unzipped his fly
and was pushing his erection into the woman from behind.


“Don’t worry!” Millie called out to everyone,
“they’re taught to fuck and eat at the same
time!”

Saura frowned at her boyfriend and waggled
her finger jokingly. He
was teasing, pretending that he was about to climb aboard
Becky.


“Right, are we all
ready?” Millie asked.
“Everybody chosen somebody to pick on? In a few seconds the whistle
will blow and they’ll start noshing. Once they have, I’ll tell you
a little more about tonight’s meal.”

A shrill whistle sounded and Saura watched
Cosmo dip his head and slurp up a mouthful. He retched, controlled himself and swallowed.
The slurry was an unattractive, light-beige colour, with what
looked a slimy but lumpy consistency.

She studied Cosmo’s face as he wolfed down two more mouthfuls,
gagging each time, his eyes watering. He’d barely made a mark yet
on the large helping in his segment of the trough.


“Use your whips, please.”
Millie called out. “We want you all to be able to leave here knowing that you’ve
personally contributed to a criminal’s thought
reform.”

Saura smiled at Cosmo and flicked the crop across his pale
buttocks. He whinnied and gulped a fourth mouthful. His balls
jiggled. She watched a red mark start to glow on his skin. Her
pussy squirmed.

Imagine doing this for a living.


“So, you’re lucky
tonight.” Millie shouted
loudly in order that that everybody could hear. “By chance you got
one of their least favorites; STUEL - Number #2.”


“What’s in
it?”

Millie chuckled at them all.
“The clue’s in the
number. I can assure you that if this was the pungent version you’d
recognise it immediately. We all would. But these food substitute
slurries are often made to be entirely unscented so that the
overseers and guests don’t have to put up with the awful stench.
However the taste and texture is exactly like the real thing. Well,
so I’m assured anyway!”

“You mean? But isn’t that … unhealthy?”


“Not at all. STUEL is a
harmless powder. The brand name is short for ‘Substitute Tasteless fuel’. It’s a
powder food made entirely with safe, manmade ingredients that
contain all the vitamins, minerals, calories and nutrients a
prisoner needs, day after day, month after month. It’s actually
healthier than many natural foods.”

“You said it’s tasteless?”

Millie smiled. “Yes, the base powder has no flavor or smell at
all. But here’s the fun part. There’s a range of 365 additives that
produce different versions of the fuel. When water is added and
stirred, the powder develops a specific taste, aroma, even texture
and appearance. I’ve tried some of them. There’s a beef casserole
version that tastes and smells and feels like you’re eating prime
steak. There’s even a toffee cheesecake version I swear you can’t
tell from the real thing!”

Saura stared at the contents
of the trough.


“And this one tastes and
feels like you know what … but we’re spared the smell?” she asked.

“Exactly.”

“Is it safe to try a tiny bit of this on my
fingertip?” somebody asked.


“Safe? Yes. But you
REALLY, really don’t
want to do that, I promise!” Millie smiled. “I’m told a guest did
once and apparently he was instantly sick all over everybody.
Number Two is pretty much the worst.”

Saura could see several guests like her,
peering down into the troughs.


“Is it expensive to produce?”


“That’s the
thing. It costs almost nothing.
They say the original research and development was an investment
but now the powder is cheap as chips to manufacture. It’s even made
in one of the factories on this island. Apparently any one of 365
different flavors can be selected at the push of a couple of
buttons.”

“Bloody heck.” Ged Monk exclaimed.


“Is it true? It tastes
like she said?” Saura whispered to Cosmo, who was noshing away,
finally making a dent in his portion. His face was
perspiring and his lips
and chin were covered with the mushroom-colored slurry. His flicked
his eyes at her.


“Mm …
yeth.”

She couldn’t help giggling girlishly. She
raised the crop and smacked it hard down on his right buttock.


“Well, don’t you waste a
single smear.” She
hissed.

Millie was doing a circuit of the barn. She reached Saura and
nodded approvingly.


“Looks like
you’re training this
young man.”

“Oh yes,” Saura enthused, “he’s really
tucking in now.”

Millie glanced at him. “Handsome lad, isn’t
he?”


“Yes. And you say this porridge will
genuinely keep him fit and strong?”


“A hundred percent. The
powder’s really healthy
stuff, with very exact nutritional values that are super easy for
the body to absorb. Mixed with liquid to make a glutinous slurry,
it’s easily digested and their poop produces excellent
manure.

There’s one that we give them –
STUEL #365 – which they really
love. It’s like a turkey dinner; stuffing and gravy and turkey
breast. We give it to them once a year to celebrate the Glorious
First of January.”


“Just
once a
year?”


“Oh yes, we wouldn’t want
to spoil them!” Millie giggled. “It’s a question of
balance; they get
regular punishment flavors, occasional treats, and plenty of bland.
The nutritional values are the same whatever.”


“Wow!” Saura
smiled, tickling the back of
Cosmo’s neck with her whip. “And what other really bad ones do you
make?”

Millie winked. “Hum, well that would be telling! But there’s
Number One – ‘Golden Flour’ – which has an acidic tang they all
dislike. There’s ‘Snot Dog’ which is green and slimy. ‘Beef Jerk’
is okay if you like really gummy semen in large quantities. Oh, and
I’m told ‘Period Pie’ is bloody nasty. But you’ll find a
suggestions section on your Check Out form. The chefs welcome new
ideas.”


“Grrmm … yeah
bitch … take that you
slut!”

They both looked over at the male guest
fucking a female prisoner while she carried on
eating. He was obviously
spurting his load.


“And is that guy your
husband?” Millie asked, gesturing at Saura’s partner who was
slapping Becky’s ass.

She shrugged. “Kind of. Hopefully one day soon. But his divorce
only just came through.”

 


***

 


Penny had been secured for the night in her own private
stall.

She was escorted there by two interns, one
female and one male. They took her to the main
doors of Stable 5 and
then along to the 7th row.
When she saw the long line of naked backsides sticking out between
wooden partitions, she started crying yet again.

They walked along. There was only one
vacant stall as far as the eye could see. The number
#4,124 was etched in
black paint on the crossbeam above it.


“Home sweet home.” The
girl said, patting Penny’s bottom. “This is your new home for years and years.
Enjoy!”


“In yer go.” The boy
added, pushing her face-down onto a bale of straw. Her narrow
stall was only slightly
wider than the bale that formed her ‘bed’. She saw there were
various steel eyebolts fixed into the low wooden
walls.


“Necklace time.” The
girl buckled a leather
collar round Penny’s neck and roped it to the eyebolt on the front
partition. “Take a good look round. This is the bedroom. There’s no
TV I’m afraid. But there is a sound system. Listen up and you can
hear all kinds of music; snores and farts, belches and
tears.”

She felt the boy tying her knees to two
side panels. He chuckled, patting her hip. She was face-down, head secured, knees
apart.


“There’s no bathroom. If
you need to piss you can go in your bed. But pooping’s not allowed, okay lady
muck?”

When she didn’t answer she received a
stinging slap on her bottom.


“Aah … er … yes I
went
earlier.”

She heard him chuckle. “I know, lady, I was
watching you. And a fine show you put on for us.”

They laughed and she felt them double her arms up behind
her back. They fastened her wrists into some kind of harness
connected to her neck collar. She tested her bonds but couldn’t
move her neck, arms or knees.


“Don’t worry, lady. It
may not feel too comfortable now but you’ll soon get used to it. Wake up’s at
4.30 and work starts at five every day. Within a week you’ll be so
exhausted you’ll sleep like a baby, even trussed like
this.”

With that, both students laughed, and she
heard their footsteps slowly recede along the concrete floor of the huge
stable.

Penny exhaled and tested her bonds again.
She really couldn’t move more than an inch or so.
The straw felt horribly
itchy against her bare skin. For the first time she had a moment to
think.

And to despair.

 


***

 


Saura grinned as Cosmo licked up the final
smears from his section of the trough. His portion had taken him
ten minutes of fast-slurping. His glistening red cheeks indicated he was full.

“Show me your tongue.”

He opened his mouth and murmured
‘ah’
like he was at the doctor’s.
She peered inside and checked it was empty of nutrition.

“Would you like some more?” she cooed.

His moist eyes looked at her. “Pl … ease no,
Ma’am.”

She nodded benevolently. “Okay. So tell
me, does it really taste like they say? Despite having no odor and being
harmless?”

He nodded, licking a tiny smudge from his
upper lip.

“How many times have you had this one?”


“Second time, Ma’am. It’s only my fifth time
ever on Punishment rations.”

She reached out kindly and stroked
his bald head. He was a
sweet boy.

“And what did you do wrong, you naughty
boy?”

A single tear rolled down his cheek.
“There’s a gay overseer, Ma’am. He picked me as one of his boyfriends. He makes us
compete to give him pleasure. I try … but I’m afraid I’m n … not
very good.”

Saura smiled. Although she was only 30 yrs
old - a nobody in the scheme of things - she had friends, and
friends of friends. Somebody in the Tax Bureau had carried out her plan. Somebody in
the Justice Ministry had arranged this weekend for her. That was
the way things worked nowadays; a nod, a wink, a favour called
here, a debt repaid there.


“But the overseer’s made
you a deal. You owe him,
don’t you?”

“Y … yes Ma’am.”

She smiled at Cosmo and gently wiped his wet
cheek.


“It was fun
meeting you. I adored
watching you eat. But I’m afraid I sense your thought reform still
has a long way to go. I’m afraid my feedback about you when we
check out will say that.”

He stared at her in complete shock. His
face crumpled. He began to open his mouth to beg but she pressed her finger to his
lips.

“Think of me when you’re noshing your
punishment.”

He inhaled a sob. “Yes, M … ma’am.”

She turned and walked over to her lover. Her mind was already
anticipating what was to come. The best moment saved until
last.

Last night had been pure chance. They’d both enjoyed a wonderful
meal in ‘Velvetero’ and had then met Deputy Warden Sadie Shark in
the hotel bar. It was her who made the amazing suggestion of how
tonight could be set up.

She thought of her lover’s ex-wife.

A penny for your thoughts,
bitch?

 


***

 


“Mmm … well, what do we have here?!”

Penny heard the approaching footsteps and
several voices. An hour or so had passed since she’d been left alone. Gradually she’d
managed to calm herself down, ignoring the occasional sobs and
sniffs and snores from the surrounding stalls.


“Number 4,124. Well guys,
I’d recognise that fat ass anywhere. It’s Penelope
la-di-da.”

It was Amir! 

Penny recognized the sneering tone and
lilt in his voice. She heard laughter; three … no four … young people.


“I think she needs
an injection to
help her sleep.”

Strong hands grabbed her naked and
helpless body. Three faces appeared over the top of the partitions, smiling down at her. Two
boys and a girl, all interns she’d seen earlier. She felt Amir’s
fingers on her vagina.

“A nice meat injection. Anybody bring any
tweezers?”

“Sure.”

Moments later, Penny grimaced as her pubic
hairs were agonizingly
grasped and plucked out, several at a time. For several minutes
Amir coiled her pubes like spaghetti on his fork and viciously
tugged clumps of hair out.

Their watching faces simply studied her
like she was some kind of experiment. The girl in
particular seemed to be
very turned on. In fact, Penny suddenly realized the girl was
actually masturbating herself on the other side of a
partition.

“Lube?”

“Shit, I forgot mine.”

“I’ve got some.”

She felt slippery fingers spreading
wetness between her buttocks and into the entrance to her anus. Penny had tried
anal sex once with that bastard Negan during their early, happier
days. But he’d never got inside her properly and they abandoned the
experiment without ever consummating it.


“So, Ms. Dix.” She
heard Amir’s voice in
her ear, smelt the spices of his dinner. “How are you enjoying life
in our Penal Colony so far?”

After a few seconds she realized he actually wanted an
answer.

“It’s h … horrible.”

They all laughed. The masturbating girl’s
mouth opened in a wide 0
and it seemed it was Penny’s reply that had tipped her over the
edge. The boys smiled and one of them patted the top of her
head.

“Horrible? Yep, that’s the plan. But the next
few days will be even worse, 4124.”

He used her stall number. That’s
all she was to people
now. A number.

“Gnnuungh.”

She wasn’t sure whether it was her who
made the noise. Or the
boy called Amir. Or both of them together?

Her pathetic ex might have failed to
penetrate her anus. But the young Arab boy wasn’t so easily put
off. His hard slab of
flesh slammed through her lubricated sphincter barely breaking
stride.


“Uurghh …” she gurgled as
the physical hurt
registered.

“Move your ass, bitch.” He murmured. “Wiggle
it.”

She felt his hands gripping her hips,
pulling her buttocks into him with each impatient thrust.

“At least your rectum is clean, whore.”

She was helpless; a stuck fish on his harpoon. Fingers grabbed
her hair and tilted her face up. It was the girl. Penny tried to
look at her through blurred vision.


“How much do you
want to lick my cunt,
granny?”

Was there no end to these
people’s depravity? She felt lightheaded, everything fuzzy. Oblivion would be a
mercy.

Amir was pounding his hardness deep inside
her. She felt his body tense and his penis pulse. A horrible
slimy warmth invaded her
guts.

A feeling that no enema would ever clean.

 


***

 



“Mmm … well,
what do we
have here?!”

Negan and Saura listened to the approaching footsteps and voices,
much louder than the occasional sniffles and snores. He could feel
his heart beating and had to suppress the urge to
snigger.


“Number 4,124. Well guys,
I’d recognise that fat
ass anywhere. It’s Penelope la-di-da.”

When Negan had told Sadie Shark their full
story over a cognac the previous evening the Deputy Warden had
laughed so much she
nearly choked on her cohiba. Sadie said it was always her pleasure
to make guest visits memorable in some way and she straightaway
phoned Giles Greene, as one Deputy Warden to another.

Sure, Negan had loved Penny once. The
problem was that he just couldn’t seem to remember when, how much or, mostly, why. So
many years of her point-scoring, nagging, trying to turn him into
her perfect
man. Until one day he
woke up and he didn’t love her at all. In fact, he hated
her.

But he still wouldn’t have pulled
this trick if she’d gone
quietly. Fifty-fifty, shake hands, best of luck. But no, she was
the one who wanted blood and ill-will. And it had been Saura’s idea
to let her have it. Along with the life sentence that would come
with it.

So Negan and Saura were
next to Penny right now.
The same stall but one row along. Number 5,124. The normal resident
had been pulled out to vacate it for them. Giles Greene had
arranged everything. Somebody had even chucked a blanket on the hay
bale to make them more comfortable.

The stall was unpleasant as fuck but they’d be fine. It’s
not like the cramped conditions and itchy straw, the stench and
snores were for a lifetime. It was only for an hour or
so.

Besides Negan was horny as fuck. So was
Saura, he could tell. They’d get down to it as soon as the action started.

He listened: “I think she needs an injection to help her
sleep.”

Saura almost giggled and he had to gag her with the palm of
his hand. He could hear four of them. Young kids. How humiliated
Penny must feel.


“Anybody
bring
tweezers?”

“Sure.”

He turned Saura’s face to his and kissed her hungrily,
merging lips and tongue and saliva. He remembered having
discussions with Penny years ago about pubic hair, her reluctance
to have her muff waxed properly. And now, here she was, being
plucked in a cattle stall.

He listened again: “Lube?”

“Shit, I forgot mine.”

“I’ve got some.”

Oh man, how brilliant. He and Penny had tried anal just once,
a long fucking time ago. He’d have loved to try again but the bitch
had retreated to the missionary position by then. He was lucky if
she even kissed his cock a few times a year.

Unlike his girlfriend who
was nine years younger, more
fun, better connected, what’s not to like? Saura was sucking him
now, hunched in their stall, seemingly more turned on than he’d
ever known her throughout their longstanding affair.


“So, Ms. Dix. How are you
enjoying life in Penal
Colony Nine so far?”

Ms. Dix? Negan froze for a moment, hearing
his own name.

“It’s h … horrible.” His ex replied.

He shut his eyes and focused on Saura’s hungry mouth,
ignoring the laughter from the stall next door.


“Horrible? Yep, that’s
the plan. But the next
few days will be even worse, Four-One-Two-Four.”

Negan smiled. For five seconds there, he’d
felt a bit bad. Penny Dix wasn’t that terrible a person. But in truth ‘Penny’ was
gone forever. That’s all she was now. A number. 4124. A fucking
number!

He groaned as Saura’s skilled mouth did
what his ex could never quite manage. She extracted his juice with
barely a hand-stroke required. He felt his balls tighten and knew he was so wonderfully
close.

“Gnnuungh.”

He heard a grunt from a couple of
feet away. Sounded as if
the kid was about to cum too. Or maybe it was just Penny
groaning.

He listened: “Move your ass, bitch. Wiggle
it.”


“At least your rectum is clean,
whore.”


“How much do you want to lick my cunt,
granny?”

Oh boy, his ex would be doing
some rug munching too!
Was there no end to the fun these people would have with
her?

That thought tipped Negan Dix over the
edge and he filled his
new fiancée’s mouth with his hot seed.

Yes, he was going to propose tonight!

 


***

 


Eventually they left her
alone.

After Amir, two other male students helped
themselves to her helpless orifices; they took turns ravaging her
anus and vagina, opening them up and soiling them with warm stickiness.

Throughout the ordeal, they kept up a
verbal and physical assault that prevented the mercy of oblivion; slaps to her hips
and buttocks, and taunts to her ears and eyes.


“We make love to you like
this every evening for a
while.”


“We bring loads
of friends.”

“And I’ll bring my fuckin’ strap-on
tomorrow.” The girl sneered.


“Don’t worry. We’ll come to wake you in a few
hours’ time. You’ve got your first day’s work on the farm to look
forward to.”


“This is your life
now, Granny.”

At last, just when she thought her mind and body could take no
more, she sensed them withdrawing, adjusting their clothes,
slapping her buttocks goodbye.

“Pl …” she gasped. “W … water.”

She heard Amir’s chuckle in her ear. Rough
fingers pulled her head
up by her tousled hair.

“Thirsty? Sure.”

Penises appeared over the top of the
stall. She couldn’t even see the bodies or faces attached through her blurred vision.
The identities didn’t matter. She was unable to react or resist.
She was just a urinal to them. They were just penises to her. She
blinked and counted.

One, two, three penises …
and then,
mysteriously, a fourth.

A shower of warmth washed over her back and
neck and hair.

“Sleep tight. It was fun getting to know
you!”

She listened to Amir’s voice and their happy laughter and the clack
of their boots receding down the row of stalls, until she could no
longer hear them.

Slowly her brain engaged. Was it really
only yesterday she’d still been a free woman? Was it last night the
militia had come? Had
the hovercraft journey been earlier that day? Yes, yes and
yes.

And her mind formed an image of that smug
bastard Negan. He’d won.
While she was in this awful stable, he was happily on the mainland
with his slut, probably curled up on a sofa watching some Netflix,
finishing a bottle of red wine.

She pictured that smirk of his. She could
almost hear his voice.

“Pen!”

There he was. That smug grin. Peering over
the top of her stall like in a nightmare.

“That was better than any porn clip!”

She recoiled a couple of inches and was nearly throttled.
The neck chain barely allowed her to move. That fourth penis! It was Negan’s.

“N … noooo …” she tried to scream but her
throat choked.

And then his slut’s face appeared. That
bitch called Saura. Another spiteful smirk. Leering over the top of the partition
alongside him.


“Please …” Penny gasped.
“You c … can’t have meant this … not this! Help me. S … save me. I beg you, Negan!
Darling, please!”

They simply smiled.

Saura was holding up her
phone, filming.


“We managed to wangle a last minute invite to
the Resort here.” Negan spoke slowly, so that she could understand.
“We’ve both had a great time. But this was the highlight. And we’ve
made some friends here. People who will keep us in touch with your
progress.

We’ve met a nice girl named Shazza and that boy named Amir.
We’ll be hoping for regular updates and images. Oh, and we got to
know Millie. You’ll like her. She’s going to put you on a special
diet.”


“No … look … have all the
money back!” Penny
clutched at straws, sensing Negan was already getting ready to
leave. “Anything, darling. Name your terms.”


“Actually I have my
money back. Well, half
of it. Saura did a deal with the Tax Bureau. 50 percent for them,
50 percent for us.”

She blinked at them, like a deer caught in
headlights.

“Anything! Just GET ME OUT OF HERE!”

Still recording, Saura grinned and stopped
filming.


“That sounds like an attempt to bribe a resort
guest to help you escape justice.”


“I’m afraid we’ll have to
report that comment to
the authorities here.” Negan sighed.

Saura began filming again, moving her lens
up to catch the stable roof, the sheer scale of
unhappiness and revenge,
and the sordid conditions. She winked at Penny as she did
so.


“Neg and I will want to
watch this clip
sometimes before we fuck. It will really get us
going.”

“Visual Viagra.” Negan laughed.

Penny realized that her pleas were not
only falling on deaf
ears. Her suffering was turning them on.

“You fucking bastards!”

That was all she had left. Her only
weapon. Futile
words.

She saw her ex-husband give her a huge wink.
Then he looked at his new watch and blew her a kiss.


“Well, Pen. I’m
afraid our chariot
awaits and our lovely hotel bed beckons. And I have something
important to ask Saura.”

She watched the two of them kiss passionately on the
lips.


“I’m so glad we had the
chance to say this final farewell and to see your new home. So that
we can imagine you in
the months, years and decades to come. It’s been fun. Farewell my
lovely.”

With fresh tears streaming down her face, she listened to yet
more happy laughter and footsteps slowly receding until they were
gone and she really was alone.

Alone in a stable full of a thousand prisoners like
her.

A living hell.

 


THE END
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