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PENAL COLONY NINE

BOOK SIX: THE GUARDS

Penal Colony
Nine

 


THE STORY SO FAR

 


The year is 2025 and the full horror of life on
Penal Colony Nine is being revealed to the
likes of the Montagus, the Armstrongs and the Clarks. 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 luxury beach resort (‘Book Three’) to toil on its
farmlands (‘Book Four’) and to use its primitive facilities (‘Book
Five’).

Relentless toil under the penal system is hard
enough. But almost worse than the systemic sweat and tears is the
random bullying of chosen prisoners by individual guards.
Not only can the all-powerful Wardens and
Deputies act with impunity, but officers and even student
volunteers are encouraged to pick on anybody who catches their eye.
They can choose to single out, harass, intimidate, browbeat and
bully whoever they like, regardless of innocence or guilt, age or
gender, simply for their own entertainment, indulging their cruel
and sadistic sides along with every lust and perversion they
desire.

 


SELECTED CHARACTERS

 


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

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

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

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

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

Viola, a young factory
supervisor

Bartley, a 70yr old ‘ex-traveler’ and guard, part
of the original draft

Al Jones, a 51yr old guard, part of the new
intake

Nurse Kimiko, a 23yr old camp
nurse

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

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

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

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

Juliette Armstrong, their
pretty 21 yr old daughter

 


 



BOOK SIX - THE
GUARDS

 


Yes, it was the same
woman!

Her head had been freshly shaved and a black shock
collar was affixed to her neck but it was definitely
032658FPC9.

She was down on all fours
noshing out of a steel bowl.

Maggie giggled, pinching her own nostrils. “Is
that offal?”

Giles gave his guest a wink. “Well, it does look a
bit like offal!”

The bureaucrat from the Economic Justice Ministry
smiled at his girlfriend.

“Happy now?”

Maggie took his hand and
stared down at 032658 then kicked the toe of
her sandal between the prisoner’s
thighs.

“So, bitch! You asked me why don’t I try offal,
didn’t you?”

The prisoner mumbled an apology into the steel
bowl.

“And now I suppose you’d
expect me to try that as
well?”

The prisoner shook her head and burbled what
sounded distinctly like a ‘no’ into the putrid mess she was gagging
on. She was retching, sobbing, but forcing herself to
eat.

“It is so refreshing to see instant justice like
this.” Maggie’s boyfriend patted Giles on the
shoulder. “The world is too soft nowadays but at least here in
Penal Colony Nine the old spirit lives on. I shall file a very
positive report when I return to the
mainland.”

Maggie was holding her pink handkerchief
to her nose. They were standing in a concrete
shed with only a few logs and insects for company. The odor was
pungent.

“What will happen to her now?” Maggie
asked.

Giles shrugged. “What would you like to happen to
her? She can be forgiven after this harsh
lesson and returned to her stable. Or she
can be punished for a while longer. It’s totally up to
you.”

Maggie burst into a grin. She squatted down and
spoke into the prisoner’s ear.

“Hear that, bitch? Look at
me!”

032658 slowly raised her face from the
bowl; eyes glazed, cheeks glistening with
tears, lips and chin flecked with slime.

Her mouth opened; part-apology and part-appeal for
mercy. Her teeth were dirty.

Maggie simply stared at her for ten
seconds.

Then she looked at Giles. “It’s up to me?
Really?”

“Yep.”

“One month!” Maggie
stood up. “I’d like her kept like this, fed
like this, for one entire month. And if you can mail me a daily
video-blog even better!”

Giles nodded. The punishment was severe for a
first offense but deserved. The most important
thing was getting Sadie a ‘5/5’ rating from
this couple when they checked out of the
Resort.

“Of course.” He gestured to Maggie and her
influential boyfriend to follow him out of the shed and into the
fresh air. “I’ll get a couple of my more creative
interns to send you a daily
Vlog.”

 


***

 


Bull welcomed a dozen new guards into his
residence.

The ‘Warden’s Reception’ was the highlight of
their first couple of days on the island. It was an opportunity for
new staff to meet him and impress. It was his chance
to gauge them as a group and to note any
particular individuals who caught his
eye.

Butler and Jim were serving behind the bar while
Sarah and Juliette were both dressed as waitresses handing around
the canapés. The guests mingled on the deck, taking in the
views round the island from Warden’s
Peak.

“It’s beautiful.”

Bull smiled at the woman who spoke. She had a
lapel badge with ‘Iris’ on it. He did his best to dredge up
anything he’d read about her in his briefing
document.

“Iris, right? Er … teacher?”

“Yes Warden. I taught for seven
years. But when I saw this job opportunity
advertised I thought it was time for a
change.”

Bull nodded. Iris was black and powerful like him,
with short wiry hair turning prematurely grey, and a huge
bosom.

“You’re single?”

“Divorced. Two kids on the mainland
being looked after by my mum and sisters. But I’m very much
unattached now.”

“Well, there are opportunities for
single ladies here.” He arched his eyebrow and
smiled.

“Yes. That was one of the attractions. I
had a submissive boyfriend after I left my
husband. I discovered a lot about myself. It introduced me to
… opportunities, as you
say.”

Bull smiled to put her at her ease. “You no longer
have that boyfriend?”

“Oh no.” she smiled back, brown eyes twinkling.
“Sadly we split up. He had too many limits.
We discovered I was a bit too … extreme for him, poor
soul.”

“Well, there’s no need split up here. There are no
limits.”

Bull clicked his fingers and Sarah rushed over
holding a tray of food.

“This is Mrs.
Armstrong and that’s her daughter over there.
Her husband’s serving behind the bar. Our relationship has no
limits, does it, my dear?”

Sarah curtseyed. “No,
sir.”

Iris smirked, eyeing Sarah’s exposed cleavage.
“I’ve never been with a white woman before. Perhaps
I’ll try one here. But I’m mostly into men.
Humble and obedient men.”

Bull gave a throaty chuckle. “I’m glad you’re
joining us, Iris. We can never have too many ladies like you on our
roster.

He circulated around the rest of the group, giving
each new guard a couple of minutes. There were
7 men and 5 women, mostly in their 20s, but a couple were in their
50s. Everyone had an interesting back-story. All represented a
disadvantaged group of one sort or
another.

One of the men was a reformed criminal just
paroled after serving 18 years in a
mainland prison for armed violence, home invasion and sexual
assault.

“Welcome.” Bull said to the man, who had a
shaved-head, numerous tattoos and a disfiguring scar down one side
of his face. His lapel badge said Flint.

“Fanks,
Guv.”

“I hope you see this as an
opportunity to start a
proper career, Flint. No more
criminality. We have a few rules here that must be
followed.”

“Sure, Guv. I’m a reformed man, I
promise.”

Bull smiled, beckoning the waiter
over.

“Fetch this gentleman
a refill, Jim.”

Flint’s grin was distorted
by his scar. He watched Jim take his glass
to the bar and then glanced across at
Sarah.

“Somebody said she’s that bloke’s
missus?”

“Sure.” Bull nodded. “They’re new arrivals
sentenced to State’s Pleasure,
which very likely means life of course. I’m only training them for
their first week or two.”

“And you … can like … have sex with her,
Guv?”

Bull smirked. “Have sex? I wouldn’t say that. But
I certainly give her a good fucking when I want
to!”

Flint laughed. “And to ‘fink I got bloody 25 years
for home invasion. All I did was fuck some
bloke’s wife at gunpoint. And that was only just the
once.”

Jim returned with a full glass of whisky which he
presented to Flint.

“Now fetch your wife.”

“Yes sir.”

Moments later Jim returned with
Sarah.

“This gentleman is Mr.
Flint.”

Jim bowed low while Sarah curtseyed. “Hello,
Sir.”

Bull smiled at another new guard who’d sidled
shyly up to join the conversation. His lapel badge said
Al.

“Come and join us, Al.”

Some Colony
guards were moderately handsome but the majority were varying
degrees of unattractive. And this man called Al was at the extreme
end of ugliness. His face made even Bull do a
double-take.

“Er … thanks.” Al replied. His glass was
empty.

“Fetch this man a
refill.” Bull said, cuffing the back of Jim’s
head.

“Yes sir,
sorry sir.”

Al grinned, which wasn’t a good look. His face was
lopsided and his teeth were crooked.

Nevertheless, Bull knew that neither Flint nor Al
would have a problem finding themselves the
right partner.

He clapped his hands and asked
everybody to gather
round.

“Ladies and gents, welcome to Penal Colony Nine. As
I was saying to Iris there, we can never have too many people like
you on our roster. You represent all that is best in
society. You have managed to rise above
difficult starts in life to take on the esteemed role of guards in
our penal system.”

Twelve pairs of eyes glinted and twelve mouths
smirked.

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

Everybody tittered before Bull
continued.

“Now, any questions?”

Iris spoke. “I quit as a teacher because it’s
almost impossible to impose discipline. The pathetic sanctions
we’re allowed nowadays, like a telling-off or
a detention, maybe confiscating their phones, simply don’t work.
Can we be sure that as guards we’ll be able to enforce proper
discipline on the most disobedient
inmates?”

Bull smiled. “In a word, yes. But we
discipline all inmates not just any
disobedient ones. As I said, the vast majority are well behaved and
will give you no trouble. But our goal is to test them. The role of
a guard is to be capricious. So feel free to pick on anybody who
annoys you.”

Several people laughed.

“Furthermore,” Bull continued, “a tiny minority can
be resistant, mentally, and sometimes even
physically. Our goal with these few defiant prisoners is to break
them down, piece by piece. Appropriate violence is encouraged. You
will all have steel handcuffs, leather crops and electric prods.
Feel free to use them.”

The guy with ‘Al’ on his nametag put up his
hand.

“Warden, you mentioned us being welcomed with open
legs. I applied for this job in the hope of getting a bit of er …
sex. What about women who, you know, resist our
advances?”

Bull nodded. “Good
question, Al. For a start, stop thinking in
that language. We don’t ‘make advances’ my friend. As I was saying
to Mr. Flint there, we simply ‘fuck’. Many of the female prisoners
here are married, technically speaking, in a legal sense. Their
husbands are here too. However, as you’d expect, proper justice
can’t include a continuance of normal sexual relations between
them. And some other female prisoners are adult singles, such as
unmarried daughters.”

But whatever their status and situation, we
officers are not only ‘allowed’, in fact
we are not even only ‘encouraged’, we
are ‘obliged’ to ensure
that female prisoners are regularly used. Take Sarah and Jim
here.”

Bull paused while everybody
stared at his own couple.

“Tell our guests how often would you say I use
you, Sarah?”

“Er … at least two, three, sometimes four times a
day.”

Everybody laughed and nodded in
approval.

He continued: “It’s essential for their physical
health and mental attitude. It’s also good
for their husbands’ mind-sets.”

“Hey, that’s great. And
if their husbands object?”

Bull punched his left palm with his right
fist.

“That, my friend, is the number one transgression a
male prisoner can commit here. As you’ve
heard, ‘Thought Reform’ is THE most
important part of a prisoner’s sentence. Who knows what a cuckold
is?”

“Er … a man whose wife
strays?”

“Historically, yes. But nowadays it means a man
who encourages and embraces
his partner having sex with other men. And that’s the
attitude our ‘Thought Reform’ agenda imposes on our prisoners. We
have exams where a husband’s brain and genitals are wired up to a
neurological gauge. If he doesn’t score an ‘A+’ while he watches
his wife being fucked in various ways, he fails the Cuck Test and
he’ll be punished severely.”

“You say fucked in various ways?”

“Oh yes. He
has to learn to enjoy all kinds of situation, from his wife having
a romantic meal and seduction with one of our resident gigolos, to
girl-on-girl sex with one of our lesbian officers, to casual
threesomes with two young people of color, to 3-hole gangbangs with
a dozen guys. His mind and cock MUST learn to respond positively to
all those scenes. Obviously it can take time – years – for a
prisoner to score an A+ in every test. But then, time isn’t exactly
something we’re short of here!”

People laughed.

“What do you think about that Jimmy?” somebody
called out.

Bull chuckled as Jim blushed, biting his lower
lip.

“Er … I’m getting used to it, sir. Obviously, it’s
an honour when your wife has been chosen
by the Warden of this entire Colony.”

This produced a mix
of hilarity and a round of applause.

“So we’re actually helping these guys out if we
fuck their women?”

“You’ve got it. We are all teachers. And if you see
the merest sign of an objection, you must
report it. All instances will appear on my desk and be dealt with
severely.”

The group of guards all exchanged glances with
each other, smirking excitedly. Even the female guards appeared as
excited as the men.

“So, it sounds
like prisoners can stay married but it’s not as if they’re like
actually husband and wife any longer?”

Bull replied: “We don’t see it that way. We do
conduct a few compulsory divorces but they’re rare. It’s much
better that they stay legally married and
indeed very much in love. It would be morally wrong of us to deny
them that, wouldn’t it? Obviously they must forfeit certain aspects
of marriage like a normal sex life and regular contact, but they
should remain very much husband and
wife.”

“Do they sleep and
work together?”

“No. Barracks and dormitories are split by gender
and they’re usually allocated to different
workplaces. So actual contact is limited. Think of it as what kids
call a LDR nowadays. A distance relationship. But we try and ensure
a couple catches sight of each other every few days, maybe marching
to and from work, they’ll pass each other going in different
directions. “

“Can they talk then?”

“No. Marching is done in silence. But they can
exchange longing glances if they’re not
too far away.”

“So how do they
communicate?”

Bull smiled. “Well a pining glance isn’t to
be sniffed at is it? But they can also
communicate the old fashioned way, with
messages.”

The guy named Al spoke again; “That’s nice. So you
let them write love letters to each
other?”

“Not exactly.” Bull replied. “That would be a waste
of paper and time. But we do
allow guards to pass on verbal
messages.”

“Really. And we can do
that?”

“Of course. It’s up to you. You’ll find that
prisoners are sometimes desperate
for you to pass on a few words to their
spouse.”

“So it’s like us guards are the postal
service?”

Everybody laughed.

“Yes.” Bull smiled. “And obviously most guards
charge a fair price for that service. I’m told that a blowjob per
word is the going rate
for passing on a message to a female prisoner’s
husband.”

“Wow.”

“It can take her a month just to
tell him how much she loves
him!”

More laughter.

“So we decide what to pass
on?”

“Exactly. It’s totally up to you. Nobody’s going to
criticize you if you renege
on a deal. If it’s an innocent message you can pass it on verbatim.
Some guards do. But others prefer to fuck with them. So they don’t
pass on the message but they say that they
have.”

“And get a month of BJs for
nothing!”

“Or,” Bull continued
over their amusement, “you might prefer to
pass on a completely different, or fabricated,
message?”

“Hey, this could
really be fun!” Iris shouted out.

Bull shrugged, enjoying their enthusiasm. “We have
a guard, Bartley’s his name, who enjoys giving a scrap
of paper to one of the females in his
charge and dictating what she writes. So he gets a young lady to
scribble to her husband that she’s begun a lesbian affair with
another female prisoner and she no longer loves him. Or that she’s
missed her period two months in a row and thinks she’s pregnant.
The poor guy gets all distressed and Bartley pretends to
commiserate with him.”

“Oh boy, my imagination is running
riot!”

Bull held up his outstretched
palms.

“Basically folks, have fun. Be nasty or nice, it’s
your call.”

Everybody clapped
loudly.

He looked round the group and
beamed.

Yep, another typical set of guards
by the looks of them.

 


***

 


Damian was on his way back to the factory in his
sulky.

He’d slept well and eaten a splendid breakfast,
once more leaving Linda under the tender care of his two
bellhops.

His team of Johnston ‘ponies’ were gasping and
sweating hard. He’d taken the long route round
the island, from South Beach to Western Hills, taking in the
rolling dips and ocean views, even riding up to check out the
Warden’s residence on the peak.

Unfortunately it had been necessary to take his
lash to the four of them, especially unfit
Mrs. Johnston. Her file said she was only 45 and so there was
really no excuse. In his leaving comments Damian would recommend
her for a more rigorous diet and weights regime. Her back was
pockmarked with red marks from his whip but, even so, she was
struggling up the steep incline towards North
Point.

Eventually
they reached the urban quarter with its factory buildings and
endless rows of sleeping barracks. He came across a couple of
off-duty guards relaxing on a bench, smoking
cigarettes.

“Hi lads. Would you do me a favour?” Damian
asked.

They eyed his uniform.
“Sure, officer.”

“Allow this old tart to give you both blowjobs.” He
said, patting Mrs. Johnston on her sweaty shoulder. “I know she’s
not much to look at but, hey, a mouth’s a
mouth, right?”

The young men looked at her and then at her cute
daughter-in-law.

“What about her
instead?”

Damian shrugged, pausing. “You know, you’re right.
Fuck this younger one and then the old tart can lick her out
afterwards. A kind of second hand
blowjob, yeah?”

All three of them laughed. Then Damian stared
coldly into Mr. Johnston’s eyes as he held
his bridle.

“You know what will happen if I don’t rate my stay
a ‘5’ specifically because of my pony team? Deputy Warden Shark
will make things ten times
worse for the four of you.”

Mr. Johnston blinked and nodded, his red
face dripping with
sweat.

“Uhuh.” He managed to answer through the bit in his
drooling mouth.

Damian left his sulky with the guards and walked
the final 100 metres to the factory entrance.
A couple of armed security guys checked his credentials and then
waved him into the access area. The entrance was like a normal
prison. Outer doors opened while the inner ones remained closed.
Then the outer doors clanged shut before the inner ones slid
open.

He waited for Viola to collect him, listening to
the thump of the treadmill
and the hum of the conveyor belt. He glanced at his wrist. It was
fun to think that when room service had delivered his delicious
breakfast tray at 9 o’clock that morning, this factory had already
been at work for three hours.

“Good morning, Major.”

Damian nodded at the young Packaging Supervisor.
Viola was a funny looking thing; pixie-faced with a bunch of
piercings in her ears, nostrils and eyebrows and a shocking
pink Mohican hairstyle. But she was perfect.
Damian could just imagine what it must be like for Josh being
overseen by a much younger punk kid.

“Morning Viola. And how’s my old friend this
morning?”

“Very quiet, sir.” She smiled. “He got in a huge
sulk after his two new friends revealed
they’d fucked his wife. He’s barely said a word
since.”

“That’s excellent.” Damian replied, following the
supervisor down aisle ‘E’ towards Josh’s position. “I’d like them
both to fuck her again in a week or two. Maybe with a
couple more of his neighbors as well? Could
that be arranged?”

She shrugged, lighting a
cigarette as she walked.

“I don’t see why not. So long as you clear it with
my Manager. Or directly with the Warden if that’s
easier?”

“I’ll do that. It’s important to
me that it’s an ongoing thing. I can’t
think of anything nastier than even your chaste coworkers banging
your missus. Perhaps they could even get her
pregnant?”

She exhaled, they’d just passed position E32. Only
10 places to go.

“Why’d you hate the guy so
much?”

“Well that’s the funny thing. I don’t really.”
Damian chuckled.

“Really?” she looked at him. “Funny way to treat
him then.”

He frowned at her. She just didn’t get it did she?
The thrill for Damian was having complete power. It was like how
he’d felt while making the movie with Linda in
his hotel bedroom. He’d felt like a scriptwriter. An author, even.
Linda and Josh were no more than ‘characters’ that he could choose
to be nice to.

Or not.

Viola slowed. He could see Josh a few places away,
laboring frantically, his head
down.

“Do I detect that you like him then?”
Damian asked her.

She inhaled, looked at him, and then blew a smoke
ring.

“Actually, I do. Kind
of.”

 


***

 


Josh was trying to suppress his anger by focusing
solely on his work. He’d decided that he was
going to break the packaging record for a single shift. The minimum
was 1,560 but the ‘all-factory record’ actually stood at
1,998.

His goal was to be the first prisoner ever to
break the 2,000 mark.

“Josh, my old buddy! Sorry I had to dash off
yesterday.”

Fucking Damian! 

He knew that smooth voice
instantly. His nemesis was dressed in his
police uniform and accompanied by Viola.

Josh ground his teeth, suddenly aware of his own
damp loincloth. He glanced at them both over his shoulder but
carried on
working.

“Good morning, sir, miss.” He forced himself
to reply
respectfully.

Damian smiled. A crocodile smile. His gaze ran all
the way up from Josh’s ankles to his buzz-cut hair. “Stop
working!”

Reluctantly, Josh ceased packing and turned around
properly.

“How did you sleep?”

“Fine … sir.”

“Really? That’s good to
know. I just visited your home. A little cramped. I see your spot
is next to the latrine bucket?”

“Yes … for now, sir.”

Damian smiled as if he knew something Josh didn’t.
Then he turned his eyes across
the conveyor belt towards Simon.

“And how did you find
Josh’s wife?” he asked him. “I’m sorry Linda wasn’t at her
cleanest. It’s been a rather busy weekend for
her.”

Josh glanced over at Si. Neither of them had
exchanged a single word about what had
happened.

“She was … very nice,
sir.”

“You think so? I
think she’s actually rather plain. But then I suppose beggars can’t
be choosers, hey? I’ve watched the video. It was nice she sucked
your cock before you fucked her?”

Si hesitated, coughing, his
throat making a dry, clicking sound He
glanced over at his wife Gem. She was still working away,
pretending not to listen.

“Yes sir, it was.”

“Excellent. And I’ll bet you had a big load to dump
in her cunt after all that time locked
up?”

“Yes sir.”

Damian pulled a
folded piece of paper out of his pocket.

“Here’s a
printout of her drinking it all down afterwards with a spoon. What
a slut, huh?”

Josh winced; ‘not at
her cleanest’, ‘sucked your cock before you fucked her’, ‘drinking
it with a spoon’, ‘what a slut’.

Every word was like a dagger in his
heart.

Damian unfolded the paper and showed it to Viola
first. She arched her eyebrow and glanced at
Josh.

Si blushed. “… yes
sir.”

Damian then held up the printout so that everybody
apart from Josh could see it.

“Look, drinking cum off a spoon.” Damian winked at
Josh. “That’s her new kink. Apparently no loads will get wasted
from now on.”

Viola interrupted. “Should we be moving along?
We’re losing productivity here.”

“In a moment.” Damian replied, turning to the
man on Josh’s left. His name was Peter and
he was the strong silent type. He was one of the very few ‘single
men’ that Josh had come across amongst the prisoners he’d met so
far.

“Pete, isn’t it?”

“Yes sir.”

“I saw you decided to fuck Mrs. Montagu in her
ass?”

Josh froze, staring at Pete;
he was a chubby, prematurely balding guy in his 30s.
Apparently he’d used to be some sort of highly paid tech
geek.

Pete glanced across at Josh, anxiety in his eyes.
“I’m sorry, sir. They told me to do
that.”

“Oh, I know. Don’t
worry. It was my instruction. Tell us all, how was
it?”

“Well … it was … I mean I’ve never done it there
before sir. It was okay I guess. I’d have preferred … her front …
but frankly just putting my dick anywhere felt
great.”

“I’ll bet. Well, I’ve
fucked a lot of asses and I can assure you
that Linda’s butthole is far from the best, but I guess it’s not
the worst either. Is it Josh?”

Josh stared at him, jaw-set, unable to
speak.

“Oh! Oh no, I forgot. You’ve never been there have
you? … Have you?”

“No.” he
grimaced. “Sir.”

“Shucks, well you missed
your chance now. Still I’m sure your friends
will describe to you what it’s like. And Pete,
next time you must
have a crack at her greedy cunt
instead.”

Josh heard his own jaw make a clunking
sound. Next time?

“Thank you, sir.” Pete replied
meekly.

“Well, gentlemen.” Damian held up his palms and
smiled at Viola. “I’m afraid that’s all I have time for today. Just
a fleeting visit to say hi. I have to get back to the Resort where
my … escort awaits. I’m thinking of giving
her a tit-fuck or bukkake this time.”

Josh wondered if he could make a grab for Viola’s
Glock and shoot Damian before he was overpowered. It would be worth
it just to blow the bastard’s brains
out.

“Oh, just one more thing.” Damian said to him.
“Take that diaper
off.”

Josh grimaced in shame.
But he had no choice other than to undo the sticky tape and allow
his loincloth to drop to the floor.

Damian stared at his naked genitals and locked
cock for several long seconds. Then he smiled, took his
phone out of his pocket and snapped several
shots.

“A little memento.” He winked. “To share with your
old contacts list.”

Then he shook his head in a tut-tut gesture and
peered down at Josh’s soggy diaper.

“Peed in your panties, I
see?”

Josh blushed. Yet
another humiliation.

“Sir, we … we’re not allowed to use the buckets
during our shift hours … sir.”

Damian turned to Viola.

“Hmm … can I request this prisoner is given some
extra training in bladder and bowel
control?”

She sighed, tone tinged with sarcasm.
“Sure, Major. Anything
else?”

Damian leaned forward and prodded Josh’s flaccid,
locked-down penis.

“Yes. Orgasm control as well. I think you have the
key to his padlock?”

“I do, Major.” She
replied.

Josh could feel the tension between the two of
them. But there was only one winner. A Major
in the mainland State Police trumped a mere factory floor
Supervisor in a Penal Colony every time.

“Give it to me.”

Josh watched his so-called ‘friend’ pocket the key
to his cage.

 


***

 


Damian blew the final load of his
short vacation over Linda’s
face.

To be honest he just didn’t fancy her orifices any
longer. She was literally brimming with stale cum. On top of those
two factory workers who’d used her, he’d also taken her out in the
sulky and invited random passersby and
resort guests to ‘help themselves’, front,
back and mouth.

Better safe than sorry. So he got her to kneel at
his feet and he whacked off over her blue eyes and parted lips. She
squealed with pain as his jizz stung her eyes. Greg took a final
photo of her face coated
with his mayonnaise.

“You fancy a crack at her, Greg?” Damian asked,
while Alison cleaned off his cock with her
mouth.

“Er … Linda? Or Alison,
sir?”

Damian smiled. Obviously he’d been asking about a
crack at Linda but Greg had neatly
‘misunderstood’ his question. He looked at
him. After all, Greg was a good kid. His dick was
unlocked. Sure, why
not?

“Go on. Give your missus a quickie.” He replied
indulgently, checking his watch. “I have
to leave for the airport in five.”

Their grateful expressions
alone were worth his kindness. The bellhop
couple looked at him with tears in their eyes. He was
embarrassed.

“Hurry up.”

While they made love on his huge
bed, Damian spoke to Linda. She still hadn’t
wiped her face and his jizz was dribbling down her
temples.

“Hazel Whiting.” He chuckled, showing her his
phone. Linda blinked his cum off her eyelashes. Within moments he’d
attached the photo that Greg had just
taken and messaged it to Hazel. “She’ll
enjoy this.”

Sure enough within 30 seconds his phone
pinged.

‘WOW! LOL!’

‘W8ing 4U!’ he texted
back.

Greg and Alison were getting louder and more
frantic by the second. They’d been fucking for barely a minute and
she was already arching her neck, nostrils
dilated, toes curling, panting breathlessly. Damian watched in
admiration as her body thrashed in a raucous
orgasm.

He smiled. Sometimes it was nice to be the good
guy. He was tempted to fuck with Greg and make him
pull out now but … too late. The kid groaned,
his buttocks clenching, and he froze atop his
love.

70 seconds of
bliss.

“Okay you two, that’s enough. I’m in a
rush.”

Both their faces looked up at him, smiling with
wonder. Greg climbed off his fiancé with
his glistening erection bouncing in front of him. Alison
quickly closed her legs and jumped up off the
bed.

“We don’t know what to say, sir.” They mumbled
together. “No other visitor has ever been that
kind.”

“Hurry and get dressed.” Damian
replied. Gratitude embarrassed
him.

When everybody was dressed and his suitcase ready,
he gave Alison a little kiss on her
forehead.

“I can’t promise anything. But I’m going to look
into your case when I get back to my office tomorrow. I’ll see what
I can do.”

There were tears in
her eyes. She stared at him.

“Wh .. why us, s … sir?”

“Because you helped make my stay here
memorable.”

And then his face hardened and he walked over to
Linda who was still kneeling in silence.

“Hazel’s due here in three days.” He told her.
“And if you think our reunion was bad,
just wait until she arrives. I don’t know what you and Josh did to
piss her off but boy does she hate you
guys!”

Linda blinked up at him through her stinging eyes
and his dripping cum. Her lip was trembling and she
looked about to cry yet
again.

“I had a great time.” He
laughed.

 


***

 


Hazel stared at the photo on her
screen for a long
time.

‘WOW! LOL!’

‘W8ing 4U!’

Linda Montagu’s face was covered in semen. She
assumed it was Damian’s. For sure it couldn’t be
Josh’s cum.

Hazel had been the couple’s neighbor for several
years. The problems had started pretty soon. She was a
party girl and she liked to host noisy
gatherings at weekends. Nothing flash, just a few dozen friends,
plenty of booze, a few drugs and lots of loud
music.

She’d even invited Josh and Linda Montagu to her
next party after they moved in. You know the kind
of welcoming gesture;
‘pop in, say hi, meet a few people’.
But they declined. You know the kind of offhand snub
too; ‘sorry, busy unpacking boxes, maybe next
time’. 

The next day they complained about the noise.
Everything went downhill from there. But it
was the time they called the police during a
COVID-lockdown that sealed their fate. Linda had paid the fine and
sworn revenge.

Hazel was enjoying a
threesome with two FWB’s the night the students came and
arrested the Montagus. She’d watched from the window as the militia
van drove them away. One of her fuck buddies was fucking Hazel from
behind and the orgasm she had as the van turned the corner was
amazing.

Her purchase of the Montagu’s place for peanuts
went through nice and smooth. She now had 12 months
to knock theirs and hers into one and to
sell the result for a big profit, giving the state a 50% share. The
builders were already in, tearing down their love nest and already
making progress with the rebuild.

So Hazel could afford to take the following
weekend off. A short vacation to revel in her
triumph. She was going to visit Pleasure Island, the luxury resort
on Penal Colony Nine and complete her destruction of Mr. & Mrs.
Joshua and Belinda Montagu.

 


***

 


At the air terminal, Damian spotted the young
porter who’d attended him when he arrived;
tanned, fair-haired, wearing smart white
Bermudas.

“Major Parks, sir. How was your
stay?”

Damian threw
him the reins of the sulky without
replying.

“How were the Johnstons
sir?”

The four ponies looked a real mess;
both males were streaked with sweat, dirt
and dust and dotted with whip marks, while the two women looked
even worse. The insides of the daughter-in-law’s thighs glistened
with sweat and fluid while Mrs. Johnston’s breasts and belly were
pockmarked with mauve bruises.

Damian shrugged. “Less than acceptable. I lost a
race from the Cock & Tail back to my hotel. My trip round the
island to Northern Point took far too
long. Frankly they’re lucky I’ve even rated them a 2 out of
5.”

The porter’s tanned face went
white. A ‘2’ was a bad
fail.

“What’s your name? You recommended
them.”

He looked sick and all the blood had drained from
his face.

“Er … Stuart,
sir.”

“Well, Stu. You can ‘stew’ on this. I rated you a
Zero.”

 


***

 


“Help yourself mate.”

Al nodded at the
senior officer. “Sure. Thanks,
boss.”

He stared at the lineup of ten females. They were
all dressed in sleeveless vests covering
their torsos down to their belly buttons. Their legs and
feet were naked.

“Any one of them?” Al checked, making
sure.

They appeared to be a
random selection, ranging from women of a similar age to him, down
to girls in their early-20s; brunettes, dirty-blondes, a redhead,
and a couple with buzz-cuts. Most were varying degrees of
attractive.

“Yeah. But just one. And pick carefully.
You can’t change her for three
months.”

At 51, Al was unusually old for a new guard on
Penal Colony Nine. His boss was only in
his thirties. But Al had done decades of
prison service on the mainland at a ‘normal’ prison. He’d retired,
taken a few months off, and then decided to apply for this job as a
second career.

He walked slowly along the line of ten different
women, eyeballing each of
them in turn. They stared straight ahead, foreheads shiny with
sweat, eyes full of fear. Al discarded about half of them
immediately, based solely on their appearance. But, in truth, he’d
have been happy with any single one of
them.

“Wow.” He turned to the
senior officer. “It’s not that easy, is
it?”

The guy chuckled. He was scrolling his phone
disinterestedly, leaving Al to get on
with it on his own.

“You get used to it mate. Bear in mind you can fuck
others during the next three months. All
you’re doing is choosing one to focus on,
to pick on, to make her life hell.”

Al nodded, and stared into the brown eyes of the
woman on his left, the first in
line.

“Name?”

“Jo, sir.”

She was trembling slightly, blinking, obviously
petrified.

“Age?”

“43, sir.”

He arched his eyebrow. She was one of his
five ‘possibles’.
She appeared younger than forty three. She had hardly any
wrinkles and her figure was still trim. He patted her knees further
apart.

“How long have you been
here?”

“Eight days, sir.”

He smiled.
“Married obviously?”

“Yes, sir.”

He ran his hand up between her thighs. She was
waxed smooth, obviously recently. Her labia felt
totally dry.

“How many men have you fucked?
Ever?”

She blushed, blinking at him. He could see the
distaste in her eyes. Women always
looked at him the same way.

“Fi … fifteen, sir, I
think.”

He sighed. Fifteen was way too many for his taste.
“How many of those since
you got here?”

“Thirteen, sir.”

“So you were on a total of only two up until a week
ago?”

A single tear bubbled
out of her eye and ran down her cheek. Her lower lip
quivered.

“Y … yes, sir.”

“Husband and one other?”

“Yes sir.”

Al patted her cunt
dismissively and glanced at his
boss.

“This one’s not for me, I’m
afraid.”

“That’s fine mate. Take your time.
There’s no rush. The nine you don’t pick will
be made available to other guys.”

Al grinned and walked straight past the next two
in line, stopping at the
fourth from the left.

“Name?”

“Lottie, sir.”

“Age?”

“23, sir.”

He grinned. He’d pegged her for mid-20s.
She had that slightly superior bearing that
made her appear older. She was staring straight ahead but her blue
eyes actually took him in.

Al knew that he
was no oil painting. He was quite fit for his age but even his dear
mother had never called his face cute. He’d long since given up
kidding himself that a woman could ever find him
attractive.

“And how long have you been
here?”

“Two days, sir.”

Oh boy. He let his eyes wander down her
nubile body, drinking in her tits and tummy and
legs.

“Single?”

“Y … yes,
sir.”

He laughed. “Family?”

“Yes sir. All are here. Parents and a
brother.”

His boss called out. “That’s her mum. Number
8.”

Al walked along the line and
looked at the woman three from the right. She eyed him nervously
but she had that same entitled bearing as the daughter. They’d
obviously been a well-heeled bunch.

“How many boyfriends has your daughter
had?”

“I … I don’t know … one I think
…”

Al waited
and then slapped her face.

“Sir! My name is Sir. Never forget
it.”

Al had shocked himself. In
three decades of prison service on the mainland he’d never
once actually slapped a prisoner on the face. But it had just come
naturally here. He walked back to face the
daughter.

“True? Only one?”

“Yes sir.”

“And how many boys have you fucked? Including
the past two
days?”

“One, sir. J … just my boyfriend. My …
ex-boyfriend, I mean sir.”

Al stared at her and glanced at his boss.
“Really?”

His boss shrugged. “We could
check. But not all the new arrivals get molested during their first
few days. There simply aren’t enough of us guys to go round. I
guess this one got missed.”

Excited, Al checked her out more closely. She
looked tired, a bit bedraggled, dark
rings round her eyes, but she’d scrub up
nicely. Her shoulder-length honey blonde hair hadn’t been cut
shaved. Her tired eyes were a pretty turquoise colour and she had
high cheekbones. However, it was her body that most aroused him;
curves and dips and unknown delights.

“Lottie, huh?” he
chuckled.

She looked at him, her expression
deadpan.

“Y … yes sir.”

“You’ll do.”
He announced. “I’m Al.”

 


***

 


She nodded impatiently at the next in
line.

A small queue of prisoners was waiting at the
entrance to her clinic. Nurse
Kimiko was on duty; part-guard, part-medic, 24/7
sadist.

On the very day of the ‘Glorious
First’ coup back in January 2022, Kimiko had
received an email ejecting her from nursing college. The reasons
given for her abject failure included a low score in all her exams
but mostly ‘a complete lack of bedside
manner’. It looked as though she wasn’t suited
to a medical career.

Fortunately, her subsequent application to the
Penal System had proven successful, as neither full qualifications
nor bedside manner were
deemed necessary for the role of a camp
nurse.

She beckoned the next couple forward; a
youngish man and a very attractive woman, both
nervous, both semi-naked. She arched her neatly plucked eyebrow at
them both. Most of the patients who were sent to her came
individually.

“Yes?”

There was no privacy. The queue at the wide
entrance could all see and hear
everything that went on inside her consulting room. The internal
walls were all made of thin glass. Kimiko usually saw three or four
patients at once.

Aside from her desk and chair, there were two
gynecological beds with stirrups on which two
patients were already positioned with their
ankles up in the air.

There was a third bed covered in plastic sheeting
which was empty. This was where Kimiko handled
any births naturally, without any nonsense such as
epidurals, blocks, analgesics or even
aspirins.

There was also a dentist’s chair. Toothache was a
common complaint amongst the prisoners. But it was suspected that
many of them used the pretence of oral
pain to try and skive off work. Hence all
such prisoners were first referred to a camp nurse like Kimiko who
would decide if they needed to visit the proper Dental
Practice.

Finally, in the tiled corner of the large room was
a toilet in full view of everybody, plus
a bidet and a handheld shower
attachment.

The man presented his ‘note’ for her. Every
patient brought a sealed note. It had to be
signed by a warden or guard giving permission for the bearer to
miss an hour or two of work for medical purposes and listing any
symptoms.

Kimiko opened the note and stared at his naked
groin. The young man had a guiche
piercing locking everything down. There was also the merest shadow
of some regrown pubic bristles.

“I have a rash, Nurse.”

“So?”

Unusually, his note had
been signed by three different guards. Apparently, all
three were making regular use of the woman, singly and together.
Furthermore, they felt she might be
‘unclean’.

“You?”

The gorgeous brunette bit her sexy lower lip
nervously. “I think I have … thrush, Miss. We
were told to report to you together, in case it’s both our
faults.”

“I see. And you two are
related?”

“Yes Nurse. Married 3 years, sentenced 5 months
ago.”

“Why are you still having physical contact with
each other?”

“The Warden, Miss. He
initiated us for our first two weeks. Then
he decided it would be best if we continue to serve our time side
by side.”

Kimiko didn’t react. She didn’t know Colonel Sykes
well but she knew of his reputation and
tastes.

She took a set of master-keys from her
pocket and unlocked the man’s steel
padlock. His scrotum was visibly swollen. His cockhead was bright
scarlet and covered in small spots with signs of
pus.

“You two have had sex?”

“No, Nurse. Well, except
oral.”

“Oral is sex.” She snapped, jerking her chin
towards his groin. “Does it
itch?”

“Yes, Nurse, terribly.”

Kimiko smiled for the first
time.

“You?”

The woman spread her feet apart and laced her
fingers behind her head. She had a splendid figure with wide hips,
a narrow waist and firm breasts. It was no
wonder that three different guards had decided
to make regular use of her curves and
holes.

Kimiko snapped
on some latex gloves and had a ferret around the woman’s vulva.
Yes, it was clearly irritated and there was some vaginal
discharge.

“You have both given it to
each other. I assume you’ve kissed your wife’s
vagina?”

“Yes, Nurse. Many times. Her
boyfriends insist I clean her up between uses.
They said if she’s unclean that it must be my
fault.”

Kimiko nodded. “Indeed it is. Those poor men. I
will ensure the three of
them get prescriptions and cream immediately. We can’t have them
suffering. So they can’t fuck you again until I give the all
clear.”

“Yes, Nurse.”

They both looked at her
expectantly.

Kimiko nodded at the woman next in line. She was a
pretty blonde wearing a Resort hostess
uniform.

“Er … what about us, Nurse?” the young
man mumbled.

“What about you?”

“Can we have something for the condition too,
please Nurse?”

Kimiko stared at their inflamed genitals. In 48-72
hours the itching and discharge would
become much more unpleasant. But the main thing was to cure
the guards first. Provided they took a break from fucking the
woman, treatment of the prisoners could
wait.

“Come back in three
days.”

“B … but …” they both frowned in
concern.

She snapped his padlock
shut and slapped his face. “Out!”

The couple trudged out of the
clinic and back to work.

“Yes?”

The blonde in the Resort uniform passed over a
sealed note. Kimiko placed it unopened on her desk and got up to
walk over to the beds. Both were occupied
by prisoners absorbing suppositories. Their knees were
supported in the stirrups holding their backsides above the
sheets.

She gave a crisp slap to the woman’s buttocks. The
prisoner had been complaining of a consistently sore throat. In the
end a guard had reluctantly sent her to see
a camp nurse.

“Feeling better?” Kimiko
asked.

The woman winced, shaking her head. “Not really …
N … Nurse, not y … yet.” She croaked.

The suppository was a large cylinder that Kimiko
had inserted deep inside the woman’s
rectum. It was a drug that would cause her
extreme constipation for several days.

Kimiko snorted and returned to the blonde hostess
who was standing, waiting. She opened the note. It was from Deputy
Warden Sadie Shark.

“Why you here?” Kimiko asked the
blonde.

“For a contraceptive injection, miss. My last one
was 3 months ago when I was
still free and living on the mainland. I’ve just had a … busy
weekend and the Deputy Warden said she wants to make sure I don’t
get pregnant. She sent me to have my contraceptive
renewed.”

Kimiko studied the
note.

“Name?”

“Linda Montagu, Miss. I’m a
hostess at the Resort.”

Kimiko nodded and returned to the gynecological
beds. She gave a crisp slap to the bare bottom of the male on the
second bed.

His stirrups were raised very high
pulling his legs wide apart. He’d torn the thumbnail off
his left hand while using a heavy mallet. After a week without
treatment it was looking like the injury might be
septic.

She smiled at his sweating face and pained
expression. She would indeed treat his
septic thumb but first the suppository would take his mind off his
nasty injury. The bee-venom inside his rectum was already causing a
terrible burning sensation in his
sphincter.

“Show me right buttock.” She said, returning to
Linda Montagu.

Kimiko opened a
glass cupboard and withdrew a very long syringe. It was one from
her vintage collection; old glass and steel with a specially
blunted needle.

Linda stared at it in horror, glancing at the
unopened boxes of perfectly normal syringes behind the
glass. Slowly she lifted her hostess skirt
to reveal her buttock.

“This hurt.” Kimiko
grinned reassuringly, filling the syringe with a large amount of
transparent liquid.

First she took a good look at Linda’s vaginal and
anal orifices. Both bore signs of recent
action and neither was clean.

“What all this?” she
snapped.

“Er … it’s semen, Miss. The Deputy Warden said I
had to come straight here without even washing
first.”


Kimiko picked up an absorbent pad and mopped up as
much as she could. Then she walked over
to the man on the bed and popped the paper pad into his
mouth.

“Chew on this.” She told him. “Do
good.”

Linda Montagu bent over, glancing fearfully over
her own shoulder.

Kimiko used a wooden paddle to give her six crisp
swats, so as to make the skin more sensitive. Then she stabbed the dulled needle into the meat
of Linda’s buttock without any warning.

“Aaaaahsssss …” Linda
shrieked.

“Quiet!” Kimiko shouted. “Do not
move. This take time.”

Moments like this were what Kimiko had trained
for. She certainly knew how
to give injections safely. But she’d studied hard to learn how to
make them painful when necessary. She began to depress the plunger,
super-slowly, smiling as the transparent fluid drained from the
syringe into her patient’s reddened
buttock.

Linda whimpered
and bleated and exhaled in pain but didn’t dare move. Kimiko
managed to make the useless injection last a couple of
minutes.

“There we are, all done. Big
fuss ‘bout
nothing.”

She dabbed Linda’s skin with a ball of cotton wool
and then threw it in her
rubbish bin along with the Deputy Warden’s
note.

“Th … thank you, Miss.” Linda said, rubbing her
buttock.

“Come back in three
months.”

“Yes Miss.”

Kimiko nodded at the
person next in line.

He was a tall, thin man with spectacles and a
pronounced limp.

“Yes?”

But Kimiko barely listened to the man’s reply. She
was thinking about the private note she’d chucked in her
bin.

Sadie Shark had sent Mrs. Montagu
to have a contraceptive injection. But inside
the private note to Kimiko, she’d requested that the injection not
be contraceptive at all. The painful shot contained nothing but
saline solution.

Kimiko didn’t know why Linda would now be having sex
with a serious chance of conception.

But who needed a reason on Penal Colony
Nine?

 


***

 


Bull was doing his weekly
round of the factory floor, accompanied by Viola, one of the young
supervisors.

“I think you have one of my recent alumni somewhere
here.” He said. “Josh
Montagu?”

She was a punkish little thing with a pink Mohican
hairstyle and lots of facial jewelry. She
exhaled cigarette smoke.

“Yeah, Warden. Row E. Position
42.”

“How’s he doing?”

She shrugged. “Work-wise or
personally?”

“Both.”

“Work-wise he’s fine. One of
our top packers. His energy flags late in the shift but that’s not
unusual during their first month in my experience. Personally not
so good. He misses his wife.”

“Linda? I sent her to the
Resort.”

“That’s right. Well, some policeman has just
visited and really fucked with them both.
He’s even asked if Josh’s friends on the packing line can fuck her
regularly.”

Bull smiled. “Yes. I saw an email with that
request. Remind me. What was the policeman’s
name?”

“Parks, sir. Major Damian
Parks.”

By now they were
walking down Row E and Bull saw Josh in the distance. He looked
thinner and his face was more drawn than the last time he’d seen
him.

Everybody stiffened to attention as Bull and Viola
approached.

“Sir!” Eight workers snapped to
attention.

“At ease.” Bull
replied, surveying Josh and the workers nearest to him. There was
one woman and six other men.

“Hello Josh. I told you I’d keep an eye out for
you, didn’t I?”

“Yes sir. Thank you.”

Bull stared at Josh’s face and body, down to his
diaper loincloth.

“Your supervisor here tells me you’re doing well,
and that you’ve embarked on a very long and
successful career
here.”

Bull remembered calculating the year would be 2063
when Josh reached the factory retirement age of 70. Mind you if he
was fit enough he could
continue well beyond seventy.

“Yes sir. Thank you.”

He checked for any slight sign of
sarcasm or resentment in Josh’s eyes,
expression, tone or body language . That’s the thing about ‘Thought
Reform’. The sentiments expressed have to be totally genuine.
Otherwise it’s just lies and lip
service.

“And which of these fine gentlemen has already met
Linda?”

Two men slowly raised their hands; the man
opposite Josh and the man to his left.

“Did she give you both a good
time?”

“Yes, sir.” Bull noticed
they glanced at Josh.

He smiled at the other men who were standing to
attention. There were four of them. Bull
stared directly into Josh’s eyes as he continued
speaking.

“Major Parks has submitted a rather unusual
request. That all six of you gentlemen are
to be allowed to form a close relationship with Mr.
Montagu’s wife.”

He watched Josh’s eyes and sharp
intake of breath. It was like a game of poker
in which Bull had been dealt all the aces and Josh held
9-high.

“What do you reckon Josh?” Bull
arched his eyebrow and smiled. “I think it’s a rather
original and amusing idea. I trust you
agree?”

“Sss.” Josh grimaced and
hissed quietly, his jaw set. Somehow he forced himself to reply. “Y
… yes, sir.”

Bull grinned in approval. He actually had
nothing against the young man. But if
somebody else did, he was sure they must have good reason,
especially a police officer. It wasn’t for Bull to get in the way
of somebody else’s payback.

“And you, gents? Would the six of you like a weekly
session with this man’s
missus? A chance to empty those balls
regularly.”

Six heads nodded, a couple uncertainly, the rest
keenly.

“That’s
settled then.” Bull turned to Viola. “Lunchtime, once a week. I’m
sure a total of 20 minutes will be sufficient. Make it a speedy
6-man gangbang so as not to get in the way of their work on the
line here. I’ll set it up with Deputy Warden
Shark.”

Viola nodded,
pulling a pack of cigarettes from her pocket. “I’ll sort everything
this end, sir. Any … restrictions at
all?”

Bull frowned quizzically
and looked at Josh.

“Restrictions? I can’t think of any. Can you
Josh?”

“Er…”

Bull chuckled. Josh’s strained,
gaunt face had flushed
red.

“Come on boy. Spit it out! Not that Linda will be
doing that!”

John seemed on the point of suggesting a few
limits but his courage failed
him.

“No, sir. N … no
restrictions.”

Bull looked at the other six men and opened his
palms.

“Hear that, guys? Her husband says no restrictions!
Any kind of sex and fun you want. But apparently Major Parks wants
you to make this about more
than just sex, yes? It’s a weekly get together. Chat to her. Get to
know her. Seduce her. And pass messages between her and Josh and
back. You six are now the link in their marriage. Make sure to give
Josh a blow by blow account when you get back after each session,
right?”

“Yes sir.” They enthused, a couple grinning at his
blow by blow innuendo.

Bull glanced at the
conveyor belt. This little chat had cost a couple of minutes
packing time but it had been worth it.

“Right, back to work all of
you.” He said, turning to Viola. “And make
sure they work double speed this afternoon to make
up.”

“Yes, Warden.”

Bull patted Josh
on the shoulder conspiratorially.

“It was good to catch up, boy. Nice to see the
‘Thought Reform’ lessons are helping. Don’t
worry. I get it. Deep down it’s reasonable
that you’re not too keen on your new mates fucking Linda, are
you?”

Josh blinked, his
eyes full of tears. “No s … sir.”

Bull nodded understandingly. “It won’t be forever.
It’s just a little test to humor Major Parks.
I’ll review my decision soon.”

Josh’s damp eyes sparked with hope and he bobbed
his head in response.

Bull looked him directly
in the eyes and smiled.

“Yes. So what’s Linda? 29, right? I’ll review my
decision on her 35th birthday.
That’s in less than six years time!”

 


***

 


Bartley was an experienced guard. Newbies looked
up to him. He’d arrived back in
2022 with the Colony’s first draft of
officers.

He’d spent the previous half-century as a drifter,
a Romani traveler mostly, working on fairgrounds that crisscrossed the mainland. Anybody called
him a gypsy got punched or worse. But when the opportunity to do
something more respectable came along, like being a Penal Colony
Guard, he’d jumped at it, despite now being 70 yrs
old.

He surveyed the bare
asses of the two girls. They were both bending over, clutching
their ankles, sniffling with trepidation. One was 21 and the other
22 but he was buggered if he could remember which was which. He’d
caught them both looking at him the wrong way and now they had to
be punished.

Bartley had volunteered as a Female Barracks
supervisor. He monitored an entire 100-bitch Hut on his own.
His Hut number F30 was full of young ladies in
their twenties. His own nickname for his little kingdom was ‘Club
18-30’.

Sure, he knew these two girls
toiled in the vest-sewing factory for 12 hours a day and
they were exhausted. But that was no excuse. He’d walked in on one
of them using the latrine bucket while her friend supported her
shoulders. They both gasped when they saw him and he just hadn’t
liked their insolent expressions, as if he’d interrupted them or
something, when it was his Hut!

Result? A thrashing.

He usually performed beatings just outside the
entrance, where anybody entering or leaving, and any
passersby, would witness the event. His
guard dog, ‘King’, an Irish Wolfhound, sat on his haunches nearby.
Several girls from the Hut knelt and watched as he’d
instructed.

The first six strokes, delivered to the young lady
on the right were mere looseners, designed
to humiliate but not to hurt too much. He
only raised his arm to half-height, before lashing the cane down
across her pale, pert and twitching buttocks. Bright scarlet
tramlines appeared in perfect symmetry from the fleshy tops of her
thighs to the meaty centre of her
cheeks.

She strove to maintain silence - as per his
required etiquette - but couldn’t help whimpering, hissing,
weeping, and stepping from foot to foot. He’d
pushed her dirty burlap vest halfway up her
back.

Bartley smiled then glanced at his
pretty audience. Half a dozen similarly aged and dressed
girls were looking on with rapt but horrified expressions, eyes
wide, lips quivering. A young brunette caught his eye and she
hurriedly looked away.

“Silence.” He barked at the sniveling girl he
was caning.

He delivered a second, similar batch to the girl
on the left. Yet more looseners, producing a parallel set of
scarlet welts on a pale
canvas.

“Hey, Bart.” He heard a male voice. “We need a cunt
for 15 minutes. Our balls are full.”

A trio of young guards was
walking past his Hut. They were drunkenly sharing a large plastic
bottle of cider. They gestured towards his audience of kneeling
girls.

“Sure.” Bartley replied. “That
one.”

He jerked his chin at the young brunette who’d
caught his eye a moment earlier.
She looked like she could do with her 15 minutes of
fun.

The guards grabbed her and dragged her down the
alleyway between Hut 30 and 31.
Her pleading echoed in the evening air.

Sadly, at 73, Bartley was unable to give his
charges the physical attention they
merited. An occasional fuck or hand-to-mouth job was all he could
manage nowadays. But he was still more than capable of doling out a
sufficient helping of corporal
punishment.

He started again on the first young lady on the
right, this time raising his
arm full-height, landing searing strokes bang on top of the marks
already left by his first round. She hollered and howled and danced
from foot to foot while still trying to stay clutching onto her
ankles.

“Pl … sss … sir …” she pleaded in
between sobs.

Bartley paused to wipe his brow. He was a sturdy
man for his age, with broad shoulders and long arms. He’d boxed for
many years. He was bald on top but had a
black-grey ponytail that swung from side to side in time with his
cane strokes.

He often remembered
the fairground at moments like this; when teenage and 20s girls
would come in boisterous groups, riding the waltzers and dodgems,
giggling and shrieking and filling their fat faces with popcorn and
toffee apples. They’d be dressed in their low cut tops and
boob-tubes, tight jeans and miniskirts, on the lookout for boys.
Not one of them even noticed Bartley.

And now? Well now they
noticed him alright. Boy did they pay him
attention. Privileged white girls sobbing and shrieking, filling
their scrawny faces with slop and swill, dressed in dirty tops that
their tits spilled out of, riding the cocks of whichever guards he
chose for them.

He swung
the bamboo particularly hard and saw a droplet of bright crimson
appear where the first girl’s skin had popped. She screeched and
her hands flew up from her ankles to claw at her
buttocks.

“Stand!” he roared.

She hurriedly swiveled and stood up,
hopping from foot to
foot.

“Hands!”

Grimacing, red eyes full of tears, she extended
her arms, presenting her palms.

He took his time, allowing anticipation to build,
waiting until she’d ceased hyperventilating. He stared coldly at
her.

Thhwaack.

He savaged the cane
across the centre of her stretched palm.

“Nnnooo …. Ssss …. Sirrrrr.” She
howled.

He waited patiently until
she’d composed herself.

Thhwaack.

He gave her five more crisp strokes, each one
layered on top of the other.

“Tits!”

She was defeated now,
her pretty face had crumpled like an empty
plastic bag, snot streaming from her nostrils down her neck, hair
tousled, lips quivering, soothing her hands under her
armpits.

“I said tits.” He repeated, in a fierce
whisper.

Somehow, she processed his order.
Sobbing, pleading, she raised the hem of her
vest and revealed her pale, fleshy, unmarked
boobs.

Thhwaack.

Thhwaack.

Two were enough. He landed them on the undersides,
sending each young tit upwards before it rebounded down and then
jiggled around, as a vicious red
mark appeared below each areola.

“Aaaahh …. pl … please sir … I’m …. s …. sorry
…”

He stared at her,
enjoying her contrition.

“Have you learned your
lesson?”

“Y … ye … yes sir. I have, I pr …
promise.”

He hesitated, like a judge awaiting a jury’s
verdict. Except that he was judge, jury and
the supreme court for that matter. He knew that she certainly
wouldn’t look at him in the wrong way
again.

He smiled at his dog King who was panting,
slobbering, staring up at him in the correct
manner.

The first girl had
dropped her gaze to the ground, tits still out, awaiting his
judgment. He decided to be merciful.

“Go and sit with the others.” He said,
magnanimously.

Then he looked at the barely marked buttocks of
the second girl.

“Do not move.”

Bartley raised his arm
full-height and embarked on round two.

 


***

 


Kimiko ratcheted the speculum so that it opened
the patient’s vagina even
wider.

A female named Cheryl was strapped onto the
gynecological bed that had just been vacated by the man who had a
septic thumbnail. Stains from his
suppository smeared the paper sheet that Cheryl was lying on.
Kimiko rarely bothered to use more than one paper sheet a day. The
environment 1 hygiene 0.

Cheryl was a pretty MILF, mid-30s, and Kimiko’s
type. When that day’s clinical session
had started, she was standing first in line and she’d even got as
far as stating she was suffering from nothing worse than a terrible
migraine. As a result, Kimiko had simply dismissed her to the back,
to wait until the end of this session.

Now, a few hours
later, Cheryl’s calves were suspended in stirrups and Kimiko had
buckled her neck, biceps and wrists down with leather
straps.

Kimiko didn’t believe in migraines. Nevertheless,
she had decided to inspect both Cheryl’s orifices to see if they
might be the cause.

One steel speculum held her anus and rectum open
and another spread her labia and vagina.

“Aaah … please.” The female prisoner begged,
shaking her head side to side as her vagina was abnormally
stretched.

Kimiko sighed impatiently and
quickly buckled an O-gag into Cheryl’s
mouth, turning her words into mere
gurgles.

A few taps on her keyboard
brought up 030374FPC9’s file; Cheryl Collett, employed as a
seamstress in the vest factory, 37 yrs old, married, one child
who’d been adopted by a nice low-income family after Cheryl and her
husband’s arrest. She’d been on the island for 13 months and there
was a fairly long list of known ‘affiliations’ with guards, both
male and female, over that period.

Kimiko perused the attached photos, GIFs and
clips of Cheryl ‘entertaining’ a variety of
body shapes, ages, genders and
ethnicities.

“Let’s have a good
look.” She chuckled, peering into the pinkness of the
well-travelled cunt. She shone a torch and, as usual, found no
signs of wear and tear. The vagina really is a remarkable thing,
actually able to withstand way more usage than even a hooker’s life
requires. Multiple fucks a day for 400 days had clearly done
Cheryl’s juicy cunt no harm.

The clinic was empty now, except for Kimiko and
the 37yr old MILF. She patted
Cheryl’s waxed mound and pressed the button that closed the
automated blinds, covering the internal glass windows. While the
room darkened ominously, Kimiko fetched her strap-on from its
display case on the wall. It wasn’t hidden. In fact it was flaunted
like a trophy.

Kimiko turned on some overhead spotlights to
illuminate the room and Cheryl in
particular. The woman maybe did have some kind of headache. She
recoiled due to sensitivity to the light and her features betrayed
signs of nausea.

Undeterred,
Kimiko unzipped her own white tunic and hitched up her skirt. She
rarely wore any underwear. The strap-on had a lovely rabbit
vibrator on the inside that slipped comfortably into her tight, 23
yr old oriental pussy, with a small remote to adjust the intensity
of the pulses.

However, the dildo that protruded from the front
wouldn’t be ‘comfortable’ at
all. It was a massive 12-inches long baton of curved silicone with
lifelike ridges and a bulbous crown.

Cheryl’s bottom lip trembled when she saw
Kimiko buckling the strap-on over her hips
and between her legs.

“N … no … please …”

“This do much good for
migraine.” Kimiko announced, as the 12-incher swayed between her
legs. She pressed the remote in her tunic pocket and felt the
delicious hum of the rabbit against her own
clit.

Kimiko used lube sparingly; just enough to get the
monster inside but not enough to
make the invasion easy. It would be up to Cheryl’s cunt to generate
its own protective moisture.

Cheryl’s neck, biceps and wrists remained strapped
down while her vagina, buttocks and legs
were now nicely raised. Kimiko adjusted the controls and brought
Cheryl’s splayed thighs forward to the edge of the sheet, at just
the right height.

“No … nah … aaaahhh.”

It took 30 seconds of good, hard see-sawing
to wedge the massive dildo inside. Despite
Cheryl’s obvious experience, she evidently hadn’t encountered
anything that size over the past 13 months. Kimiko thrust in a few
inches, pulled out a few, then lunged in a few more, out a few
more, feeling resistance each time, and then ploughing through
it.

“Nah … oh my g … nah … please …
aaaahhh.”

“How headache
now?” Kimiko enquired. “Gone. See.”

Cheryl struggled but she was
helpless.

Kimiko’s own chest was almost flat with little
‘poached-egg’ tits. So she liked making
better endowed cows suffer. She reached down and squeezed her
victim’s udders with sharp, red
fingernails.

“Noooh … my … no … I beg you …
nooooo.”

“Yes … oh my … yessssssssss.” Kimiko
gasped.

A massive climax ripped through the young nurse’s
body. She managed to wink at the camera lens
in the wall above the bed. She owned her own massive collection of
videos in which she was the star.

“Yessss … again ….
Mmmmmmmmm.”

A second orgasm crashed over the first, like waves
on a beach. She fumbled for the small remote
and reduced the intensity.

“Ngh … ngh … ngh … ngh …” Cheryl grunted in sync
with each thrust of Kimiko’s hips and pinch
of her red talons.

The fun continued for another five minutes, until
Kimiko had wrung six orgasms out of her own body and
she was finally satisfied. She came down from
the last one and sighed, grinning down at Cheryl’s tearstained
expression.

“No more migraine? Or need yet more
medicine?”

“N … no … it’s gone, nurse. I f … feel fine, n …
now.”

Kimiko slowly extracted the black
silicone cudgel from Cheryl’s ravaged pink
orifice; one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten,
eleven, twelve glistening inches were revealed one by one. There
were a couple of smears of red.

She unbuckled her strap-on and laid it
down.

“Now time for
asshole, yes?”

“No … please nurse … I promise … I’ll g … go
straight to work and never come
back. I w … won’t waste your time
again.”

Kimiko merely smiled and took a dispensing dildo
out of the drawer. It was a 10-inch cylinder with a hollow
section near the top. She picked up a vial
of Wasp Venom and slid it into the dispensing void. However, she
didn’t warn Cheryl.

The prisoner’s puckered anus had seen a lot of
unwanted action over the past year so it accepted the dildo without
too much difficulty. Kimiko
inserted 7 inches leaving the 3-inch handle sticking
out.

“Aagh!”

Cheryl shrieked as if
she’d just been stung. And she had been. But that was only the test
button.

The dildo was armed with 100 tiny needles that
emerged simultaneously at the push of the
master button. Each needle dispensed a shot of the Venom, like
being simultaneously stung by 100 wasps.

Kimiko pressed the master button on the
handle.

“Aaaagghh!”

It was fascinating. Cheryl’s eyes bulged and her
body convulsed. Her entire back passage had
been stung from just inside her sphincter all the way up to her
rectum.

The sting itself produced instant sharp pain that
only lasted a few seconds. It left an inflamed, painful red mark.
But each of those marks developed into swollen, itchy red
hives that peaked after a couple of days
and lasted about a week.

“Aaaagghh … no … I
beg …”

For the next 20 minutes, Cheryl shuddered and
shook as much as her straps would allow. Her face glowed with sweat
and, despite Kimiko’s threats, she couldn’t control
her hissing and shrieking.

A big black orderly popped his head around the
door to see what all the noise
was.

“All okay, Miss Kimiko?”

She smiled at the boy who was holding a mop and
bucket.

“Yes.” She replied. “Come here and do me a
favour.”

Kimiko eased the dildo
out of Cheryl’s ass and placed it on the other bed. She pointed a
red fingernail at the gaping sphincter.

“Fuck her ass, would
you?”

“Sure, Miss Kimiko. Anything to
help.”

He unbuttoned his white coat and pulled out his
black penis. It was commensurate
with his height and size.

Cheryl whimpered and hissed as he
slid his length inside her. But once he pushed further up
her canal, her screams became even louder than they had been
before. Apparently, being sodomized on top of wasp bites was no
fun.

Kimiko stood beside the bed and gently caressed
Cheryl’s face.

“All be good
in about a week.” She reassured her. “And migraine already
gone!

 


***

 


Al checked out Lottie’s
dormitory.

She was housed in a female barracks. He’d never
been inside one before. The Hut
contained 100 women crowded into 10 separate rooms. Each
rectangular ‘space’ on the floor was marked out in chalk. Lottie’s
space was next to the nighttime latrine
bucket.

“Nice.” Al chuckled. “How have you slept so
far?”

She glanced at him. “Not
well, sir.” This was her third evening on the
island.

He peered into the
bucket. It was empty but stained with filthy smears. Al raised an
eyebrow.

“Do you need to go?”

“No. Thank you, sir.”

“Where’s your mum
sleep?”

“In a completely different Hut, sir.
This one is for … younger
women.”

“And your dad, brother?”

“I don’t know, sir. In
a male barracks. I heard dad works on a treadmill generating power.
I’m not sure about my brother.”

Al smiled at her. “I’ll find out for
you.”

Her blue eyes flickered for a
second. She looked taken
aback.

“Thank you sir, very
much.”

He patted
her buttocks gently.

“You’ll sleep with me
tonight.”

She swallowed. “Y … yes
sir.”

They walked hand in hand the half-mile to his own
lodging.

Al shared a house with 5 other guards. It
wasn’t luxurious by mainland standards but
it was perfectly fine. His accommodation was on the upper floor. He
had his own sound-proofed suite with a good-sized bedroom, an
ensuite bathroom, and a small desk area.

The bedroom was dominated by a huge double bed
handmade on the island. Its base was a cage
under the mattress with steel bars all the way round it. This
allowed guards to lock any overnight ‘guests’ away after they’d
finished with them.

But the wide bed itself was also fitted with
pillory and stocks ‘holes’ at
each end, plus endless straps and buckles and chains and even a
funnel.

The bathroom had a nice bath, a twin basin with
marble surround, a bidet, and a proper, plumbed
toilet.

Al smiled when he saw Lottie’s
reaction.

“Better than your dorm,
heh?”

“Yes, sir.
Much better.”

“Come here.” He said.

She stood in
front of him. He lifted the hem of her stinking vest and looked at
her tits. They were adorable. It had been so long since he’d seen a
real pair of young boobies. He’d always relied on
porn.

They were pale
and full, but stood high up on her chest, with no sag at all. He
didn’t really understand bra-cups but he guessed she was a D or
probably E. In years to come they’d droop but that was somebody
else’s problem. Al was getting first crack at them. They did that
upturn thing at the front where her boobs somehow seemed to point
towards the sky. Her juicy nipples in the middle of perky areola
reminded him of raspberries.

Their eyes met. He could see her internal battle.
Only a few days ago nobody could have done
this to her. But now she had to stand there and simply take it.
What’s more, he was 28 yrs older than her with a face like a
frigging car crash.

“Take the vest off and hand wash it in the
basin.”

Her eyes did that flickering thing again and she
looked shocked.

“C … can I sir?”

“Sure. Why not?”

He followed
her through to the bathroom and watched as she switched on the taps
and dragged the grimy vest over her head. She recoiled when she saw
herself in the mirror.

“You want to have a bath
too?”

Her head flicked
sideways and there was a tear in her
eye.

“I’d … love one, sir.”

Al smiled and walked back through his bedroom to
the desk. There was a mini-bar and a snacks drawer. He poured
himself a cold beer and grabbed some
nuts.

She’d pushed the bathroom
door part-closed so it was ajar. He could
hear the bath taps running. He knocked once then simply pushed the
door open.

“Oh …”

She was sat on the toilet. She panicked and half
got up.

“Sit back down.” He said, closing the door again,
giving her privacy.

He sat on
his bed and waited a minute, sipping his beer from the bottle. Then
he knocked again.

“Okay?”

“Yes sir.”

He pushed the door open. She was naked, wringing
her vest out in soapy water while the bath was
running.

“I’m sorry, sir.” She apologized. “I
needed to … wee.”

He snorted a little laugh.
“No worries. We all need to do that from time to
time.”

She smiled at his joke. “But we’ve been told we
always have to ask permission except when using the bucket at
night. Those are Camp Rules.”

He reached out and cupped
her cheek.

“Then we must follow
those rules from now on.”

She blushed. “Yes sir.”

He sat on the toilet cover and opened his nuts,
placing his beer bottle on the cistern. He watched her hang up her
vest to dry and check the bathwater. Then she
climbed into the
bath.

“How does it feel being
virtually naked in front of people all the
time?”

Her blue eyes looked at him as she lay back in the
water.

“It’s hard, sir. But you get used to it
surprisingly quickly. There are many much harder things than
being exposed like
this.”

He nodded. He guessed
she was right. Even on the mainland most prisoners soon learn to
cope with nudity in the showers.

“Tell me about your
boyfriend.”

She shut her eyes momentarily. “It ended six
months ago. It was fine while it lasted, sir.
But he … wasn’t the one.”

Al kept his face expressionless but he was
surprised how pleased he was to hear
that.

“How long did it last?”

“On and off about three years, sir. I was nineteen
when we started.”

“And your sex life?”

She frowned,
blushing.

“Go on. Be explicit.”

“Yes sir. It was …
ordinary, I think. I lived with my parents. We didn’t have a lot of
opportunity. We cuddled and kissed and made out a lot. We only had
sex about twice a month. It was always a bit rushed, in case we
were caught, sir.”

Again, Al was pleased, but his
lopsided expression remained
impassive.

“Did you … you know … use your
mouth?”

She made a face. “A bit, sir. But my hand
mostly.”

“I see. You didn’t like …
oral?”

She gazed at him. It was a polite rather than
impudent stare. The two of them blushed.
“It’s okay but … not too much, sir.”

“And I assume no … anal
sex?”

“Never, sir.”

He met her stare full on. “You realize that all
those things are very common here, I’ve been told. Male guards
expect way more than just … making out and
hand jobs.”

“I … I know, sir.”

“And how do you feel about
that?”

Her blue eyes moistened. “The truth,
sir?”

He nodded.

“I feel sick.”

 


***

 


Kimiko stared into the woman’s
mouth.

Her head was mechanically constrained in a special
vice while her jaws were
held open by gag ‘hinges’ situated at the back of her mouth.
Several spotlights shone down from the ceiling illuminating her
pink tongue and gums and white teeth, as well as her pale face and
naked body.

Kimiko’s dentist’s chair was made of black
PVC leather. Around it, the tiled walls were
dirty and smeared with dried blood. There were straps to secure a
patient’s ankles, knees, waist, biceps, wrists and
neck.

The female patient was very pretty with a
dazzling, toothpaste-ad smile, green eyes and
honey-blonde hair. Straps buckled down her
upper body but her bare legs were currently
free.

As usual, it only took a few taps on Kimiko’s
keyboard to reveal everything; Caitlyn was 27yrs old, married just
2 weeks ago and arrested during her honeymoon.
She’d served a mere 6 days of her life
sentence so far. Then Kimiko noticed that Caitlyn had married
somebody called Samantha.

“So, where hurt?” she
asked.

“Ah … gack …” At the
back.

The Penal Camp’s Head Dentist was highly qualified
and genuinely caring. His Practice
looked after the 8,000 or so guards and volunteers, performing
everything from basic check-ups to regular hygienist work to
advanced procedures.

When time allowed, his Practice also took care of
deserving prisoners – particularly females –
suffering from debilitating pain or
requiring complex skills and equipment, subject to a referral from
the nursing staff.

Meanwhile, nurses like Kimiko looked after the
teeth of the 40,000 prisoners. It was up to her, and others like
her, whether to refer a prisoner to
the main Dental Practice. That wasn’t necessary very
often.

A female guard had given Caitlyn a note referring
her current toothache to Kimiko’s
judgment.

“Hmm … look fine.” She said, picking up a
scalpel.

Kimiko had mostly learned on the job.
She’d done a weekend’s course on the
mainland, giving her the basics of extractions, fillings, inlays,
gum scraping, and orthodontics. So far only advanced root canal
work and porcelain jackets had proved beyond her primitive
skills.

Kimiko smiled and prodded
the back of the woman’s mouth with the sharp
blade.

“Eeeeyoouuu … “

“Is easy.” She said, stabbing each tooth in
turn.

“Aah … ungh … ee?”

“Yes.” She chuckled. “Is overcrowded. So I remove
two teeth and rearrange others. Then pain go
away.”

“Nyoooo …”

Kimiko held
the woman’s pretty chin and stared coldly at
her.

“I decide.”

She went to a cabinet and took out a folder. It
was a ring-binder with laminated pages full of printed photos. Like
many dentists and orthodontists, Kimiko had a series
of ‘before’ and ‘after’
smiles of previous patients.

She flicked through the folder and found a
suitable one to show Caitlyn. It featured a woman of similar age
and looks. The ‘before’
photo showed her smiling with a nice set of straight, white
teeth.

“Nghoooooooooooooo.”

Caitlyn tried to move
her head and body but could only kick her legs when she saw
the ‘after’ photo.

It was the same woman’s smile dated 6 months
later. Her front two teeth were missing and most of the others were
crooked and overlapping and all were
stained a yellow-brown
colour.

“Ee … ngo … ngoo … ay …
on.”

That definitely sounded like ‘please, I’ll go, my
toothache’s gone’.

Kimiko remembered the photographed woman. She’d
been one of her first orthodontic experiments. Kimiko had wired a
dozen of her teeth in
random directions, sideways as well as jutting outwards, and
tightened the wires every few weeks. She’d also painted the woman’s
mouth with nicotine stain to complete the grim
deterrent.

Next she found a photo of a handsome young man.
His ‘before’ photo
showed him grinning at the camera.

His ‘after’ photo
made him look like Dracula with every tooth pointed like a needle
and stained red.

“Nooo … Eye … nuuu … ubble …
gyen.”

Something like ‘no, I’ll never trouble you
again.’

Kimiko shrugged. “It no
trouble, assure
you.”

She wandered round to the front of the chair and
surveyed Caitlin’s exposed body. The black chair was angled so that
her legs were much higher than her head which almost touched the
floor. Smiling suggestively, Kimiko trailed her fingers
from the woman’s toes down to her hips
before patting her pudenda.

Caitlyn’s ankles and knees were pressed together.
But Kimiko pressed a button and the end of the chair whirred, its
two parts slowly separating into a wide V, taking Caitlyn’s
strapped legs with
them.

Now she
had a close, uninterrupted view of Caitlyn’s cunt. There was no
other word for it. It was spread open, gaping, with everything on
display. Kimiko fingered her labia even further apart, exploring
her pink vulva, thumbing her exposed
clitoris.

Caitlyn hissed,
helpless in her bonds.

Kimiko took a good look at all the new prisoner’s
attributes. Sweetly, her skin was still lightly suntanned from her
recent honeymoon. Her body looked a bit soft, carrying a few extra
lbs on the hips, but she had no
blemishes, a curvy figure and that nice
cunt.

“So, lesbian?” Kimiko asked, fingering Caitlyn’s
anus.

“Uuyyss.” The woman’s green eyes seemed to spark
with hope.

“Had sex with female guards so
far?”

Caitlyn’s cheeks blushed under the
spotlight.

“Uuyyss … ungh
…” Yes. 

Her manic glance made it clear the female guard
had required a ‘favour’ before she’d give Caitlyn a toothache
referral note.

Kimiko smiled, reaching up to squeeze the
lesbian’s plump boobs.

“You do stuff for me too?” she
enquired, flicking a
nipple.

Caitlyn’s eyes peered up into the overhead
lights.

“Uuyyss.” She whispered, with
resignation.

Kimiko caressed her face kindly. “And how long you
known you gay? All life?”

Caitlyn nodded.
“Uuyyss.”

“No try boyfriend? No nasty penis
ever?” she made a face, chuckling in a
conspiratorial manner. Two
lesbians together.

“Nghohr.” Caitlyn replied, giving a weak
smile. Never. 

“That good.” Kimiko replied, pushing a red button
under the dentist’s chair.

At that moment, another female patient
appeared at the entrance to the clinic. Kimiko
beckoned her over.

“Yes?”

The woman curtseyed and handed over a note. Kimiko
opened and read it. The prisoner looked pale and
sickly.

“Bend over.”

Kimiko examined the patient right next to the
dentist’s chair. She had no
truck with confidentiality or discretion. It was much more
convenient for her to see several prisoners at once, either female
or male together.

She shone a torch into the woman’s backside. The
note claimed she was suffering from sickness and
diarrhea. The prisoner was a new arrival
and apparently the camp diet didn’t agree with her fussy
stomach.

“Pull open ass.”

The woman hesitated, then slowly moved her hands
up and tugged her anus open with her
fingers.

At that moment footsteps, heavy boots and
male voices could be heard in the corridor.
Six burly male guards arrived through the open door. Kimiko waved
them over and pointed at the dentist’s
chair.

“Fuck that one please.” She smirked. “Be
gentle-ish. First time.”

“Eeooo ….” Caitlyn tried to protest
but the gag-hinges made it impossible to understand the
reason for her objection. Her green eyes sought out Kimiko’s
grinning face. Her nostrils flared as she desperately struggled to
speak.

Kimiko ignored her new, bent over patient who was
holding her buttocks apart. She left her to
reflect on her symptoms a while.

The gang leader was a specialist named Brutus. He
was an extremely large, unsightly black man, with gold teeth, a
bullet head and an enormous belly. He took his time, giving Caitlyn
a good look at her ‘first’ cock. It was
impressive, even though it was not yet fully erect. He hovered over
her suspended face while she gave her
opinion.

“Uuuhhhhoooooooooooo …”

“Ssh.” Kimiko grinned down into the tearful,
emerald eyes. “First cock important moment
for all women. You very late. 27 yrs old is silly age! But
better late than never, hey?”

They adjusted the the chair so that Caitlyn’s hips
were just the right height for a rushed
gangbang.

Brutus’s shaft quickly rose to the occasion. His
bulbous crown glistened with excitement. He
teased the tip against his victim’s helpless
labia.

Kimiko chuckled, stroking Caitlin’s stretched
cheek.

“Don’t worry. Not all cocks big as this one. Some
men much smaller. You get to know all sizes. But best start
with large,
yes?”

“Eeeoooo ….
aamm …”

Kimiko stared at Caitlyn’s face as her cunt
absorbed its first erection, balls-deep. She studied her anguished
eyes as they widened, narrowed and overflowed with
tears.

She watched Caitlyn’s shoulders shake in rhythm
with Brutus’s meaty thrusts, while her tits
and nipples gyrated. The camera lenses in the overhead lights would
produce a nice recording of this moment for Caitlyn’s
file.

“Mmmm …. Yesssssssssss.”

Brutus groaned and hissed as he climaxed in
Caitlyn’s vagina. These
gangbangs were generally speedy affairs. Within ten seconds he’d
been replaced by assailant number two.

“There we are.” Kimiko cooed, stroking Caitlyn’s
sweaty hair. “Not so bad, was it? Here, say hi to
Brutus.”

Brutus was tucking his slimy penis into
the fly of his uniform. He gave Caitlyn a
gold-toothed grin.

“Hi lady. Nice tight cunt by the way. I might tap
you up another time.”

Her tits were rocking in time with the lunges of
the next man. Brutus reached down and squeezed them in his huge
black hands.

“What d’you reckon,
Kimmie? Boob job?”

Kimiko smiled at the wild expression on Caitlyn’s
face. Even at this moment the woman could hear what she and Brutus
were saying.

“Yeah, maybe.” Kimiko replied. “Instead of
orthodontics perhaps?”

Caitlyn ‘s green eyes
widened. She evidently realized this might be a
negotiation. Trade oversized tits for
crooked teeth?

“Uuyyss.” She managed to
burble.

Kimiko smiled. “We’ll see. But for now you need to
impress my friend Mr. Kwok.”

She turned to the factory supervisor
who was currently banging Caitlyn. Kwok was
another specialist, always keen on a newbie session. He was old,
with sallow skin, a black ponytail and a
paunch.

“Let’s open her backdoor shall
we?”

Kwok grinned and pulled out the
front.

“Now,” Kimiko said to
Caitlyn. “Your legs are free. Raise your
knees nice and high and present your anus to Mr.
Kwok.

The disbelieving frown on Caitlyn’s gagged face
was a picture. To emphasize her incredulity and disagreement she
tried to shake her trapped head from side to
side.

Fortunately the other
guards were on hand to help raise Caitlyn’s ankles and knees so she
could offer her back passage up to Mr. Kwok’s pleasure. He was
already shiny so didn’t need lube. He steadily seesawed his
erection through Caitlyn’s sphincter
muscle.

“How toothache now?”
Kimiko laughed.

She glanced down at the head of the other prisoner
who was obediently bent over, still wrenching her anus open.
Leaving Caitlyn for a moment, Kimiko smacked the woman’s
buttocks.

“How feeling? Better?”

“Er … y … yes,
nurse.”

Kimiko smiled.
It was amazing how being so close to a ferocious gangbang could
cure any number of afflictions.

“Get up.”

The woman looked to be in her mid/late-30s. She
was very pale, dark-eyed and visibly unwell. Kimiko slapped her
cheek to improve its
colour.

The prisoner grimaced but didn’t resist or even
turn her head. She was average looking, better than plain but
hardly beautiful. Kimiko had no real use for
her.

She went to a drawer and pulled out a foil sheet
of 8 tablets. There was no box or
label.

“Take these
every 6 hours next two days, yes?”

“Yes nurse, thank you
nurse.”

“Come back 48 hours. I check
better.”

“Of course, nurse, thank you
again.”

The prisoner curtseyed
gratefully.

Kimiko smiled kindly and sent the prisoner on
her way with a pat on the
buttocks.

The woman would be lucky to last two days before
she was back. The tablets were extra-strong
laxatives.

By now, five of the six gentlemen had partaken of
Caitlyn’s charms. The last in line was just making his entry.
Kimiko smiled at Brutus and showed him her
watch.

“It my lunch in free minutes. Perfect
timing.”

So far, Caitlyn’s deflowering had taken a mere
seven minutes.

 


***

 


Al left Lottie waiting in bed while he used the
bathroom.

He sat on the toilet. He briefly
worried about the noise but quickly rebuked
himself. He was a fucking Penal Camp guard. Grow a pair
Jones!

He washed his hands and stared at his reflection.
He hadn’t noticed any real horror in Lottie’s eyes so far. Maybe
she liked older men? He grinned. Who are
you trying to kid, Jones? Their
conversation had been all about her; her
history, her sexual experience, her
thoughts.

His tried appraising his appearance from her point
of view. His plus points were that he was largely featureless. His
face was lopsided and
somewhat triangular. The top of his head was narrower than his jaw
and his thick neck giving him a cartoon-character appearance. He
was balding but still tried to arrange his few greasy strands of
hair to deny the reality.

His negative points were his
piggy eyes, bulbous nose, and his misaligned
teeth. Thirty years earlier, girls would look at him and glance
away, as if frightened of being caught staring. Back then he’d comb
his hair neatly, pluck his nostril hairs and try to put on a brave
smile, but he’d eventually stopped
bothering.

Down below, he was ‘kind of okay’ for a guy in his
fifties. He was almost six feet tall, with only a slight paunch and
chubby thighs. His legs were muscular from years of walking prison
corridors. His cock and balls were decently
average dangling out from his very hairy
groin.

He brushed his teeth and tried to wink
nonchalantly at himself.

It was time.

“Still feeling sick?” he smiled, breaking the
ice.

She had
settled on the right. He climbed onto the left side of the enormous
bed. He’d left his underpants on.

“Kind of, sir.”

He smiled, reached out under the sheet and touched
her naked shoulder.

“Do you fancy me?”

Her blue eyes flew open in shock and she bit her
lower lip.

“What is it?” he asked, as gently as he
could.

“I … just
never expected you to ask, sir. I mean, it’s not like we … have a
choice, is it?”

He shyly trailed his fingers down her
arm.

“Do you? I want to
know.”

She shook her head very slowly. “Not really …
sir.”

He smiled at her. “I’m glad you didn’t try
to lie.”

“I … do think you’re
very kind though,
sir.”

He slid his hand onto her lovely tit, feeling his
cock harden in his tight briefs.

“You do realize that I’m under orders to pick on
you and to make your life hell?”

“Y … yes … sir.”

He squeezed her tit
hard until she let out a
whimper.

“It’s time for me to admit the truth to you now.”
He said, looking into her pained blue eyes. “I’ve spent the past
three decades ogling porn.

Nasty BDSM porn; magazines, photos, films,
stories. I’ve jerked my cock off
thousands of times to moments like this,
never once imagining I’d get the opportunity to live the reality
myself.”

She grimaced. “Pl … please sir, my breast
hurts.”

He stopped pinching but didn’t completely let
go.

“It’s time to do it, Lottie, and then we’ll
chat more.”

She blinked and nodded,
nervously spreading her legs.

Al tugged off his briefs and threw them onto the
bedroom floor. Then he slid sideways and clambered on top of
her.

“Kiss me.”

Hesitantly, she raised her head and pressed her
lips to his. Her mouth opened
and she gave him her tongue. He groaned and kissed her back,
slobbering into her mouth.

“Put my cock inside
you.”

He felt her fingers on him,
her fingertips guiding his rock hard erection into
her.

“Ahh … sss …”

She hissed. He was surprised. He’d
been warned violated women were often dry. And it had been
six months or so since her ex had been inside her. But she was
moist and ready for him.

“Mmmmmm.”

Al moaned. It was the most incredible feeling of
his life. He sunk everything he had into her
in one smooth thrust.

He took his weight
on his elbows and looked down, memorizing the
moment. It was a
fact.

Finally, at age 51 ½, Alistair Jones was no longer
a virgin.
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