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PENAL COLONY NINE

BOOK SEVEN: THE PILLORY

 


THE STORY SO FAR

 


The year is 2025 and the full horror of
life on Penal Colony Nine has now been revealed to a range
of prisoners and visitors. So
far readers have glimpsed what it’s like to arrive on the island
(‘Book One’), to work in its factories (‘Book Two’), to entertain
guests at its luxury beach resort (‘Book Three’) to toil on its
farmlands (‘Book Four’), to use its primitive facilities (‘Book
Five’) and to be bullied at the whim of a guard (‘Book
Six’).

Could it possibly get any worse?

 


SELECTED CHARACTERS

 


Bob Smith, the 60 yr old Editor (‘Leader’) of the
PUNISH Party Government.

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

Viola, a young factory supervisor

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

Junior, the Warden’s son who lives on the mainland


BOOK SEVEN – THE PILLORY

 


Bob Smith was reading the dossier
while soaking in the
bathtub.

It had been prepared for him by the
Overseas Department and it didn’t make for easy reading. His PUNISH
Party stood for the
‘People’s United Network against Inequality, Selfishness and
Hunger’. The united network was an international coalition with
global aims.

Yet, despite political pressure and the
threat of sanctions by his and other governments, the North Korean
leadership was still
putting its citizens in penal camps.

One example was Yodok Penal Labour Colony
#15, about seventy miles
from the Korean capital, housing around 40,000
prisoners.

According to the dossier, living
conditions there were terrible, with 30-40 prisoners crammed into a room, unheated and
insanitary huts, recycled clothes that were dirty and worn-out,
community toilets in a ratio of 1 for every 200 prisoners, and only
dry leaves for wiping.

Bob turned the page, shaking his head in
disapproval.

The whole thing read like a piece of fiction. Apparently
both men and women have to perform hard labour seven days a week,
including in a quarry and mine, or logging, working in textile
plants and agriculture. Work shifts start at 4 a.m. and
only end at 8 p.m. After dinner, prisoners are required to
attend ideological education from 9 to 11 p.m., where inmates
who haven’t met productivity targets are severely criticized and
beaten.

It seemed that
Yodok’s Korean prisoners are constantly kept on the verge of
starvation. Their daily rations are between 100g and 200g of corn
boiled into gruel, served three times a day. If they don’t finish
their daily work quota their daily rations are reduced or even
temporarily discontinued, no matter if they’re sick, crippled, or
disabled. Thus prisoners eat whatever animals they can catch,
including rats, snakes, frogs, salamanders, worms and insects,
though they’re severely punished if caught doing so by the guards.
Some of them even sneak into the pigsties and steal pig slops or
pick undigested corn kernels out of animal dung to survive.

Bob shook his
head and sighed. The report was beyond shocking. Prisoners are
supposedly at the guards’ mercy; officers can bully and abuse them
without restraint. Women in the camp are completely unprotected
against sexual assaults by the guards.

He laid the
dossier down on the toilet seat, rested his head against the end of
the bathtub and shut his eyes.

Yes, he was
aware that there were rumours about his own government’s penal
system but nothing like this. For example, he’d recently read about
Penal Colony Nine, run by Warden Sykes, which happened to care for
a similar amount of prisoners to Yodok. The latest Inspection
confirmed that living conditions on PC9 were civilised and
sanitary, the work was reasonable and productive, food was
plentiful, and above all, guards treated both male and female
prisoners with respect. In fact, married couples seemed to be a
speciality of Bull Sykes and Penal Colony Nine.

Bob twiddled
the hot tap with his toes and warmed the bath up while he
considered the situation. He found it hard to imagine that
somewhere in the world such conditions could exist.

But it was
clear from the dossier that such dreadful things really do go
on.

 


***

 


Bull was actually having to do some
actual bloody
work.

Most of his days were spent enjoying
himself. He’d set PC9 to run like clockwork; his deputies
supervised the show, the guards ensured everything got done and the student volunteers
helped impose discipline. Meanwhile the prisoners toiled and
suffered 24/7.

The setup allowed him to do little more
than enjoy himself; he had his once a week meeting with the
deputies and his occasional factory inspections to worry about. But mostly he could
focus on what really mattered.

His cock.

However, once a month he did have to do a bit of real work, as in
fucking paperwork. And right now he was going through the final
draft of his monthly report to the Ministry. It was tiresome but it
had to be done.

He shifted in his chair and changed a
figure with his red pen.
There were two versions of the report; the short, official one that
was distributed to most government ministers and all the media. It
was a pack of lies but the important data was the same; ‘x-many’
prisoners, ‘y-much’ production, ‘z-much’ of profit. That was all
the number crunchers on the mainland cared about anyway.

Then there was the longer, off-the-record
version that went to the select few, the likes of Zadie and her officials, and of
course the State Police. The same data, of course. But the rest of
it was the actual truth; photos and images, problems and issues,
illness and STDs, breeding and adoptions, the resort’s ratings by
visitors and suggestions for further savings that could be made on
the prisoners’ food and accommodation, stuff like that.

Of course, Bull had already had Jim
Armstrong spend hours checking both versions with a fine toothcomb
for typos, grammar and clarity. Jim had even made a couple of comments where he felt the
official record’s lies weren’t credible. Bull knew that ex-banker
Jim was better at book stuff than he would ever be. He was also
more incentivized to spot even the tiniest error. Jim’s buttocks
were in no shape to cope with yet another thrashing.

While Bull plodded through the final
draft, Jim’s missus was under his desk making the boring task a little more pleasant. She
had a good wide mouth. Similar to Linda Montagu’s in
fact.

He shifted in his chair again and thrust forwards, circling a
word with his pen. He was surprised how much he’d come to like the
Armstrong couple; both in their forties, well-educated and
privileged. They were hardly his type. But he’d found them to be
obedient, subservient and humble, while Sarah’s mature body made a
nice change.

She gagged on his cockhead. Her throat
retched as he thrust into it but she managed to keep her head bobbing without
interrupting the pleasurable rhythm.

Bull loved how the vast majority of
females quickly became
great cocksuckers under his tutelage. Some were naturals of course;
they even enjoyed it and arrived with lots of experience. Mostly
the younger women for whom giving head seemed to be a rite of
passage.

But others weren’t naturals at all.
Mostly the older ones,
who’d given up oral sex, or had never really started. Wives just
like Sarah Armstrong. Of course, in a ‘normal world’, that would be
that. Her husband would meekly accept her decision and blowjobs
would be off the agenda.

But PC9 wasn’t the normal world. Bull grinned down at Sarah.
Her eyes were looking up at him as she suckled his dark, veined
truncheon. That was one of his many rules. He demanded respect.
Great cocksuckers maintain eye contact throughout. She might not
enjoy what she was doing but that was her problem not
his.

He saw himself as a tutor. Once he’d
finished with Sarah, she’d have years of sucking cock and would please numerous men.
He liked to imagine them telling her she must have been taught
well.

Bull winked. He was ready to cum now.

 


***

 


Sarah understood his sign. A lewd, crude
wink.

She was shocked at just how quickly she’d
got used to being
treated like this; down on her knees, under a desk, sucking an
outsized penis, making it spurt in her mouth, with her own husband
kneeling right next to her.

Jim was under the desk as well, poring
through some text, only a couple of feet away. The Warden rarely used her alone. He
almost always wanted Jim present. It somehow seemed to enhance his
enjoyment.

“Mmmmmmmm … ssssssssss.”

His warm, cloying liquid assaulted her
entire mouth, blasting her palate, gums, tongue and larynx, like a
machine gun firing semen
dumdum bullets. They splattered everywhere. She did her best to
control her gag reflex and hold as much of the salty, bitter
porridge in her mouth as she could, preventing it from sliding down
her throat.

The Warden had rules. Lots of
them, like maintaining
eye contact and not swallowing without permission. She’d never even
thought about semen before. It just hadn’t been a factor in her
life. After Jim’s had done its job of impregnating her with
Juliette, it just became something she showered away after making
love.

But now she couldn’t get away from its
warm temperature, its
porridge-like consistency and glutinous texture, its saltiness and
bitter aftertaste.

And the sheer volume.

Jim hadn’t produced much cum even when he
was younger. She remembered giving him a hand job once and seeing the modest
quantity land on his tummy. The Warden seemed to produce many times
as much.

Meanwhile, Jim had looked up from his document and was
watching her. The Warden insisted he always study her performance
closely. She opened her mouth wide and the Warden’s black face
smiled down at her. He studied the state of her tongue and gums,
peering inside her mouth for ten seconds.

“Share it.”

Jim obediently leaned over. She sealed her
lips against his, passing over as much of the chewy gunk as she could. His eyes
widened and his forehead creased but he took it all like a man, so
to speak. At the last moment she puckered her lips in a
split-second kiss.

He opened his mouth and presented the
contents to the Warden. Thankfully, Bull smiled, satisfied.

“And again.”

This time Jim passed it back to
her. There was a fair
bit less. She gulped it down.

“Enough.” The Warden barked. “Come out from under
there.”

Sarah stood in front of his desk with Jim
alongside her. The Warden looked at them as any boss might survey a couple of
lowly clerks.

“I have a guest arriving soon. Bull Junior. I don’t know the
boy well as he grew up with his mother. But he’s my son and I
expect you both to show him complete and utter deference. Is that
clear?”

“Yes sir.”

“You are very lucky that his first visit
coincides with your
induction in my home. That’s a great privilege and if you impress
him, who knows, I may reward you in some small way? On the other
hand, if he’s not highly impressed, I will definitely punish you in
ways you can’t imagine. Are you both following me?”

Sarah felt the Warden’s eyes flitting from
her to Jim and back,
studying her reaction.

She swallowed. “… y … yes sir.”

He stared. “You give decent head for a new
prisoner. My son is only
21 so I’m sure he’ll want to empty his balls as soon as his plane
lands. That will be an early opportunity for you to impress
him.”

“Th … thank you, sir.”

She felt her neck prickle with the
embarrassment of sucking off a boy of Juliette’s age the
moment he stepped off a plane
and pretending to be grateful for the opportunity. She watched the
Warden as he turned his gaze onto Jim.

“That all okay with you as well, kid?”

There was an awkward silence before she heard
him reply.

“Yes sir. I’ll do all I can to help.”

The Warden obviously didn’t like Jim’s
moment of hesitation but he seemed prepared to ignore it. He nodded at both of
them.

“And then I’m sure that my son will be even
more excited to meet your daughter.”

 


***

 


When the conveyor belt finally
came to a halt for the evening,
Josh was physically and emotionally exhausted; thirteen hour days,
seven days a week, on grim rations and interrupted sleep. It was
now 7.30 p.m. and he’d been working since 6 a.m., with just a half
hour break at lunchtime.

However, his workday was still far from
over. He still had the possibility of overtime to complete any unfulfilled quotas, then
possible punishment sessions, another mealtime, and finally two
hours of Thought Reform lessons.

But today, he was surprised by
Viola, who appeared at his
side.

“Come with me.” She said, stubbing out a
cigarette.

He followed her down the conveyor belt
aisle and along a
corridor to a door marked ‘Private - Supervisors only.’ She pushed
him through.

Inside was a kind of relaxation
room, with clothes
lockers on the wall, a hot drinks station and a sandwiches machine,
a TV, and various seating areas. The space smelt strongly of
cigarettes and sweat.

It was empty apart from another male
prisoner who was standing, waiting. Josh didn’t
recognise him but he
looked a similar age and build to himself.

“Tom, Josh. Josh, Tom.” Viola introduced them.

“Hi.” Both men nodded warily.

“I’m horny.” Viola said, patting the other
prisoner on the shoulder. “Tom’s my usual tongue-bunny aren’t you,
Tom?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“But I fancy a change.” She grinned at
Josh. “Or rather an addition.”

Josh gulped. He had grown to quite like
Viola. But fancy her? No
way. She was barely half his age, a chain smoker, with elfin looks
and way too many piercings, plus the ridiculous pink Mohican
hair.

“I … sure, Miss.” He replied.

She reached out and ran her thumb down his cheek.

“I do like me an older boy.” She
giggled, handing Tom a
key.

Josh watched the other prisoner unlock his
cock-cage, only too aware that Damian had taken away the key to his own.

Viola pouted sadly and thumbed Josh’s
lips.

“Don’t worry. One cock’s enough. I prefer
your cute little mouth anyway.”

She sat down on a sofa and lit another
cigarette. She was wearing her usual uniform of thigh-high black boots, a skirt and tight
sweater, with her nametag on her almost-flat chest.

“Kneel down, Josh, and kiss Tom’s cock for me.”

Josh grimaced and shut his eyes. “I … can’t … please.”

He heard a click and looked at her. She
had cocked her Glock pistol and was pointing it straight at his groin.

“Don’t be disobedient, Josh. Or I’ll blow
your balls
off.”

He knew that she could, and maybe even
would. He didn’t want to
find out. So he got down on his knees.

“Good boy. Forget about Linda. I’m your
entire focus now.”

She leaned forward and exhaled a plume of tobacco smoke
into his face. His eyes stung. He blinked at her prominent
forehead, upturned ‘manga’ nose and pointy ears.

“Yes, miss.”

“I like to see my boys to get along.” She
cooed. “No jealousy.”

Josh stared at her and then at Tom’s penis. It was dangling
between his legs, in front of his scrotum. It looked like any other
flaccid cock; wrinkled and unsightly. Josh almost
retched.

“Kiss it.”

She was still holding her gun. He had no
choice.

Tom just stood there. The guy
was about six foot tall,
flat abs, shaved head and body, smelling of a day’s sweaty work in
the factory.

Josh leaned forward and pecked the
flaccid, uncircumcised
polo-neck of skin on the tip.

“Mmm …” Viola murmured approvingly. “Make it
hard.”

Somehow, Josh forced himself to put his lips around the wrinkled
skin and gradually took the soft penis into his mouth. He started
sucking, trying to block his mind. At least he knew what a blowjob
was meant to feel like. From the recipient’s point of
view.

“Lovely,” Viola’s words invaded his brain and he felt her
stroking the top of his head like he was a dog, “you’ll become a
good cocksucker in no time at all, won’t you my
darling.”

Tom groaned and Josh felt the shaft in his
mouth hardening. He used his tongue to caress it.

“It’s been a while since Tom was unlocked,
hasn’t it darling?”

“Yes, Miss.” Josh heard the other man
whisper.

Slowly he built a rhythm. Tom grew larger and firmer in his
mouth. Josh had to retreat off the shaft slightly and focus on the
swollen crown.

“There’s good boys.”

Josh sensed Viola adjusting herself on
the sofa. She’d stubbed
out the cigarette and holstered her pistol. He could see her out of
the corner of his eye, raising her skirt. She’d begun strumming her
clitoris.

He was stunned by her pubic hair. It was dyed pink to match the
Mohican on her head. But it was also plentiful; a thick clump of
completely untrimmed hairs engulfing her vagina.

“Enough.” The tip of her black boot nudged
him. “Kiss me now.”

Josh released Tom’s cock and looked
up at her. It was clear
she didn’t mean kiss her on the mouth. He shuffled
forwards.

Her fingers stopped rubbing her clitoris.
He put his lips to her
inner thigh and slowly slid them towards her vagina. OMG. The
tangle of pink hairs went all the way round to her bottom. Her
female aroma was overwhelming. Her orifice looked like a greedy
toothless maw.

He suddenly thought of Linda. To conquer
his disgust, he tried to
imagine his wife. Her body that was now denied him.

He kissed Viola’s labia, her vulva,
slipping his tongue
deeper inside. She tasted strong, heady, salty, but not actually
awful. She was obviously excited. She smelt and tasted of deep
arousal.

“Yesss.”

Her heels were now behind his head, pulling
his face into her.

“Here.” He heard her murmuring to
Tom.

Josh became aware Tom was now standing
beside the armchair. She
was sucking his erection. Her head was bobbing up and
down.

Suddenly he became aware of discomfort. His own caged cock
was trying to swell. He felt so inferior. Tom was getting his dick
sucked. Meanwhile he was just lapping at Viola’s hungry beaver. He
felt a pink hair in his teeth and forced himself to swallow
it.

“Mmm … out of the way.”

She prodded his neck and Josh pulled
aside. In moments, Tom had taken up position and slid his
erection inside her. He
began fucking her on the sofa.

“Here.” She gasped at Josh. “Kneel by me, darling.”

He knelt by the sofa. She smiled at
him.

“I fancied you since the moment we met. I
like to have two or three boyfriends at the same time. You are one
of them now.”

He swallowed. “Yes, Miss.”

“And you know what you’re
going to do for me when
Tom cums, yes?”

Josh looked into her eyes. He
didn’t know but he had
an inkling. Here he was, much older, better looking, well educated,
married, and yet she’d simply been able to choose him to join her
ménage.

“Clean … you?”

She gasped, winked, blowing him a kiss. “Well, we all have
to start somewhere.”

Her facial expression was growing more and more excited with
each of Tom’s energetic thrusts. Her red lips were open, lipstick
smudged, eyes glazed. She opened her mouth wider and threw her head
back.

“Y … ye … yes.” She hissed, groaning in
release. “Mmmm …”

He watched has she climaxed; her eyes
shut, forehead creased, mouth gasping and crying out. Then Tom
groaned and his body
froze too, buttocks clenching and unclenching.

Viola finally opened her eyes and peered at Josh.

“Mmm … that was gooooood.” She
sighed. “How’s your
cock?”

He made a face. “Hard … frustrated.”

She pouted, blew him a kiss and smiled.

“You’ll eventually get used to it, my darling. I don’t have a spare
key, I’m afraid.”

Tom rolled off carefully and revealed the
scene between Viola’s skinny legs. Her pussy was two distinct shades of pink; a coarse
pink that matched her hair, which framed a vivid, glistening
rose-petal colour. There was a globule of white semen emerging. Her
thighs and knees were spread obscenely wide.

Josh looked up from between her legs to her face.

She beckoned him with her curled finger.

“Come on, lover, your turn now. Tom’s done
his job. You can clean
me up while you get me off again.”

 


***

 


“Staying at the Resort?”

Hazel smiled at the young man sat in 8b.
He was a handsome black
kid who’d spent most of the flight merely staring out of the
window.

He looked at her and seemed to
hesitate, as if deciding
how much to say.

“No. I’m being put up by a
relative. You?”

“Oh, I’m staying at the Resort. Can’t
wait.”

His eyes studied her. “Can’t wait?”

“It’s a special invitation.” She answered.
“I’m taking revenge on a couple who were sent here a
month or so
ago.”

“Revenge? What’d they do?”

Hazel smiled, squirming a little in her
seat. Her screen said there were only 8 minutes until
landing. She felt warm
between her thighs.

“Oh, not much really. They lived next door
to me. You know how neighbors can sometimes be annoying.” She shrugged. “So I fucked
them.”

“Hum, I see. So wasn’t that your revenge?”

Hazel frowned. Was this kid
some kind of
goody-goody? Of all the fucking seats on the plane they’d sat her
next to some preacher.

“Of course not. My revenge has hardly started.”

 


***

 


Junior saw his dad waiting at the small terminal.

“Hi son. Good flight?”

“Fine thanks dad, apart from an
annoying woman sat next
to me.”

They shook hands awkwardly. Both of them
seemed to sense a hug would have been overdoing it. Some porter in white Bermudas and a
short sleeved shirt took his bag.

He stared in shock at the cart parked
outside. It was pulled by four human ponies. Still, he bit his tongue and kept quiet.
He didn’t want to start arguing as soon as he arrived.

He and his dad rode in the back of the cart while the porter
sat upfront and drove the ponies. The sun was baking hot and the
road surface was rough. He heard the crack of the buggy
whip.

“Why don’t you have a car, dad?”

“I do son. Two, in fact; a Land
Rover and an electric
sports car. But I don’t get to use them much. These buggies are
much more convenient, cheaper to run, and better for the
planet.”

Junior did his best to ignore his father’s
crude wink.

The four ‘ponies’ were all women, all
struggling, and all
white. He could hear them gasping and grunting as they heaved the
cart up a slight incline towards the peak in the centre of the
island. Another shrill crack rent the air as the porter lashed
somebody’s back.

He stared at his dad who was laughing,
enjoying the
ride.

“Is this really what life
here is like? The rumors are
true?”

“This … ? This is nothing son. I’ve got a
couple of nice surprises
lined up for you when we get home.”

 


***

 


Lesley sipped her tea and watched the Clark
parents struggling.

They were both stood astride her ‘Spanish Donkey’ plank. The
homemade structure was a simple piece of wood mounted across two
X-bars. Nailed onto the wood was a strip of shiny copper. It was
connected to several electricity cables.

Sebastian and Josephine Clark
were totally naked and
stressed, trying to avoid the crackling electricity and sharp nails
that studded the upper edge of the crossbar.

Josephine’s bare legs were four inches shorter than her
husband’s so Lesley had allowed her to stand on a 4-inch high box.
For as long as she remained up on tiptoe, she could keep her coccyx
and labia clear of the copper ridge and random nails.

Her husband was standing on the floor facing her. He too was on
tiptoe, raising his legs to keep his thighs and dangling scrotum
from being ravaged by the sharp points and copper ridge.

Lesley had set the electric current to
random. Fifty percent on, and fifty percent off. But there was no pattern. Ten seconds
‘off’ were followed by five minutes ‘on’, followed by two minutes
‘off’ and then just a one second surge. It was highly entertaining
watching them both shoot into the air as a sudden jolt blasted
their resting thighs.

It would have been hard enough, even if
they weren’t attached together. But the two of them were joined by
twin posture collars
that kept their necks raised and their eyes staring helplessly at
each other. The collars were joined so that Mr. and Mrs Clark had
to raise themselves and take their rests in synchronized
tandem.

“That’s it.” Lesley encouraged them. “Not
too long to go
now.”

The pair had been at it for over an hour already. The pain
in their feet, ankles and calves was now even worse than the
scratches, cuts and jolts to their tender parts. They stared at
each other manically over the rims of the posture collars, both
trying to communicate with their eyes. They had red ball gags
locked in their mouths. Slobber, sweat and tears covered their
crimson, agitated faces.

There was a knock on Lesley’s door.

“Enter.”

She was sat the desk in her office. The
Clarks were positioned
next to the window where passersby could see them.

An officer entered and saluted.

“Yes?”

“First dozen completed, Ma’am.”

He was tall, with Rasta dreadlocks and numerous tattoos
emerging from under his canvas uniform. The officer placed a
clipboard down on Lesley’s desk.

Lesley nodded and picked up the clipboard.
“And how was she?”

He flashed a grin. His teeth shone very
white against his dark
skin.

“Very messy by that stage, Ma’am. I went
twelfth and last! But she was no longer crying. I had
to slap her around a bit
to get some reaction.”

Lesley called over to the Clarks. “Hear that?
Eva’s completed her first dozen gentlemen.”

Unable to speak, Sebastian and Josephine simply
moaned.

Lesley smiled at the clipboard. 22yr old
Eva Clark was embarking
on a conception marathon with a miscellany of selected gentlemen at
a minimum rate of 12 per day. Eva’s young and fertile womb was
unprotected from vigorously swimming sperm.

Lesley had friends on the mainland. They
were a mixed-race lesbian couple who wanted a family of three children without all the
hassle of insemination and pregnancy. It was far easier to
outsource the messy and ageing part to female prisoners. They’d
already adopted their first and Eva’s would be their second. When
the time came they’d fly over, stay at South Beach Resort and
attend the birth.

Still seated, Lesley smiled at the officer
and made a ‘be-my-guest’ gesture. He sidled over to the Spanish Donkey and studied
the sweating, naked couple. Josephine’s tilted face was covered in
drool.

“Yeah, I can see a slight resemblance between
daughter and mom.”

The officer’s eyes examined her naked back
and buttocks before sliding his hand down Josephine’s front. Her tits were pressed
against her husband’s ribs, his belly to her waist.

“Your daughter’s tits are better than yours.”

He chuckled at Sebastian’s gagged
expression of anger and slid his strong hand down to appraise
Eva’s father’s
genitals.

“Do you have plans for this one?” the officer
turned to look at Lesley.

“Not particularly. I was going to put him to work in the factory,
alongside his wife, maybe both on the treadmill. Why?”

The officer shrugged and nonchalantly
squeezed Sebastian’s
balls, making him utter a screech through the ball gag.

“There’s a pillory party tomorrow. We
need a few newbies to
put in the pillories and stocks. Nothing heavy.”

Lesley grinned. The guards’ pillory
parties were legendary. It was a tradition that none of the Wardens or Senior Officers
attended them. The guards were allowed free rein and given a few
dozen victims for a no-holds barred orgy.

“So nothing permanent?”

“Oh no, just for a couple of days.”

The officer let go of Sebastian’s
scrotum and leaned down
to peer at his behind. He placed both his thumbs at the entrance to
the man’s anal crevice.

Lesley got up from behind her desk and walked over to join
them.

“Yes, I think that could be arranged.”

The officer tugged open Sebastian’s
cheeks, gazing inside.
Lesley was focused on both Clarks’ faces. She saw wonderful anguish
in their eyes.

“This prisoner was caught trying to flee justice. He’d hired a
pilot and a private jet. Imagine that?”

“Sounds like a few hours in the pillory
would be thoroughly
deserved then?”

“And Lakshit is currently training his
son.”

The officer laughed, releasing Sebastian’s
buttocks.

“In that case, like father like son. I’ll
make sure dad gets a little backdoor fun while he’s in the
pillory.”

Lesley nodded, stroking Josephine’s tear-stained
cheek.

“Yes, we can’t be letting the female Clarks
have all the fun.”

 


***

 


At that very moment, Lakshit glanced up.

A sixth sense told him he was being talked
about. But it was a whimper that had disturbed his concentration.
He stared at the pair of
pale buttocks awaiting his attention. They belonged to a very
handsome white boy named Adam Clark. Deputy Warden Lesley had
requested that Lakshit introduce the young stud to life in Penal
Colony Nine.

Young Master Clark was a fine,
upstanding 21 yr old; a little
over 6ft tall, square-jawed with a good body, an above-average
penis and decent balls. But he was currently wearing a wooden
humbler that stretched those same testicles back painfully behind
his thighs, forcing his torso into a nicely bent over position. His
buttocks were very attractive, without a single hair or pimple, and
his anus was spotless and virgin.

The whimper was no doubt caused by his
glowing scrotum. Lakshit had recently painted Adam’s flaccid cock
and stretched balls with
Deep Heat muscle rub, laced with red jalapenos, to gauge the new
arrival’s bravery and tolerance to pain.

There were only 8,000 or so guards and volunteers on the
island. Prisoners outnumbered them on a 5:1 ratio but there had
never been any problems; not one single riot, disturbance or
escape. The threatened reprisals combined with the extreme control
exercised by the guards crushed any embers of
resistance.

Previously, Lakshit had run his parents’
newsagents on the mainland for the first 20 years of his adult life. It was only after the
‘Glorious First’ that he applied for, and got, this job. In spite
of his lack of experience, the interviewing officer was looking for
homosexual guards in order to achieve a fair balance of quotas.
When Lakshit had enquired if same-sex relations were tolerated in
the new penal system, he was told LGBTQ+ activity was not only
allowed, it was actively encouraged.

Initially he’d only had relationships with
gay or bi prisoners trying to curry favour with him. He’d
allow them to suck his
cock and yield up their asses to earn some tit-bit or to avoid a
punishment. He had nothing much against Caucasians. Some of his
best friends on the mainland were white.

However, he’d spent his first months
studying the government’s Though Reform Agenda and so much of it rang true. Lakshit
hadn’t been able to choose his own sexuality. He was simply gay. So
why should all these privileged elite prisoners get to choose their
sexualities?

The first time he plundered a straight
man’s ass had been the
most memorable sexual experience of his life. It was like a
calling. From that moment on Lakshit understood his role in life.
His career. He was a penal camp guard. But he was more than that.
He was a teacher of ‘Sexual Thought Reform’ as well.

He glanced up from the magazine he was flicking though. It was
a new, small-circulation publication titled “Forced Butt Monthly”
with advice for people like him. There were the usual photos and
letters but also interesting interviews with psychologists on the
mental aspect. How to use trauma to maximize a hetero’s learning
process.

He stood up and wandered over to the
corner of the room.
Lakshit shared a house with 5 other guards. Each of them had their
own sound-proofed bed-bath-living suite upstairs. They shared a
communal hall and games room on the ground floor.

“Hush, my friend. You must keep quiet or
you will annoy me.”

“Pl … ssss.” Adam hissed. “It st … stings …
sooo … much, sir.”

Lakshit smiled and leaned down to whisper
in Adam’s ear. “This is nothing, my friend.” He ran a fingertip around the rim of
the young man’s anus and down to his gleaming balls. “You are lucky
you still have these things for me to play with.”

His victim sniveled. Lakshit was 42 yrs
old, twice the young man’s age. He relished variety; from proud fathers in their 50s to
husbands in their 30s, to young men like Adam Clark. As long as
they had a nice, tight muscular rectum that had never been
plundered before, that was all that mattered to him.

“What would you like first?” Lakshit
asked. “Some Deep Heat
cream in your asshole next? Or a nice cock in there
instead?”

Adam let out a loud sob. “Pl … I …
I’m not gay.”

Lakshit picked up the red tube of muscle rub
and squeezed a generous blob onto his fingertips.

“No, my friend. I know you’re not gay … yet.”

He fingered Adam’s anus apart and slid two
fingers inside. They were covered in Deep Heat. He planted
the cream as far up the young
man’s passage as he could, jiggling his fingers about for ten
seconds.

“There, my friend. You can remain proudly heterosexual for a
little while longer.”

Lakshit wiped his fingers across Adam’s
buttocks and smiled. He’d used the Max Strength cream. In moments, the menthol began its
work.

“Aah … aah … sss.” Adam gasped, trying to
squirm but restricted by
the humbler. His buttocks clenched and unclenched and his toes
stamped a little dance of agony.

Lakshit chuckled and returned
to his chair and his magazine.
He was in no rush. Lesley had told him to take his time. To stretch
out the ordeal. So he was going to start with Adam’s mouth anyway,
not his asshole.

He had a fine variety of o-gags, funnels,
masks, gum-shields, cock-protectors and the like, as well as a force-feeding drip. The
fake sperm produced by the STUEL factory was way, way worse than
the real thing. After a few pints of that stuff Lakshit had known
hetero prisoners beg for his own, rather sweet-tasting semen
instead.

He began reading his magazine again.

 


***

 


Sarah stood with the other servants
outside the main entrance to the Warden’s residence. Everybody was there; Cook and
her husband Nick, a new couple she didn’t know the names of yet,
and finally Jim, all lined up to greet the Warden and his
son.

Only Juliette was missing.

A cart eventually came into view around
the final bend, pulled
by four sunburned ponies. Sarah straightened her posture, shoved
her tits out and pulled her buttocks in. She knew what was
expected.

They all bowed or curtseyed as the cart came
to a halt.

Nick scurried forward to open the side
door of the buggy. He
was dressed in black tailcoat and full butler regalia, despite the
humidity.

“Welcome to the Warden’s Residence, sir.”

Sarah was surprised to see how nice looking the son was. He was
tall and broad, with fine features. But mostly it was something
else; a confidence and calmness in his bearing, despite only being
in his early-twenties.

They walked through the main entrance and
into the house. The
Warden gestured for Sarah and Jim to follow them, while Cook, Nick
and the other couple returned to their various duties.

“You must be horny after your flight?” the Warden said to
his son, jerking his thumb at Sarah. “Blowjob?”

“Dad!” the embarrassed kid replied. “I have a
girlfriend.”

“So? I’m not suggesting you do any more
than empty your full balls down this prisoner’s throat. I know she’s old but she gives
pretty decent head.”

The Warden eyed her and Sarah stepped forward
enthusiastically.

The son glanced at her. She was pleased to detect something in
his eyes that wasn’t disgust at her appearance.

“She’s very nice, dad. But one, I already have a girlfriend,
Lara. And two, I don’t approve of all this …” he waved his hand as
if to indicate the entire island. “These people are humans. They
have rights.”

The Warden’s laugh was deep and loud. He
shook his head at his
son.

“Careful, Junior. You sound like one of those #ROMEO
terrorists. Next you’ll be saying that ‘real opportunity’
applies to Mr. and Mrs.
Armstrong
here!”

Sarah stood still, unsure whether to get down
on her knees in front of the son or to take a step backwards.

“Armstrong?” Junior was staring at her.

“Yeah.” The Warden chuckled. “Sorry, we
don’t bother with names much here. Meet Sarah and Jim Armstrong. And they have a hot
little daughter too. I’ve been saving her up for you.”

Sarah saw something in the son’s
intelligent eyes.

“Yeah, sure. Hey, I’m sorry dad. I was being
rude. I’d love a blowjob right now.”

The Warden patted his son on
the shoulder. “That’s my boy.
Dump your cookies down her throat and then we’ll have a nice drink
out on the deck.”

“Sounds great! Which way is my bedroom?”

 


***

 


Junior shut the bedroom door and put his
finger to his lips.

“Ssh. You are really Sarah
Armstrong? Juliette’s
mom?”

The woman’s forehead creased in a worried
frown. “Yes sir.”

Junior suddenly had a flashback. He and
Lara were in bed early
one morning. They’d just woken up and made love when his phone
rang. He could even remember the exact time; 5.59 a.m.

The call was Mercutio telling him that Juliette and her parents
were being sent to the Colonies.

“You don’t know me, Mrs.
Armstrong. But my best
friend is dating your daughter. They’re in love.”

“In … love? Juliette?”

Junior pulled out his phone.
He scrolled through
until he came across a photo of an attractive, smiling young black
man. He held it up.

“Mercutio.”

“But … I …”

He flicked through a few more pics until he found one of
the four of them together; himself and Mercutio with Lara and
Juliette; two nice looking black boys laughing alongside two cute
white girls.

She stared at him, mouth open, tears in her
eyes.

“I … never knew. I guess she thought I might … you know … mind her
being with ...”

Junior smiled kindly and put his hand on
her shoulder.

“Nowadays people are guilty of far worse crimes than that, Mrs.
Armstrong.”

He turned the key to the bedroom door and locked it, then
had a quick glance around the guest room. It was luxurious; super
king bed, seating area, desk, mini-bar, wall TV, ensuite bathroom,
a balcony overlooking the green hillside.

“The first and most important thing is for
you to warn Juliette. If my dad gets wind of the fact your daughter knows me, my idea
will be fucked. Because the second thing is for me to gather
evidence, photos and interviews, and to report it when I get back
to the mainland. To get help.”

“But … report it? To whom? My husband has just read through the
Warden’s Monthly Report. Everybody knows what goes on
here.”

Junior took her pale, trembling hand in
his. He shook his
head.

“Not everybody, Mrs. Armstrong. People
right at the top don’t know. Bob Smith doesn’t, for
one.”

 


***

 


Hazel sat drinking tea with the Deputy Warden.

Sadie Shark was a charming, overweight
ex-prostitute who had welcomed her enthusiastically. She’d explained that in her role it
was important to bully prisoners at random. There were simply too
many to be able to pick on them all to the same extent. But it was
possible to focus on a handful with wonderful results.

“Shall I call her in? Are
you ready?”

“I thought you’d never ask!” Hazel joked in
reply.

Linda Montagu stared in horror the moment
she walked in. She was
wearing a print dress that Hazel vaguely recognized. It was from
Linda’s mainland wardrobe. She had high heels on as
well.

“Linda, I think you know Hazel?” Sadie cooed.

“Yes, Ma’am. Hello, Hazel.”

“That’s Ms. Whiting to you.” Hazel
snapped.

“I … I’m sorry, Ms. Whiting.”

Hazel beckoned Linda over with a curled
finger. She slowly raised the hem of Linda’s dress all the way up
to her waist. Her mons
and cunt were hairless.

Somehow Linda managed to remain standing
motionless despite being exposed within ten seconds of entering the
room.

“I hear you’ve had a busy few weeks,
Linda?”

“Yes … Ms. Whiting.”

Hazel laughed and winked at
Sadie. “No, Linda. Those
weren’t busy! This
weekend is going to show you what busy is.”

“Pl … please … Ms. Whiting. I’m
sorry for what Josh and I did
but surely it doesn’t …”

Hazel sat up and slapped Linda’s cheek.

“Shut up! I am going to get my revenge this
weekend and there’s fuck
all you can do about it. Bend over.”

Wiping tears from her eyes, Linda obeyed.
Hazel slid the hem of
the dress up Linda’s spine, revealing her pale bottom.

“I have booked a hundred men for you over
the next 48 hours.” Hazel said, patting Linda’s left buttock, enjoying the woman’s
stifled sob. “I’m told that the Deputy Warden here sensibly
arranged for you to have a new contraceptive injection to avoid any
… brats. That’s lucky, isn’t it?”

“Y … yes … M … Ms. Whiting.”

“But first I think a few strokes of the cane are needed to warm you
up and calm me down.”

Hazel took the bamboo from under
the sofa. Sadie had
given her several earlier to hide out of sight. She chose the
lightest, stingiest of the set. Pain was more important than
damage.

“Don’t move.” Deputy Warden Sadie warned
Linda as she settled comfortably into the sofa to watch.

Hazel had never actually hit anybody in her life. The
earlier slap was the first time she’d even cuffed someone. She had
no experience of consensual BDSM play or anything like that. This
was for real.

She raised the cane until it pointed to
the ceiling and composed herself. Then she swung it down with all her
might.

Craaaack.

Her aim was off. It landed below Linda’s
pretty bum and whacked the tops of her legs instead, leaving a crimson welt on her
upper thighs.

“Whoops.” She laughed.

Linda hissed in pain, rolling
from foot to foot,
fingers clenching and unclenching by her side.

“No problem.” Sadie reassured her. “It takes
a while to get the knack.

Hazel raised her arm and swung again, this time lashing the
high point of Linda’s buttocks, sending the flesh rippling to and
fro.

“Aaaah … sss …” Linda shrieked and hissed in pain.

It was breathtaking. Hazel had never
experienced any high like it in her life. Her clitoris, pussy and nipples throbbed but the
best part was the buzz in her brain. She couldn’t help actually
giggling.

Craaaack.

Craaaack.

Craaaack.

Linda began hopping about and holding her
bottom with her hands. She was sobbing and moaning and
bitching.

“Hold on a sec.” Sadie said.

Moments later four uniformed men rushed
into the room. They were carrying a wooden bench-type structure. Quickly and
efficiently they fastened Linda’s wrists, waist, knees and ankles
into Velcro cuffs.

Now Linda’s pretty, pale and
striped bum was defenseless,
her body buckled down.

“Have a bit more tea first.” Sadie refilling
both cups.

Fortified by some tea and a rest, Hazel took up her stance
again.

Craaaack.

Craaaack.

Both women cackled at Linda’s wailing. The
sinews in her forearms
tensed and she battled the cuffs to no avail. Hazel was getting her
eye in now. Savage blow after savage blow.

“My phone.” She said. “Please take some pics for me.”

Sadie grinned and took a range of shots
and clips. She got up from the sofa and filmed Linda’s devastated cheeks, covered in
purple weals, cherry stripes and a lovely pink radiance.

“Pleeeeaaasse!” Linda managed to beg, incoherently.

Hazel lost count but she guessed it was
about 50 strokes when she stopped. The Deputy Warden simply
smiled, seemingly not
caring either way. She took another slurp of tea.

“That ass is going to be rather
uncomfortable once the guys
start banging her.”

Hazel giggled, wiping her brow. Linda’s
bottom was going to be very sore indeed. She couldn’t imagine
whether being fucked on
her back or buggered in her anus would be worse.

“Can I see the photos?”

Hazel scrolled through the digital
collection, enjoying
everyone. Then she looked at Sadie meaningfully.

They were two of the very few people who
knew the plan. The scheme had been signed off by the Minister for Justice &
Retribution. Zadie Wood herself had approved Hazel’s
idea.

So Hazel only had one more
question.

“When can we start?”

 


***

 


Giles sipped
his Gin & Tonic and helped himself to a delicious roast beef
canapé from the plate on his desk. He always enjoyed a drink and
bite to eat when conducting an appraisal. The aroma of hot beef and
horseradish inside a small Yorkshire pudding made him salivate.

Hungry
prisoners had to stand to attention in front of his desk while he
slobbered and stuffed himself. He usually earmarked from 7p.m. to 8
p.m. for appraisals, when prisoners had finished their day’s toil
but hadn’t eaten yet. Not that their upcoming slop would compare
with the array of roast beef, smoked salmon and beluga caviar
delights they had to watch him stuff his face with.

Amy and Andrew
Carrington had served the first six months of their sentence. She
was 37 and he was 40 so both of them had another several decades
before parole was possible. The couple had been allocated to work
on his Farm from the day of their arrival. However, this was the
first time the two of them had actually stood side by side in six
months.

“Hmm ...” he
perused his screen, “... how have you found it here?”

Mrs. Carrington
was stood to attention, tits out, buttocks in, feet apart, her blue
eyes staring straight ahead. She looked pretty good for a 37yr old
mother; honey-blonde hair, a few freckles, full lips. The long days
of outdoor drudgery over the past 6 months had endowed her with a
concave abdomen, toned legs and sinewy biceps. She was now 10 lbs
lighter and her tits had lost a cup size since her arrest but they
were still a decent handful.

“I have found
it hard but rewarding, sir.” She said, in that usual chanting
rhythm learned during Thought Reform classes.

Giles smiled.
She was wearing a grubby, sleeveless top with a hem that ended
above her waist. He had a good view of her bald cunt. With her legs
spread wide, he could see the pink slickness between her pouting
labia. The fresh remains of at least one male orgasm shimmered on
the insides of her thighs.

He turned to
Andrew Carrington. A once proud businessman reduced to life on the
Farm. He shovelled shit, all day, every day, as one of the Manure
Detail. Like his wife, he was standing to attention, chest out,
staring at a spot on the wall behind Giles’s desk. He looked less
good. His ribs stuck out and his legs looked rather emaciated. He
sported the remains of a black eye and both his front teeth were
missing. His haircut had been shorn with a pudding bowl and
electric clippers.

“And how have
you found it?”

The man lowered
his eyes and looked at Giles. His jaw was set tight.

“I too have
found it hard but rewarding, sir.”

Giles met his
stare and tapped a few keys on his keyboard. He didn’t like Mr.
Carrington’s obstinate expression one bit. He instantly lowered his
appraisal score by a full letter.

“Not hard
enough it seems.” He observed drily.

His eyes
travelled downwards. Andrew’s limp penis had been pierced in its
circumcised crown with a large steel hoop like a bull’s nose-ring.
It was padlocked to the side of his scrotum. A note on the screen
told him that Andrew’s balls had been milked 4 times in 183 days,
an average of once every 6 ½ weeks. He had a triangle of itchy
bristles re-growing in his pubic area since his most recent
shaving.

Giles let his
gaze linger meaningfully on Andrew’s genitals while he stuffed
another canapé in his mouth. He could see both Amy and her
husband’s eyes hungrily following his hand movements.

Next he came to
the results of their appraisal. He looked at his screen.

“Amy, I see
here that you’ve been evaluated by 17 people in all; 6 foremen and
11 volunteers. That’s a decent number to give us a proper average
score. 15 men and 2 women. Or rather 15 boys and 2 girls, given
most of their ages. I see all but one of the 17 is younger than
you. How did you find that?”

She blushed. “A
little hard at first, sir.”

Giles laughed,
enjoying her honesty.

“Hard
like their cocks, heh! And how do you think you’ve done?”

“I ... I hope
alright, sir.”

Giles arched an
eyebrow and smiled at Andrew. Her husband was visibly digging his
fingernails into his palms. Clearly assessment of his wife’s
performance was still a difficult discussion topic for him.

“From the
comments here it sounds as if you’ve mostly been providing payback
orally, is that fair?”

“Er ... yes
sir. During the day, most of the young men prefer a quick ... er
... blowjob. Is it alright to use that term, sir?”

Giles laughed.
“Of course.” He stared coldly at Andrew. “Rub that insolent
expression off your face, boy!”

The 40yr old
prisoner blinked, and then forced a ridiculous apologetic grin that
highlighted his missing front teeth. “I’m thorry, sir.” He
lisped.

“We are
discussing what young volunteers have thought of your wife’s sexual
contribution to this island. Do you not consider that
important?”

“I’m deeply
sorry, sir. Yeth, it’s very important.”

Appeased, Giles
turned back to Amy.

“Well, you’ve
been graded a low B-minus. That’s poor but not considered a Fail
for your first six months. Most of your marks are higher for effort
than skill. And your cunnilingus scores are low. I can see you’re
trying but you need to try a lot harder to improve. I shall make a
note here that you need to achieve at least a B-plus in two years’
time.”

“T ... two
years, sir?”

Her voice
sounded slightly shrill. She knew that her current score would
affect her treatment until she had the chance to improve it.
Wearing a ‘B-minus’ tattoo would carry a few nasty
consequences.

“Of course. I’m
a very busy man. I try to conduct an appraisal after 6 months and
then another 2 years later, and then 7 ½ years after that. That
covers your first decade. With luck, you may qualify for a bonus at
that stage, if your scores are good enough.”

“B ... bonus?”
she whispered.

He guffawed.
“Don’t get excited! That was a joke. But in ten years’ time who
knows how kind I might be feeling?”

He could see it
in their eyes. A whole decade! Twenty times as long as
they’d served so far. The realisation was crushing and
mind-numbing.

Giles loved
these appraisals. They were a favourite moment of his day; he’d fit
in five or six couples an hour. It was important to hammer home
just how unpleasant and how long their time served would be. And
above all, everything was at his whim.

“As for you,”
Giles said, turning to Andrew, “you’ve only been evaluated by 2
foremen and 2 volunteers. The foremen for your shit-shovelling and
the volunteers for blowjobs. Is that correct?”

It was
delicious. Amy’s eyes swivelled to look at her husband, while he
glanced sideways and blushed. Obviously this was a surprise to her,
and something he’d hoped to keep a secret.

“Yes sir.”

“Hmm ... only
two boys though. One of them criticised your lack of enthusiasm and
the other the fact you spat not swallowed. I suppose you think
you’re above such basics?”

“No sir. I ...
I’ll try and improve, sir.”

Giles smiled
and nodded. “Do you agree with your wife that most of the young men
prefer a quick BJ?”

“Perhaps, yes
sir.”

“Well, they
certainly deserve it too. These young men and women have
volunteered months of their time to help re-educate you. They live
and eat well here but don’t earn much, so I think a little sexual
relief is the least you can offer them in return. Don’t you?”

“Yes sir.” They
both echoed.

Giles glared at
Andrew. “You’ve been graded a D. That’s a straight Fail. Your
punishment will include a flogging in front of your cohort and an
extra 100 hours of Thought Reform tuition over the next month, plus
3 months from today without any orgasm at all.”

The man’s gulp
was audible. “Yes sir!”

Giles nodded
approvingly. He gestured for Amy to approach him and popped a
caviar canapé into his mouth while she came round his desk to stand
next to his leather chair.

He smiled
across at Andrew and opened the top drawer. He looked at the
various toys and selected a monstrous dildo, thick and black and
heavily ridged. There were red lines and numbers on the side, like
on a ruler. The monster was over 12 inches long.

He handed it to
her.

“Shove this up
your cunt.”

Amy swallowed,
spread her feet wide, and obediently placed the plum-shaped crown
of the dildo at the entrance to her vagina.

“I don’t have
all day.”

Biting her
lower lip, she pushed it in several inches, until she gasped in
pain. He nodded at her and she continued, somehow ramming 9 inches
of its thick length inside her.

“Enough.” Giles
said, magnanimously. He grinned at Andrew. “Who’d have thought six
months ago your wife would have learned to do that?”

“N ... not me,
sir. Thank you. I can see it’s an important skill, sir.”

Giles guffawed.
He loved it when the prisoners started saying ridiculous things.
Important skill, indeed! It was a sign that they’d spout
anything to try to appease him.

He picked an
envelope off his desk and changed his tone, sounding sincere and
more kindly.

“Amy, Andrew.
Moving on from your appraisal, I have some good news.”

“Yes sir?”
Their voices sounded nervous.

“It’s about
your daughter.”

Their reaction
was instantaneous; excited but anxious. Their precious daughter
Miranda had been spared the Penal Colonies. Instead she’d been sent
to a State College for up to three years of ’18-plus’ re-education
on the mainland.

Their goodbyes
had been instantaneous. One moment they were together in the police
station. The next they were dragged apart, Andrew and Amy to the
hovercraft for Penal Colony 9 and Miranda to the bus for State
College #17.

Since then,
neither parents nor daughter had received one word of communication
or news for six months. Amy and Andrew Carrington stared at him
wide-eyed with desperation.

Giles
patronizingly patted Amy’s well-stuffed pubic mound next to him. He
twiddled the monstrous dildo an inch deeper but she didn’t seem to
notice. Her eyes were fixated on the package on his desk.

“She’s sent you
a letter. I have it here.”

He removed and
unfolded a piece of A5 letter notepaper that was covered with blue
handwriting and black pen.

“Oh ... m ...”
Amy put her fingers to her lips.

“My ...” Andrew
took a huge intake of breath.

Giles took his
time, drawing out the suspense. Then he held the letter towards
Amy, patting her inner thighs to spread her feet even wider.

“Obviously it
has been checked by Security and a few parts had to be redacted.
Why don’t you read it out for us, mummy?”

With the dildo
still wedged inside her, Amy Carrington took the letter in her
trembling fingers. Giles smiled indulgently across at Andrew whose
expression was tense. Amy’s face fell into confusion as she stared
at her daughter’s handwriting.

“But ...”

“Read it.”

She
grimaced.

“Dearest Mummy
and Daddy ... er ... cunt ... cocks ... masturbate ... virginity
... “

Giles chuckled
and explained to Andrew. “The redaction policy is quite clear.
Apart from the first and last lines, every word is a security risk.
However, we generously allow rude, sexual or swearwords. This means
your daughter’s letter can still give you an insight into her
news.”

Amy continued;
“gangbang ... oral ... jizz ... porno ... I love you, Miranda,
kisses.”

Giles held his
hand out for the letter and popped it back in the envelope for
safekeeping.

“Can’t be too
careful.”

He beamed at
the couple. So it sounds as if Miranda’s doing well, doesn’t it? We
can all get the gist of what she’s saying.”

He took another
piece of paper out of the manila packet.

“Now, here is
the College’s appraisal of Miranda. It’s quite an explicit document
without any redactions. It’s signed by one of the men in charge of
the College. By a strange coincidence I think you may have met him.
Ray Prentice. Does that ring a bell?”

Amy Carrington
caught her breath while her husband screwed his eyes shut in what
looked like pain.

“N ... not R.
E. Prentice, sir?” Andrew stammered. “Around my age, bald by now I
should imagine?”

“Yes, that’s
right. Ray Ernie Prentice.”

“Oh my ... he
... er ... once interviewed for a job at one of my businesses. He
even came out to dinner with Amy and me. It got a little heated.
I'm afraid we didn't quite see eye to eye on the importance of
profitability. I... I probably said a few things that perhaps
I shouldn't have."

“That’s
unfortunate. Oh well, I’m sure he doesn’t bear grudges and
certainly not against your daughter. Mind you, looking at this, it
would appear that he’s had cause to punish her rather often and her
overall scores do seem brutally low.”

Giles smiled
and fished into the envelope again, pulling out a dozen colour
prints of photographs. He studied them, ensuring the images
couldn’t be seen by the couple.

“Hmm ...” he
chuckled, smirking at the photos. “Whoaar!”

Each one
featured a young lady who Giles knew to be Miranda Carrington;
intimate pictures of her, one of her being caned, both buttocks and
facial shots, another of her being hounded through a punishing gym
session, one of her scrubbing a stone courtyard on her hands and
knees, two of her being fucked by an ugly little man with a big
penis, her giving someone a blow job and, last but not least, her
freckled face covered in ropes of sperm.

“Quite the
report card.” He laughed, handing the first photo to Amy. It was a
vivid pink close-up of Miranda’s cunt.

He watched the
woman’s face crumple and gestured for her to pass the photo across
the desk to her husband.

“We ... were
assured that ... this sort of thing wouldn’t happen.”

Giles shrugged,
passing over a close-up of Miranda’s welted buttocks. The tramlines
were perfectly aligned, scarlet and vicious.

“Well whoever
said that was taking the piss. Of course it happens. But make no
mistake, your daughter’s better off at a State Re-education College
than she would be here on the Farm. Imagine what my overseers would
do with that asshole of hers.”

He laughed.

“Anyway in a
couple of years she’ll be paired off with somebody suitable and
then she’ll be free.”

“P ... paired
off?”

Giles handed
over a close-up of Miranda’s cunt with a gristly cock inside it.
Amy’s fingers flew to her mouth in horror.

“Yes. The
Mandatory Marriage Programme. Her graduation will lead to a married
life of a menial job, domestic drudgery and breeding. Their
partners are salt-of-the-earth blokes, with old-fashioned attitudes
about women, blue collar workers mostly. They’re not always a
girl’s dream looks-wise but they certainly know how to treat an
ex-College type; plenty of lash and not much cash.”

“But ...
marriage? They won’t be Miranda’s sort, sir.”

Giles snorted a
chuckle. “Not her type? All Re-Ed College girls must accept
any proposal. The guys often just pick them from the
internet. There’s no marriage ceremony, just a bit of paperwork. A
relationship usually jumps straight to the first night of the
honeymoon. The bloke’s family all attend to give their opinion on
her.”

Andrew
Carrington was staring at the photos, unable to believe his eyes.
He turned and looked at Giles.

“Please, sir
... is there anything ... anything ... you can do to ... help?”

Giles took a
sip of his Gin & Tonic and crushed the piece of ice in his
teeth. This appraisal had already taken 10 minutes of his valuable
time. He pressed a buzzer under his desk. Moments later two armed
overseers pushed the double doors open and entered the room.

“Ah ... thanks
guys.” He said to his men. “Arrange for this man to be flogged in
front of tonight’s slop serving. Thirty lashes should do the
trick.”

“Sir!” the two
overseers nodded, grabbing Andrew by the shoulders.

“Please,” he
wailed, “is there nothing you can do for her?”

Giles tugged
the 9 inches of dildo out of Amy’s cunt. It made a squelchy pop as
her labia released it.

“And arrange
for this woman to be fucked in front of tonight’s slop serving.
Five guys should be enough.”

“Sir!”

Amy was
sobbing. She sank to her knees by Giles’s chair.

“Anything, sir.
Just please try and help Miranda.”

Giles looked
down at her moist blue eyes, tearstained freckles and quivering
lips. The truth was he did have a friend who might be able to help.
Mr. Ryder was the Minister of Colleges and Orphanages. But it would
be a heck of an imposition for Giles to ask him a favour.

He put his
finger under Amy’s chin and tilted her face upwards.

“I’ll let you
know in two years’ time.”

 


***

 


The Guards had four of their legendary
Pillory Parties a year.

They were raucous affairs that took place on an open piece of
land on the southwest of the island, between the Resort and the
Farm. At a distance, they resembled a traditional funfair with
garish stalls offering hotdogs and popcorn, and steaming barbecues
grilling sausages and steaks. There was also a dodgems bumper-car
track and a couple of other fairground rides.

However, the main attractions were lines
of stocks, pillories,
crosses and other medieval punishment contraptions. Into these a
variety of prisoners had been fastened, ranging from the worst
offenders to the newest arrivals, to those with the prettiest
backsides and faces.

It was customary that none of
the Wardens or even senior
Officers attended. The show was run by ordinary guards and
enthusiastic volunteers. The only expectation was that nobody went
‘too far’. Yes, there had been accidents in the past but all of
those were genuine mistakes.

Another custom was that the number of prisoners was kept
quite small; just fifty or so. This meant that they were greatly
outnumbered by the guards and volunteers throughout the long Party.
At any one time there might be a ratio of 60 – 80 partiers to each
prisoner. It ensured that those selected were really put through
their paces.

Sebastian and Josephine Clark were locked
side by side in the
legendary Spit-Roast Pillories. Lines of guards were awaiting their
turns in either asshole or mouth – 4 at a time - laughing and
competing as to who could cum first or make their victim cry
loudest. It was relentless. No sooner had a man – or female – cum
than another took their place. The show would continue for
hours.

Just along from the ‘Spit-Roaster’
entertainment there was a line of green portaloo toilet cabins for the guards and a
long bar offering free beer, alcohol and soft drinks. Next came a
line of a dozen pillories that contained an assortment of pretty
women, covering all ages from 20s to 40s. Each prisoner had her
neck and wrists locked in holes while her ankles were stretched
wide apart by a leg-spreader.

“Bulls-eye!”

Groups of guards were having competitions, like at a bowling
alley, but throwing missiles instead of balls at the women. They
scored points per hit. The cute female prisoners had o-gags that
stretched their jaws, preventing them from closing their
mouths.

Splaaaattt!

A soft-boiled egg landed smack-bang
between one woman’s lips,
spreading yolk and white everywhere, inside and outside her mouth.
A loud laugh and cheer rose up from one of the competing
teams.

The woman was still partly-dressed and her
large tits danced as her
body swayed in the pillory, trying to dodge the missiles. Her name
and details were written on a chalkboard above the score; ‘Don’s
Dungbungers’ were currently leading ‘The Yolks on You’ by 12 points
to 9.

The board said the woman’s name was
Virginia Fortescue, aged
25, State’s Pleasure, 5’ 6” tall, 34E – 22 – 33, ‘arrived today’.
She was a brand new arrival, literally unloaded off the hovercraft
a couple of hours earlier.

Photos and details of every new prisoner
were circulated on PC9’s private intranet before the hovercraft even landed. This gave
each officer, guard and volunteer the opportunity to stake a claim
and ‘renew acquaintance’ with somebody from their past. Many new
prisoners escaped this embarrassment but Virginia hadn’t been so
fortunate.

A 23yr old female guard named Kayla
spotted her. Kayla had only
been on the island a few days herself. But she’d already learned
the intranet routine and was both shocked and delighted to be able
to click on the ‘Looks Familiar!” icon when Ms. Fortescue’s
mug-shot appeared on her screen. Now Kayla was helping the new
prisoner’s 5ft 6 inches body dance and sway in the breeze. Well, as
much as the leg-spreader allowed.

Giggling, Kayla ducked out of the way as a
piece of wet dung missed the pillory by inches. The missiles were all-sorts; mostly
putrid vegetables and fruit, or paper water-bombs full of liquids,
curdled milk and rotten eggs, mud and cowpats. Guards would
occasionally slip off to the adjacent portaloo cabins and joke that
they were contributing to the missile supply as their ablutions
were eventually recycled.

Kayla laughed and flicked the bamboo
across Virginia’s perfect, pale buttocks. She’d barely made a mark on them so far.
The bamboo was light and she could hardly bring herself to harm
such a pretty ass. But she knew the time would come of course. And
soon. There were already several prisoners bent over the nearby
buggery benches.

Not only male guards were lining up to
sodomize the display of gaping assholes. Plenty of women were too.
There was a stall that
stocked an assortment of strap-on penises. Kayla had already picked
one out. And she knew exactly where it was going, sooner or
later.

Until the previous day, young Ms.
Fortescue was a fast-track solicitor who’d already made Junior
Partner at the legal
firm where Kayla had worked as a temporary receptionist for a
while. It wasn’t that they hadn’t got on. They’d never really
spoken. And that was Kayla’s problem. She had a chip on her
shoulder about snooty bitches.

Virginia was still wearing
her smart leather shoes
although one of the heels had snapped clean off so she was forced
to hop unevenly. Her black stockings were laddered in several
places. Kayla had raised the hem of Virginia’s office skirt and
tucked it above her waist, revealing her thong underwear. The
triangle of black lace at the front hid the solicitor’s pubic mound
but the thin strip between her gym-toned buttocks did nothing to
protect her cheeks from the bamboo.

Kayla smiled just as a foul cabbage
smacked the wooden pillory by the prisoner’s ear and sprayed fetid foliage everywhere.
She heard the sound of gagging and retching and held up her hand to
signal a time-out.

The teams had a break to take on more
booze while Kayla walked round the front of the pillory and peered
at Virginia’s face. It
was hysterical. A modern-art splatter of yellows and whites, greens
and reds, burgundies and browns. Earlier, the solicitor’s
expensively-cut brown hair had been tangled and tied into a topknot
that was nailed to the wood, forcing her to keep her face raised.
Now her swan-neck, brown eyes, proud features, full lips and even
her hands were all smeared with filth.

Her cream silk blouse hung open. Kayla had undone it as soon
as Virginia was fixed into the pillory. A quick slice of her knife
allowed her to pull the under-wired E-cups apart, whilst leaving
the bra straps on. Her tits fell out like melons. Virginia turned
out to be one of those women with surprisingly large breasts.
Dressed in her office clothes, they passed largely
unnoticed.

But exposed, Kayla realized just how full and plump and
round they were. They were milky white apart from raspberry areola
and a couple of bluish veins. Like all other well-endowed female
prisoners, Virginia wouldn’t enjoy the Colony’s burlap sack-tops
and braless regime. Within a few years her udders would turn into
two sacks of stretch marks. Not that it mattered. The guards always
had a plentiful supply of younger meat.

Her silk blouse, bra-cups and fleshy tits
were spattered in a rainbow of filth. So was the string of expensive pearls around her
neck and her pearl-earrings. Kayla was slightly surprised they’d
survived the journey but, then again, pearl jewelry was out of
fashion now.

Kayla wiped both of Virginia’s eyes clean
with her thumb and grinned.

“How are you doing, boss?”

“Uuhgh … euh …” Virginia mumbled through the remaining egg
still wedged in her nostrils and gag.

She brushed the solicitor’s disheveled hair away from her ears.
Kayla was surprised to find a lovely diamond-stud gleaming in the
helix, at the top of her right ear. She shrugged, undid the
butterfly at the back and pulled out the stud.

“Thanks. You won’t be needing this.”

“Uuhhgh … euuuh …”

“Or these.”

She removed the pearl earrings from
Virginia’s lobes and pocketed them both as well. They’d still fetch something. Then she
slid her fingers around Virginia’s pearl necklace.

“Ooooogh.”

Virginia moved her stretched lips in
a ‘no’ and shook her
head as far as she was able to in the pillory.

“What’s that? You like these pearls?
Sentimental value, huh?
Present from a boy?”

“Ooo.”

“From your parents then?”

“Eeygh.”

Kayla smiled. “A gift from mummy and daddy,
heh? How sweet.”

With a twist of her wrist, she snapped the string and removed
the necklace. Several pearls cascaded onto the muddy
ground.

“Whoops.”

Kayla carefully trod the fallen pearls into the mud and
pocketed the rest.

“Ooooogh.” Virginia grimaced, crying,
whining helplessly.

Kayla laughed and seized one of her
nipples. She stretched it out as far as she could producing yet
more gagged distress
from her victim.

She showed her the yellowed bamboo and pushed her face inches
from Virginia’s nostrils.

“Listen to me, bitch. You’re mine. For the next three months.
Today is just a Party. After this is over, that’s when the fun
really begins.”

 


***

 


Penny sat in the stocks dodging refuse as best she
could.

As usual, the young farmhands were picking
on her. Amir and his cronies had ignored the other prisoners locked in the stocks and
were focusing all their efforts on their favorite
victim.

Her.

She managed to lean sideways as a rotten lettuce sailed past her
ear. But a rotten egg was fired simultaneously at her chest. Shell
and stinking yolk exploded on her left breast and spewed
everywhere.

They laughed. Eight of them. All lined up
a few yards away,
helping themselves to projectiles from a wheelbarrow.

“Mouth open, Penelope.” One of them shouted
at her. “I don’t want to have to use a gag on you.”

She shut her eyes, trying to imagine she
was anywhere else than here. She pictured Negan and Saura
on the mainland, relaxing,
enjoying themselves, shopping, eating, laughing with
friends.

She opened her mouth. A gag would be even
worse.

The oriental boy aimed a small balloon of liquid at her
face. It was cricket-ball sized. She ducked and it missed her
mouth. But it hit her forehead instead. A cheer went up.

“Howzat?!”

She tasted the acrid content of the
balloon as it burst into the air and onto her face.

Tears flowed down her cheeks.

 


***

 


Trish couldn’t believe it.

Exactly one week ago it was her
21st
birthday; marquee, band,
dancing, caterer, 150 friends, the lot. Jeremy had proposed. She’d
accepted. Daddy and mummy had given their blessing.

Now she was a prisoner, surrounded by a
bunch of animals, having arrived on Penal Colony 9 just a few hours
earlier. She had no idea
where her parents were, nor Jeremy or his parents, except they had
all been on the hovercraft before they were separated.

Trish was proud of her body and her
chastity vow. She was making Jeremy wait. That’s partly why they’d
planned a short
engagement. She dreaded her honeymoon night, just like women did a
century ago, but it was a small price to pay for the thrill of
marriage.

A gang of six boys and four girls had
undressed her slowly, item by item, letting her try to fight them.
They formed a circle and
chucked her from one to the other, grabbing and ripping her
clothing, while laughing and drinking.

Naturally she screamed ‘help’, and ‘police’, and called out
to the authorities that she was being assaulted. But no help came.
Eventually she was almost naked, down to her briefs and bra. By
that stage she’d squealed her lungs dry.

Their ringleader seemed to be a tall,
mixed race boy, built
like a boxer and covered in tattoos. It seemed like some kind of
open air fairground, full of stalls and rides and dreadful
bondage-type equipment, not that Trish actually knew anything about
bondage except the ghastly word.

They forced her down onto the dry grass and tied her wrists and
ankles to four iron stakes already affixed in the ground. She was
spread-eagled obscenely. Then a girl sliced off Trish’s bra. They
jeered and cheered every one of Trish’s screams and threats. Each
of them had a good squeeze of her small breasts.

“What fucking little poached eggs!” they
teased.

“Police.” She gasped.
“I’ll r … report you and
you’ll all g … go to prison!”

The ringleader’s jaw was rough with facial
stubble. He licked her nipple and smiled.

“You are IN prison, baby-tits.”

She spat at him. He simply grinned and
drew a knife. Terrified that he was going to kill
her, she was actually relieved
when he carved off her briefs, revealing her pubic hair and closed
labia.

“Please …” she pleaded, playing
her last card, “… I’m a
virgin.”

She expected that to shock them into an
apologetic show of respect. Instead, she couldn’t believe it when they just laughed and
high-fived. They untied her ankles and several of them raised her
legs high into the air, pulling them wide apart and back over her
face.

The ringleader’s dark eyes and white teeth
appeared between her knees. He was laughing at her. She felt fingers fumbling between her
legs, probing. She saw him spit and felt his revolting saliva being
smeared between her thighs. She tried to fight him off but she was
exhausted. There were too many of them. There was nothing she could
do.

“Mmmmmm.”

She heard him groan. That was the most
terrible sound in her life. Her womanhood was peeled apart like a
peach. The boy somehow
sunk his entire horrible thing into her in a single, smooth
thrust.

She looked around, at their evil,
cruel, grinning faces and she
realized this wasn’t the end. This was just the
beginning.

She screamed at the top of her voice.

“HELP!”

And, at age 21 and a week, Miss Trish Peacock was no
longer a virgin.

 


 


END OF BOOK SEVEN
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