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PENAL COLONY NINE


BOOK EIGHT: THE
DOSSIER

 


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. So far we have glimpsed what it’s like to arrive on the
island (‘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’), to use its primitive facilities (‘Book
Five’) and to work and play as a guard (‘Books Six and Seven’). Can
there be any hope?

 


SELECTED
CHARACTERS

 


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

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

Hazel
Whiting, a guest visiting the Resort

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

Viola, a young factory
supervisor

Kayla, a young volunteer
guard

Kimiko, a 23yr old camp nurse

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

Greg and
Alison, prisoners working as bellhops in the
Resort

Amy and
Andrew Carrington, prisoners
working on the Farm


BOOK EIGHT – THE
DOSSIER

 


Hazel sat in a
chair studying Linda’s sweating
face.

One by one, the men
came. Each visit lasted no more than a couple of minutes,
three to five minutes at most. A few took no more than
60 seconds to plant their seed deep inside Linda’s sopping
cunt.

She
was strapped face-down on the fucking-couch, ass high
in the air and thighs spread conveniently wide, gazing up at Hazel.
It was beautiful. The ashamed look on Linda’s face, in her blue
eyes, as cock after cock ploughed what, until recently, had been a
faithful married pussy.

There were two
cameras on tripods either side of Hazel’s armchair, filming Linda’s
face close-up, every grunt and grimace, snort and
sob, focused on her flared nostrils and flinching eyes. Another
camera filmed the view from behind and a fourth was focused on the
men themselves.

It would never do to
ignore the heroes of this particular scene.
Hazel wanted each one recorded; the miscellany of faces and bodies,
ages and ethnicities, jowls and bellies, big cocks, average and
small.

Unfortunately, she
hadn’t been able to choose the men. But Sadie
had a marvelous piece of technology. The Resort’s computer system
was able to profile the appearances that any prisoner found most
unattractive. Not only the obvious traits. But every tiny physical
nuance. A couple of weeks ago, Linda had been shown 260 photographs
to evaluate and a clear picture of her dislikes had emerged. That
had been used to identify the guards to receive invitations to this
event.

There wasn’t a single
one of the hundred guys that Hazel would
have had sex with willingly. No doubt Linda would have been of the
same opinion, had she been asked. The advert had attracted a fine
array of ugliness, meanness and visibly low
IQs.

Each man was a
candidate for paternity. Not that he, or Hazel, cared
which sperm won the swimming race. Linda would be the mother and
that was all that mattered. Her life as a breeder of a new
generation of guards was beginning.

Zadie Wood
herself – the Minister for Justice and Retribution - had
listened to Hazels’ proposal and given her agreement. The
mushrooming of the successful Penal Colony system could one day
result in a shortage of suitable staff. Not now of course, nor even
soon, but within a decade or two. Hence it made sense to start
preparing now.

Linda Montagu was a guinea pig; one of several
females on PC9 chosen for insemination. Provided her genes mixed
well with a random guard’s to produce suitably unpleasant
offspring, this may well be only the first of a dozen or so such
mountings until Linda reached her early-40s.

Hazel smiled
at her. Both their faces were barely a metre apart.
She grinned at the spitting, thrusting guard too. This one was a
particularly unsightly one. He had stained yellow teeth like fangs
that snarled with each rapacious thrust. Some of the men moaned
about the sloppy state of Linda’s cunt but most of the guys were
well-used to sharing at gangbangs. A few had suggested using her
asshole but Hazel refused for obvious reasons.

“Thank you.” She said, as the unsightly one
withdrew after a couple of minutes, having shed his
load.

“Th … thank you, s … sir.” Linda
echoed
as well, desperate to avoid another crisp slap to her face. Hazel
disliked ingratitude.

“Oooh my word, big boy!”
she cooed at the next volunteer, winking lasciviously at Linda. The
old man had an oversized penis jutting out from under his
silver-haired belly. “Come and give us a close up, would
you?”

The man gave an embarrassed chuckle and
paraded past the cameras to present his equipment for Hazel to
admire. He was a good 25 years older than Linda, with a
barrel-stomach, a very gnarled, jumbo erection and a visibly
jam-packed scrotum. His balls looked like large
walnuts.

“Wow,” Hazel nodded,
“impressive. Look at those, Mrs. Montagu. It’s lucky you topped up
your contraceptive, isn’t it?”

Her ex-neighbor
looked at her.

“Yess, Misss.” She hissed,
indignantly.

It was beautiful.
Hazel could see it in Linda’s
eyes.

She
didn’t have a clue.

 


***

 


As was tradition, the
Pillory Party ended with a tug-of-war
competition.

The
teams were 8-a-side, comprising 4 men and 4 women. They
competed on a prepared strip of slippery mud and dung, with wooden
seats either side for the jeering audience.

The
naked
men pulled using their genitals and the similarly nude women used
their nipples. A line of very strong cable-wire linked all 16
competitors. There were short offshoots of the same wire connected
to the rings in the males’ cockheads and circling their ball-sacks,
and to the hoops in the females’ nipples.

By this stage, of
course, many of the guards and volunteers were drunk or at least
overly merry. Sixteen of them had stuck up their
hands to take responsibility for a prisoner each. Armed with
quirts, they ‘encouraged’ the competitors to tug as hard as they
could, ignoring any ‘discomfort’ they might feel in their tender
regions.

Tits and nips were
stretched to a degree one might have thought impossible. The naked
women grimaced and gritted their teeth, hooped nipples
pulling against the taut cable. Sliding in bare feet on the
slippery mud, they triggered a lot of laughter when they fell over,
and cheers when they managed to regain their
feet.

Naturally the
stronger men bore the brunt of the
battle. Cockheads and balls were yanked this way and that. Rubbery
penises were extended to a length way beyond their natural
endowment. Like the women, naked men scowled and growled as they
overcame the pain, only to slither in the wet dung, sometimes
dragging colleagues with them, chewing mouthfuls as they shouted in
pain.

The sixteen guards
were cheered and applauded for the amount of
effort their quirts could extract from their charges. Eventually,
the eight winning guards were congratulated and showered in beer.
The eight losing competitors were noted down and listed for
suitably harsh punishment.

Listening to the
cheers and jeers echoing in the
distance, Kayla lay back behind a tree with her thighs spread wide.
She was resting her back against the trunk, smiling down at
Virginia’s bare bottom.

Kayla
could scarcely believe that she’d caused all those
marks. They mesmerized her. Dark purple-red stripes either side of
Virginia’s anal crevice, from the tops of her legs all the way to
her firm glutes. Man, those welts had to hurt.

Virginia was 25yrs
old and she’d been the youngest ever Junior Partner of the
law firm where Kayla was temping for a few weeks. But now the
stiletto was on the other foot, so to speak. Kayla wasn’t lesbian.
At least she’d never thought of herself as even bi. But this was
different. It wasn’t reciprocal. She didn’t have to fancy Virginia.
And she certainly didn’t. That was partly why she’d draped her
skirt over the woman’s head. So she could be turned into lips and
tongue.

But
Kayla had never felt so fucking horny in her life. Her
clit was throbbing and her pussy was sodden. But still she wasn’t
finished. She could feel wetness in her ass; part-pussy-trickle,
part-anal-sweat and part-excitement. She slithered her spine down
the tree trunk and spread her thighs as wide as she
could.

After a couple of
seconds, she reached down and guided Virginia’s mouth to
her shitter. After a delicious moment’s hesitation, she felt a warm
tongue wriggle inside. She smacked the top of the ex-solicitor’s
head and felt the tongue dig even deeper.

Kayla
could
still picture the stuck up bitch arriving in the office. Coming out
of the middle elevator each morning, dressed immaculately in her
charcoal grey suit and cream blouse, pearls and earrings on show.
Every day, she’d walk past Kayla as if she wasn’t even visible. In
fact, she never even learned Kayla’s name.

Well,
she’d remember it now.

 


***

 


Bull was sat with
Junior, looking out over the deck at the view of
greenery, ocean and sky.

“How was the blowjob,
son?”

“Great. You’ve trained her
well.”

Bull winked. “Better
than Lara?”

His son made a face.
“That’s not funny, dad.”

Bull
didn’t
know anything about his son’s girlfriend. The name Lara made her
sound like a cricketer. Bull was more of a football and boxing
kinda guy. He noticed Jim Armstrong hovering by the sliding glass
doors of the house. He was dressed in full butler’s regalia. Bull
clicked his fingers.

“Yes sir?” Jim dashed over.

“My son just hosed your wife’s
larynx.”

Jim bowed
at Junior. “Thank you, sir. That’s most kind of
you.”

Bull thought
he could see a flash of something in Junior’s
eyes. Irritation, perhaps?
But
then his son smiled.

“I might even do her the honour
again.”

Bull
spotted
movement indoors. It was Sarah and Juliette. It was time to
introduce his son to the Armstrong daughter.

“Here.” He beckoned them over. Both women were
dressed smartly in matching cocktail dresses;
figure-hugging with strappy heels. He winked at Jim.
“Introduce your daughter.”

“Er … sir, this is our daughter
Juliette.”

Bull watched closely
as Junior appraised the pretty 21yr old. He could
tell that his son recognized a cute white girl when he
saw one.

“NICE.” Junior said,
checking her out, from head to toe.

Bull stared
meaningfully at Jim Armstrong. As if to
say, surely he had something to add.

“Er … it would of course, be an honour … if …” Jim
mumbled.

Junior
interrupted him. “There’s no need to say it. Just
fetch me another beer.”

 


***

 


Junior found it
difficult.

Thankfully it was
obvious that Sarah had managed to tell Juliette to act
as if she’d never seen him before. She looked good in that dress
with bare legs and heels. He’d message Mercutio later and pass on
the news.

He could feel his
dad’s eyes on him all the time. He didn’t think his dad
was suspicious. It was just that he was appraising him. So he’d
have to make sure that he sounded enthusiastic.

“Can I take a few pictures,
dad?”

“Sure, son. Mementoes, right? You just have to make
sure they don’t fall into the wrong hands. There’s a
small group of terrorists and agitators who don’t
approve of the Penal Colonies.”

“Hah, really? Why the fuck would
anybody disapprove? It’s justice isn’t it? Pants down, Mr.
Armstrong. I want to see this locked dicklet and thrashed butt of
yours that my dad’s told me about.”

Junior took out his phone while Jim blushed and
lowered his trousers.

 


***

 


Kayla
enjoyed
two thumping climaxes one after the other, like waves crashing over
each other onto a tropical beach.

She’d had a few guys
go down on her before. But without any dedication
or much skill. Mostly for them it was just a rushed prelim to
fucking. She loved cock too but she’d never realized what she was
missing; oral commitment and female insight. Virginia was clearly
highly motivated to please her. And, as a woman, she evidently knew
what another female wants from a mouth. And best of all, Kayla
could just lay back and grin at the blue sky.

“Kneel.” She said afterwards, pointing
at the grass beside her.

Virginia had been a
freewoman only 24 hours earlier. Arrest, verdict,
sentence, journey and arrival had instantly changed her life. Poof,
like that! Kayla’s recognition of her name and photo was the only
reason she’d been unloaded off the hovercraft and brought straight
to the Pillory Party. Normally she’d have been processed and
selected for one of the Factories, the Farm, the Resort or
Administration.

“Hands under your chin.”

Kayla made
the naked bitch pose like a dog, kneeling up, elbows
cocked, begging. Her face glistened with female
secretions.

“By the way, welcome to Penal
Colony Nine.” She smiled. “Your new home. I’m Kayla. You remember
me?”

“Y … yes. You temped on
Reception.”

Kayla slapped her
cheek. “Boss! You temped on Reception, BOSS! That’s what I want to
be called.”

“S … sorry. Boss. You temped on
Reception, Boss.”

Kayla
nodded.
“Better. And how do you like my pussy?”

“I … it’s lovely, Boss.”

“And my shithole?”

“It’s love … lovely too, Boss.”

Kayla
laughed. The power! She could do literally
anything! She’d never imagined that volunteering as
a student guard would be like this. She’d thought it would all be
starched uniforms and boring patrols, calling out names and running
her baton along steel bars. Mind you, even
that kind of bossiness appealed to
her.

But
this kind was off the
charts!

“Rub your cunt.”

Virginia looked
at her. She was a typical, superior bitch. Thought
she was too good to wank. But she lowered her right hand between
her thighs.

Kayla watched her
eyes. They were much more interesting; full of shame and
misery as she began stroking herself. She couldn’t hold Kayla’s
gaze and she looked downwards.

“Look at me!”

Her head jerked up
and she blinked at Kayla. She was crying now. Fat tears of
wretchedness rolled down her cheeks.

In the distance they
could both hear the sounds of the Pillory Party;
laughter and cheers, jeers and screams, wailing and
shouting.

“You can stop now.” Kayla
commanded.

Virginia’s expression
was a mix of relief and confusion. Her fingers had managed to make
her vagina moist.

“Don’t worry.” Kayla smirked. “We’ll find
you some cock soon. How many men have you ever
fucked?”

“Er …during my life, boss?”

“Yes, ever.”

Her eyes blinked back
tears as she thought. “Er … five, boss. Yes,
five.”

“Five, huh. In your privileged life. Then
that’s what we’ll settle on for today. Five cocks. How does that
sound?”

Virginia howled a
loud sob. She shook her head, unable to reply.

Kayla smiled and
reached out to caress Virginia’s pale tit. She cupped
it and thumbed the nipple. Then she trailed her fingers up to her
chin. It was funny. She loved superhero movies and something
Spiderman often says flashed into her mind. The Peter Parker
principle:

With
Great Power comes Great Responsibility.

“Tell you what,” she said, wiping a tear from
Virginia’s cheek, “I’ve changed my mind. No
cocks today.”

 


***

 


Lakshit
picked up the bamboo rattan and swished it
through the air in a practice stroke.

He knew
how hard it was for a male with his balls humbled to take a crisp
caning. The urge to move as the rattan struck was an irresistible
force meeting an immovable
object in the form of the wooden humbler.

Whoosh!

Adam’s
howl of pain and the splat of the cane merged into a single echo of
noise within Lakshit’s bedroom. He smiled
at the horizontal red mark that appeared on the young man’s pale
buttocks.

“Na …
ngh … no … please …”

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

“Silence!”
Lakshit commanded. “You will take your punishment like a
man.”

Whoosh!

“Naahh…
nooooo …” the boy wailed. His hips jerked and the movement
stretched his humbled scrotum.

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

Lakshit
paused for a moment to give the young man time
to catch up. His breathing was ragged and he was screaming in a
single yowl of pain.

“I said
silence young man!”

Eventually
Adam managed to suppress his squeals into a sobbing, sniveling,
gasping hush.

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

Lakshit
laughed, adjusting his cock in his joggers. He was erect again
already. Thrashing a newbie always got him hard. His victim’s
buttocks were no longer pale. They were the color of a baboon’s
backside; red and shiny.

“Plee … eaa … ssee …” Adam pleaded,
between sobs.

Lakshit
tapped the tip of the cane against Adam’s testicles as a
warning.

“Silence,
my friend. Or I shall beat these next.”

“I … I …
can’t …”

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

After 40 strokes, Lakshit was finally
satisfied. The newbie’s ass was on fire and his defiance had
petered out into defeated sobs.

He leaned
the rattan against the wall and placed his hands on Adam’s
buttocks, enjoying their heat. He used his thumbs to prise open the
puckered anus.

Adam
hissed, stifling a sob.

“Please … sir … I … s … surrender
…”

Lakshit
smiled.

“You would
like me to teach you how to please me?”

After a
few seconds silence, Adam spoke. “Y … yes.”

“No, my
friend. I am not fully convinced yet. But we can have a little
trial. Or maybe not so
little?”

Lakshit had a drawer with an array of
plugs inside. He selected a mid-sized brown one that was shaped
like a dog’s toy; three balls joined by two short lengths in
between them. The whole thing was 8 insertable-inches long and each
ball grew successively larger.

“Here we
are.”

He chose a
special lube and slicked up the butt plug
as well as the rim of Adam’s puckered anus. Then he pushed hard on
the plug.

“Ugghhh …
sss …” Adam gasped, sucking in breath.

The
smallest ball popped his sphincter muscle and
disappeared inside.

“Well done,
brave boy.”

He pressed
harder and twisted. The medium-sized second ball penetrated, causing Adam a fair
amount of distress.

“Aaah ….
uhsssss ….” He hissed.

“Ssh.”
Lakshit admonished, tapping Adam’s tender
testicles.

The third
ball was large. He forced it downwards but met
with too much resistance. His sphincter objected. The ball wouldn’t
go in. Adam howled.

“Relax.”
Lakshit cooed. “Or do I need to cane you more?”

The next
time he shoved, the ball breached Adam’s
stretched defenses and popped inside his
rectum. His sphincter closed tight around the narrow handle that
stuck out.

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaah.” Adam groaned, banging his forehead
against the floor to help him absorb the pain
of the now-vanished ball.

Lakshit
smiled, patted Adam’s butt, and checked his
watch.

54 seconds
had elapsed.

The
special lube he’d applied had a delayed
reaction. But it was laced with a nasty irritant. After one minute,
Adam would notice the growing discomfort in his virgin
rectum.

Sure
enough, moments later, he
groaned.

“Noooo … oh
my g … nooooo.”

Lakshit
leaned down and whispered into Adam’s ear.

“The pain
will peak in about an hour and
then slowly dissipate over another hour.
Understood?”

“Y … yes …
sssssss.”

“So
remember the next two hours and your
great suffering. Because if I decide to give you a choice next
time, you need to choose wisely.”

Lakshit
patted Adam’s red bottom possessively.

“It can be
my nice brown cock. Or another fake one
that’s even bigger than this.”

 


***

 


Greg and
Alison stood nervously outside the Deputy Warden’s
office. They had been summoned without any
explanation.

“Enter!” they heard her call
out.

They
were just a couple of humble bellhops. What on earth
could an important person like Sadie Shark want with them? The
plump ex-prostitute stared at them both coldly when they stood in
front of her desk.

“You worked for Major Parks last
weekend?”

“Er … yes,
Ma’am.”

She pushed
a long piece of paper across the desk. It looked
like a chain of emails. Her expression suggested she didn’t approve
of the contents.

“I hear that Major Parks allowed you to have
sex together?”

“Er … yes, Ma’am. He … said …”
Greg
began to explain.

“I’m not interested in what he said.” She gestured
at the paper. “He’s looked into your case and
believes you’re both innocent. As a result, he’s secured a
pardon for you. You are both free to leave.”

Greg stared at the
Deputy Warden in shock. He heard a thump.

Alison had
fainted.

 


***

 


Sarah couldn’t think.
Her mind was overloaded.

Her palms were
pushing down against Bull’s huge pectorals. She was
astride him, her vagina enveloping his erection, riding him to
ecstasy. She felt such guilt. He was grinning up at her, his big
black hands cupping and squeezing her soft breasts and firm
nipples, just hard enough to mix pain with
pleasure.

She could feel how
deep he was inside her, every time she
descended his manhood touched her cervix, yet more pain
indistinguishable from pleasure. She’d almost never come from just
fucking. She’d needed Jim’s fingers. Yet now she could feel another
penetrative orgasm building.

Jim was watching
them both. But his eyes were mostly on her. Bull liked
him to study her face. She tried to focus on Jim too. But her own
eyes were glazed, her vision blurred. He was standing alongside the
bed.

She did feel guilt.
Jim’s poor penis was locked down as usual. She
could see a slight swelling in the base where it was trying to
erect. In a way that sort of made her feel better. At least he was
aroused witnessing her obvious pleasure. Or maybe it made her feel
worse? Her husband was denied any relief. He was just a
bystander.

“Oh … m … m … my … can I c … cum?” she
gasped.

Bull grinned, biting
his lower lip. “Wait … let’s cum together.”

She held off,
shifting angle so he missed her clitoris. She tried
to
think of something else to distract her.

Of her daughter
Juliette. Of Bull’s son Junior. Of hope.

Of
finding
HELP.

She
glanced over at Jim. She couldn’t hold back any longer.
Her body took over. Jim’s face was a blur. She felt Bull’s
magnificent penis twitch and throb and spurt its hot seed deep
inside her.

“Uuuuuuuuuuuurrrrgh …” she moaned, a deep growl of
pleasure escaping her lips despite the
embarrassment.

“Yessssssssssss.” Bull hissed, laughing with
delight.

 


***

 


The hovercraft was
waiting at the jetty. Having discharged its cargo of new
prisoners, it would be returning to the mainland empty, apart from
crates of sex-toy exports and a few vacationing
guards.

Plus Greg
and Alison.

They were still in
euphoric shock. The Deputy Warden hadn’t even
congratulated them. She’d simply dismissed them and
told them to walk to East Bay themselves and present a sealed
envelope to the guards there. That’s
all she said, the fucking bad loser bitch!
Greg
gave Alison some water to help her recover from fainting and then
they’d both set out immediately.

They
trudged along the dusty road from South Beach towards East
Bay, barely able to believe their good fortune. A few carts and
sulkies passed them, a couple of guards raised eyebrows, but nobody
stopped them. Finally the Colony’s Administrative Offices came into
view.

Greg couldn’t stop
thinking about Major Parks. Damian. What a guy!
Incredibly, he’d been as good as his word. In his mind’s eye, Greg
could still picture him giving Alison that little kiss on the
forehead, and saying he wasn’t promising anything but he’d see what
he could do. All just because they’d made his resort stay
memorable.

“Halt!” a pair of uniformed guards said when
they finally reached the barrier. “What the fuck are
you two doing?”

Greg held
out his sealed envelope.

“We’ve been pardoned.
We’re leaving on this hovercraft.”

The taller, black
guard reached out and grabbed at Alison’s
breast.

“Don’t be stupid. Nobody leaves. But this bitch can
relieve my boredom instead.”

“Hey, leave her alone! Open
the envelope.”

An
acne-pitted white kid picked his nose and stared sullenly
at Greg. He slowly removed his electric baton from its
holster.

“First we fuck her … then we open the envelope.”

“Please!” Greg pleaded. A small part of him
thought, what were two more guys? Alison
looked at him, as if she was thinking the same. Anything to get
aboard the hovercraft. But no! They were free. Why should
they?

“You can watch us, kiddo. Go sit
over there.”

“No!” Greg looked around
desperately. Apart from the two guards there was nobody around.
Just their security hut and a handful of admin buildings and boats
bobbing on the water.

The
nasty
white kid waved his baton threateningly under Greg’s
chin.

“You asked for it, dickhead.”

“Okay!” Alison interrupted, almost
screaming. “You can fuck me. Here and now. But then you
open the envelope and let us go!”

The black guy grinned
and nodded his head. “Deal.”

There was a filthy
sofa inside the hut, as well as a metal desk and a
toilet cubicle. A laminated map of the island and a 2025 calendar
hung on the wall. The ‘PC9 Calendar’ had different female
prisoners’ obscene photos for each month. That month’s had three
darts sticking from her naked, cum-encrusted
face.

“Kneel there.”

Grinding his teeth,
Greg got down on his knees next to the toilet door. He
was wearing his white shorts and pink T-shirt, dusty and sweaty
from the walk. At that moment he didn’t find the irony
of having ‘Anything
Just Ask’ across his chest at all
amusing.

Half an
hour. The two men took their time. They
made him watch them fuck Alison all ways; one at a time, oral,
cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, spit-roast, until they finally unleashed
both their loads inside her.

“The
hovercraft!” Greg shouted. “The engines have started
up.”

Outside
the distinctive throb was
unmistakable, a hundred yards away. Alison was already standing,
desperately trying to arrange her soiled white shirt and tennis
skirt around her. The men had destroyed the zip and torn off most
of the buttons.

“Please …
can we go now?”

They seemed in no hurry to open the
envelope on the desk.

“The
hovercraft will be back in two days. What’s
another 48 hours?”

The white
kid strode over to Greg, waving his spent
cock.

“I need a
piss.”

“I’ll
move.” Greg replied, moving away from the cubicle
door.

“No. I
don’t need the toilet.”

Greg
realized what he was saying. He could hear
the hovercraft’s engines in the distance, louder and impatient. The
young guard sneered down at him.

“O …
kay.”

Alison and
the black guard watched. Greg grimaced throughout the ordeal. His
T-shirt and shorts were
soaked.

“Please …
sir …” he gasped, when the kid had eventually
finished. “Can we leave now? We need to run,
sir.”

“Not so
fast, kiddo. Wait while I open that envelope to
check everything’s in
order.”

Taking his
time, the young white guard ran his fingertip
along the seal. His pulled out a folded piece of paper and opened
it up. His eyes and lips moved as he studied it painfully slowly.
It was obvious the kid could barely read. Then he handed it over to
Greg.

 


***

 


Sarah straddled Jim’s
face.

Her husband had
replaced the Warden on the sofa. She had to remind
herself to still think of him as the Warden and not just as
‘Bull’.

She kept her
expression composed. She always did this at
the Warden’s command. It was a test, training, what he called
Thought Reform. Jim ate humble pie straight from her unfaithful
vagina.

But the truth was …
she forced herself to look down at him
‘coldly’ … the truth was she wanted to smile, to laugh, to
whisper sweet nothings to Jim. She dabbed at his nostrils with her
sodden labia. He looked so funny with a big creamy smear on his
nose.

Why had their sex
life been so … unimaginative all those years? Rumpy-pumpy once a
week on a weekend morning. If she
was lucky. A few humps, Jim’s orgasm, a few strokes
of his fingers on her, her orgasm. Job done. Week after
week.

She squeezed her
vaginal muscles and dispatched a big blob of Bull’s cream onto
Jim’s mouth. She stared grimly until he parted his
lips.

Bull
laughed.

“You’re a natural, my dear.” He leaned over and
kissed her. “A natural born cuckoldress. Maybe that’s your
destiny here on this island?”

She watched Jim
swallow the first blob as a second, larger gobbet oozed out of
her. Cuckoldress?
Again,
she couldn’t think. Her mind was overloaded.

She swung her arms
behind her and rested her palms on Jim’s ribs, so she
could adjust her body’s angle. She encircled his chin with her
butthole then looked at Bull.

“Good idea.” He said, with a crude wink. Then he
nudged Jim.

“Kiss the bottom of your
cuckoldress.”

 


***

 


Greg
grabbed the letter, his heart
thumping:

 


‘Hey Greg
and Alison,

How
are things on my favorite island? It’s Major
D.P. here.

Look, I
was kidding when I said I’d look into your case.
I reckon you two must be guilty as fuck, right? However,
Sadie and I thought you guys deserved a few hours of freedom for
giving me such a good time last weekend. So we hope you enjoyed the
walk and anticipation, but I’m afraid the jetty’s as far as you’re
going to get for another few decades! Besides, you two make such
great bellhops.

I’ll be
back to visit in nine months or so, all
being well. Who knows, I may drop by and let Alison blow
me?

Hope you
guys appreciate the joke. Have
fun!

Your good
friend,

Damian
Parks

Greg looked up. The two guards were
grinning. Alison was gazing at him in hope. He shook his head at
her, tears pricking his eyes.

In the
distance a horn sounded. The hovercraft’s engines
grew even louder and Greg listened to freedom
pull away from the jetty.

The acne-pitted kid’s pale blue eyes
stared at him.

“Now, I
think you two owe us an apology.”

 


***

 


Giles was
lying on his front on the massage bed in his
office.

The bed
had a hole for his face and he was drooling with pleasure. A small
puddle of saliva had collected on the floor below. Amy Carrington
was kneading his bare feet
and legs. She’d been massaging him for over two
hours.

Giles
never set a time limit on a good rubdown. He normally found some
free hours in the afternoon, after his busy morning inspecting the
Farm and a hearty lunch with his wife, before a
sundowner and the evening appraisals. Like
the agricultural seasons, there was a pleasurable rhythm to his
life.

Amy
Carrington had only come to his attention recently. He’d conducted
her and her husband’s appraisals. She was a fine piece of 37yr old
ass; honey-blonde hair, full lips, strong arms
and decent tits. Giles was faithful to his wife Yvonne. He never
fucked the prisoners. Well, he called it ‘Bill Clinton-faithful’.
Blowjobs and hand-jobs didn’t count. Nor did a good
rimming.

Amy had
just finished half an hour’s
diligent polishing of Giles’s anal whorl. Now she was back to using
her fingers to manipulate the knots in his old calves. He could
feel his hard erection underneath him, agreeably rubbing against
the bed. He rarely rushed his orgasm. There was usually only one,
and the longer he waited the more satisfying it
was.

“Mmm …
harder.” He murmured.

“I’m s …
sorry sir.”

Giles
would have no truck with tiredness. A position as his masseuse was
a privilege. It was up to the chosen woman to push through any
exhaustion. Amy’s buttocks bore the fresh
marks of yesterday’s incentive-caning under her sexy white
therapist’s costume.

Andrew,
Amy’s husband, was standing on sentry duty next to the desk,
checking the CCTV screens. It was his job to keep an eye out for
Yvonne in the corridor. Massage was fine,
of course, but it wouldn’t do for Yvonne to walk in during a
rimming session or a ‘happy ending’. It was a husband’s role to
ensure that Giles’s wife was never embarrassed by such a
thing.

At the
same time, Andrew was on his fourth draft of a
letter to Ray Prentice. Giles had rejected his first three
attempts. Ray was the man in charge of State Orphanage #17, where
Miranda Carrington was undergoing a type of finishing school.
Andrew had fallen out with Mr. Prentice a few years earlier and it
seemed almost too much of a coincidence that his daughter had been
allocated to number 17.

“I’ve
finished, sir.” Andrew said.

Giles
murmured a reply watching a string of drool descend to the floor.
He felt a bubble of gas and released it
unashamedly loudly.

“Read.”

“Dear Mr.
Prentice, Sir.” Andrew began. “Firstly, my wife Amy and I would
like to thank you from the bottom of our hearts for allowing
Miranda to write to us. Parts of her letter were understandably
redacted on security grounds
but it was obvious to us how much care and attention you have been
showing her.”

Giles
laughed. “Better so far. I like it.”

“Amy and I
are well aware that we brought Miranda up badly. We spoiled her and
turned her into an entitled brat.”

“Yes,
that’s perfect.” Giles said. He reached a hand
up behind his back and pulled his buttock
outwards.

Amy
released his leg and, a moment later, he felt her wet tongue
tracing its way up his thigh. He heard
Andrew Carrington cough.

“Continue.”

“She will
undoubtedly require a heavy hand to bring her
into line. Amy and I have learned a lot about the State Orphanage
system during our own Education in the evenings and we welcome the
opportunity Miranda’s been given. It’s obviously too late for us
but she can still become a valuable member of the new, equal
society.”

“Deeper.”
Giles interrupted, speaking to Amy. “It is indeed too late for you
but you can at least make your bloody
tongue useful.”

“Mmm …
sorry, sir.” She mumbled into his crevice.

Andrew’s
voice croaked with
humiliation as he continued.

“Amy was a
virgin when I married her which is just one of the many reasons I
welcome my wife’s extensive usage by others now. Clearly this
outmoded and patriarchal concept is not suited to Miranda’s future
as the missus of a ‘normal
bloke’. Therefore we are thrilled that she is already undergoing a
process to broaden her mind and we very much hope that you, Mr.
Prentice, will find the time to include yourself amongst her
teachers.”

Giles
grunted in approval. Amy was kissing
his scrotum delightfully with her nostrils
wedged in his butt. It would be time to roll over
soon.

“We would
like to finish by apologizing for our appalling lack of manners
when we met you. Fortunately we are now learning the error of our
ways and it is our fervent wish to be able
to express our regret to you in person one day, should you ever
visit this island.

Yours
humbly and sincerely,

Andrew and
Amy.”

Giles
sighed. He felt the letter was okay. Not perfect but adequate. With
more time it might benefit from a fifth
draft but he was ready to cum now. He clicked his
fingers.

The couple
immediately helped roll him over onto his back. Andrew lifted and
Amy pulled. Giles’s felt his erection slap against his
stomach. He gave Andrew Carrington a lewd
wink.

“Now
read me your letter to your
daughter.”

“Yes sir.”
Andrew returned to the desk and began. “My darling Miranda, mummy
and I have at last been given permission to write to you with our
news. The delay until now
is for all our benefit. The State has sensibly decided that
correspondence during the first six months is only likely to
increase melancholy.”

“Homesickness.” Giles corrected. “Not
melancholy. It sounds
too depressing.” He tapped Amy’s hand as a sign she could start
stroking his cock as well as sucking it. He was ready to fill her
throat now.

“Yes sir …
only likely to increase homesickness.” Andrew
continued. “Everything here is much better than we could have
expected. Despite our past lives as parasites and drains on
society, the State has seen fit to treat us very fairly. Don’t
listen to any rumours. Mummy and I see a lot of each other and get
to work in the great outdoors almost every day. Mummy’s made a lot
of friends. She has an active social life and is very popular with
some of the younger staff here. Daddy’s been his typical surly self
but is improving, I promise!”

Giles
half-laughed at Andrew’s line and half-groaned at Amy’s dexterity
as he bucked his hips and came in her mouth. She kept stroking at
just the right pressure and for just long enough
to extract every milliliter of his
goodness, capturing it on her tongue.

“The food
is interesting to say the least. But we can’t
complain. All things considered we are both
well and just relieved to be paying something back after so many
years taking. We hear that nice Mr. Prentice is looking after you.
Mummy and daddy were very rude to him once so please do what you
can to make it up to him. He knows best! Our love to you and we
hope to hear back from you soon. M & D xx.”

Giles
peered down at Amy. She was looking up
at him, lips pursed, mouth full. He looked across at Andrew who was
waiting expectantly for a verdict.

“Read that
last paragraph again.”

“The food
is interesting to say the least …”

Giles
stared at Amy while he listened to Andrew’s
pack of lies. Well, misleading words perhaps, rather than outright
deception? It was Ray Prentice who’d requested an upbeat letter be
sent, along with a dozen or so photos of Amy and Andrew. Giles
didn’t know the man’s plan but he was sure it would be
amusing.

He
looked into Amy’s eyes, enjoying her nausea.
Finally, he nodded and she gulped with relief. Then she lowered her
face to his groin and began licking his erection
clean.

“… and we
hope to hear back from you soon. M & D xx.”

Andrew
finished and looked at him and Amy
cleaning his cock.

“That’ll do.” Giles said. “Quickly
handwrite it out again neatly and leave it on the desk with the
letter to Mr. Prentice.”

“Yes
sir.”

Giles
cuffed Amy’s head to signify he was finished. It was time for a
sundowner with Yvonne on the porch.

 


***

 


Kayla
relished introducing Virginia to her
dormitory.

The prisoners’ huts were built of
breezeblocks and corrugated iron roofs without windows or plumbing.
The floors were rough concrete and the halogen strip lights on the
ceiling were auto-controlled. Night-vision CCTV lenses monitored
the prisoners overnight.

Each hut was split into 10
dormitories. Each dormitory housed 10 women. Virginia had been
allocated to Hut F19, Dorm 2, Space 1. Ten rectangles were painted
in white onto the floor, five on each side. Virginia’s Space #1 was
located next to the latrine bucket, the traditional spot for new
arrivals. Kayla peered into it and grimaced at the
stains.

Virginia’s
100 hut-mates in F19 comprised
a typical miscellany of mothers and wives, their ages spanning 25
years, with appearances ranging from attractive to plain to
bedraggled. Despite their obviously educated accents they now spoke
in crude, monosyllabic dumbed-down terms.

“Who the
fucks’ nicked my hidden
toothpick?”

“Hey
cunt, it’s my turn on the shitter
now.”

“Who’s this
newbie?”

But her nine dorm-mates snapped into
silent attention as soon as they saw Kayla.

“This is
Virginia.” Kayla said, spinning her charge round so they could
admire the fresh welts on her butt. “She’s just
been enjoying herself at the fairground. There’s no need to give
her any special treatment.”

Romantic
relationships between prisoners
were strictly banned. Instead, all lesbian activity was prescribed
by the guards. Most sex took place before lights-out under
supervision. It was customary to select those who were demonstrably
unenthusiastic about woman-on-woman sex and especially any who
antagonized each other, or were physically mismatched looks and
age-wise.

Kayla
quickly spotted a couple of older, unkempt women
who would make fun face-sitting partners for
Virginia in future. Activities were performed in front of the rest
of the dorm as well as any guards.

When
Kayla eventually returned to her own
comfortable accommodation, she found a suitcase outside her bedroom
door with a paper tag on the handle. It had her name on it! The
note said it was from the Student Militia. They’d retained 90pc of
Virginia’s possessions but they’d sent over a few things that might
prove entertaining.

Kayla opened up the suitcase and found
mostly clothes; some office wear and lingerie and smart footwear,
plus a pair of denim jeans and some cutoff shorts. There were
several E-cup bras and one rather sexy black nightdress. Digging
deeper she came across Virginia’s cosmetics bag, tampons and,
surprise-surprise, a vibrator, complete with lube and spare
batteries.

Then
she found a handbag with a phone charger,
phone and an iPad, tagged with a label containing user-names and
passwords, already hacked by the Militia. They’d even sent her
Virginia’s purse with some plastic cards, banknotes and – rather
amusingly – two wrapped condoms.

Best of
all, though, were a file of
handwritten private letters and 5 old fashioned diary notebooks,
one for each year from 2021 to 2025. Kayla flicked one open and
found neat writing on every page. It was clear Virginia wrote down
her most personal thoughts at the end of every
day.

Pouring
herself a rum and coke, Kayla began to read.

 


***

 


Mick
Pawson’s store was a grungy little building
near the jetty.

Old Mick
had been one of the first independent traders
to arrive on Penal Colony Nine. He’d run a Tat Parlor on the
mainland for years but wisely anticipated a surge in demand for his
inking skills as the first trickle of prisoners became a flood back
in 2022.

He’d taken
on a couple of employees and expanded from
tats and piercings to a full modification service. “MP”s
– as everybody called it
– stood for Mick Pawson’s Modification Parlor. He offered
everything from hairstyles to Botox, boob jobs to
branding.

“What takes
your fancy, my love?” he asked Kayla the
following morning, whilst actually looking at Virginia, sizing her
up. Virginia’s appearance, Kayla’s decision.

“I’m not
sure. I was told to get her a haircut,
certainly.”

Mick
smiled, flipping a few strands of
Virginia’s disheveled but well-cut hair. He eased her back onto the
gynecological barber’s chair and began buckling her in. He clearly
didn’t waste time.

“Bald is
easiest. Some guards prefer punishment haircuts but I always think
a total snooker ball is the best way to start a prisoner off
here.”

Kayla
grinned. “Punishment
haircut?”

“Yeah, you
know, something ridiculous. Clipped all the
way up the back and on top but two long bunches left at the sides
is an absurd look on young women. It’s quite popular. Or see that
cream on the shelf there? It will destroy all her follicles. So you
could make any style permanent if you prefer.”

Mick finished locking Virginia’s
neck, wrists and ankles into the straps. She’d put on a grubby vest
from the pile and nothing else. He pushed a button and the extended
legs of the gynecological chair whirred, slowly pulling Virginia’s
legs apart in a wide-V.

“Nice
pussy.” He said, fingering her labia. “It’s pretty
clean.”

“Yep.”
Kayla replied. “She’s untouched so far.”

He cocked
an eyebrow in surprise. “Really? No first night
action? That’s a bit soft.”

“You think
so?” Kayla felt embarrassed.

Mick
looked much older than his 53 yrs. He had grizzled silver hair and
a straggly motorcyclist’s beard, and a large
paunch under his lumberjack shirt. Virginia winced in pain as his
coarse fingers opened up her vagina.

“I’m
teasing.” He smiled. “It’s up to you, my love. There’s no right or
wrong here. Each guard does whatever he or
she wants.”

“You want
to fuck her now?”

Mick momentarily toyed with the zip
of his dungarees. “Nah, thanks. I already shot my wad this morning
and I’m not as young as I was. Thanks anyway. I mean, this one’s
not that bad
looking.”

“Not yet!”
Kayla laughed, giving Virginia a wink. “Let’s go for the snooker
ball.”

Over the next ten minutes, Mick
sheared and polished Virginia’s head, leaving all her lovely locks
on the sawdust-covered floor.

“We ship it
to the mainland. Citizens having chemotherapy love wigs made out of
prisoners’ hair. Makes them feel posh. What
about her nose now?”

At Kayla’s request he pierced Virginia’s
septum and inserted a steel ring that she could be led around
by.

While he
worked, Kayla wandered around the cramped
studio, peering at numerous photos of Mick’s previous work;
sobbing faces and shorn heads, huge boobs and pierced
labia.

“I like
this.” Kayla said, pointing to a vagina that was completely locked
by pairs of steel rings with a
padlock joining them.

“We call
that the OAO look.”

“OAO?”

“Oral and
Anal Only.” He chuckled. “Best we give her
the OAO tattoo on her forehead too.”

Kayla stared at the photo of the
female prisoner. She was tattooed on her face and her pussy mound
as well.

“I love
it.”

She walked
over to Virginia who had moist eyes but wasn’t
actually sobbing. She ran her fingers admiringly over her smooth
head and pierced nose ring.

“How does oral and anal only sound to
you? How many guys have fucked your asshole so
far?”

Virginia
slowly shook her head. “N … none, B … boss.”

Kayla felt
another of those wonderful rushes of power. She still
couldn’t quite believe it. Virginia might
have been a solicitor but in the Penal Colony legal system Kayla
was judge and jury. She brushed a tear from her charge’s
cheek.

“Anal only!
Yes, let’s lock that precious
cunt up and focus on your ass and mouth.”

It
took 20 minutes for Mick to pierce and
insert 6 matching pairs of rings in Virginia’s dry labia. He didn’t
use anesthetic but he was well practiced so didn’t seem to hurt her
too much. The Lustlock padlock was like a large steel safety pin
that fastened the rings tight together. The uppermost pair
completely closed her clitoral hood.

“Stops her
touching herself.” Mick explained. “Thing
about anal only is to make them feel even more used. You don’t want
’em to orgasm. They’re just cum receptacles. Mouth and anus. But
after a while, we find even the most prudish can get a bit
frustrated when they’re sealed up. So we aim to keep their clits
out of reach.”

Kayla
grinned at Virginia. Mmm, she was getting more and more into this
idea. A frustrated cum
receptacle.

“What about
washing?” she asked.

“Some of
the outdoor showers have these
little hoses the width of straws. Make sure she uses one to rinse
herself out regularly. You’ll find she does it herself as her cunt
will get kind of itchy.”

“So she
can’t even … you know …
like ever touch herself.”

“That’s
what OAO is all about. Just like the male prisoners. It’s all about
denial. Although she’ll maybe learn to cum
from anal? Some sluts do.”

Kayla giggled.

“Hear that?
I found your vibrator with your belongings the
Militia sent me. No more self-pleasuring for
you!”

Virginia
was silently crying now, tears running down her
temples.

“What about
these?” Mick raised Virginia’s grubby vest
and exposed her tits. He squeezed them.

“Ooh, yes,
pierce her nipples too.”

“Okay,
and how about these jugs? Are they big
enough?”

Kayla
couldn’t help laughing again. She
watched while he briskly punctured Virginia’s nips and inserted two
hoops, while she considered his question. E-cups? They were big
already. But even bigger?

“Are there
any like, limits?” she
asked.

He
shrugged, scratching his silver beard. “Not really.
Just as long as nothing affects her working.
All prisoners have to be able to work and study 15-16 hours a day.
But the rest is kinda up to you.”

“Can I come
back another time?”

“Sure. You
just book a slot. I’m busy but there are
usually vacancies a few weeks ahead. You can bring her back for
further improvements!”

“Thanks.
Let’s leave her tits for now. But I’d like to end with a few
tattoos, okay?”

Mick
reached for his tattoo gun and
equipment. “Sure. Name them.”

“I’d like
my name on the top of her bald head. ‘Kayla’s bitch’. How’s that?
And then ‘OAO’ on her forehead and above her cunt
too.”

He nodded,
approvingly. “Sounds good, so far.”

“Also ‘OAO’
on the base of her spine and ‘Cocks
Welcome here’ with an arrow pointing between her
buttocks.”

“No
problem.”

Kayla gave
Virginia a wink. “And finally two yellow emojis on her tits. A
smiley on the right and a sad face on the
left.”

“It shall
be done.” He laughed. “I think that’s
your lot for today!”

Kayla trailed her fingertips down
Virginia’s neck and shoulders and then raised the hem of her grubby
vest, revealing her plump tits.

“And I’d
like to book an appointment for … further improvements in, say, six
weeks time!”

 


***

 


Josh followed Viola to the
Supervisor’s Staff Room.

He was
now, undeniably, one of her coterie of ‘boyfriends’. As far as he
knew, she had about half a dozen guys like him, all nice looking,
late-20s to mid-30s, all
married. Most days now, after work, she’d summon him to perform for
her from around 7.30 to 8.00 p.m.

“Mmm …” she
murmured, caressing the top of
his head, as he hunkered between her legs. They were alone. His
cock was still locked. Damian had taken the key. She exhaled rings
of cigarette smoke while he licked her.

“Mmm
…” he moaned in reply, pretending to be
enjoying himself. As usual, her smell was high, thick with stale
sweat, dried urine and arousal pheromones. Hygiene wasn’t Viola’s
strong point. But he never complained. Poor Tim had complained
once. And that was the last Josh had ever seen of him. Rumor had it
that Tim had been summarily transferred to the Gay Treadmill where
male prisoners generate power under a brutal phalanx of homosexual
guards.

A stray
pink hair got caught in Josh’s teeth.
But Viola hated him breaking rhythm. So he
swallowed it and carried on swirling his tongue over her engorged
clitoris. He heard a hiss of air.

“Whoops.”
She giggled.

Being one
of Viola’s favorites did at least
bring a couple of benefits. She sometimes dropped a tit-bit in his
lunch. Yesterday it was a slice of cold toast left over from her
breakfast. She also mostly turned a blind eye to his chats with his
neighbors on the packaging line.

“Look.”

He heard
her tell him to look at her. His heart missed a
beat.

She was
holding a key and grinning at
him.

“It turns
out I did have a spare one after
all!”

Josh
blinked. A key to his cock
cage! He shifted upwards on his knees and
raised his mouth from her pink bush.

“Oh no.”
She chuckled and pushed his
face back down. “Just because I have a key doesn’t mean I’m going
to unlock you. I have a new stud. Erik. ‘Erik Big-Dick’ I call him.
He’s my new fuck-buddy. But don’t worry. You’re still my number one
suck-buddy.”

Josh
whimpered but immediately began tonguing her again.
He’d almost rather she didn’t have a key. It was too much
to bear.

“Maybe one
day I’ll unlock you?” she teased. “How
about in, say, about six weeks time?

 


***

 


SIX WEEKS LATER

 


 


Bull
smiled at Jim Armstrong who was polishing
the floor of his ensuite bathroom when he came in for a
piss. He unzipped his uniform and stood over the
pan.

“You
know, I’ve been thinking, you’ve been with
me around two months now, boy.”

“Yes sir.”
Jim replied. He was down on his knees buffing the
tiles.

Bull
dangled his large cock in the right
direction but didn’t aim or hold it. It jerked and half his flow
hit the pan while the other half missed.

“I reckon,” he continued, “it’s probably
time for you to be moving on.”

He smiled
down at Jim. The meek acceptance in the
ex-banker’s eyes was visible as orange urine spread slowly across
the sparkling white tiles. Eight weeks of induction training had
worked wonders. Now it was time for Jim to start a new
job.

“Er … sir?
Move on? And Sarah too?”

Bull
smiled. He had a nice surprise for
Jim.

“I’ll be
keeping Sarah here. Like my
‘sort-of-missus’. I’m very fond of her as you know. You’re a
natural cuckold and watching us fuck comes easily to you. But I
don’t think it’s necessary to make you witness our increasing
closeness. I’m actually being kind to you. It’s time for you to
move on.”

“B … but …
sir …?”

Bull shook
his cockhead, spraying droplets everywhere.

“What?” he asked, a tinge of impatience
in his voice.

“Sir …
please … don’t separate us.
I’m okay with … staying.”

Bull looked down at him. Jim’s cock had
been pierced and locked since his arrival; now approaching 60
frustrating days. He’d also learned to do absolutely everything
Bull ordered.

But
in return, Bull had already given their
daughter Juliette to his son Junior. He’d even arranged a pardon of
sorts for her. He’d never done that for anybody
else.

“No,
boy. My mind’s made up. I’m sending you to live
in a male dormitory and to work on the sex toy packaging line. The
same as your predecessor Josh.”

Jim looked
crestfallen. He didn’t seem to notice the
orange fluid now circling his knees.

“B … but
sir, she’s my wife.”

Bull
chuckled and pulled a folded sheet of paper from his back
pocket. He’d already signed it as Warden of
Penal Colony Nine. He passed it to Jim.

The first two lines were typed in
large print.

 


THE DIVORCE OF JAMES AND SARAH
ARMSTRONG

ON
GROUNDS OF ADULTERY

 


***

 


As usual,
Kimiko’s clinic was crowded.

Two naked women were displayed on
the gynecological beds. One was covered in black leeches from her
chest to her knees. Kimiko was a huge believer in the ability of
these predatory worms to draw blood from patients, especially those
complaining of period pains.

The other
was about to give birth. She
was fully dilated and pushing on her own. Kimiko regarded midwives
as an unnecessary expense for the Colony. Just like in the old
days, female prisoners didn’t need help or epidurals or analgesics
or even mild pain relief. And should there be any emergencies,
Kimiko was on hand to handle everything.

“Hush!”
she snapped as the woman let out a yowl when
she pushed.

Meanwhile,
a third woman was standing astride the
toilet producing a stool sample. She was blushing and straining.
She had a vaginal rash and Kimiko wanted to check if that was
anything to do with her bowels.

A fourth
prisoner was waiting in the dentist’s chair.
Kimiko was sick to the back teeth with the woman. This was the
fourth time this week she’d arrived complaining of severe
toothache, a self diagnosis Kimiko simply didn’t agree with. A drip
bottle was hanging on a stand by the dentist’s chair. The bottle
was full of a yellow fluid. A tube ran from the drip to the funnel
in the patient’s mouth.

“Yes?”

Kimiko
stared at the blonde woman next in line. She looked
familiar.

“Linda
Montagu, nurse. I’ve been sent
here for a pregnancy test.”

The prisoner was dressed in a Resort
Therapist’s uniform; a tight low-cut top, short, pleated skirt,
white sandals, whorish makeup. She handed Kimiko a note from the
Deputy Warden.

“Hah yes, I remember you.
Contraceptive boost jab.”

She
gave Linda a pregnancy test
pack.

“Piss on
that. Hurry.”

Linda
looked round. “Wh … where?”

Kimiko
pointed at the red-faced woman straddling the
toilet.

“Opposite
her.”

At that
moment, the prisoner giving birth let out another wail. Kimiko
dashed across the room and slapped
her.

“Hush! Give
birth silent or I get
angry.”

Linda
pulled her skirt off and
hunkered astride the toilet facing the woman struggling with
constipation or embarrassment. They were so close their chests and
knees brushed together. She briskly peed on the plastic
strip.

“Why
test anyway? You protected.” Kimiko
grinned.

“Yes, but the Deputy Warden sent me. I
said I was feeling nauseous this morning. But I’m sure that was
something else. I don’t see how I could be
pregnant.”

Kimiko grinned. “Lots of sex,
yes?”

Linda
blushed. “Some, yes.”

Kimiko
took the plastic strip and walked over to the dentist’s chair while
she waited. She turned up the speed of the drip’s
flow.

Then she
came back and chuckled at Linda.

“Congratulations! You
pregnant!”

 


***

 


Jim had never seen anything like the
packaging line.

“Here.
Position 43E. Remember it.” A young female supervisor with a
nametag on her uniform snapped at
him.

He nodded
at his new colleagues. They were mostly males and one female.
Like him, they were all naked except for
toweling loincloths.

“Hi.” The
man on his left murmured, as soon
as the young supervisor had left them. “I’m
Josh.”

“Josh!
You were with the Warden just before me,
right?”

The next
minute was taken up by whispered
introductions. The guy opposite was called
Simon. His wife Gemma was in the position next to Jim. The factory
was enormous, with hissing and clanking machinery making it hard to
hear their words.

At 6.00
a.m. exactly, the conveyor belt started to
roll.

“Married, right?” Josh asked. “Where’s
your wife?”

“My
ex-wife.” Jim grimaced. “The Warden divorced us. He wanted Sarah
for himself.”

Josh
shrugged. “Well in a way that’s lucky.
He’s turned my Linda into a
whore.”

“Now now,
you two.” The supervisor reappeared. Jim
saw she was called Viola. She was a bizarre looking young
thing with pink hair, numerous piercings and a cigarette stuck to
her lower lip. “I want to see less talking and faster
packing.”

“Yes Miss.”
Josh replied. Jim followed his example. “Yes
Miss.”

She sidled up to Jim and pulled
aside his toweling diaper, exhaling smoke into his face. She stared
down at his pierced penis.

“Hmm …” she
chuckled. “Stick your tongue out.”

Slowly,
Jim opened his mouth and said ‘ah’. He saw her peer into his mouth
and then wink meaningfully at Josh.

“I think it
might be time you were relegated.” She said.

 


***

 


Kayla
thanked the handsome, well-endowed Arab
guard.

Virginia’s
nose-ring was fastened to a hoop on a short
steel chain. The chain itself was one of several on posts fixed
into the ground. A number of prisoners could be ‘parked’ face down
alongside each other like bicycles. The Arab had just pulled out of
her asshole, leaving a hefty trail of semen as he did so. Virginia
was on her elbows and knees, hips raised, while noshing her supper
out of a bowl.

Kayla
liked to take her bitch out on an evening walk instead of letting
her eat with the other factory workers. There would often be
individual guards or small groups wandering about at that time,
when the sun was starting to set.
Random guys were often up for a bit of OAO
action.

In the six
weeks since Virginia’s arrest, she’d entertained an unknown quantity of males that way; mounted
face-down, ass-up, outdoors. And just as Mick Pawson had foretold,
some women learn to respond to anal sex. Kayla was fascinated to
observe that anal orgasms are elusive but possible. The first time
that Virginia stiffened and gasped and climaxed with a guard on top
of her was a marvelous moment.

She didn’t
mind that Virginia had enjoyed a release. On
the contrary, she relished the subsequent humiliation on her
crimson cheeks and tattooed forehead as her prisoner realized what
had just happened.

Nor did
Kayla regret all the ink
all over Virginia’s pale skin; ‘Kayla’s
bitch’, ‘OAO’, ‘Cocks Welcome here’ and the
two ridiculous yellow emojis on her plump tits. She still hadn’t
decided whether to get her a boob job or not. On balance, she
thought she probably would.

“How was
that?” she asked, unfastening the
nose-ring from the chain.

Virginia raised her
face up from her steel bowl. Today’s slop looked pretty decent;
brown and lumpy like a stew with actual meat in. Her teeth and lips
glistened with it.

“Fine,
thank you, boss. He was long and
careful not to make me cum.”

Kayla
nodded. “He was nice looking too,
I assure you.”

She didn’t
allow Virginia even to look at the men unless
she invited her to. Initially she’d hooded her, but that was no
longer necessary. A guard’s appearance was irrelevant. Virginia
took them all in her stride, warts and all.

“Finish
your slop.” Kayla said, jerking her chin at
the bowl.

She
watched her gulping the stew. A decent
amount of hair had grown back on Virginia’s head. Kayla had decided
to use some of the cream Mick talked about next time, to keep the
bald look permanent. It would contrast nicely with her underarms.
Kayla had banned Virginia from doing anything about her armpits
which were already dark and shaggy.

She’d just
finished perusing Virginia’s 2023 Diary for
the second time. It was wonderfully invasive, reading somebody’s
most private thoughts, never intended for anybody else’s eyes.
She’d read all of Virginia’s innermost feelings about her
appearance and insecurities, her work and career, about boyfriends
and sex, about theatre shows she’d seen and smart restaurants she’d
eaten at.

Virginia
was a ridiculous foodie. One of those
boring people who savour and go on about every frigging
mouthful, praising the aroma, and texture and even the aftertaste.
Kayla had grown up on takeaways and fast-foods, kebabs and burgers.
That was all her mum could afford.

But
even more interesting were the revelations
about Virginia’s past relationship with her boss. A Partner of the
firm and a married man no less. Kayla had forced herself to reveal
everything to the man’s wife, as well as to the Managing Partner of
the firm and the State Supervisory Body of Law Firms. She was
optimistic the adulterer would be on the hovercraft within the next
few days. Kayla was already excited about ticking the “Looks
Familiar” icon.

 


***

 


Sarah
sat at dinner with Bull.

It was
just the two of them. Like a proper couple; chatting, chuckling,
sometimes even arguing, discussing this and that. She was dressed
sexily in a slinky top and skirt, heels and
jewellery.

The
Warden had an enormous collection of
necklaces and bracelets, earrings and rings, gold and silver,
diamonds and sapphires. She knew most items had been confiscated
from prisoners but others he’d bought with his ill-gotten gains.
Tonight she was wearing a diamond and platinum tiara in her
hair.

“Mm …
please.” She nodded, as Nick, the butler,
offered her more wine.

“I heard
from Junior today.” Bull said, wiping his lips with his linen
napkin.

“Yes?”

Of
everything that had happened to them,
the best by far was Junior’s extraction of Juliette from the island
and Bull obtaining a pardon for her. Sarah couldn’t deny that. But
his cruel decision to send Jim away was the worst thing. Somehow
she had to get her husband – her ex – back.

Later,
after dinner, she proved yet again her ability to
disassociate her body from her mind, and her
emotions from her brain. She did every filthy thing she knew the
Warden liked. She trash-talked and told him how great he was and
how wonderful was the huge black truncheon he beat her with. She
screamed in ecstasy and relished his semen and thanked him
profusely afterwards.

She was
riding two horses. One, that she could get him to change his mind
about Jim.

And two
that the #ROMEO Movement, Junior and Bob Smith
might actually win.

 


***

 


Bob Smith
ran his fingers through his
non-existent head of hair.

The
dossier was shocking. Truly shocking. Worse than the Soviet gulags,
the North Korean camps, revelations about the Uighurs detained in
China.

In his own
country! The evidence was clear-cut. Testimony
and photos and even video of the dreadful happenings on Penal
Colony Nine. The very same colony where an inspection report had
confirmed living conditions were civilized and sanitary, prisoners’
food was plentiful and the various factories produced valuable
exports.

But
this #ROMEO Movement had bravely sourced
material that contradicted everything he’d been led to believe. The
incontestable fact was that his government was being lied to. HE
was being lied to. And his senior team was
split.

One on
side was Zadie Wood’s faction. Bob knew she
counted Harold Jones, Michelle Singh and Zahra Chong in her
camp.

On the
righteous side was his bloc. Bob
knew that Barbara Bassey, Maya Lee and Shirley Wilson would back
him.

The
unknown was General Mohammed Demir.

He closed
the document. There was a photo on the cover;
barbed wire and 4 scrabble letters that spelled out the title of
the dossier. Just one word.

 


H E L
P

 


He had no
idea of the individual who’d delivered the package through his own
letter box. Bob and his wife lived in what was
known as the ‘Red House’, an egalitarian
redbrick dwelling, at number 20 Integrity Row, in a residential
street near the capital’s military
headquarters.

The
evidence inside was mostly dated between 5 and 6 weeks ago. There
was no time to lose. He had to
strike now.

Suddenly
the doorbell rang. Bob looked up and
quickly locked the dossier in the drawer of his desk. He walked to
the front door and called out.

“Yes? Who
is it?”

“Bob? Open
up please. It’s Mohammed Demir.”

 


 


END OF
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