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PENAL COLONY
NINE


BOOK NINE: THE
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Zadie Wood’s narrowed eyes circled around the table slowly,
taking in each colleague’s face in turn. She gave a friendly nod to
Michelle, Zahra, Harold and Mohammed and then switched to a cool
enquiring stare for Barbara, Maya and Shirley.

“I take it that our decision is unanimous?”

“Yes.” Each replied one by one, some enthusiastically, others
less so, but everyone officially agreed.

“Then let us move onto other
more important matters.” She
smiled thinly, emphasizing that Bob’s fate was an inconsequential
issue.

She had decided that, within the next week, Barbara and Maya
would be replaced as well but, for now, Zadie only needed to rock
the boat, not to capsize it.

“So, on the question of Quota, I propose an immediate increase to
5 percent. We are all in favour, I take it?”

The Quota was the percentage of the
richest “percent” sentenced to life in the Penal Colonies. It had
risen from 1 percent in
2022, 1.5 percent in 2023, and 3 percent on
31st
December 2024.

Now it would be rising to 5
percent.

“Absolutely,” most voices in the room echoed, except for
Barbara and Maya who hesitated. They feared there were no funds in
the coffers to build, let alone to staff, more than the 25 existing
Colonies.

“Agreed.” Barbara and Maya
eventually
acquiesced.

Zadie smiled. Barbara’s meek acceptance wouldn’t save her.
Within days she’d be aboard the same hovercraft that Bob Smith and
his wife were already on, all bound for Penal Colony
Nine.

She’d decided against Penal Colony One for Bob, even though
Number One was the customary destination for those from the highest
echelons of government and society. Sending him to Nine would
emphasize the point that Robert Smythson was a loser, worthy of no
more contempt than any other ordinary citizen.

The Press Release announcing his arrest
revealed that Bob Smith
was actually born Robert Smythson but he’d changed his name when he
got into politics at university. Soon everybody nicknamed him “BS”
- given his propensity for spouting anarchist bullshit - and his
earlier, privileged upbringing had become lost in the mists of the
decades that followed. Last night, however, his Smythson birth certificate was released to the
State Media.

“So, the motion is passed
unanimously.” Zadie
confirmed.

Bullshit, of course. The birth certificate was a forgery and
Bob Smith was of no more fortunate a background than Zadie was.
However, the ‘man on the street’ would lap the lies up; high-born Robert Smythson now
getting his comeuppance!

She’d already had a word with Bull Sykes
to ensure that her
predecessor was singled out for ‘special treatment’ upon his
arrival on the island of Penal Colony Nine.

Zadie winked across at Mohammed. Her Minister for Security &
Homeland would soon be taking on extra responsibilities in return
for his loyalty to her. She would trust him with Maya’s Diversity
Portfolio. Along with Maya’s remuneration, of course.

Now that Zadie was in charge, she would quickly push through
her proposal for recognizing the crucial work that senior ministers
did. People such as Mohammed, Michelle, Zahra, Harold and,
naturally, herself would receive substantial raises. But such
payments would be untaxed - and therefore unregistered.

It obviously would never do for government officials to be
caught in her new “five percent trap.”

Her phone buzzed. She glanced
down and smiled.

The hovercraft had arrived at PC9’s
jetty.

 


***

 


SEVEN MONTHS LATER

 


Kayla was sitting with Mick Pawson
watching him shear a new
prisoner’s hair. The woman sobbed as one side of her dirty blonde
locks was buzzed away by Mick’s clippers.

“What d’ you reckon?” Mick asked. “Both sides?”

Kayla studied the woman a moment. Aside from her distressed
expression, she was kind of cute; brown eyes, good teeth, even
features.

“I think shave that side and the
back too.” Kayla said.
“But leave her left side long. That way her hair can be plaited
into a short leash.”

The woman blinked up at her. It was quite obvious she hated
Kayla. They’d only known each other 48 hours but that was plenty.
Kayla had a knack of finding a prisoner’s weaknesses super quickly.
The woman’s wet eyes were full of disgust that she now made every
single decision for her.

Mick chuckled. “Your wish is my command, K.”

For a minute or so, his clippers savaged the back of the
prisoner’s head, shaving her neck all the way up to the crown at
the top, sending strands of long hair floating down to the grimy
floor of his salon. The woman yowled when she saw it all lying
around her feet.

“Nice.” Kayla said, patting the woman’s knee. “Don’t worry. I’m
sure your husband will still find you attractive.”

“Any more?” Mick asked, holding up a mirror so that both women
could admire the mess he’d made of the back and top of her head.
Parts were hairless, other areas dotted with red pinpricks and
stubble, and everything was uneven.

“Nooo.” The woman wept when she saw it.

Kayla laughed. It was so funny when
these new prisoners got
all worked up about such a little thing. Mick’s parlor was rather
different to the hairdressing salons they were used to.

She gathered the woman’s long hair on the other side into a
loose pigtail and stared at it. She couldn’t decide if a leash
would be flattering or not. Mick passed over an elastic band. She
used it to secure the clump of hair together above the prisoner’s
ear.

“We’ll leave it like that for now. I rather
like it.”

He laughed and turned off his black clippers. “What else? Any
tattoos?”

The woman stared up at them both in horror.

Kayla arched her own immaculately plucked eyebrow and
smirked as Mick unsheathed his tattoo gun.

“Oh yes, of course!” She ran her varnished fingernail along the
woman’s creased forehead. “Several tats.”

Her fingers counted out space for
14 letters above the
woman’s eyebrows.

“Let’s start with … Kayla’s
New Bitch.”

 


***

 


Linda Montagu was due any day now.

Nevertheless, the pretty blonde was
still not entirely
spared her ‘hostess duties’. With her swollen tits, distended belly
and prominent labia, quite a number of Resort guests opted for the
heavily pregnant 30yr old blonde to ‘accompany’ them during their
stay.

Just the previous weekend,
a married couple had booked
Linda for a 48-hour binge of threesome sex; mostly oral but a
couple of gentle fucks too. The couple were considering starting a
family of their own and they wanted to see how pregnancy might
affect their own sex life.

They were both reassured by Linda’s ability to absorb cock
despite her expectant shape and size. The husband got a buzz from
adding his jizz to the mix, so to speak. His wife had never
experienced cunnilingus from a pregnant woman before, especially
sitting on her face. When they departed, they left a handsome tip
for the Deputy Warden.

Sadie had invited both Damian Parks and Hazel Whiting over for
the actual birth itself. Neither had been able to return to South
Beach Resort since their earlier visits. South Beach was totally
booked up months in advance and generally only senior bureaucrats
and high-ranking military figures were able to bypass the queue.
But as Deputy Warden in charge of the Resort, Sadie had managed to
swing a couple of extra places for the upcoming weekend.

At that moment, Nurse Kimiko was holding a stethoscope to
Linda’s tummy, while another female patient was doing naked pushups
on the floor nearby.

“It will be fun to know the ethnicity finally.” Sadie
said.

“Yeah.” Kimiko replied. “I’m betting on
oriental.”

Sadie laughed. “Well, the stats say you’d
have a 22per cent chance then!”

Both women totally ignored Linda while Kimiko examined her.
They already knew her unborn child’s sex. A scan had revealed that
he was a boy; a healthy lad to be trained as a future Penal Colony
Guard.

Sadie had decided that all being well,
Linda’s next breeding in
a couple of months’ time would be enhanced with fertility drugs to
give a decent chance of twins or even triplets. That way they could
improve their yield from her over the next decade or so.

“I’ve invited her husband Josh as well, to the birth.” Sadie
revealed.

“Hah.” Kimiko laughed. “Good idea.”

Linda couldn’t help gasping when she heard that. She hadn’t seen
or heard of her husband for over half a year.

Sadie smiled at Linda’s evident shock. “And Josh’s girlfriend
has asked to come along too.”

“Hmm, husband has girlfriend?” Kimiko
frowned, pressing her stiletto heel into the buttocks of the
exhausted female doing pushups next to them. The woman had come to
be treated for migraine.

“Yes.” Sadie replied. “A sweet girl named Viola. Only 18 or 19
yrs old. She’s Josh’s colleague. They’ve been dating for
ages.”

Sadie smiled inwardly, pretending not to
notice Linda’s stunned
expression at this revelation.

“Well,” she continued saying to Kimiko, “we shouldn’t blame
Josh. What’s good for the goose is good for the gander and all
that. He knows that his unfaithful wife has been banging his
factory colleagues on and off for months, as well as numerous
guests and guards. So I guess it’s only natural that he’d fall in
love with another woman, right, especially a much younger
one?”

“He not chaste?” Kimiko asked in surprise.

“Oh, of course he is. Most of the time. But rumor has it he’s
exceptional with his tongue and his girlfriend adores cunnilingus.
These affairs somehow manage to hit upon sexual satisfaction one
way or another. Love will find a way, right!”

Kimiko nodded, lowering her stethoscope and smirking into Linda’s
moist eyes.

“Must be nice you to know your husband happy.”

 


***

 


Flint was in fucking heaven.

His job was processing each day’s new
arrivals. The prisoners
were all discharged from the hovercrafts, held in a slow-moving
queue for several hours, then processed and allocated, either to a
Factory or the Farm, the Resort or Special Duties. After that they
were given their initial medicals and barcode tattoos.

Since the increase in Quota to 5 percent, the number of prisoners
on Penal Colony Nine had swollen from 40,000 to over 62,000. New
barracks, huts and stables had been thrown up for virtually
nothing, using breeze blocks, corrugated roofing, steel bars and
free labour. Existing dormitory floors marked out for 10 were
repainted to fit 14 prisoners in smaller spaces. Factories were
expanded to take on more manual labour powered by extra treadmills.
Even a few new latrine huts were being built.

To handle the influx of new prisoners, the number of officers
had been increased from 8,000 to 11,000, but with the vast majority
being enthusiastic student volunteers in order to control
costs.

As a paid guard with 9 months’
service, Flint had already been
promoted twice, now up to the level of Induction Squad Official. He
supervised a handpicked group of six young students all doing their
stints of ‘national service’.

He was fucking proud to have come a long way from the con who’d
served 18 years in a mainland prison for armed violence, home
invasion and sexual assault. Flint could still remember the
Warden’s exact words to him during his first week.

“I hope you see this as an
opportunity to start
a proper career.
No more criminality.”

Flint had taken that advice to heart.

He smiled down at the 19yr old newbie. Like the others, she was
suspended from a wooden beam, trussed like a chicken; her knees
were roped to her shoulders and her arms were cuffed behind her
back. Flint could swing her to and fro on the ropes. Her helpless
cunt was splayed wide open, ready for stuffing, while her drooling
mouth was taped shut with half a lemon inside it. She was mewling
unintelligible sounds.

One of the consequences of the Government’s latest Amendment
to the Payback Act, increasing the Quota to 5pc, was a steady
reduction in the average age of prisoners. Nowadays, many more
well-to-do singles and couples in their 20s qualified for ‘State’s
Pleasure’. Furthermore, the Orphanages on the mainland had become
over-crowded, so that many more 18-21 yr olds had to be sent to the
Colonies instead.

Just like this one.

Flint didn’t even know the cunt’s full name. It was Meg
something. But names were irrelevant in his job. Her number was
062356FPC9 and that’s all that mattered now. It had been tattooed
on her right forearm half an hour earlier. He might read her file
later but probably wouldn’t bother.

He already knew enough. Meg-something-or-other was just 19 yrs
and 2 months old. The cunt was a well-known actress and popstar.
Earnings in the top fucking 5pc last year! There was no argument.
It was a slam-dunk case. She’d been sentenced to State’s Pleasure
in her very own right. No boyfriend, fiancé, husband or parents to
blame or accompany her. But she’d sure have her own fan club on PC9
soon!

Flint had seen a lot of
attractive females
tipped out of the hovercrafts these past few months. But this one
was right up there; a heart-shaped face, long brown hair,
expressive eyes, full lips. She was only 5’ 3” tall and
petite.

He ran his coarse fingers over her trussed body. But her
boobs weren’t petite, that’s for sure. Flint was a bit of an expert
on tits nowadays and she’d obviously had hers done. Her cunt felt
nice and petite though. He slid a thumb between her dry labia and
pinched her exposed clit.

“Hey boss, need anything?” a female colleague called
out.

‘Strap-on Sal’ was one of his six ISMs. A
real nasty piece of work. Flint had chosen her himself.
She was sporting a humongous
phallus swinging between her chicken-thighs. His Induction Squad
Members all had a key role to play in the arrival
procedure.

“Nah, fanks. Not yet.”

They were doing their important work in ‘Welcome Hall # 3’,
one of a quartet of gym-like buildings located near the jetty. This
was Flint’s little empire. He had his own small office. There was a
TV and coffee room for his squad to relax in, and the large hall
where the seven prisoners he’d selected were now held during their
physical initiations.

Deputy Warden van Rimmel
had entrusted Flint and the
three other Induction Squads with the important task of what was
known as FPPIP: the Female Prisoner Physical Initiation Process.
Over the past 6 months or so,
too many women had responded badly in their first few weeks. Some
became catatonic, suffered PTSD, and were unable to work
productively. It was important to remember that sexual service was
only a useful sideline. Above all the women were here for Thought
Reform and Hard Labour.

Flint’s team had to try to ensure that a new arrival’s first
few hours were handled in a way that allowed her to become
productive quickly at work. With very few exceptions, he was able
to choose any prey he wished. He had a nose for them. This hot
little 19yr old now trussed before him was a typical
example.

He picked up a pair of crocodile clips and
attached them to her
nipples. The steel teeth sunk in nicely but without drawing blood.
She moaned onto the lemon gag. Flint didn’t much care for lots of
annoying screaming and bitching. She swayed on the ropes, tethered
like an animal.

Her tits were shaking like blancmanges. She’d had them done
to a nice size. But Flint doubted they were oversized enough. The
guards liked women who looked a good as Meg to be ridiculously
endowed. After all, this was fantasyland. Many of the guards
had normal girlfriends with normal tits. Prisoners were kink fodder. He ran his hands over her
jugs and gave them a good squeeze, making her eyes bug with
pain.

Her asshole was hanging open. He released her tits and thumbed
her buttocks apart. He had ragged nails. It was a little trick
another guard had taught him. Flint clipped and cut his fingernails
so that they were serrated and sharp. Several spiky points caught
in the whorl of her anus.

Her sphincter was visibly tight. He had no idea if she was an
anal virgin or not. Her file might say but he didn’t care. He
picked up a steel plug and lathered some lube onto it. Nowadays, he
never fucked a new arrival’s anus. He’d tried that once and
discovered how filthy she was. Big mistake. The latrines on the hovercraft were primitive.

Nevertheless, it was kinder to start the training of their rear
entrances immediately. So he slowly twisted the steel cylinder
through her clenched sphincter, breaching her resistance. Her eyes
squinted and angry snot bubbled out of her nostrils.

Her body was wonderfully small; 5’ 3” with a tiny waist,
but she nevertheless managed to absorb the fat plug without
difficulty, although with a certain amount of visible
distress.

She kept staring at him manically, brown eyes wet with tears
and indignation, and resignation as well. She knew what was coming
next.

Flint’s cock.

Coming … and cumming too!

He could see it behind her eyes. Her incredulous disbelief that a
gorgeous actress-cum-pop-star like her was about to be fucked by a
hideous, shaven-headed thug with a disfiguring knife-scar all down
one side of his face.

But it was much, much worse than that. At least if this was
happening in an alleyway she could cling to the hope that he would
be caught, found guilty, sentenced. But she was already realizing
there’d be no comebacks. What was happening to her now wasn’t only
legal. It was encouraged. So she couldn’t even get any comfort from
the idea that Flint might one day be punished. He’d feel a pat on
his back, not a hand on his collar.

He grinned at her and yanked her
dark tresses.

“Don’t get all fuckin’ traumatized on me, darlin’. This is a
fucking privilege, an opportunity for you to start paying back
straightaway. You’re fuckin’ lucky I’ve chosen you from today’s
rabble.”

“Mmmmmmm ….” She was inclined to disagree.

He thumbed her dry labia and peeled them apart. Then he placed
the tip of his unwashed cock against her entrance. On either side
of them six other lucky females were about to undergo their
Physical Initiation Process at exactly the same time.

Flint’s squad of four guys and two
females liked to operate
in sync. Seven selected prisoners were all suspended from ropes in
a line, each one hanging from a beam and trussed like a Christmas
turkey, orifices open and available.

“One … two … three …”

Flint led the way, followed moments later by the others. The
two female volunteers were sporting large strap-on dildos. A muted
chorus of ‘mmmmoans’ greeted their harmonized invasion.

Flint had fucked 663 cunts so far. He kept a notebook. Most
of them only once; a few lucky ones twice or even three times. But
he had zero interest in repeat business. He’d spent 18 years
languishing in prison. So he had a lot of fucking catching up to
do.

This was the heavenly bit. The first dozen
thrusts. She got a
second wind, mewling and snorting and shaking. But her futile
efforts to expel his erection only added to his pleasure. All she
got was a trickle of lemon juice for her efforts. He leered and
gave her a wink.

He’d popped a Cialis earlier. He
didn’t take one daily.
But when he came across a real beauty he wanted the extra rigidity
that a pill gave him. It made his cock really hard and bloodthirsty
and able to hack through the tightest defenses.

She slowly lubricated despite her wishes
to the contrary. Her body betrayed her but it was only self
defense. His thrusts
became easier, more conventionally pleasurable. Oh yes -
in and out
– laughing at the indignity on
her gagged face, the futile rage in her eyes. She was tight, warm
and slippery despite her shame.

He glanced along the line both ways. His squad was moving in
formation. He’d trained them well. Seven turkeys being prepped and
basted, ready for cooking.

His thumb caressed Meg’s creased forehead.

“Just relax and friggin’ enjoy it.” He soothed her. “Embrace your
new line of business!”

“Mmmmmmmm …”

“Don’t worry, darling, I’ll recommend you
for a porn career. This Colony runs a nice sideline called FETFLIX
you know? Real XXXXX stuff! You bring the looks and acting skills,
we do the rest. You’ll be a fuckin’ star of the dark web in no
time.”

“Mhmhmhmhmhmhmhm …”

He reached under her and pushed the steel
butt plug deeper. Her pussy’s grip around his cock tightened in
response.

He chuckled. “You don’t agree?”

She shook her head frenziedly. “Mhmhm
… mzszz …”

Her taped mouth and puffed cheeks limited
her ability to conduct
her job prospects but spittle and saliva trickled from her
nostrils.

Flint could feel his orgasm coming.

Just as the Warden had said. This was a
proper career.

He forced his eyes to remain open. He always did. He liked to
watch their faces as they felt his hot juice filling their insides.
Their tearful eyes would fly open and then close in defeat, as
their foreheads creased in shame.

“Welcome to Penal Colony Nine, darlin’.” He grunted as his
knees quivered with pleasure.

 


***

 


Giles beckoned Mr. Prentice to the chair opposite his
desk.

“Have a seat, Ray. You don’t mind being
called Ray?”

“Not at all.”

“Good. It’s just I forget what good manners are nowadays. I get so
used to just saying whatever I darned well like.”

Ray smiled. “Yes, I’m a bit
the same. Not that I ever
attached much importance to politeness. I was always one for the
rule book. That’s all that mattered to me.”

Giles had to
admit that he quite liked Ray. So often visitors from the Mainland
turned out to be a disappointment. They’d enthuse about the Penal
Colonies beforehand but the reality seemed to horrify them. They
clearly had no stomach for what was necessary to improve the
world.

Whereas Ray
seemed like his sort of guy. Although Giles was a simple farmer
with no party affiliations or interest in rule books, he could
appreciate a fellow man of action when he met one. Their chat had
been educational, enjoyable and entertaining.

“So you’ve found your trip useful so far?
Impressive heh?”

“Very inspiring. I can’t decide what I
like most. The Resort,
the Factories or your Farm here. The way you’ve crammed over 60,000
prisoners into a Colony designed for 40,000 is a lesson to us
all.”

There was a tentative knock on the door.

“Enter.” Giles shouted. “Coffee … tea, Ray?
Or something a little
stronger?”

Amy Carrington pushed a trolley through
the doorway. Giles’s
office was large and book-lined with windows overlooking a
manicured lawn and then fields beyond.

She inhaled in shock when she saw Mr.
Prentice.

“A glass of that champagne, I
think.” Ray replied,
showing no sign at all that he recognized the servant.

Amy was dressed impeccably in a
traditional maid’s
outfit, from her white cap to her black fishnets and 4” stilettos,
except that her low-cut top displayed almost all of her
tits.

“Me too.” Giles agreed.

He watched Amy’s hands shaking as she
lifted the Bollinger out of the ice bucket and poured the
first glass. Her wobbly lower
lip quivered nervously and her body trembled as she carefully
presented it to Mr. Prentice.

“Fuck me, woman! Stop shaking.” Ray shouted, accepting
it.

“I … I’m sorry sir.”

At 39, Amy was still a slim, attractive woman with honey-blonde
hair pinned up in a bun, and aristocratic cheekbones. Her
previously generous mouth had been magnified with Botox into a pair
of rubbery lips. What’s more, her perfect tits had been further
enhanced to Giles’s precise specifications.

Over the past month, the two men had exchanged several
messages regarding the Carringtons. In fact this whole ‘fact
finding’ visit had been built around the amusing scene that was
about to play out.

Amy somehow managed to pour a second glass
and pass it to Giles without spilling any.

“What the hell, bitch?” He exploded. “Why
the nerves? Do you know this important person or
something?”

She blushed. “Y … yes, sir.”

Giles and Ray both appeared confused. “How?”

“It was a f .. few years ago. He came for an
interview at Andrew’s business.”

“Well fuck me sideways.” Ray laughed. “Of course. Cunt
Carrington! I didn’t recognise you with the lips and
tits.”

Giles chuckled. “What a coincidence. I remember now. It came up
at your appraisal, didn’t it?”

“Y … yes sir.” Amy swallowed. “Our daughter
Miranda is in the State
Orphanage run by Mr. Prentice, sir.”

“Is she be damned?” Ray frowned. “Miranda?
Hmm, can’t say I remember her. Is she an ugly bitch like you?”

“She … looks … a bit like me, sir. Younger
obviously.”

Ray rubbed his chin, thinking, and
then pulled out his
phone.

“Hold on a sec.” He scrolled and stopped at a
photo. “Is this her?”

Amy Carrington’s face
froze in shock. “Y …
yes, sir.”

Giles took the phone and guffawed. The photo was of a pretty
girl’s upturned face resplendent with ropes of white
semen.

“Excellent.”

Ray took the phone back and scrolled again.
He smiled.

“This one is her too.”

The amusing charade continued for several minutes. A stream of
photos showing Miranda’s mouth sucking a gnarled erection, of a
veined penis penetrating her anus, of three middle-aged men using
her simultaneously, of her buttocks covered in purple tramlines, of
her sweating in a gym and another of her scrubbing a stone
floor.

“So this is your daughter?” Giles asked.

“Yes sir.”

“How funny, I’d forgotten all
about that twist of fate.
Still, it looks like she’s being well looked after.”

“Oh she is indeed.” Ray formed a
steeple with his
fingers. “She’ll be ready for marriage in a year or two. We hold
Open Days at various parish halls in the vicinity of Orphanage 17.
A few local lads have their eye on Miranda. Some have even taken
her for a test run.”

“What do you say, Amy?”
Giles beamed.

“Th … thank you, sir.” A tear was running
down her cheek.

“Hey, I forgot.” He said. “Where’s your
husband?”

Three minutes later, a gasping Andrew Carrington was shoved
into the room by one of Giles’s overseers. He was dusty, gaunt and
naked. His pierced penis was secured inside a steel cage flopping
between his legs.

“Ah, Andy, welcome!” Giles said. “Do you
remember this VIP?”

Andrew looked horrified. “Y … yeth thir. Mr.
Prentice.”

“Exactly. I expect you have something you
wish to say to him?”

Andrew’s face crumpled. He glanced from Amy to Giles and
back to Ray Prentice.

“Yes, th … thir. I’m th … thorry.” He lisped. “I th … thouldn’t
have said those things I did that night.”

Ray looked exceedingly unimpressed. His
eyes roved from Andrew’s shaved head to his missing front teeth and his steel
cock-cage.

“At my Orphanage an apology on its own is
never enough. It needs a punishment added to make it heartfelt.”

Giles nodded in approval. “My thoughts
entirely.”

 


***

 


Bull watched the three men
struggling with the
large breezeblocks. They were working naked apart from protective
boots and gloves. Their bodies were covered in grime and dust and
whip-marks.

He’d reallocated Josh Montagu, Jim Armstrong and Bob Smith from
the packaging line to a construction site, building new latrine
huts for the prisoners. They formed a funny looking team; young
Josh in his early 30s, middle aged Jim in his 40s and Bob aged 61.
Each one was a lot thinner and fitter than when he’d arrived on the
island.

The hut was going up slowly, but much quicker than one might
expect. Long, thirteen hour days made up for the small team and
lack of equipment. The men worked by hand, lifting, carrying and
placing the heavy blocks on top of each other. The plumbing was
already laid and the concrete floor had set hard.

Meanwhile, two young girls were supervising their work. They
were student volunteers, sitting on a tree stump, chewing gum. It
was a hot day and both were wearing bikinis. One was topless
although she did up her top when Bull approached. She was swishing
a riding crop and her friend held a cattle prod.

“How are they doing?”

The mixed race girl shrugged. “They get
tired in the afternoons.
Lazy fucks. The old git especially.”

She looked down meaningfully at her crop and then at Bob
Smith’s buttocks. They were criss-crossed with red
welts.

Bull had been much kinder to Bob than
Zadie had requested.
He’d inducted the ex-Government Leader into Colony life himself as
well as Beryl, his wife. Then he’d allocated him to a
cushy 13hr per day job on the
packaging line alongside Jim and Josh. Bull called them his “three
amigos.” He paid them a visit once or twice a week.

Bob suffered worse during the evenings when he had his
Thought Reform lessons under the stern eye of Yolanda Wood, Zadie’s
sister. But her teaching methods clearly worked. Bob now saw
himself as a humble prisoner and nothing more. He struggled with
hard labour due to his age, not his attitude.

“Here Bob.” Bull called out and whistled, as if he was talking
to a trained pet dog.

He pulled his swagger stick from inside his boot.

“Touch your toes.”

He watched the older man
obediently swivel and present
his bruised backside and sagging testicles to Bull and the two
girls. Bull flicked the tip of his swagger stick against Bob’s
dangling, pierced penis.

“Your wife remains in fine fettle I’m told. She sends you her
love”

“Thank you sir,” he answered, his tone betraying hope that Bull
might one day give him a bit more news.

But Bull had decided it was better if Bob
remained in the dark.

“Get back to work.”

Next Bull called Jim Armstrong over.

“Sarah sends her regards too.”

“Th … thank you sir.”

Bull nodded kindly. He was strangely fond of Jim. It had taken
several months of separation, toil and reeducation, but Sarah’s
husband – or rather her ‘ex’ – now seemed to accept the humanity of
Bull’s decision to keep her as his consort. She had a good life
now. A much better life than if she was slaving on a packaging line
or in the fields.

“Would you like to see her
some day?” he asked.

Jim’s facial expression suddenly appeared bewildered; a mix
of exhaustion from
hours lifting the heavy breezeblocks; uncertainty caused by his reformed way of thinking,
elation
from the suddenness of Bull’s
offer, and no doubt disbelief that
he was being serious.

“Y … yes … please S … sir.”

Bull laughed loudly, as if he’d been
joking, only adding to
Jim’s confusion.

“Back to work, amigos.” He said,
as he tucked his swagger stick
in his boot and strode off.

 


***

 


Ray Prentice sliced the cane through the air in a practice
swing. It generated that satisfying whoosh of misplaced air. The
cane was a vicious crook-handled rattan, heavier than those used in
the Orphanages. In fact they were illegal outside the Penal
Colonies.

Amy Carrington was still kneeling like a Labrador next to Ray’s
boots. She was nursing a mouthful of his cum. He’d bestowed upon
her the opportunity to partly appease him with her best blowjob,
while Andrew and Giles watched. The expression on his face while
she sucked him was disdainful yet triumphant at the same
time.

Nevertheless he was still only partly placated. He no longer
had any idea what Andrew had actually said to him that evening all
those years ago. It wasn’t important now. Their words were long
forgotten. But what was important
was how aggrieved he’d felt at that time. He disliked people like
the Carringtons before he’d met them. The conversation only
confirmed his loathing of them.

The first stroke made the most marvelous
crack in the book-lined room. Its shrill echo coincided with
Andrew’s gasp and
whimper as a weal sprang up on his skin.

Ray winked down at Andrew’s wife. Her cheeks were still
puffed out. He would fuck her later. Giles had invited him to stay
overnight. Ray generally preferred much younger women than Mrs.
Carrington but for her he’d make an exception.

It took four full-blooded strokes to
reduce Andrew to proper
tears and sobbing, and then another eight to satisfy Ray. By the
end of the thrashing he’d at last managed to dissipate his anger.
Now it was time to play his final card.

Miranda Carrington!

 


***

 


Damian looked out of the window and
smiled down at the view.
He remembered the previous time he’d taken this flight, seeing the
green rectangle of Verteneuf nestling in the turquoise sea. But
this was his third visit and he knew what to expect. It got better
each time.

The plane was now only a few hundred feet
from the ground and he could make out individual
buildings and even naked
people on the beach and in the sea. There appeared to be several
gangbangs going on.

“Excited to be back?”

Hazel Whiting was sat alongside him in 9B.

“More than.” She winked.

Damian hadn’t met Hazel until they boarded the flight. But he knew
all about her and her dislike of the Montagus.

After they landed, a young woman in smart
white Bermuda shorts greeted them. She was topless.

“Major Parks? Ms. Whiting?”

The well-trained female reached out to take both their suitcases.
As usual, there was a line of taxis waiting, pulled by human
ponies.

“I’ve taken the liberty of reserving the
Johnstons for you, sir.”

Damian nodded curtly. The Johnston quartet had pulled him
around on his previous visit and he’d had cause to complain. He
surveyed them.

The foursome looked completely
different now: the
parents were muscled like weight-lifters despite being in their
mid-40s; the younger couple were lithe and deeply
tanned.

He walked round the cart, smacking each
bare rump in turn. Their various piercings and accessories chimed like bells.

“Let’s go.” He said, without
even acknowledging that he
remembered them.

When they arrived at the South Beach Pleasure Dome, who should
be there to greet them at the entrance but the Deputy Warden
herself.

“Welcome back!”

“Sadie, it’s great to be back.”

“I hope you remember these two.”

Sadie was standing between two bellhops
named Greg and Alison.
They made a handsome couple.

“Can’t say I do.” Damian frowned. “Should
I?”

He watched them blush. The one called
Alison was topless in a
white tennis skirt and open, Roman-style sandals. Her breasts were
just as he remembered them; high and perky but full, with nipples
like raspberries.

Sadie smiled. “No reason at all.”

The bellhops bustled forward and took both suitcases from the
female porter.

“Keep this cart on standby.”
Damian said, sneering at the
perspiring Johnstons. “And you can jog back to the airstrip,” he
told the porter. She curtseyed gratefully.

Sadie was a large and unfit woman, sweating in the sun in a large
and unflattering dress.

“Cocktail?”

Hazel led the way into the hotel and Damian
followed.

Yes, it was good to be back.

 


***

 


“Here’s the secretary, I brought along.” Ray said, as the young
lady was shown into the room.

He’d told Miranda beforehand that her
parents would be there.
He had also warned her in no uncertain terms that if she rushed
over to them, spoke to them or even acknowledged them visually, she
would never, ever see either of them again.

As a result she simply curtseyed towards
Messrs Prentice and Greene and totally ignored the other two people in the
room.

Stunned, her parents gasped; Amy’s fingers shot to her
mouth and Andrew’s hands tried to cover his nakedness in front of
his own daughter. Giles smiled inwardly. Their distress that she
apparently didn’t recognise them was obvious.

“Will I need to take notes, sir?”

Miranda was clutching a notebook and
pencil. She was dressed
in a cliché secretarial uniform of tight shirt and jacket, a short,
pencil skirt, seamed stockings and heels. The fabric of the white
shirt was see-through and her braless tits peeked out between the
lapels of her blue blazer.

A nice detail was a pair of black-rimmed spectacles perched on
the end of her aquiline nose.

“Nice bit of cunt, Ray.” Giles observed
drily.

“Not bad is she? Fancy a crack?”

“Maybe.” Giles shrugged. “She looks a bit
like the one in your
photos?”

“They all look the same these posh tarts.” Ray stared at his
secretary. “Yes, take some notes.” He twiddled his index finger at
Andrew Carrington. “Turn around.”

Andrew slowly shuffled round and revealed
his savagely marked buttocks to the room’s occupants.

Miranda blinked in shock, staring at her father’s striped
backside.

“Jot down the following. So far I’ve cum in
his wife’s mouth and given him twelve strokes of the cane. Tonight I plan to fuck her in
both holes and then to watch him lick her out, front and back.” He
smiled at her. “Got that all down?”

The girl blushed, scribbled a moment and
looked up. “Yes sir.”

Giles motioned for the secretary to come
round the desk and stand
by him. He gazed directly at Amy Carrington while he slid his
sweaty hand under Miranda’s short skirt.

“Add to your note that I will watch proceedings, while you worship
my cock and then rim my asshole.”

She bit her lip as he pushed his thumb into her
anus.

“Yes, S … sir,” the girl hissed, bucking
like a finger-puppet.

Giles didn’t look at her. He
remained staring at Amy
throughout his probing of Miranda’s rectum.

Amy blushed, knowing what was happening, while having to
listen helplessly to their fates that evening.

Ray Prentice sat back contentedly and finished his champagne,
tilting his empty glass towards Amy.

“Another.” He ordered. “I think I deserve to
toast my resounding victory.”

 


***

 


Greg and Alison listened to the trio in total silence.

Alison was kneeling, carefully
balancing a large glass ashtray
on the top of her head. Both the Deputy Warden and Ms. Whiting were
smoking cigarettes while knocking back Margaritas.

As usual, Greg was dressed in a pair of white latex shorts
and a pink T-shirt emblazoned with ‘Anything, Just Ask’ across his
chest. He stood to attention staring straight ahead.

“When is she likely to give birth?”

“Oh, we’ll induce her if necessary.” The
Deputy Warden replied, flicking ash towards the ashtray. Greg
watched it float onto
his fiancé’s bare shoulder and right breast.

“And Josh will be there?”

“Of course. Kimiko’s agreed he can assist her.”

Greg felt the Major’s eyes
studying him. He could remember
every word of that awful letter many months ago;
hope you guys
appreciate the joke. Have fun!

But he simply stared straight ahead, trying
to keep his jaw relaxed.

“He’s rather insolent that bellhop.” The Major said, smirking at
Greg.

“Yes he is.” Ms. Whiting agreed, with a
grin on her face. She stubbed her cigarette out making the glass
ashtray wobble. Somehow Alison managed to wriggle her shoulders and
prevented it falling.

“Is he?” Sadie Shark said, turning to look up at him. “Hmm, I
see what you mean.”

Greg felt himself blushing, his palms
sweating. He tried to relax every muscle in his face and body.

“What would you like done?”

Greg continued looking at the wall above the Major’s head,
praying for mercy.

“I think I’d like him mounted. The last time I was here I
had a nightcap at the ‘Cock and Tail’. Some guy was gangbanged
there by five Village People-type dudes, all leathered-up with big
moustaches and even bigger cocks. It was excellent entertainment. I think a similar pounding would
wipe the impertinent expression of that bellhop’s face.”

“Hear hear.” Ms. Whiting echoed.

The Deputy Warden laughed. “Good idea. I’ll
have it arranged.”

Greg simply had to stand there and take
it.

“However, this bellhop is rather cute.”

The Major leaned forward and cupped Alison’s
breast.

“These two are engaged.” The Deputy
Warden smiled, reaching
out to run her fingers suggestively along the outline of Greg’s
steel tube, framed inside his latex shorts. Her fingertips toyed
with the bump of his testicles.

Greg blinked but didn’t move a muscle.

He was well aware the Major remembered them. They’d spent the
entire weekend with him. But the bastard was pretending
otherwise.

“Are they?” The Major took a
languid look at Greg and then
returned his gaze to Alison. “Then it doesn’t look as if he can do
much about his fiancée’s sexual needs.”

“And she does appear to be rather horny.”
Ms. Whiting tittered, pinching Alison’s nipples.

Greg watched the Major swig the last of his
Margarita.

“Let’s adjourn up to our rooms.”

Alison lifted the ashtray off her head and
picked up the Major’s suitcase. She went up with them in the elevator. Meanwhile Greg
carried Ms. Whiting’s via the staff staircase.

When he reached their two neighboring suites he knocked on
the first door. Ms. Whiting opened it and summoned him
in.

“Unpack everything and hang it
neatly.” She
said.

Greg laid her suitcase on
the folding rack and opened it
up. It was full of expensive clothes, underwear and shoes, as well
as two wash bags and a few sex toys.

Like all the top floor suites, hers had a living area with a
desk, an ensuite marble bathroom, a balcony and a huge bedroom.
This one also had an adjoining door through to the next suite so
they could be enlarged into family accommodation.

“Mm …”

Greg could hear noises through the locked door, coming from the
adjacent suite. Suddenly he heard rhythmic thumping of a bedpost
against the wall.

“Pass me the remote.” Ms. Whiting
ordered.

He gave her the TV controller and, moments later, the screen
came to life.

She sat on the end of the huge bed and patted
the spot next to her.

“Come and watch your fiance,” she giggled, “being fucked right next
door.”

 


***

 


“Don’t be long dear.”

After their substantial dinner,
Giles’s wife kissed him
goodnight and shook hands with their guest.

Giles patted his wife’s ample backside.
“I’ll be up in two ticks. I just need to finish a bit of business with Mr.
Prentice.”

As soon as Yvonne had left the dining
room, Giles clicked his fingers and a manservant placed a decanter of port and a
box of cigars on the table.

Moments later, the Carrington
trio was ushered into the room
by separate entrances. The manservant marched the parents through
the main double doors, while a female overseer led Miranda through
the side-door from the kitchen. Giles and Ray had agreed that it
would be best for all if the family remained apart except when
supervised.

“Ah, Amy, Andrew, Miranda, come and rejoin
us.”

All three were now dressed in pink tutus
and ballet shoes.
Andrew’s tights highlighted the outline of his caged
penis.

Giles lifted a buttock on his chair and
loudly passed gas. Nobody reacted or commented.

“You know I’m not sure I can manage a
blowjob tonight after all. Too much of that claret. What about you,
my friend?”

Ray chuckled and belched noisily. “Well,
I could always
try.”

Both men had tucked into 5 courses of
which the roast beef,
potatoes and fresh vegetables had been a highlight. Ray’s dessert
had been enhanced by a slideshow of the sustenance simultaneously
being provided to prisoners on the Farm. Of course, had he been
shown the slides earlier, they would have put him off his meal. He
jotted down a few ideas to take back to the Orphanage. Young ladies
could be so damned fussy about food.

Giles smiled. “Now Andrew and Amy have a
little trick they’ve been working on. Do you mind standing up for it?”

With a smirk,
Ray got to his feet, swaying a little. Giles gestured with his eyes
and both Carrington parents got down onto their knees. Amy knelt in
front of Ray and Andrew sunk to the floor behind him.

Respectfully
and carefully, Amy unfastened Ray’s tweed trousers and let them
fall. She then reverently removed his underpants. Giles smiled. He
could see her looking up at Ray with a superb attitude. Thought
Reform really did work.

"May I,
sir?"

"If you insist,
cunt.”

Giles heard the
same slightly muffled request from behind Ray’s backside.

"May I,
sir?"

He watched a
gleeful grin appear on Ray’s face.

Then Giles
waggled his finger at young Miranda Carrington.

“Pass round the
cigars young lady.”

Ray took a fat
cigar and used the cutter to remove the tip. Miranda struck a match
and held it for him while he took a first draw, before exhaling a
thick cloud of grey smoke into her face.

Meanwhile, at
his end of the table, Giles released another bubble of flatulence.
The runny Brie that followed the broccoli and lentils had bloated
his belly. He watched Ray contentedly puffing on the cigar as Amy
continued to apologize vociferously for her husband’s rudeness with
her pursed lips.

Miranda brought
the box of cigars to Giles and lit his too, while he eased his hips
forward on his dining chair.

“Down on your
knees now, young lady.”

With his
buttocks hanging off the end of the chair, the girl was able to
unbuckle his belt and tug down his beige corduroys. He saw her eyes
blink behind her glasses when she was confronted with his
underpants. Like all good men of the soil, Giles was
environmentally conscious. Despite his small army of domestic
servants, Giles wore the same pair of white Y-fronts for a week.
They felt comfortable and familiar. But his fly at the front was
soiled with orange stains.

“Hurry up young
lady.”

With a gulp,
she lowered his underpants and corduroys to his ankles. There were
stains on the gusset as well. Giles relaxed and spread his knees
wide, enjoying the entertainment provided by Ray and his two
acolytes.

He exhaled with
satisfaction as Miranda began making love to his sweaty balls and
clammy crevice.

“Take your
glasses off, my dear.” He said, as wreathes of acrid smoke
enveloped her blonde hair.

Meanwhile, Amy
Carrington seemed to be making progress with her apology, based on
Ray’s open-mouthed ecstasy and murmurs, in spite of the amount of
booze he’d drunk. He was moaning and tipping his head back in
pleasure.

Andrew’s face
wasn’t visible behind Ray. But Giles could imagine defeat and
dejection as he used his tongue to beg forgiveness from his
nemesis.

Justice was a
funny thing. What was that phrase? History is written by the
victors. Well, it certainly was in this case. He wondered what
the future might hold for Amy and Andrew after this weekend was
over? They’d done about a year of their sentences now. At 39 and 42
they both still had maybe four decades to go. How long was that?
Around 15,000 more days if they survived that long.

He chuckled and
smiled down into Miranda’s blue eyes. Fifteen thousand days!
Today was just one of them. Imagine that. Tomorrow would be
similar. Imagine that again. Multiplied by thousands. Life ebbing
away. Yes, he’d have to be sure keep a eye out for the Carrington
couple over the many, many years ahead.

And as for
their daughter? He gently gripped her earlobes and pulled her
aquiline nose deeper between his cheeks.

Yes, he mused,
this young lady will definitely make some lad a fine missus in a
year or two.

 


***

 


“And the winner is …”

Kayla was too astonished to hear her own
name.

Pushed up by friends, she made her way through the clapping
audience of officers, guards and volunteers to the
stage.

She was New Female Guard of the Year 2025!

“Well done, Kayla.” The Warden said,
shaking her hand in his massive black palm. He handed her a trophy
in the shape of a
number ‘9’ with barbed
wire wrapped and coiled around it.

“Wow!” was all she could say.

The audience’s applause and chanting subsided.

Deputy Warden Lesley van Rimmel was
co-hosting the event with the boss. She looked at her notes.

“It says here, Kayla, that you’ve been a natural from the
moment you arrived. That you perform all the normal duties but show
a particular knack for picking on individuals?”

Kayla shrugged modestly. A compilation
picture of Virginia appeared on the big screen
behind them, showing her
in different situations, as well as her branded right buttock,
various tattoos, piercings and jewellery, cuts and bruises, purple
tramlines, haircuts and body modifications. There were various
dates on several of the photos; 13-05-25 and 22-06-25
etc.

Raucous cheers, jeers and laughter arose from
the 500 people in the auditorium.

“I hear you’ve made this prisoner’s life a total
misery?”

Kayla laughed. “Well, yeah. That’s
Virginia. We’ve been on this journey together. I couldn’t
have won this award
without her.”

“And this guy?”

A compilation picture of Rory appeared
next. He was Virginia’s ex-boss and ex-lover at a law firm. Kayla had shopped him and,
a few days later, he’d fallen into her grasp as well. He was
similarly decorated with brands, tattoos, piercings and jewellery.
A close-up of his penis just after its mandatory circumcision made
the audience groan and cross their legs. Another photo showed
Rory’s face with an overflowing funnel strapped onto his open
mouth. A guard was standing behind him pulling up his
trousers.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, please give it up
for our New Female Guard of the Year … 2025!”

 


***

 


Kimiko sat drinking champagne with her guests. She was
already quite giggly and lightheaded. Josh Montagu was busy keeping
everybody’s glass refilled while his wife lay on the gynecological
bed with her calves in stirrups.

As usual, Linda wasn’t the only patient in the surgery.
There was a naked man on the neighboring bed with cotton bandages
shrouding his groin. He’d been caught masturbating in the shower
and there was only one suitable punishment for that. The guard in
question had requested that Kimiko do it without
anesthetic.

“Ssh.” She hissed at Linda.

Kimiko was sat on a bench at the end of the gynecological bed
alongside Deputy Warden Sadie Shark, two guests from the mainland
called Major Parks and Hazel Whiting, and a factory supervisor
named Viola. They were all chatting, laughing and swigging
champagne.

While they drank, Kimiko was madly
flirting with the dashing Major. He’d come to the birth dressed in his flattering State
Police uniform; black suit, medal and even his pistol. She found
him very attractive and hoped that plenty of booze might lead to
something exciting.

Meanwhile, Linda bucked and screeched even louder. She was
already fully dilated and the tip of the baby’s head was visible,
although was impossible to tell the ethnicity at this
stage.

The Deputy Warden and Ms. Whiting were
smoking as well as drinking. Kimiko had lent them a couple of
kidney-shaped bowls as
ashtrays. Grey smoke curled upwards into the glow of the ceiling
lights.

“Hush!” Kimiko barked at Linda again, while waving at Josh to
refill her own glass.

He looked at her plaintively,
evidently wanting her
permission to comfort his wife. But she shook her head. Instead she
fiddled with the remote that controlled the birthing
bed.

Kimiko changed the angle slightly, lowering Linda’s head and
raising the stirrups another couple of degrees. Kimiko was a firm
believer in ‘uphill birth’. It required extra pushing and, not only
that, it gave an audience a better view.

“Top up!” Major Parks shouted.

While Josh refilled his glass, the Major pointed between
Linda’s thighs.

“Look, Josh. Your missus’s cunt is
fucking huge. If you’re not
careful, other men aren’t going to want her!”

Everybody laughed at Josh’s
expression.

Everybody except for Viola.

 


***

 


When he finally arrived, he was almost black.

After a great deal of pushing and
screaming, Linda managed to give birth to a healthy, bouncing baby weighing 7 oz with
a few dark curls on his wet head.

Eventually, Kimiko had drunkenly risen from the bench and
helped deliver the child with a pair of old fashioned 1950s
forceps. Josh was even allowed to mop his wife’s brow for the final
few pushes.

Everybody cheered when the healthy infant emerged. The mix
of genes donated by his random father had produced a child with
lots of melanin despite his pale mother’s coloring.

“Well done.” Sadie said, cradling the
newborn in a blanket. “I’m sure he’ll make a perfect guard in
twenty years time.”

“Isn’t he cute?” Hazel cooed.

“Say goodbye.” Sadie smiled down at the exhausted mother.
Linda’s vagina was already being stitched up extra-tight by
Kimiko.

“You’re taking him away?” Viola gasped.

“Of course. We already have a wet nurse on standby.” Sadie
replied. “Bear in mind, Linda isn’t to be the child’s mother. She’s
merely a vessel, a breeder, nothing more. No doubt, she’ll be
pregnant again in a couple of months.”

Linda lay almost comatose on the bed, puce-faced and covered in
sweat, barely able to breathe, let alone to speak. However, her
blue eyes never left the small bundle that Sadie was
cradling.

“And well done you.” Damian said,
drunkenly patting Josh on the
back.

“I … what did I do?” Josh blinked, stood by the bed, a sullen look
on his face.

“Exshactly!” Damian slurred, lifting Josh’s
vest and raising an eyebrow at his locked-down penis. “You did
nothing! You were jusht the hapless husband who got himself and his
missush shent to the Colonies. WE all did the rest!”

Josh gritted his teeth, pushed too far. He snarled at Hazel. “We
were the victim of her evil
scheme.”

Then he looked at him. “And you were a friend who could have saved us but shafted us
instead.”

There was an awkward silence. Kimiko,
Sadie, Hazel and Damian all stared open-mouthed at Josh. Answering back was a serious
offence. Even Viola looked concerned.

Damian chuckled, wobbling slightly. “Shafted? Hmm, yes I shuppose I did. I shertainly gave Linda
here a damned good shafting.”

Rationally, Damian knew what Josh said was true. He’d betrayed
his oldest friend. Part of him kind of wanted to feel a bit of
guilt. But emotionally he just couldn’t. He was a sociopath. He
couldn’t help it. It wasn’t his fault. That was his character. He
was born that way. And he was intoxicated too.

So, instead, he gave Josh a sadistic smile and glanced at the
adjacent bed where a male patient was still sobbing quietly with
his groin swathed in bandages.

Damian slowly removed his pistol from its holster.

“Kimiko I think it’s proven that Josh no longer has need of his
testicles. I think it’s time they were rem …”

Damian saw a blur. It was the last
thing he ever
saw.

A blur, a flash and an explosion.

 


***

 


Josh knew it was The End.

He couldn’t take it any longer.

“I think it’s time they were rem …”

He made a grab for the gun and wrenched it from his hand. He
could see the drunkenness and confusion in Damian’s eyes. Josh
didn’t hesitate.

He blew a hole in
Damian’s uniformed
chest.

He swiveled and shot Hazel Whiting in the throat.

Next he lined up the nurse and shot the bitch in the
forehead.

“Give my wife the child.”
He snarled.

Trembling with adrenaline, he managed to steady the gun on the
Deputy Warden. She hurriedly passed the blanketed bundle to
Linda.

“Don’t move!” he warned Viola who was still standing frozen in
shock.

“Please …” the Deputy Warden begged.

He stared at the whore’s fat-fuck face and shot her.

Damian was lying in a pool of blood on the tiled floor. He was
groaning. Josh aimed and shot the bastard in the temple.

Now he had just one bullet left.

He looked at Viola and then down at
his wife. Both of them were
staring at him in horror. The baby was crying.

“I love you.” He murmured.

Surrounded by four dead bodies, he raised
the gun and aimed it at
Viola for a split second.

Then he pointed it under his own chin.

“No!”

The last thing Josh heard was both women’s screams.

He pulled the
trigger.

 


***

 


Barbara Bassey stuck her trowel into the huge pile of manure
and dug out as much as she could. Then she ran across the field as
fast as she was able, spilling as little as possible, and emptied
the wet dung on the grass.

Then she ran back and
stuck the trowel in yet
again and repeated the process, slipping and sliding on the damp
turf as little as possible.

On the way, she had to
dodge Maya Lee and Beryl
Smith who were both performing the same monotonous task. All three
of them ran barefoot and naked, except for their filthy sleeveless
vests.

Above them, a drone camera hovered,
flying only a few feet from
their heads, following them to and fro, from the manure pile to the
green grass and back again. The drone had a built-in loudspeaker
that frequently shouted at them.

“Faster!”

“Don’t drop any!”

“Don’t fall over!”

“Get up!”

Barbara had been the Minister for Economic Justice until
just six and a half months ago. Now she was a farmhand prisoner
serving State’s Pleasure. The black 51 yr old academic was very
popular with pimply white youths. Rarely a day went by when a few
of them didn’t make her big bottom bounce.

Her friend Maya had been the Minister for Diversity in Bob
Smith’s government. Now she provided ‘diverse services’ to young students when she wasn’t
spreading muck on West Hills Farm. The 46yr old Asian lecturer and
author was obliged to focus her intelligence on a different set of
problems.

Last of the trio was Beryl Smith, once
the gregarious and
jovial wife of the head of government, but now a timid and rather
less jovial whore. Not a whore in
the sense of being a paid prostitute. There was no payment
involved. But judging by the number of ‘I’ve banged Beryl’
badges on the lapels of the
student volunteers, it was evident she’d become rather
promiscuous.

Her round, friendly face sat atop a body that had become
plump and pear-shaped over the years leading up to her arrest. But
since her arrival, the rigorous workload and difficult diet had
caused the 55yr old to lose a few lbs. Now, her sagging haunches
and loose buttocks supported anything from 2 to 20 chaps an
evening. Everybody from the Deputy Warden Giles Greene, to the
newest student volunteer, and even quite a few prisoners, had come
to know Beryl’s mouth, vagina or bottom or, frankly, often all
three.

The drone flew relentlessly, monitoring
their every trip, skimming low over their heads like a hornet.
They’d already been
toiling for three hours. Within that time it had started out sunny,
followed by a thunderstorm, but the sky was now bright blue again.
A mix of mud spatters, humidity and sweat ran down their faces and
bodies.

“Oi! Bitches, faster!”

A group of a half dozen
volunteers appeared at
the gate. Often the prisoners were monitored solely by a drone,
flown by a student back at camp. But then a small group would
appear to check up on things in person.

A white lad with ginger hair jumped down from the gate. He
was wearing rubber boots, jeans and a check shirt. He was carrying
a horsewhip.

“Stop slacking fatso.” He shouted at
Barbara.

She forced the hand-trowel into the
mountain of stinking manure and dug out yet another load. It was liquid slime, delivered
that morning by truck from one of the Huts used by the prisoners.
She forced herself to sprint across the sticky mud to the pasture
at the end of the field.

The ginger teenager was waiting for her when she returned. He
couldn’t have been more than 18 or 19. His cheeks were covered in
pus-filled acne spots.

“You lazy slug!”

“I’m sorry sir.” She gasped.

He smirked. “Go and bend over
the gate.”

It was a 5-bar gate with five more jeering
students perched on it, all wearing boots and overalls.

“Up and over, Ms. Bassey.” They
heckled her.

When Barbara was mounted atop the gate, both her head and her
feet hung down without reaching the ground. Eager hands gripped her
wrists and ankles, securing her, while somebody else flipped her
vest, exposing her back.

“What are you looking at, cunts?”

She heard the youths shouting at Maya and Beryl who were
continuing to run and dig and ferry muck.

Without warning, the horsewhip tore across her shoulders. She
howled and they laughed. A second blow savaged her dimpled
buttocks, a third her upper thighs.

“My go next.”

They took turns. One would jump down from the gate and another
would climb back up, accepting the gang’s applause.

“Economic Justice, huh, fatso?”

She sobbed as a couple of fingers explored
her helpless vagina. Barbara hadn’t been used there in over 48 hours and the constant
discomfort was at last receding.

“If you’d cared about
economic fairness why
didn’t we get given a truckload of cash, huh?”

“Give her the stingers!”

Barbara winced as a handful of
freshly plucked stinging
nettles was shoved between her thighs and into her vulva. She
jerked at the pain of the stings but strong wrists held her
fast.

“Don’t wriggle, heifer.”

The thrashing with the horsewhip continued
until they were all satisfied. Barbara lay groaning across the top of the gate. It dug
into her midriff, with her arms and legs pulled wide
apart.

Their cruel comments were relentless. Her brain couldn’t take
them all in but it was clear they just saw her as a privileged
academic. They had no idea about the sacrifices her single mum had
made to put food on the table and all Barbara’s hard work to get to
college and graduate with a First.

Like previous generations, she
was no longer one of the
people. She
was an enemy of the people.

Her head was completely shaved apart
from some new stubble.
At last, two hands pulled her head up by her ears.

She found herself staring at the ginger-haired student. His
face was blurred by her tears but she could see the anger in it. He
had crooked teeth to go with his dreadful acne.

“Get back to fucking work, you posh cunt.”

 


***

 


Meg Starr screamed and twisted and slammed
her back down against
the metal bed. The pulse of electricity travelled up her spine and
along to her feet simultaneously before frying her
brain.

It took 30 seconds for her to come round. She slowly focused on
the hideous faces smiling down at her.

“Now, Meg,” she heard a voice say through her dazed
eardrums, “what will you do to make this stop?”

“Anything!” She gasped, as loudly as she
could.

She’d only recently
celebrated her
19th
birthday. None of the four men
surrounding her could be under 50. She was an award winning actress
and number 1 charting pop star while they were just thugs. However,
she would definitely do ANYTHING they wanted.

She was naked, while they were dressed or semi-dressed, in
uniforms, bare-chested, relaxed. The one controlling the
electricity was wearing a leather biker-jacket.

They’d inserted silver dildos into her anus and vagina and
attached silver clips to her nipples. Green, red and yellow cables
ran from the dildos and clips to the large battery pack. Every time
the man in the jacket flicked a switch, her body was blasted with
current.

He leaned his face down next to hers and
grinned.

“Do you have any more accounts?”

Her offshore bank account
had been discovered. It
had been set up to receive her tax-free overseas royalties. The
Militia had discovered it following her arrest. She’d already
handed over the details, passwords and signed a transfer order.
Every penny and cent now belonged to the State.

“Surely you must have other assets
for us, bitch?”

These men weren’t satisfied. They wanted a slice for
themselves. A
personal slice. The
State turned a blind eye to a bit of corruption so long as it
ensured each prisoner was completely drained of everything they’d
ever owned.

“N … no … please.” She shook her head. She
had nothing else. They had everything.

The jacketed man turned the dial.

Meg Starr’s band was known as Mega-Star.
And, as if she were
dancing onstage, she jackknifed on the torture rack while a surge
of electricity coursed through her body, scorching her orifices and
nipples. Her spine arched and then crashed down against the metal
bed. She passed out.

When she came to seconds later, a man was masturbating over her
face. He grinned down at her from behind his pumping hand and
veined penis.

“Eyes and mouth open. Or else!”

She blinked and stared up at
him, as well as the
other unshaven, jowly, cruel faces around her. She answered with
her eyes and opened her jaws wide.

A cascade of semen splattered her cheeks, nostrils, lips, chin
and tongue. Then a strand landed in her eye, stinging it terribly.
She gasped and shut her eyes tight.

All she could hear was their laughter.

 


***

 


Lesley van Rimmel sat comfortably
watching the
entertainment.

Her victims’ story had all begun with the sweetly named
Francesca Francis, now 22 yrs old, who’d caught Lesley’s eye just
over a year ago. Francesca was a slightly stubborn but gorgeously
attractive, totally heterosexual young lady dating a boy called
Adam Clark.

The Clarks had been caught trying to flee
the mainland to avoid arrest and so young Adam, his sister Eva, and their well-to-do
parents Sebastian and Josephine joined Francesca on Penal Colony
Nine.

The months that followed
proved a steep learning curve
for Francesca and the four Clarks, all coordinated by Lesley
herself. But the training and reeducation had been worthwhile. They
now formed a superbly docile quintet.

Lesley was a committed lesbian herself but
she didn’t dislike heterosexuals. Some of her best friends and colleagues were straight.
She’d even come round to the idea of allowing Francesca and Adam to
continue their sweet, youthfully passionate romance. However, their
sexual liaisons were strictly controlled by Lesley.

“An inch at a time.” She calmly ordered Adam, who was fucking his
girlfriend ever, ever-so slowly. He was gritting his teeth with
self control, ensuring that he didn’t allow any more than the half
the helmet of his cock inside her soaking warmth.

Adam was holding the ‘vampire’ position, hovering above
Francesca, supported by his outstretched arms, with his chest
hovering above her. He was leaning down to kiss her upturned face
ever-so tenderly. They were on the rug close to Lesley’s feet, so
that she could check his cock only nibbled at the edge of her
pussy.

They looked so sweet together, murmuring
their love into each other’s ears. This was despite the fact that Francesca had recently
and blatantly betrayed her boyfriend.

“Okay, pull out now.” Lesley conducted them
like an orchestra. She
watched with satisfaction as Adam sat back on his haunches with his
glistening cock jutting out from his waist. Francesca remained on
her back with her knees splayed obscenely.

“Go down on her now.”

Without hesitation, Adam hunkered down between his
girlfriend’s thighs and gently lapped at the pussy he’d just been
fucking. His loud slurping sounded as if he was drinking. Which to
a large extent he was. The combined orgasms of the three black
guards who’d preceded him in Francesca’s arms formed a copious
milkshake.

“Aah … ah … m … may I?”

Francesca threw her head back and her hazy
eyes sought out Lesley’s permission. Adam knew exactly how to bring his love off with his
tongue. His face was buried in her thighs.

“Hold it a little longer.” Lesley
ordered her, waiting a
few seconds while Francesca gasped in ecstasy.

“Pl … pleassss …”

Lesley finally nodded her consent and watched the young 22yr old’s
spine curve and toes curl as she shrieked in orgasm. Adam continued
to kiss her clitoris and gulp the mix of feminine and masculine
fluids.

Meanwhile, gathered around them, kneeling on the edge of the
rug, were Sebastian, Josephine and heavily pregnant Eva Clark. They
watched in silence, studying the scene, like substitutes on the
bench at a football match. At any moment one or more of them might
be called on.

“Take over.” Lesley jerked her chin at Sebastian.

Adam pulled back to allow his father to replace him between
Francesca’s knees. Lesley was aware that this sharing was still a
challenge for both men, despite all the instruction and schooling
she’d given them. That made it all the more amusing and interesting
for her. She smiled at Josephine and Eva who were both watching
intently.

Sebastian settled into a
rhythm, slurping between
the thighs of his son’s girlfriend. Unlike Adam, Sebastian was
sporting a ferocious cock-cage that was both heavy and pin-lined.
It swung between his legs like the bell of a clock tower. Lesley
held strong opinions about middle aged men. In her view, any male
prisoner over 30 should live at the strictest level of
chastity.

She grinned at Adam who was such a good
boy. In a funny way she’d grown quite fond of him. He obviously hadn’t found her
chosen path for him easy. On the contrary, much of it was rather
hard. But he’d stuck with it. He visibly still loved Francesca
despite her dalliances with other men and her full-service
relationship with Lesley. He meekly nodded at her in
response.

Adam’s cock was still hard, sticking out as he watched his father.
He’d been taught to accept that Lesley knew best when it came to
his orgasms. He lived in a constant state or arousal and
frustration but he’d conquered the jealousy and tetchiness that
came with those things. In return she occasionally gave him a
‘reward’.

Mostly those rewards
were, like now, a public
lovemaking session with Francesca, involving the tip of his cock
and the length of his tongue. He never came inside her and almost
never went first, because another of his rewards was to witness
Francesca with other men before he was called forward. Sometimes he
was even allowed to join a gangbang in a supporting role. But his
greatest reward was when Lesley authorized an actual release of the
backed-up semen in his system.

Each Warden had slightly differing views
on chastity and denial. Giles was the most relaxed. He treated his farmhands like
animals and felt occasional orgasms were good for ‘beasts’. Sadie
was strict but indulgent of those males she favored. Bull
encouraged a ‘broad church’, delegating policy to his officers and
supervisors, although he himself almost never allowed males living
under his roof to have an orgasm.

Whereas Lesley was the most austere of all. The great thing about
a Penal Colony was that differing opinions could coexist and be
rigorously enforced. Male prisoners arrived off the hovercraft
unable to imagine or contemplate the rest of their lives without
sex, and above all without orgasms. When they were told, they were
like, ‘no way’. Most of them were accustomed to regular releases,
often daily or several times a day. They’d consider just a couple
of days without an orgasm as abstinence and talk about ‘blue
balls’, all that patriarchal nonsense.

Such nonsense made Lesley laugh. But she was also intellectually
fascinated too, as the days became weeks, and months, and now years
for some of the early arrivals. The effect on males was truly
wonderful to behold. Like the stages of grief: shock when first told and disbelief, the slow and agonizing realization that the threat is real, the continuous
frustration
and trying to learn to live
with it, the desperate hope for ‘just one’ and then the gradual acceptance of their permanent fates.

Of course, should Lesley ever be promoted
to Warden, with her own
Colony and Rules, all male prisoners would live totally orgasm-free
existences.

“Enough.” She ordered Sebastian. By the sound of it
Francesca’s pussy was dry enough, if not exactly clean
yet.

He humbly retreated to his spot on the edge of the rug,
kneeling between his wife and son. She smiled at his cumbersome
cock-cage. His jaw was set in discomfort. She tried to imagine the
sharp internal pins pricking the flesh of his penis.
Well, dad, you
shouldn’t get horny licking out the cunt of your son’s girlfriend,
should you?

Lesley clicked her fingers and Francesca
jumped up like a puppy.
She came and knelt by her feet.

“And how are you feeling my darling?” Lesley asked Eva
next.

The Clark daughter was around 8 months pregnant. Lesley had
already booked a slot in Kimiko’s diary. She sounded
bright.

“Great, thank you Madam. I
feel really
good.”

Lesley smiled. Eva had changed a lot from
the shy young thing who’d objected noisily during her first couple of weeks on the
island. Endless sessions with a dozen uniformed guards at a time
had distressed her, even though the men usually unzipped and were
done in a couple of minutes.

But a combination of the unrelenting
routine, regular use of the cane, long mind-washing lectures about her duty to the
State, had enabled Eva to see the light. Once pregnant, her
schedule had barely changed. Only the purpose of the sex was
different.

“And you?”

Josephine Clark hated Lesley the most. She could see it in the
woman’s eyes, despite her apparent compliance. It was that
‘maternal instinct’. The endless punishments and lectures could
never quite eradicate it.

Lesley understood. Although not a mother
herself, as a woman she could imagine how Mrs. Clark felt. She was simply unable to
accept that her previous life of privilege and luxury now had to be
paid for. This concept of justice was unacceptable to
her.

“Fine, thank you Madam.”

Lesley stared at Josephine to let her know
she’d clocked the surly tone underneath her acquiescent words.

“Masturbate him.” She barked.

It was the only way Lesley allowed Adam to
orgasm. Via Josephine’s
fingertips. It gave both of them a delicious quandary. Josephine
hated it but knew that poor Adam was desperate. He was frustrated
and horny but felt horribly ashamed by her touch. Furthermore, they
both had to perform in front of Sebastian and Francesca.

“Slower.”

Josephine was giving Adam’s cock excessively languid strokes
with just two fingertips, of her little finger and thumb. Adam was
standing at attention, feet apart, while the kneeling older woman
caressed his throbbing shaft. He grimaced and groaned in
frustration as she obediently slowed her leisurely pace even
slower.

Lesley smiled down at Francesca by her
side and ruffled her hair. Then she looked at Sebastian to check he was studying his
wife’s fingers teasing Adam.

“Faster again now.”

Josephine accelerated but
still only using two
fingertips. After a while, Lesley would sometimes order her to stop
completely. It wouldn’t do for Adam to ever know for certain
whether he got to cum or not. If Lesley detected the slightest
impatience she’d make him wait another week.

“Face!” Lesley ordered. That was usually Adam’s first clue that
today was going to be a good day.

Josephine shuffled into position with her upturned face
inches from Adam’s urethra. Her hand managed not to break rhythm.
He groaned, unable to prevent his hips bucking.

“Stop!”

They both froze immediately. Josephine
snatched her hand away and Adam managed to control his
twitching hips.

“Do NOT move!” She told him. “Keep still.”

He looked at her and bowed his head in apology for having moved
his hips at all.

She silently nodded at Josephine who began moving her arm
again. This time Adam remained very still.

“Okay. Ten full strokes. Then that’s your lot.”

Lesley watched Josephine quickly shift her
grip so that she was at
last using the palm of her hand. She now had a maximum of ten
strokes to provide Adam with some relief.

“Balls.”

Josephine adjusted her chin so that she
could nuzzle Adam’s
scrotum while she skillfully masturbated him.

“Count.” Lesley said, tapping
Francesca’s
head.

The girl’s sweet voice counted down the strokes;
ten, nine, eight,
seven, six, five ….

Adam grunted and his knees began to
shake.

Lesley tapped Francesca’s head again.

“Enough!” Francesca snapped at her
boyfriend.

Josephine snatched her hand away again and remained staring
upwards with her eyes and lips wide open. Adam groaned in
frustration. His penis was jerking and quivering in midair, all on
its own.

“Keep still!” Francesca called out.

Lesley laughed approvingly.

Adam’s penis seemed to be in its death throes. With a bit of luck
he wouldn’t quite make it. His orgasm was trying to drag itself up
to the summit on its own. If he failed, he could wait another
couple of weeks.

“Aah … ah … m … may I?” Adam managed to gasp, his eyes seeking
out both Francesca and Lesley.

Before they could react, his cock spat a single rope of semen
onto the bridge of Josephine’s upturned nose. His shaft twitched a
few more times and then one more globule appeared at the
tip.

Lesley sighed. A beautifully ruined milking.
His monthly treat. She reckoned
that 80pc of his cum still remained inside his tubes. His orgasmic
pleasure was over. Now came her favorite part.

“Drain.”

Adam laid his helmet onto Josephine’s chin so that his
cockhead rested against her lower lip. The overhanging globule of
cum dropped into her mouth. It was replaced by another.

Very slowly, for several minutes, his cum
drained in this pleasure-free way into Josephine’s gullet.

“What do you say?” she asked Adam.

“Th … thank you … Madam.”

“And you? Maybe it will be your turn one day.”

“Thank you M … Madam.” His father echoed.

Lesley smirked at Sebastian. They both knew that she was lying.

“What about you? Am I too kind to your
boyfriend?”

“You are, Madam. Thank you.” Francesca
replied.

“Slap her face with your cock.”
She ordered Adam.

He grabbed his semi-softened cock and whacked his mother’s
cheek with it.

“Swallow it all!”

Lesley watched her throat bob as she gulped it all
down.

 


***

 


The five bodies were laid out in the small mortuary.

Bull walked from slab to slab staring down
at the corpses of Nurse
Kimiko, Hazel Whiting, Major Parks, his colleague Sadie Shark
…

And finally Josh
Montagu.

Each naked cadaver was a bigger mess than the last; chests
and faces blown into a crimson and burgundy pulp. One medic, two
guests, a Deputy Warden and a prisoner, all dead. On Penal Colony
Nine.

“How did it happen, Viola?”

The young supervisor was unequivocal. It wasn’t the prisoner’s
fault. He’d been pushed too far. When the drunken Major pulled out
his gun to shoot Josh, he signed his own death warrant. He was an
incompetent bully.

“Every prisoner has a breaking point,
sir.”

Bull nodded. Deep down he knew that was true. This was the
first incident of its type on his Penal Colony. He was
determined.

It would be the last.

 


***

 


Bartley, Flint, Al, Lakshit and
Kayla took their places
at the counter of the ‘Kings Head’ Inn.

The pub had been done up to look like a typical olde tavern,
with oak beams and a darts board, a smoking saloon and even a
jukebox. The landlord was an ex-guard called Ted.

“Good evening folks. Female or male today?”

Two of them chose stools with an
‘F’ on, and three of them seats
with an ‘M’.

Bartley, Flint and Al unzipped and dropped their trousers to
their ankles before sitting down. Lakshit merely unzipped his fly
while Kayla hitched up her denim skirt.

The ‘Kings Head’ was the best known of the island’s blowjob
bars. Underneath the counter was a line-up of kneeling prisoners,
whose heads were hidden underneath a curtain.

“Ready?” Bartley asked them all, flipping the curtain over his
and the others’ laps. Everybody smiled and draped the fabric neatly
over their exposed genitals.

“Five pints please.” Kayla said to Ted.

She settled against the back of her stool
and sighed. It had been a long day. The island was agog with news of Sadie’s murder.
Rumor had it that a resort guest had shot her and a couple of other
people.

Kayla hadn’t had time to bathe. She
could smell her ripe
cunt through the curtain. Not that anybody minded. The stench of
sweat, smegma, rancid cocks and assholes was overpowered by the
pub’s haze of tobacco smoke and spilled beer.

She found the string and tugged that
morning’s tampon out then dropped it onto the sawdust-covered floor. Moments later,
she felt a tentative tongue probe between her thighs. The guy’s
skin was smooth. Ted made sure they all shaved their faces closely
just before opening time. She’d no idea what hers looked like but
that was all part of the fun.

“Cheers!” Bartley called along the counter
as he raised his dimpled
glass. Everybody joined him.

“To another day of fun!” Flint chorused.

“To the guy kissing my balls.” Lakshit
laughed.

Kayla chuckled. Lakshit always chose a
guy whereas she liked to
vary things. Bartley, Flint and Al predictably opted for female
prisoners.

The poor girl who got Bartley was in for
a long evening. The 70yr
old took ages to cum and it was always a race against the booze.
Could the anonymous mouth get him off before he’d downed too many
pints? Needless to say, Bartley never left a tip if she didn’t. Ted
would get furious with the poor unknown.

Kayla spread her thighs on the stool and
chatted with Lakshit about this and that. Neither of them felt
any embarrassment.
They’d smile slyly when either one of them displayed pleasure; a
moan, or sigh, or facial expression, or – in her case – an orgasm.
Unlike Lakshit, she could enjoy a half dozen in relatively quick
succession.

“Won’t be a moment.” She
apologized to
him.

The Ladies toilet had 4 cubicles, two with
brown doors and two with amber ones. She chose the vacant amber one, squatted down
and sprayed the pan.

“Sounds like you needed that babe!”

Another female guard from the adjacent
stall chuckled.

“That’s broken the seal!” Kayla replied.

There were no toilet roll holders in the
amber stalls. None of
the guards bothered to wipe after relieving their
bladders.

She sat back on the stool, winked at Lakshit
and said:

“Now, as I was saying …”

 


***

 


“Now, as I was saying …”

Stool #13 heard the customer as she rearranged the curtain over
his head. He couldn’t see in the darkness but he sensed her
settling back down on the stool again, spreading her knees wide.
The pungent aroma of her body assaulted his nostrils. The past 2
minutes had been a welcome but short relief.

As always, his arms were secured tight behind him in a binder,
locking his biceps, elbows and wrists together. He had to kneel
permanently upright so that his face remained level with her
thighs. His body occasionally rubbed against his neighbors; number
12 on his right, number 14 on his left. There were 20 of them in a
line under the counter, all kneeling, all licking, all sucking, all
swallowing.

His customer’s bristly vagina tasted of a cocktail of sweat,
salt, stale fish and the tang of minerals. She obviously shaved but
hadn’t bothered for at least several days. His tongue was tired and
fetid, his jaw sore and smeared.

He’d brought her off at least six times
already. He could tell when she climaxed. His job was to make every single one as
good as possible for her. That way she might leave the landlord a
tip. And that way he wouldn’t be punished.

This was his 8th week working at the Kings Head. Two months
earlier, he had a well paid job on the mainland, a fiancée and a
riverside apartment. He also had a name.

But now he was simply Stool #13.

Nameless.

He heard his friend 12 next to him
start to choke. The guy was as
straight as he was. But they sucked whatever sat in front of them;
cock or cunt, old or young, hygienic or not. He’d blown too many
cocks to count over the past couple of months. Mostly faceless male
guards. But sometimes Ted liked to taunt them afterwards with the
bar’s CCTV earlier revealing the hideous face of some man they’d
serviced. Swallowing was, of course, compulsory.

On his left, number 14 was a newish
arrival. She was a young wife who still cried throughout the
evening. He’d hear her
stifling her tears in the dark until some fat guard sat on her
stool and slammed his meat between her lips. The landlord Ted
ensured each member of his suck-team did a couple of hours practice
a day before the pub opened; on fake pussies, large dildos,
imitation assholes, until Ted, and all his customers rated the
Kings Head the best blowjob bar on PC9.

At last, after what he estimated was about 2 ½ hours, he could
hear the group finally getting ready to leave. His customer hadn’t
had an orgasm for the final 45 minutes or so. She was obviously
sated after a dozen orgasms. But he still licked and kissed her
tenderly and she’d occasionally pat his head through the curtain.
She’d also been up for about 5 visits to the Ladies in that
time.

“All good, gents, ladies? Did you have an enjoyable
evening?”

He heard the landlord ask his usual question. He could make out
their mumbled responses but waited for the one that really
mattered.

“Hmm, not bad, thanks. But not worth a
tip.”

With that, her stool scraped on the floor and she was
gone.

But moments later he heard a man’s deep
voice.

“Is this seat free?”

He saw the outline of a pair of muscular legs and felt the
waft of jeans being dropped to the man’s ankles. The curtain was
straightened over his head.

And then a pungent cockhead bounced against his chin as he
heard the landlord’s voice.

“Evening, Bill. Your usual?”

 


***

 


Bull lay on his bed staring at the
ceiling.

Sarah was curled alongside him,
with a fingertip stroking his
chest. They’d just finished an energetic bout of sex.

“Do you have a snapping point?” he asked her.

Her blue eyes looked up at him
in surprise. “What do you mean,
sir?”

“You know. Something that would make you try
and stab me in my sleep?”

She frowned. “I … I don’t know … m …
maybe but I doubt it.
I’d be too afraid.”

He absorbed her words.

“What about Jim?”

She hadn’t seen her husband for
many months. Her eyes were
suddenly moist. Her voice broke.

“Er … I … don’t … he’s probably too broken, sir.”

Bull nodded. He’d gone too far.
That was the
truth.

“Could Jim be mended do you think?” he asked her.

 


***

 


Giles leaned on his shepherd’s crook and watched the line of male
prisoners waiting to grab their allocated slot with Beryl
Smith.

The 55yr old woman was hunkered down on her elbows and knees in
a field not far from Latrine Hut Number 1. Her haunches were
dimpled with cellulite, dusty with dirt, and semen was oozing from
her gaping vagina onto the grass. She was staring straight ahead,
obeying the commands of the watching students.

“Don’t move, heifer. Keep
still.”

None of the prisoners was fussy. This was their chance,
their reward, after putting in extra effort in the fields, day
after day. Most were strong, young, in their 20s and 30s, but the
opportunity to take their turn on a mid-50s matriarch was a reward
not to be sniffed at.

Giles used the possibility of an occasional orgasm to incentivize
his prisoners to work even harder than they would under the lash.
He found carrots worked better than sticks with many of them. A
measly release every month or two could generate hours of extra
exertion, day after day.

His students loved his system too. They were all at the stage
of peak-libido in their own lives, enjoying copious orgasms daily;
on their own, with each other, or with prisoners. They found that
having power over the genitals of their ‘elders and betters’ was a
huge buzz. They took the process very seriously. They demanded
intense effort from a man who might have been their boss in another
life, just to even consider putting his name on the
list.

Giles counted there were a few more than 20 prisoners in today’s
lineup. They queued silently with their genitals locked down. But
when they eventually reached second in line, a couple of students
checked their identities on the list and, provided everything was
satisfactory, unlocked their cocks.

Touching themselves wasn’t allowed. The prisoners couldn’t
masturbate to get themselves hard. In Giles’s view, if they weren’t
erect within a few seconds, then they weren’t desperate enough. The
watching students would keep a close eye out and any prisoner who
wasn’t immediately sporting an erection was relocked to wait a few
more weeks.

Each man who was next in line awaited his turn patiently, cock
jutting out. Then, as soon as Beryl was available, he immediately
knelt down and maneuvered the tip of his penis into her yawning
cavern. After a 10 seconds wait, the clock starts, and he’s ordered
to thrust into her.

It is only now that he’s told the length
of his ‘turn’. For a few
it can be as short as 10 seconds, for others as long as 2 minutes.
Each knows the time will be measured very accurately with a
stopwatch. A couple of 20yr old students stand right alongside,
jeering at him as the clock runs down.

Nevertheless, this is still the highlight of many male
prisoners’ month. A lot of them are married but they know their
wives will understand. They thrust to and fro into the slack
cesspool that is Beryl’s cunt trying desperately to add their loads
to what’s festering there already.

Cheers and jeers greet every successful draining. The
prisoner jerks and groans in triumph, before blushing in shame at
his public performance. He staggers up and presents his genitals to
be drenched in crushed ice and then relocked.

Naturally, jeers and oh-dears mock every failure. Once the
clock has been rowdily counted down to zero, the prisoner must pull
out, grimacing in disappointment. Then he hunkers down and kisses
Beryl’s dripping labia in apology for being such a letdown. He’s
relocked for a minimum period of 4 weeks.

That evening, Giles chuckled when he saw Andrew Carrington reach
the front of the line. The two students who checked his number on
the list and unlocked his cage were teasing him
mercilessly.

“Come on granddad, let’s see it standing
proud!” The student was
barely 20. She grabbed Andrew’s wrists and handcuffed them behind
his back.

“Where’s all your pubic hair?” The
young black boy
asked.

Everybody smiled as Andrew stared down at his released cock,
willing it to erect.

“You’ve got 10 seconds!”

“Nine, eight, seven, six …”

Giles was impressed. Andrew’s manhood stiffened and rose
despite the public humiliation and ticking clock. He was in his
mid-forties and the oldest prisoner on that evening’s
list.

“Okay, granddad, take up position. Down on your
knees.”

He sunk down onto one knee and then the other.

“Wow, look at that lovely cunt.”

“Give her asshole a kiss first.”

Andrew’s shocked expression made Giles laugh out loud. Nobody
else had been made to go down on Beryl’s puckered whorl before
mounting her. Her crevice was grimy.

“Come on granddad! I left a bunch of jizz inside her earlier!
Lick it out.”

Giles knew that Andrew had kissed a lot of ass over the past few
months. He obediently folded his tongue and probed Beryl’s
anus.

“That’s a very tongue-in-cheeks comment!”
some joker shouted out.

They made him lick and explore for at least half a
minute.

“Right, that’s enough, the clock’s ticking. Place the tip of
that apology of a cock at the entrance to her pussy.”

With his hands cuffed behind him, Andrew
had to awkwardly shuffle
his hips up and down in order to align his genitalia with
hers.

“Good. Now, patience! Hold still and enjoy the sensation of that
well used cunt. How does it feel?”

“Gr … great, th … thank you sir, ma’am.”

They laughed and began
counting. “Ten, nine,
eight, seven …”

The chant was taken up by all
the surrounding
students.

“ … six, five, four, three, two, one … IN!”

Giles watched Andrew slam his hips against Beryl’s haunches,
making her grunt. His penis almost slid out due to her soaking
slackness.

“Hmm, okay now, let’s have a look at
our list here.” The young
female cooed. “How long have you got left?”

“Wow.” The black kid exclaimed. “THAT
long?”

Andrew had started thrusting manically, his face had turned
puce-red and he was grunting like a pig. It was like trying to fuck
melted butter.

“Five more seconds!” the girl announced.

“Hurry up and shoot your load, old man.”

Andrew’s face crumpled into a desperate frown. He’d been
inside her slack and soaking orifice for less than ten
thrusts.

“Five, four, three, two, one …
OUT!”

Both students grabbed his shoulders and
wrenched Andrew out of
Beryl. He fell back onto his cuffed wrists, beached on the
grass.

“Oh well,” she smirked down at his glistening erection. “Better
luck next time.”

 


***

 


Bob Smith heaved the breezeblock into place and stopped to
wipe his brow. Sweat was running into his eyes.

“Oi, old man! Stop effin’ slackin’.”

The two female students were keeping a regular eye on him
while they made out together on their red picnic rug. They were in
a lesbian 69 and the one on top occasionally glanced up at him
between licks of her girlfriend’s thighs.

“S … sorry.” He gasped, forcing himself to
stagger back to the pile of blocks to fetch the next
one.

He was working alone now. Josh and
Jim had disappeared from
the team without explanation. He’d almost finished the latrine hut
on his own. Every muscle and joint ached from long days of manual
labour.

The combined age of both girls was probably not even half his
own age. But they were extremely hardnosed. They thought it was
hysterical that the ex-leader of the government was theirs to
command and control. They unlocked his penis every morning and then
lay about naked on their rug, parading their nubile bodies only a
few feet from where he toiled.

“Come on, Top Dog!” One giggled.
“Faster.”

“And keep that dicklet under control.”

They brought a picnic hamper each morning with sandwiches, salad
and a thermos of chilled lemonade. They also had a plastic bucket
that they kept behind a tree.

Bob was always so exhausted that he found it hard to think.
His once-formidable mind was now solely focused on the task in hand
– lifting and cementing breezeblocks – while occasionally drifting
to his lovely wife. He had no idea where Beryl was, how she was, or
what she was doing, apart from the Warden’s cryptic comments. He
hoped she was okay. He was at least grateful that she was too old
and cuddly for the guards to be sexually interested in
her.

He snuck a sly glance at the girls. They were kissing and
cuddling each other, giggling, not looking at him. He felt ashamed
as his cock stirred. Even at 61, his libido wasn’t dead completely.
In many ways Bob wished it was.

One of the girls suddenly got up and nipped behind the tree. He
managed to wipe his brow again without being spotted. They didn’t
allow him to stop, even to relieve his bladder. He just had to do
it onto the grass while he worked.

“Cooey, Top Dog!”

The one behind the tree was peering out at
him and waving, with a
big smirk on her face. He ignored the hateful brat.
How could his
country have produced such unpleasant youth?

When he was able to find a moment and the energy to think,
he’d remember his initial idea. The Penal Colony system was
genuinely meant to work; to redistribute wealth and make life
better for the many, while
retraining the greedy few for
their future lives as ordinary citizens.

Not this!

“How’s things, Top Dog? Fancy a break? Feeling
thirsty?”

Both naked girls approached him,
swinging the bucket
between them, while one of them swished her leather
crop.

Was there no end to this?

 


***

 


Warden Bull Sykes was stretched out on a sun lounger enjoying the
afternoon sunshine. He loved the view from his deck; the corrugated
factory rooftops peaking through the green foliage below, the
island’s jetty and then the glittering sea beyond, with the blue
sky above.

There were four sun loungers.
As usual, he’d taken his
favorite. It was an extra long one. On his immediate left lay Sarah
Armstrong, tanned and sexy in her tiny white bikini, shielding her
eyes from the sun with her right hand. One along from Sarah was a
young woman whose eyes were closed.

Bull glanced to his right and smiled. Jim Armstrong was snoring
lightly. Sarah’s husband was naked and covered in high factor
lotion. His flaccid penis lay exhausted on his hip.

Jim no longer wore a cock-cage. He no
longer worked on the construction site or packaging line. Above all, he was no
longer divorced from Sarah. Bull had remarried the couple just as
easily as he’d signed their divorce. They’d enjoyed a romantic
sunset ceremony on the very same deck they were relaxing on
now.

He saw the young woman on the end stirring. She sat up and
peered into the pram parked alongside her lounger. Linda Montagu
checked on her baby and then turned and smiled at Bull.

Not everybody approved of his decisions.
Lesley van Rimmel said he’d turned soft. But he’d taken Jim Armstrong and Linda Montagu
back into his residence and, this time, they could make their own
choices. They were stuck on the island but as free
people.

He clicked his fingers and Nick, the
butler, appeared with a tray containing glasses of iced water, some slices of watermelon
and a bottle of scented oil. Sarah turned her head and smiled at
him, allowing the sun to light up her face.

“Can I give you a massage?” she asked, taking the oil from the
tray.

“What would your husband say?”

She winked. “Darling, do you mind if I give the Warden a little
massage?”

Jim’s lips twitched but didn’t open his eyes. “Just don’t
make too much noise
please.”

They all chuckled. Bull sipped some water and ate a slice of
melon before stretching out his limbs. He watched Sarah tip some of
the oil onto her palms. Shutting his eyes, he felt her familiar
thumbs on his feet, kneading the soles.

Gradually, her fingers slithered up
his long legs, ever so
slowly and lightly, like butterflies. He smiled inwardly. It felt
different. Not worse, or better, but different. Sarah was doing
this willingly instead of being ordered to do so.

The result was the same.
A huge
erection. He let her
tease him. He kept his eyes shut as her tongue slathered his balls
and then skimmed along his rigid length, making his shaft buck with
arousal. For some reason he was briefly reminded of the frustration
male prisoners must feel as their balls get fuller and
fuller.

Her fingertips continued upwards, over his
hip bones, his ribs and
chest. His nipples. She was driving him crazy.

“Mmm …” he moaned. “Please.”

She left him hanging there, while she
applied more oil to her fingers. He realized he’d just said
‘’please’ for the first time in years. It felt good. Almost
as good as her tongue on his earlobe.

“What do you want?” she whispered into his ear.

“Mmm … yes.” He murmured.
Her fingertips were tantalizing
him, sliding ever so delicately up and down.

“Say it.”

He didn’t want to say it. But he did. Her hand finally
tightened around his length.

“A … happy ending.”

 


 



EPILOGUE

 


ONE WEEK LATER

 


The loud banging at the door at 02.23 hrs
could only mean one thing.

The Student Militia always turned up
unannounced in the middle of the night to make their arrests. There were 20 of
them – twice as many as usual - all heavily armed, wearing black
uniforms and red bandanas - not a single one of them over 22 years
old.

The #ROMEO Movement had been busted. All of its members were
about to be arrested, sentenced and transported to the
Colonies.

“Oh my g … Junior!” Lara screamed, as a
huge crash signaled the
collapse of their front door, followed by the percussive sound of
heavy boots.

Junior Sykes was a handsome 23yr old black
man, a social worker and
son of a Penal Colony Warden, but even that status couldn’t save
him or Lara, his white fiancée.

He was incapacitated with a stun-gun,
overpowered and handcuffed. Then he was forced to watch
as a dozen of the male Militia
Members mounted his fiancée in their own double bed. She was fucked
ruthlessly despite her own and her lover’s screams and pleas for
mercy.

Meanwhile, two blocks away, Mercutio and
Juliette were given a similarly brutal wakeup call.
Their arrest warrant
stipulated a gangbang for the pretty white girl before they were
packed into a van bound for the hovercraft port.

That quartet, along with dozens of other Romeo Movement
members, was given a life sentence under the 2025 Terrorism Act
passed by Zadie Wood’s Government. They were to be transported to
the newest of the Penal Colonies to benefit from intensive Thought
Reform during a period of Forced Labor of not less than 250
years.

And waiting for them there, inside the turreted walls of Penal
Colony 26, was its newly appointed Warden.

Lesley van Rimmel smiled as
her first truckload of inmates
was unloaded. They cringed and flinched under the raised batons and
pointed guns of her uniformed officers. Most were half-naked
already and they looked terrified.

However, one brave but stupid female began shouting at the
guards in a pointless show of defiance. Lesley’s new Deputy Warden
zapped the woman with a cattle prod, sending her jerking to the
ground.

Lesley smiled and called her handpicked Deputy Warden
over.

“Nice one. Have that one sent to my office. We’ll make an example
of her.”

“With pleasure, Warden.”

At just 24yrs old, Kayla
had become the youngest ever
Deputy Warden in all twenty-six Penal Colonies. Between the two
ladies, she and Lesley were convinced they could run a much tighter
ship than old Bull had done. He was decent enough for a man but way
too lax.

They both laughed as the female prisoner eventually stopped
twitching and frothing on the ground and tried to get
up.

Lesley winked at Kayla.

“Surely nobody could expect this to end happily?!”

 


THE END
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