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STORY
INFORMATION

 


Published
in December 2020, just over three years ago, the first Book of
Penal Colony Nine introduced a sprawling tale of dystopian life
featuring a range of characters and, above all, Warden Bull Sykes
himself. Over the next three months, eight more books followed,
adding up to a total of over 120,000 words.

When the
ninth book was published in March 2021, it was stated that Book 9
was ‘the last that has been discovered to date’. And that was
certainly true at the time. Although most people assumed the story
had ended, a small handful knew better.

The final
three volumes have since been unearthed and the first of this
trilogy (Book Ten: ‘The Return’) was published in December 2023.
Book Eleven is now available for purchase. It is the penultimate
book in the series.

Seven
years have passed since the “Glorious First” bloodless coup of
2022. The government’s punitive ‘Act of Payback’ legislation
remains in force. The only difference is that instead of sentencing
only ‘the most entitled 1 percent’ to life in the penal colonies,
that low threshold has steadily increased to 10 percent of the
population.


Fortunately, the fabled Warden himself – Colonel Bull Sykes –
is still very much in charge of Penal Colony Nine. Other characters
such as Bull’s servants Sarah and Jim Armstrong are still in
residence, as is Deputy Warden Farmer Giles and his wife
Yvonne.


Meanwhile, the Colony’s population of prisoners has doubled
from 40,000 to 80,000. Bull has recently selected four of them –
Barbara and Wyatt, Camilla and Monty – to undergo his intense ‘PIP’
(Personal Initiation Process). In this Book they are joined by Josh
and Bex as the action spirals towards its darkest hour.


CHAPTER 1

 


An orange
sun has just dropped over the horizon. It’s dark outside at the end
of yet another arduous day.

Inside
his residence, Bull’s current quartet are all stood in line, facing
him, their fingers laced behind their backs and chests puffed out.
Meanwhile, he is sitting comfortably at his desk, a snifter of
brandy and a box of expensive cigars in front of him. He’s wearing
a silk dressing gown and embroidered slippers.

“I’m thinking of allowing ALL four of you to stick around for a
while longer.”

Maybe
he’s getting soft in his old age?

Bull
smiles benevolently as if he’s breaking the news that their
sentences have been quashed and they’re about to be
released.

Barbie
and Cumdump are stood in the centre with their male partners
flanking them. All four faces look very relieved to hear his
generous pronouncement. At least one couple feared they might be
separated. So the two men murmur their gratitude.

“Thank you, sir.”

Bull
nods. But as well as relief on their faces he can see tension in
their body language. They can’t help wondering what’s coming next.
What new plans has he got in store for them? If he’s going to allow
them to stay together, what new tasks and humiliations will be
required?

So far
they’ve all been getting to know each other rather too well for
their liking. They sleep together in narrow, same-sex beds. The two
women share the cot in their cell. Their two men sleep side by side
in the cell next door. All four have kissed each other in various
combinations. Each woman has locked tongues with her cellmate’s
male partner. Worse, Mop has fucked Barbie on Bull’s instruction.
Meanwhile, Barbie’s husband, Wimp, was performing cunnilingus on
Cumdump.

Bull
smiles. After that, the quartet had performed one of his personal
favourites. Eat out to help out! Brunette Cumdump had cleaned Mop’s
fresh cum out of blonde Barbie’s cunt. One straight woman eating
her fiancé’s load out of another man’s wife, while her fiancé
himself suckled on Barbie’s husband’s cock. It had been an
orgiastic spaghetti of lesbian and gay entertainment featuring four
heterosexual strangers.

So, they
wonder, what comes next?

“Of course,” Bull tents his fingertips in an arch, “I still
haven’t made up my mind for certain. I may decide to separate one
couple after all. HOWEVER … IF you do all stay, I’ll expect further
improvement in your behaviour and obedience.”

He stares
at each of them in turn. Barbie’s blue eyes meet his gaze. She’s
dressed in the black lace nightdress that he selected for her from
his wardrobe. It fits her perfectly, clinging and sexy, flattering
her svelte curves. He can tell she’s quietly confident of her
allure.

However,
Cumdump’s not so sure. Her cocoa eyes flick downwards nervously.
For a start she’s naked. Bull deliberately hasn’t bothered to dress
her up. She’s less confident of her looks and is aware she’s
certainly physically inferior to Barbie. That’s hard on a very
pretty 9/10 woman. She’s used to always being the most attractive
female in the room. Cumdump’s accustomed to feeling eyes giving her
admiring glances and sensing male lust.

But, in
Barbie, Bull has placed her alongside a 10/10 beauty. Hence,
Cumdump’s now the least attractive woman in the room and he makes
sure that she’s aware of it. To hammer home the point he made her
rim his butthole while he chose to fuck Barbie. That kind of lets a
girl know where she stands in a sexual triangle! Her job is
tonguing sweaty arse while the other two people have
sex.

Still,
Bull thinks, Cumdump’s not without a fighting chance. Her tits are
perfect. Big and round and perched high on her chest. They’re
suitable for any type of fun, from romantic kissing and teasing to
rough manhandling and squeezing, to a rhythmic cleavage fucking. He
might even decide to have them enlarged. Decisions,
decisions.

Wimp?
Barbie’s husband’s eyes shift nervously as he tries to meet Bull’s
gaze. He’s standing next to his stunning wife like some proud
husband posing in a photograph. Nevertheless, they’re all aware
that Barbie’s no longer his wife. Not in any normal sense of that
word. A legal spouse? Yes … for now anyway. But a protector and
provider and sexual partner? Hah.

What’s
more, Wimp is wearing a tutu! He’s topless but there’s a frilly,
neon-pink ballet skirt around his waist. Bull chose it for him.
Because he knows that being feminised is not one of Wyatt
Sullivan’s various kinks.

And
finally Mop. The guy’s apprehensive. But he’s sullen too. Eating
out his fiancée was one thing but … being made to blow Wimp?
Sucking the cock of his roomie? Hmm, that had clearly got to
him.

Bull
stares at Mop coldly. He hates insolence. And the guy can’t
disguise the resentment that lies beneath his relief that he’s not
going to be separated from his fiancé. Like Cumdump, he’s naked.
Well, except for the shiny Maiden guillotine that encases his
genitals. One press of Bull’s remote and … whoosh, balls and
all.

“You’ll be starting work tomorrow in your new jobs.”

They
brighten slightly. Barbie even smiles for a moment, until he
continues.

“Of course, your work will be manual labour. Relentless, mind
numbing and exhausting toil. Twelve to sixteen hours a day, seven
days a week. But those shifts will give you plenty of time to think
and reflect on your lives so far. Because tomorrow, we’ll start
work on reforming your minds!”

He
pauses, allowing his words to sink in.

“I know you’ve hated everything I’ve made you do so far. You’ve
done it because you had no choice. You resented it. You think you
don’t deserve what’s happening to you. That’s it’s not
fair.”

He tilts
his head sideways, inviting them to disagree. “Well?”

“Well … I really don’t think it is fair.” Mop blurts out,
blushing.

Cumdump
looks daggers at her fiancé.

“He’s wrong, sir. We do.”

Bull
laughs at her, turning to Barbie. “You?”

“I … I struggle with the idea that working hard in my old job,
being successful, contributing to the economy, merits …
this.”

She
points her finger along the line.

He nods
at Wimp next.

“Well, sir, I guess I agree with my … wife, sir. It’s not so
much what you make us do. It’s the idea that we’re even guilty in
the first place.”

Bull
chuckles, arching his eyebrow. “You like what I make you
do?”

Wimp
blinks. His face reddens and he glances sideways at
Barbie.

“N … not really, sir. But I accept you’re the Warden. You’re in
charge.”

Bull
shrugs, letting them all know he’s not offended by their forthright
replies. He raises the glass of cognac to his nose, swirls it,
sniffs and takes a sip. Twenty seconds pass before he continues
speaking.

“Well, you ARE guilty. So you will all slave away until each of
you comes to the conclusion that you DO deserve everything that
happens to you.”

None of
them is stupid enough to argue. Bull continues.

“There will also be some physical changes. You two
…”

He stares
at the men first.

“We’ll have those things between your legs pierced and caged.
I’m sick and tired of seeing them flopping about like baby pickles.
However, I’ve decided that I’ll let both of you keep your balls …
for now.”

He waits
for their acknowledgment.

“Thank you sir.”

“Y … yes, thank you sir.”

“I may also have a little surprise for one of you but you don’t
need to know which of you … or what it is … yet.”

He keeps
his expression deadpan, giving nothing away.

“Your cages will have electrodes fitted. So you’ll have a
shocking time until ALL your thoughts are completely under control.
You both understand what that means?”

“Er … chastity … sir.” Wimp volunteers.

“Yeah, no orgasms.” Mop grimaces.

Bull
shakes his head, taking another sip of his brandy.

“No. It’s about much more than that. Cock-cages are just a
symbol. Your entire thought processes must change. On everything.
You and I know that men often think with their cocks and their
testosterone. Well, obviously free citizens are allowed to do
that.”

He pauses
for effect.

“But male prisoners? Here? You are being deservedly punished
and are here to repay your debt to society. So neither of you can
ever think with your cock again. You will learn that, from now on,
they’re … irrelevant.”

He
briefly smiles at their two women. They’re listening intently.
Barbie glances sideways at her husband. It’s in her blue eyes. She
may not have prioritised sex in their marriage but at least she
never considered him irrelevant. Cumdump feels even more guilt. She
betrayed her fiancé and deep down didn’t rate him as a
lover.

Bull
turns his gaze back to the men.

“You can no longer think like a man. You must think like a
drudge. A workhorse. A drone. You are here to pay for your past
lives with relentless toil, sweat and, if necessary, blood and
tears. And your sexual urges, such as they are, must change totally
as well.”

He raises
his voice slightly, just enough to emphasise his point.

“Whatever you called them, boners, erections, orgasms, lust,
even the slightest arousal. Those will ALL become history as far as
you’re concerned. Those things between your legs and, as
importantly, the parts of your minds they’re connected to, must be
controlled.”

They
gawp, clearly struggling to grasp what he’s saying.

“But IF, in future, you have ANY sex at all it will NOT be for
your own pleasure. It will only be for other people’s amusement.
And for now that means MY amusement. Your sexuality? That’s for me
to decide. That mouth of yours … or that butthole of yours … those
are more likely to be useful than … those!”

He
gestures at their cocks while staring into their eyes. They both
shift nervously, absorbing his words. They realise what he’s
implying about their mouths and bottoms.

Wimp’s 28
and Mop’s 24 years old; both are straight, healthy males. Until a
week ago, they jerked their dicks, drained their balls, pretty much
whenever they liked. They made love twice, three, four times a
week. They lusted after their partners, even their secretaries and
colleagues, They could admire a pair of luscious tits in a sweater,
or a pert bottom in a skirt on the street. And they could surf porn
in total privacy.

But now?
Well, the truth is, neither of them can imagine just how brutal
their total physical and mental abstinence will be.

Smiling
generously, Bull turns his attention to Cumdump.

“Now young lady, open your legs wider.”

The naked
brunette shifts her feet apart. Her tits jiggle on her chest as she
moves. He waits until her knees are spread obscenely
wide.

“Show us your clit.”

She
lowers her right hand and fingers her labia apart, revealing her
clitoris. Again, he waits until she’s spread her lips as far as
they’ll stretch.

“Will you feel sorry for your fiancé? Him being
denied?”

She’s
blushing. Her neck has turned mottled red, as well as her
face.

“Y … yes … I guess so, sir.”

Bull
chuckles. “Hmm, that’s nice of you. Well, I’ve decided that, like
him, you TOO will be denied. In your case that means a
clitoridectomy.”

Cumdump
gasps. Her right hand flies up from her clit to cover her open
mouth. There’s an audible hiss as all three people alongside her
take sharp breaths.

“So you know what a clitoridectomy is? Good. But don’t worry,
young lady. Our scientists on the Mainland have developed a
reversible procedure. Naturally, Penal Colony Nine has been chosen
to conduct experimental trials. And they’re going well. Our denial
procedure involves injecting a special numbing agent that only
lasts for a month at a time. We’ve been trying it out on some of
the most highly sexed women on this island.”

Cumdump’s
brown eyes are still wide with horror but she appears slightly
reassured by his words. She’s moved her hand back down to her
vulva, almost as if to protect it.

“Do … does that have to …happen …?”

Her
question peters out. Bull smiles.

“Yes, my dear. It has to. It’s already obvious to me that
you’re a selfish lover. Focused on your own lustful desires. In
short, you’re a slut! But you see, we don’t need yet another slut
here. We’ve already got plenty of those, more beautiful, much
sexier and certainly better company than you. No, what we need are
cumdumps. Literally, trashcans for any guest or guard to dump his
cum into. And trashcans are inanimate. They’re just things. They
don’t have their own desires of any kind, do they?”

A tear
bubbles down her cheek. “N … no sir.”

“Once injected, I’m assured that your labia, vulva, insides and
clit will feel absolutely nothing. Well, apparently just a vague
sensation of being penetrated. So you’ll be able to focus one
hundred percent on the person who’s fucking you. Without any
selfish distractions.”

Bull can
almost hear the clunks of their four jaws dropping. Mop has a
strange expression. It’s as if he might be slightly enjoying his
unfaithful fiancée’s fate.

“Unless you’d rather opt for the more traditional, permanent
procedure? We can do that.”

“N … no sir.” She snivels, firmly shaking her head.

“I’m told that a few of the women in the trial have started to
beg for anal sex. Some actually achieve orgasm that way. So we have
to inject their arseholes as well. But don’t worry. I’m confident
that you’ll develop the right attitude before too long. A couple of
months, six months at most. Well, maybe a year or two, tops. Then
we might allow you to feel something down there again.”

Cumdump
bites her lip and nods.

“The most important thing you’ll be expected to learn is that
everybody else comes first. Everybody must feel that you want THEM
to dump inside YOU. Or on you. Old or young, charming or rude,
hygienic or unwashed, gentle or rough, good-looking or plain or
…”

He gives
her a lascivious wink.

“ …
ugly. Women too. Their sex, age, chat, odour,
manner and looks will be all the same to you. So you will become
thrilled to perform any act, kink, fetish that ANY stranger
desires, even though you’ll feel almost nothing. And there’ll be
exams along the way. True tests. You will be expected to treat a
handsome young man, or some strap-on wearing woman, or any fat,
bald geriatric with EXACTLY the same degree of passion. Is that
clear?”

She
blinks, then nods, trying to disguise an expression of
nausea.

Bull
smiles and suddenly bangs his temple in a ‘duh brain’
gesture.

“Oh yes, shit! Gents, silly me. Talking of ugly, there’s one
more thing I forgot.”

His gaze
rests on Wyatt. Barbie’s husband looks like a model from a menswear
catalogue. He’s 6ft 1in, with handsome features, a nice smile and
lush, dark, wavy hair.

“You’re a little too good looking to keep here as you
are.”

This time
it’s Wimp’s jaw that falls open. Barbie’s blue eyes
gawp.

“Nah, don’t worry. I’m not getting rid of you. But we’ll be
changing that hairstyle. Permanently.”

Bull
smiles and points at his own shaved head.

“Bald can be sexy, I promise. But not just your head. I like a
nice clean look on my male staff. We’ll use electrolysis to destroy
every hair follicle on your body too. So that’s your head, chest,
armpits, arse-crack, groin and legs, all baby-smooth. Still, look
on the brightside, you’ll never need to visit the barber
again!”

Wimp
stares at him. Barbie shakes her head in disbelief, like she’s got
a fly in her ear. But neither of them dares to object. Perhaps
they’re already practising their Thought Control? Meanwhile, Mop’s
still wearing his slightly smug expression.

So, Bull
smiles at him. “And the same goes for you, Mop. We’ll get rid of
your mop too. You’ll be as bald as your bed mate here.”

Colour
drains from his face and the smug expression disappears.

“Oh yes,” Bull adds, “… and that foreskin.”

Mop
glances downwards, even though his penis is hidden by the steel
Maiden. He nods slightly, waiting with baited breath for Bull’s
pronouncement.

Bull
picks a cigar out of the box on his desk. He takes his time,
carefully cutting the tip, striking a match, lighting the cigar,
puffing several times, checking the glow. Eventually, he asks a
question.

“Do you want to keep it? When we take off that Maiden everyone
can see your foreskin. And the amount of excess skin highlights
your … lack of size, the way foreskin hangs off the end of your
pickle.”

“Y … yes, please … I want to keep it sir.”

Bull
pouts his lips, puffing on his cigar, considering his decision.
Inwardly, he knows that threats can be just as powerful as actions.
All that needs to happen for somebody to start thinking very
differently is for them to know that you have the power to do
whatever you threaten to do. That threat hanging over them can
actually be more effective than carrying it out.

“Hmm, we’ll have to see. I find your pale foreskin most
unattractive. Right …” he says, as if that’s his list of physical
modifications completed.

But,
suddenly, Bull turns his head back to Wimp at the other end of the
line.

“Just one more thing … You! Smile for me.”

Barbie’s
handsome husband looks worried before he slowly manages to force
his frown into an anxious smile. His lips curl upwards, revealing
his perfectly white teeth.

“Braces.”

Bull
grins back at him.

“Yes, we have a nice orthodontist here. She’ll get rid of that
smile. Six to nine months with steel rails in your mouth will sort
you out.”

“B … but … m … my teeth are straight, sir.”

“Exactly.” Bull winks. “She’ll remedy that.”

At that
moment, Bull’s plan comes to fruition. He’s been winding them up,
waiting for this moment. Some of what he’s said isn’t exactly the
truth about what he intends for each individual. Especially in the
case of Mr and Mrs Sullivan.

Barbara
Sullivan throws herself down onto her knees, her fingers linked in
supplication. She makes sure to call her husband by his new
name.

“Please, sir. Spare … Wimp that. I’ll do anything you ask, I
promise. Willingly and to the best of my ability. Absolutely
anything.”

There’s
silence. Nobody speaks. Eight eyes all gaze at him: a blue pair,
hazel pair, brown pair and a green pair.

Bull
beckons Barbie around the desk. She crawls the whole way. He
reaches out and cups the side of her lovely face in his big black
hand.

“Give me an idea then.” He says. “Something you think I’d
like.”

She
swallows, her moist eyes looking up at him.

“My … arse … sir?”

 



CHAPTER 2 -
JAMAL

 


Jamal
didn’t know which department he wanted to be allocated
to.

Ideally,
he would have been interested in a medical role but when he
mentioned his qualifications and ambition to eventually work in a
Mainland hospital people just laughed. Apparently, the prisoners’
medics were meant to be completely unqualified and
uninterested.

He was
asked about his hobbies and he mentioned acting. Jamal had played a
few major parts in school plays, such as Joseph in The Technicolor
Dreamcoat and Malvolio in Twelfth Night. But he was told the only
acting opportunities for interns on Penal Colony Nine was in
pornographic films, a suggestion which he immediately
rejected.

Being
placed in the Resort seemed to be the most popular choice amongst
the other interns. Jamal learned that in student slang it was known
as The Six ‘S’s; a life of Sun, Sand, Sea, Sex and Supervising
Sluts, and that was the hot ticket for many. But he was told there
were never enough opportunities to go round.

Quite a
few fancied staffing the Welcome Halls. They’d already had a taste
of what gleeful fun greeting new arrivals could be.

The more
money-motivated interns opted for a position in the Factories.
Rumour had it you could pick up a cash bonus if the section you
oversaw exceeded production targets.

“What about the Farm?” the Training Manager asked.

Jamal
shrugged. “Sure. Why not.”

A short
while later, Jamal and one other intern were taken by pony-cart to
the undulating slopes of West Hills Farm. This swathe of green
fields and variously coloured crops rose from the island’s
shoreline all the way up to Warden’s Peak. Jamal was shocked by the
fitness and strength of the four human-ponies who pulled the cart
up and down inclines in the hot sunshine.

The
driver told Jamal that the Farm’s soil is enriched by 330 days of
sunshine a year, aided by occasional tropical rainstorms, plenty of
manure, and unrelenting human toil. He felt some pride to hear that
he’d be working in the place where Penal Colony Nine’s virtual
self-sufficiency in food is achieved.

On
arrival, they were taken to a sprawling ranch house and greeted by
the Deputy Farm Manager. Jamal was surprised that somebody so young
held such a high position. She was a strapping girl with black
frizzy hair and big features. The left side of her head was
completely shaved in a side-cut. She said her name was
Shazza.

“Welcome lads.” She said. “We can always use more help. The
more eyes on the farmhands, and the more crowing cocks to wake them
up in the mornings, the better, right?”

The other
intern laughed at her innuendo. Jamal just smiled
politely.

“Fancy a coffee?” Shazza asked. “I was just ordering
one.”

She
gestured for them to follow her inside the house. They walked
through a hall full of rubber boots and leather footwear, leading
to a huge open-plan kitchen. A plump woman wearing a white chef’s
jacket straightened when they entered.

“This is Mr. Greene’s house and this is his cook. Three coffees
please, Beth.”

Jamal
looked round. The large room was a hive of activity. A man,
sweating in a full butler’s uniform, was down on his knees dusting
the floor. A maid was using an old-fashioned steam iron to press a
bedsheet. Another girl was chopping carrots at the kitchen
block.

And then
Jamal saw HER.

The same
girl he’d seen at the jetty. Her eyes had dark rings under them and
her hair looked greasy. Her face was covered in sweat as she
crawled along the stone floor picking up specks that the butler had
missed. But he’d never forget her black hair, sad eyes, high
cheekbones, and that lovely face.

It was
love on second sight too.

 



CHAPTER 3 -
BARBARA

 


Barbara
was bent over at the waist.

She
stared at the varnished floor of the Warden’s deck. She’d initially
been told to grip her ankles to ensure that she was fully bent
over. But now she’d been ordered to reach her hands behind her back
and pull the cheeks of her buttocks wide apart.

Well, as
wide as they would open. It was the most humiliating pose she could
imagine. Within a week, she’d gone from being an Associate Director
at a successful private company and a respectable married woman to
… this?

She just
couldn’t bear to imagine what she looked like to the unpleasant
people who were all sat only a short distance away. She could hear
their voices but she couldn’t make out much of what they were
saying. The Warden seemed to be holding some kind of meeting with
three members of his staff. It was without doubt the most
unprofessional staff meeting Barbara could imagine.

The four
of them were lounging outdoors on wicker furniture; a sofa and two
armchairs. The Warden was in one chair while an old man sat in the
other, with two female colleagues on the sofa between them. They
were chatting and joking, sometimes murmuring quietly to make sure
Barbara couldn’t hear, drinking coffee, eating pastries,
occasionally bursting into uproarious laughter.

“Wider.” She heard the Warden’s baritone voice.

The
Warden! The man who now held complete power over her. And over
Wyatt too. Over everybody it seemed. She gritted her teeth and
clawed her buttocks even further apart, if that was possible. Her
fingernails were hurting her skin. She felt a trickle of sweat
seeping down her crack. She heard female laughter.

“And who’s this one? Barbie, you say?”

“Yes. her name used to be Barbara so Barbie seemed an obvious
moniker, easy for me to remember, what with the blonde hair and
cute face.”

“And cute arsehole.”

Several
of them chuckled.

“Actually, that’s why she’s out here. I wanted to ask your
opinions. Yesterday evening she offered me her bottom in return for
not having her husband’s smile rearranged.”

“But you can just bugger her anyway.”

Barbara
knew that was the older man speaking. She guessed he had to be in
his sixties. His pipe smoke was wafting across the deck in her
direction.

“Yes. But I fancy a change. It would be nice to have a woman
genuinely trying hard to impress me and not just lying
there.”

Barbara
listened. A woman trying hard? Not just lying there? Her jaw
tightened. Well if that’s what it would take, that’s what she would
do.

“What’s her husband like?”

“Oh, a complete wimp. That’s what I named him. A decent looking
one though. We found plenty of secrets on his computer. I’m going
to have a little chat with him about them later.”

Barbara
frowned. What secrets? Had Wyatt had some double life she didn’t
know about? Financial secrets? Another woman?

“You!” A shrill voice called out. “Look at me through your
legs. I want to see your face.”

Barbara
grimaced again, biting her tongue. She lowered her head further
until she was able to peer up at them, framed between her thighs.
Having to look at them was even more degrading. She blinked at
their four faces surveying her from literally a few metres away.
The Warden was sat in his usual chair, the pipe-smoking old man was
sitting in the other chair, and both women were relaxing on the
sofa, staring straight at her.

“Hold that pose and come nearer.”

Clutching
her buttocks while still gazing up at them, Barbara shuffled
backwards, taking awkward step after awkward step like a crab,
until she was only three feet away.

“Stop! There.”

Even
upside down, Barbara could tell the woman speaking was large,
overweight, probably in her 50s, with platinum-grey hair and beady
eyes. She had a round, jowly face and wore black-framed spectacles
that made her look like an owl.

Her
tent-like cotton dress covered her entirely, from her thick neck
down to her fat ankles. She was smoking a cigarette in a long
cigarette-holder. Her rubbery lips pouted while her eyes slowly
appraised Barbara, exhaling smoke.

“Hmm, a bit red in the face, but not bad. I can see why you
chose her.”

“Nice tits.” The old man observed, puffing on his
pipe.

The
Warden replied. “Oh, but Giles. You should see the brunette’s
hooters! Fantastic. Much bigger.”

His eyes
were fixed on hers as he disparaged her breasts in comparison with
Camilla’s.

“You love big tits Bull, so why not just have this one’s
enlarged?”

Barbara
felt her cheeks blush even redder. The Warden was still looking
straight at her, an inquisitive smirk on his dark face.

“Hmm, I could. And yes, maybe I will. But for now I kind of
like the package as it is.”

“And she’s trying to bargain using this arsehole you
say?”

They
snickered at the idea.

“Yep. She offered me absolutely anything. So I told her to give
me an idea. She proposed her arse.”

“It does look reasonably tight. Virgin?”

This was
the other woman speaking for the first time, She appeared to be
Indian or Asian. She was maybe mid-30s, olive-skinned, with
puckered, glossy red lips. Her smile was somehow cruel,
malicious.

“Oh yes, Prisha. Apparently, she’s never even considered anal …
until now.”

Barbara
squinted towards the woman’s enquiring gaze, reinforcing that it
was the truth. Of course she’d damned well never contemplated
sodomy before!

The woman
called Prisha’s eyes were almost black, like two hard lumps of
coal. She was wearing a lot of makeup, with scarlet lipstick, large
hoops in her ears and a gold piercing in one nostril. Incredibly,
she’d turned up to a staff meeting wearing nothing but a two-piece
bikini and flip-flops. Her tiny bikini was floral and it barely
contained her ample bosom.

Prisha
stared until Barbara lost confidence and looked down at the
deck.

“Never even considered anal, hah.”

“But she’s considering it now!” Both women laughed.

“You mentioned she has a good looking husband, Bull. Do you
have a photo to hand?”

The
Warden picked up his phone, thumb-scrolled through it, and handed
it over.

Barbara
watched Prisha study the screen intently, her black eyes evaluating
it in silence, while glancing at her a couple of times. Presumably
it was a photo of Wyatt.

“What are your plans for this one?”

The
Warden shrugged. “The usual. Cock cage. Hard labour. Re-education.
Maybe a dental brace. Why?”

“I might have a use for him.”

Barbara
saw the others smile. The Warden laughed.

“But he’s married!”

This
comment made them all hoot even louder

“You can certainly borrow him if you want.”

“And before he has any orthodontics please!”

“Come here.” The older woman said, leaning her bulk forward on
the sofa. Barbara edged two steps closer until she was within arm’s
length. The spectacles distorted the woman’s cold, icy-blue eyes.
She stuck her cigarette holder between her teeth to free up her
right hand.

“Sss …”

Barbara
couldn’t help hissing as the woman’s sharp fingernail landed
straight on her exposed anus, right in the puckered
whorl.

“Do NOT move, you impertinent thing!”

“S … sorry, Ma’am.”

The woman
exhaled a plume of tobacco smoke.

“I find it fascinating just how many of these so-called modern
women haven’t even tried anal. Too feminist, I guess! Back in my
day, my crowd, we all at least gave it a go.”

The old
man called Giles snorted.

“Hah. Fat chance of Mrs Greene ever trying it, even back
then.”

Barbara
couldn’t suppress the thought that this horrible woman probably had
to offer anything – even sodomy - to try to attract a
man.

“Keep holding those cheeks open. Wider.”

Barbara
renewed her wrenching. The woman’s face was only inches from her
sweaty crevice now. Fingers continued to casually explore her body,
thumbing her labia open, hands roving her buttocks, those owl-eyes
occasionally squinting through her glasses at Barbara.

“She’ll need to improve her hygiene and
cleanliness.”

Barbara
seethed. She and Camilla had spent yet another night crammed
together in a narrow cot, sleeping fitfully, with no privacy or
facilities. It’s not as if her bedroom cell was equipped with
showers and bathtubs, bidets or even a proper toilet.

“And no bruises, Bull. You haven’t thrashed her?”

“No reason to … yet.”

“Since when did you need a reason old boy.” The old man
chortled.

“How old is she?”

“Can’t remember. Early thirties? How old are you?”

“Twenty eight, s … sir.” Barbara gasped.

Now the
woman was squeezing the tops of her legs, that fleshy part between
the thigh and buttock. She pinched even harder.

“Well, if she’s only 28, she’s a little chubby
here.”

Barbara
blinked at the fat bitch. But she tried to keep her outrage off her
face. Out of her eyes too.

“That’s nothing double shifts on the capstan won’t fix.” The
Warden said, ringing a little bell.

“Oh, excellent. That’s your plan.”

“Yep. All four of them. The capstan. Sixteen hours a day for
the men and twelve hours for the women. Pointless, mindless,
backbreaking toil. Good for their bodies and even better for their
minds and souls.”

Barbara
blinked at the Warden. Was that really his plan? Could she manage
12 hours a day of strenuous toil? Day after day?

His eyes
met hers. He was smiling. But it seemed to be a teasing grin, not
actually a cruel smirk. Like he was trying to reassure her in some
way.

She heard
the housekeeper’s heels clicking along the deck.

“Sir?”

“Our usual drinks, Sarah. And we’ll lunch in fifteen
minutes.”

“Of course, sir.”

The older
woman eventually withdrew her flabby hand, before wiping her
fingers dry against Barbara’s buttock.

“Move back six paces.”

Barbara
edged away until she could see all their faces again.

“I trust the extra four hours that the ladies aren’t rotating
the capstan won’t go to waste?”

All four
of them smiled.

“Certainly not.” The Warden gave her a wink. “They’ll just be
working a different type of shift.”

She saw
him turn to the older woman.

“So, what do you reckon Di?”

“Her arsehole? Oh, it’ll cope. Give her an enema, some lube and
then some serious pounding. But I’d like to see it again in a few
weeks. After you’ve trained her. What’s the name of that one you
really destroyed?”

The
Warden shrugged.

“Lucia!” she recalled. “That was it. About a year
ago.”

“Oh her. The tiny Latin one. Fiery little number.”

“Boy you made that thing gape. She was so damned tight back
there when you first showed her to us. A few weeks later.
Wow.”

“I remember too.” The old man called Giles cackled. “Whatever
happened to that one?”

“No idea.” The Warden tinkled his little bell again.

The
housekeeper arrived within ten seconds carrying a tray of drinks.
Ice chinked in their glasses. It made Barbara suddenly aware of how
thirsty she was.

“Do you remember Lucia, Sarah? Dark hair, flashing
eyes.”

“And cavernous arsehole.” Giles joked, exhaling grey tobacco
smoke.

“Yes sir, of course. Doodoo’s wife.”

“Whatever happened to her?”

“I hear she’s just had twins, sir. She works in the Resort as a
barista now. But I expect she’ll be back on room service again
soon.”

While she
was answering them, the housekeeper handed round their
drinks.

“I forget, what was her husband called?”

“Diego sir. You named him Doodoo.”

“Oh yes, Doodoo. Where’s that dude now?”

“In one of the factories, I think, sir. I can look it up in
seconds.”

“Yes. Do that. And make sure he knows that his wife’s given
birth.”

Barbara
watched them all raise their glasses and take a first sip. The
round-faced woman named Diana was drinking a huge cocktail. What
looked like a pint of Pina Colada with ice, cherries and chunks of
pineapple in it.

“What about her twins?”

“They’ve already been adopted, sir.” Sarah replied. “A nice
family on the Mainland wanted them. Father works for the State. His
wife couldn’t have children. The kids go to a good home. So …
everybody’s happy.”

“And what about this one?” Barbara realised Diana was nodding
towards her. “I mean, she looks like she could spit out a few nice
offspring.”

“Hmm,” the Warden smiled. “I hadn’t thought of that. But if I
were to have a biracial daughter, yes, Barbie certainly has good
genes. Drive, intelligence and looks. Hmm, yes, an idea worth
considering, Di.”

Di!
Barbara wished that the fat old cow would indeed fuck off and
‘die’.

She
watched them all grin and raise their glasses.

“Cheers.”

“To Bull making a lovely daughter!”

“To the Glorious First!”

“To Penal Colony Nine.”

Barbara
saw the Warden tilt his glass towards her in a toast.

“… and to anal sex.”


CHAPTER 4 -
GILES

 


After
their hearty lunch with the Warden, Giles raced Diana on their
carts down to the Resort Hotel. It was downhill most of the way.
Their carts were one-rider sulkies, very fast, with excellent
suspension. Diana’s pony was a well-muscled lad. But even he was
eclipsed by ‘Overdrive’, Giles favourite broodmare.

When they
arrived in front of the 5-star South Beach Pleasure Dome hotel, a
dozen flunkies rushed out to greet them and help them dismount.
Giles clambered down from his sulky and handed the reins to a
bellhop, swatting his mare on her hind quarters.

“I won’t be long but water this one and give her a nosebag of
oatmeal.”

The
bellhop nodded and led her away.

“I promised to look in on the missus of one of my new
labourers.”

“Which one?” Diana said, handing her own reins to a groom while
another lad helped her down from her cart.

Giles
gave her the woman’s name. Diana summoned a Desk Clerk.

“Bring this, er … Lauren Wilson to us.”

They sat
down for refreshments in the large lobby. It wasn’t crowded at this
time of day but the lobby wasn’t empty either. A handful of new
guests were checking in, staff were hauling their heavy bags, while
a few residents were milling about. In some ways it was almost a
typical hotel scene.

Several
large glass-chandeliers were suspended from the ceiling. Old
masterpiece paintings hung on the walls. Most of the art, sculpture
and library books had been confiscated from rich houses on the
Mainland. The wooden parquet floors had been varnished until they
gleamed.

A few
minutes later, the Clerk returned escorting a very attractive
strawberry-blonde woman. She was wearing hotpants and a
boob-tube.

“This is Deputy Warden Greene.” Diana said. “He runs our
Farm.”

The
woman’s blue eyes immediately flickered with interest. She knew
where her husband had been sent.

Giles
smiled at her. “Humphrey sends you his love.”

Her eyes
widened in hope.

“Thank you … sir.”

“Take off that top.”

Lauren
blinked, glancing nervously at Diana. Then she pulled the boob-tube
over her head and held it down by her side. Her boobs were
delicious, not large but full, with raspberry nipples.

“Now the bottom.”

Blushing,
Lauren tugged down her pink satin hotpants. Her mons was freshly
waxed. She clutched the pants in the same hand as her
top.

Giles
wasn’t great at using his phone but he took a couple of
snaps.

“Has she been initiated yet?”

Diana
glanced at the listening Clerk. He shrugged politely but clearly
didn’t know the answer.

“Have you been mounted?” Giles snapped.

Lauren
blinked, computing the question. “You mean … sir?”

“I mean fucked, woman. Have you been fucked yet? Or used
sexually in any way?”

Diana
chuckled. “It’s not like your Farm, Giles. We don’t have the right
ratio here. There are many more female newbies than male guards
here. Besides we like to save the choicest fresh meat for our
guests.”

Giles
sighed, looking at the strawberry blonde. His farm was allocated
seven to ten new females a day and a handful were decent looking.
But this little housewife was definitely too good to pass up.
Besides, it would be nice for Humphrey to bump into his missus
again so soon after being split up.

“How about we borrow her then, Di? She looks like she could
handle a few of our cucumbers and marrows! We’ve got a better ratio
of guards than you and plenty of horny interns. We’ll break her in
and send her back to you in a week or two. How’s that?”

“Hmm …” Diana, unimpressed.

“Also, you can be my special guest at this month’s Skid
Game.”

Diana
laughed, putting on a mock country-yokel accent. “Ooh … you drive a
hard bargain Farmer Giles. Alright then. Done.”

Giles
turned to the Clerk. “Have this woman attached to the back of my
cart. On a long rope. She can canter behind us.”

Lauren
was trembling, clutching her boob-tube and hotpants.

“Naked, sir. Like this, sir?” the Clerk asked.

“Of course, naked. You can keep her fancy wardrobe for her
return.”


CHAPTER 5 -
BULL

 


“So you hid this all from your wife?”

Wyatt
Sullivan nodded. His face was scarlet, his eyes moist with
tears.

“Y … ye … s … sir.”

Bull gave
the man a few seconds to compose himself. The camera was running,
fixed on a tripod, recording his interrogation.

“So you visited all these sites, looked at all these clips and
photos, read all these stories, behind Barbie’s back?”

“Uhum …” he nodded, “… I did sir.”

“Every day?”

“M … most days, yes s … sir.”

“And you did what while looking at them?”

“ …
I … I got hard … usually … I masturbated …
sir.”

Bull
waited patiently while Wimp sobbed again. The handsome man was
dressed in a pink leotard, matching frilly tutu and man-size ballet
pumps. There was a slight bulge under his skirt where his new steel
tube encased his penis. For the moment he retained his own
hair.

And his
teeth were straight.

“You masturbated? Behind your wife’s back?”

“Y … yes sir.”

“You betrayed her?”

Wimp
rubbed his red eyes. “Only … on my own, sir.”

Bull
smirked.

“Now, I couldn’t help noticing that almost all the photos,
videos, cartoons, stories and, yes, even emails from your fellow
perverts, were all concentrated on a narrow and specific range of
topics. Right?”

“M … more or less, sir.”

“More? Or less?”

“I mean you’re right, sir. Yes, just a few topics.”

“Like female domination, yes?”

“Y … yes, sir.”

“And submissive men.”

Wimp
choked, unable to speak. He just nodded.

“Wimpish men?”

“Y … yes.”

“Like you.”

Barbie’s
husband wiped his eyes on the back of his hand.

“Mm .. yes, sir.”

“Men kept in chastity?”

“Yes sir.”

“Ironic, isn’t it?” Bull gestured at the swelling under Wimp’s
tutu.

“Yes sir.”

“Living the dream!” Bull laughed. “And men being cuckolded
too?”

“Yes … but that’s n … not what I wanted sir. Not really. It was
just a fantasy.”

Bull
ignored his weak protestation.

“Cuckolded by black men, right?”

“W … well … s …sometimes, sir.”

“No. Actually, it’s ninety nine percent of the time. Almost ALL
the images and stories feature black men. Why?”

“I … well … it’s a genre, sir.”

“Is it indeed?”

Bull
paused to let the pervert sense his growing anger.

“There’s a story in your favourites folder by somebody going
under the name of The White-Wittol. Below it somebody’s commented,
saying: ‘Great Story. Loved the big Mandingo. The wife getting what
she deserved at last. Huge black meat railing her white pussy. Five
Stars’.”

Wimp
gazed at him.

“That comment was sent from your own computer’s
URL.”

Wimp
wiped a tear from his eye.

“And the story came from your URL as well.

The
White-Wittol bent over, burying his face in his hands. Exposed.
Ashamed. All the evidence caught on camera.

Wyatt
Sullivan and the White-Wittol were one and the same
wimp.

Bull
waited 20 seconds for him to compose himself.

“You wrote that? You wrote the story AND the comment too, yes?
Boosting your own ego. And you wrote several similar stories
too?”

“Y … yes sir. Please … don’t show this … please … not to
Barbara.”

“Why do you consider all black men merely fit for brain-dead,
walk-on parts with no relevance to the actual plot beyond having
some allegedly huge penis? Can’t we sometimes be given a person of
colour with a big brain instead of a big cock? A big character with
an interesting personality and a three-dimensional role to play?
Surely you see that your cliché’s racist?”

Barbie’s
husband wiped the tears off his face. He suddenly stopped crying
and blinked at Bull.

“I … I never actually saw it that way, sir. I … you’re right.
I’m sorry. It just seemed like a dirty but harmless fantasy to
me.”

Bull
looked at him. He slowly allowed his expression to soften. He knew
that Wyatt Sullivan wasn’t the first husband, and he certainly
wouldn’t be the last, guilty of fantasising and jerking off behind
his wife’s back.

“Please sir, I … are you going to show this to … er …
Barbie?”

Bull
looked at him. “I haven’t decided. But make no mistake young man,
you’re going to get what you wish for. An extreme experience. And
the only way you can maybe … possibly … convince me not to show
this video tape to your wife is IF you play your role perfectly. Is
that one hundred percent clear?”

He
tinkled the bell on his desk.

“Yes sir, please. One hundred and ten percent, I
promise.”

Three
seconds later, two burly guards entered. They were wearing canvas
fatigues. One was holding a machete, the other a drawn
revolver.

“Take this … man to the barber. A number one cut. Short back
and sides.”

After
they had escorted him away, Sarah arrived with a folder. She placed
it on his desk.

“Shall I stop the camera filming, sir.”

“Yes.” Bull replied, picking up the slim folder. It was that
day’s manifest with a list containing names, a brief summary and
photos of all the prisoners about to arrive at the
jetty.

“How many?” he asked.

“One hundred exactly, sir. Fifty women and fifty
men.”

“Anybody interesting?” his eyes scanned the first
page.

Sarah
shrugged as if to say not really.

“The most interesting couple includes an actress, sir. Hot new
thing. Bex Adams?”

Bull
shook his head. Never heard of her. He handed back the
file.

“Well”, Sarah continued, “Bex has featured in two Mainland hits
in the last 12 months. Apparently she’s on the shortlist for some
award. At least, she was until today.”

She
flicked through the file and opened it on a specific
page.

Bull
looked at two portrait photos, both in colour. On the left, a very
pretty woman with a suntan, wearing a white pencil skirt, a
matching jacket and a cream silk blouse underneath it. Sexy as
fuck.

The photo
on the right showed the same woman looking visibly distressed,
dressed in only her underwear, standing next to a grinning,
uniformed police officer. Both photos were date-stamped the
previous day.

She let
him study both photos for a moment.

“She’s 31. Married. 5ft 7” tall. 117lbs. 34C chest. 22 inch
waist.”

Bull
nodded. “Looks delightful. Her backstory?”

“Well, sir, that’s the thing. AI’s still crunching data and
trawling for titbits. But there’s very little about this Rebecca …
or Bex … Adams until 3 years ago when she met her husband Joshua.
It does appear she had a reputation for refusing to play the game.
You know, wouldn’t sleep her way into opportunities. And there’s
currently no evidence of any previous boyfriend beyond a couple of
childhood sweethearts. Until Joshua.”

“Joshua? We had another Josh a while back. Which one was
he?”

“That was Josh Montagu, sir, Linda’s husband. Shot himself
after killing four people. I’m sure you remember sir.”

Bull
stared at the photo on the left again. Looks-wise this Bex Adams
might even be on a par with Barbie Sullivan.

“And this Joshua?”

“Well, sir, that’s another thing. He’s a poor boy made good.
Runaway father, single mum, cliché tough background but an unusual
outcome. He got a scholarship to a top university, graduated in law
nine years ago in 2020, and is now a defence barrister doing his
best to represent tax dodgers fairly. Nice looking boy,
too.”

Bull
leaned back in his chair and laced his fingers behind his head,
mulling the idea over. He preferred foursomes. Six could get a bit
crowded. Not enough time for everybody. And another Josh? He
struggled with having to remember too many names
already.

But then?
Why not? He could feel his cock twitching. That pleasant pressure
in his prostate. He was the fucking Warden after all! He studied
the actress’s beautiful face one more time.

“Oh go on then.” He said. “Have them both picked up at the
jetty. I’ll take them on. What did you say this couple’s names were
again?”

“Josh and Bex.”

Celebrity
couple. Names had a nice ring to them.

“Oh and one more thing, sir.” Sarah said.

“Yes?”

“Josh is black.”


CHAPTER 6

 


16.00
HRS

 


All
around the globe – Tokyo, Bangkok, Rome, Paris, New York, Los
Angeles - clocks are chiming the hour of the world’s various time
zones.

On the
Mainland it’s exactly 4 p.m. and staff are clocking off for the
day. In fact, many of those Working From Home have long since had
their feet up, relaxing, taking a nap, making love, or jerking off
over some daytime BDSM stream such as PC9-TV.

There’s
little or no incentive to carry on working beyond 4 o’clock. In
fact, for higher earners, there’s even a positive disincentive.
Nobody wants to stand out and join the despised Ten
Percent.


Meanwhile, at precisely 16.00 hrs on Penal Colony Nine, the
military hovercraft is delivering today’s batch of fresh meat. It
has just arrived at the jetty. By coincidence, exactly fifty males
and fifty females are being discharged today, to the sound of
barked orders, jeering catcalls and piercing wolf whistles. Armed
guards and shouting interns line the path leading to the dreaded
Welcome Halls.

An
indignant and terrified Bex Adams is pushed and shoved into line by
two heckling kids. Her husband Joshua stumbles behind her. He’s
filthy, with two swollen eyes and a cut lip, and his wrists are
cuffed behind his back.

Bex is
totally naked except for the grubby bra and knickers she’s been
wearing since yesterday’s meeting with Tod Mannion. Her handbag,
jacket, blouse, skirt and even her heels were all stripped from her
at the police station. The police have put her clothes in the pile
for this week’s Auction, hoping that some of Bex’s fans might bid
for souvenirs of her finished career. However, miraculously, the
police allowed her to keep the engagement ring and wedding band on
her finger.

“There she is. And him!” She hears a bearded man shout. He’s
dressed in black uniform, brandishing a long baton. “You two. Come
here.”

Bex and
Joshua are both manhandled towards him.

“Come with me. You’re off to meet our Warden.”

Elsewhere
on Penal Colony Nine, when it’s only 4 p.m. nobody’s clocking off
from the bustling factories. On the contrary, the drudges are just
one hour into their second 8-hour shift of the day. The first shift
runs from 06.30 to 14.30hrs and the second from 15.00 to
23.00hrs.

Almost
every one of the 35,000 factory workers puts in two shifts a day,
seven days per week. The island’s four vast units manufacture
essential products for the Mainland and its export markets.
Products range from car parts to garden tools, cotton clothes to
sex toys.

Of the
35,000 workers, around 70percent – 25,000 - are male ‘drudges’ (as
factory workers are technically called) and the remaining 10,000
are female. Productivity is extremely high. Much higher than on the
Mainland. And costs are obviously low. There are no strikes, no pay
reviews and very few days are lost to sickness.

Both
sexes are primarily selected based on their apparent durability and
capacity for hard work rather than their good looks. Nevertheless,
many drudges – both male and female - have faced sexual harassment
in the workplace at some time or another. There is no Grievance
Procedure. There’s no #Me Too movement.

Each
production line contains a conveyor belt and 200 numbered places.
One hundred drudges work standing on each side of the belt,
opposite each other. Conversation is prohibited except during short
breaks. Everyone must focus 100 percent on the job.

Shift
supervisors patrol the lines on foot to ensure there’s no talking
or laziness. There are also staff rooms up in the gantry above the
belts. These have large internal glass-windows that overlook the
toiling drudges below so that even off-duty supervisors can keep an
eye on productivity.

As usual,
at 4 p.m. today, there are a couple of gaps on the assembly line
where drudges have been removed for appraisals. A pretty 21yr old
redhead who works on line 4 at place 17 is up in a staff room
having her performance evaluated.


Currently, the young man on line 4 place 16 adjacent to hers
is having to work twice as hard. He’s having to make up for his
redheaded girlfriend’s absence. There’s no excuse for failing to
meet quota even if there’s a temporary gap in the line. So his
hands are flying as the components trundle down the
belt.

If he had
a moment to glance up at the internal window overlooking his place,
he could see his girlfriend’s nose is pushed against the glass.
Behind her the bearded face of one of the early-shift Supervisors
can be seen. Her top is unbuttoned and he’s appraising her pale
breasts while he rocks backwards and forwards.

She’s
been up there for half an hour so far. Several supervisors have
already graded her. She’s hoping to get a B or B-minus at worst.
Anything starting with a C will carry a punishment. Hopefully
she’ll be down in another half an hour and she can rejoin her line
until the shift ends at 23.00hrs.

The
situation is similar over on West Hills Farm. Today’s outdoor work
will be continuing for around three hours yet, at least until
sunset. Out in the fields, row upon row of labourers stoop to pick
cotton, tend crops and till the soil, while the foremen and interns
ensure there’s no slacking under the sultry, late-afternoon
sun.


Meanwhile, on the sloping pastureland and inside cool barns,
the real cattle and sheep, pigs and goats are looked after like
royalty while human ponies haul carts up and down the gentle
slopes.

In one
field, honey-blonde Naomi has learned yesterday’s lesson well.
Three days ago she had a career, a husband and a nice apartment.
Now, she’s crawling on her hands and knees using a ruler and trowel
to plant seeds exactly 45.7 centimetres apart. She ignores the
humidity and dust and her sore knees. She even seems oblivious to
the flies and insects that are buzzing around her
backside.

Strolling
behind her is her personal minder, young Tommy Gunn. He’s holding a
long bamboo, tapping the top of her head every few seconds, keeping
her aware of the brisk pace required. He’s wearing shorts and an
unbuttoned shirt, showing off his sweaty chest and stained
fly.

Tommy
doesn’t bother to check each and every measurement. Instead at
random, about every twenty seeds or so, he’ll pull out his tape
measure and verify the exact distance between the last two seeds
that Naomi’s planted: if they’re 45.6 or 45.8 centimetres apart it
simply isn’t accurate enough. The Manual says that the crop will
grow best if planted at precisely 45.7 cm gaps.


Fortunately, Naomi’s pert buttocks bear a mere seven scarlet
welts, showing she’s only been inaccurate seven times since dawn.
Not bad considering the numerous rows she’s managed to plant during
the past nine hours.

Her naked
body stinks a bit by now. Especially her armpits and between her
thighs. Since last night’s shower, she’s entertained Tommy three
times today and a couple of his new mates once as well. Interns
often swap their charges like they used to trade Top
Trumps.

Naomi is
also no longer so pernickety about being fucked in the arse. In
fact, she willingly offered Tommy and his friends whichever of her
three holes they fancied. As she crawls along, the insides of her
thighs are sticky with a mix of stale semen and fresh sweat that
attracts flies and insects. Given the current state of both her
front AND rear entrances, there’s little doubt Tommy will be
choosing her parched mouth if he requires a final pleasure break
before sunset.

Outside
the Deputy Warden’s ranch house on West Hills Farm, new arrival
Rachel is stirring a huge cauldron of boiling water that contains
lumps of fat, gristle, mechanically separated meat and vegetable
stalks. The odour coming off the bubbling container catches in her
throat, making her heave. The smell reminds her of her dog Elazar’s
canned food. But worse.

However
Beth, the Cook seems happy enough with Rachel’s work. She drags one
of the maids out to the campfire. The poor girl looks pale and
queasy. Rachel watches Beth ladle a large helping of the broth into
a metal bowl. The water was previously used for washing pots and
pans and so the broth’s surface is rather oily. Knobbles of brown,
beige, white and green things poke through the greasy
surface.

The maid
kneels down and blows on the broth. But Beth is impatient. So the
maid slurps up a hot mouthful with a brown lump in it. Beth arches
her eyebrow and the maid smiles, pronouncing it delicious. Beth
grins but doesn’t leave. Instead she hovers over the maid until
she’s guzzled every last lump and smear.

Beth
eventually gives Rachel a cursory nod of approval. Then she pushes
her chubby finger over one nostril and blows a stream of snot into
the cauldron. Rachel watches as the greenish-yellow mucus floats
for a few seconds before sinking below the surface. Then the cook
repeats the process with her other nostril, clearing her airwaves.
She returns to the house having reassured Rachel that the cauldron
will nourish over a thousand farm labourers this
evening.

At the
same time, inside a barn nearby, Humphrey has been reunited with
his wife Lauren. They’re having to shovel straw and manure.
However, they can’t believe their luck. The foreman supervising
them has advised them that the Deputy Warden has given strict
instructions they’re not to be mistreated. As long as they work
hard, Lauren won’t be touched. All that stuff she heard about
cucumbers and marrows was apparently just a smokescreen to persuade
the Resort to release her. And she believes it.

At 4 p.m.
precisely, the wake-up call that Doris Larder ordered trills inside
Suite 11 of the Resort hotel, waking her up from a deep sleep. She
ate a big, boozy lunch and needed a couple of hours nap afterwards.
Since her flight over yesterday, she seems to have done little but
sleep, eat, drink and be merry. However, soon it will be time for
her to start really, really enjoying herself.

After her
alarm call, Doris stretches and pads through to her ensuite
bathroom. Sitting on the hotel toilet she glances in the mirror at
her squat, naked body. She’s only 5’ 1” and she has long saggy
boobs that tumble onto the three fleshy tyres that pad her waist.
She parts her knees and admires her hairy bush, remembering
squirting over that nice airline steward’s face.

In truth,
she hasn’t always behaved or looked like this. She married young
and genuinely loved her first husband. They stayed together for
seven years until the Snake cheated on her one too many times. Then
she married again on the rebound; a good-for-nothing Bastard who
she divorced within a year. Most women would have called it quits
and marked those two mistakes down to experience.

But not
Doris Larder. Aged 38, her current role in the Central Tax
Department provides her with enormous power. She was promoted to it
just over a year ago. Remarkably, only a week after her promotion,
her two ex-husbands were arrested. Despite their vehement denials,
both men – the Snake and the Bastard - were found guilty of tax
dodging and sentenced to State’s Pleasure on Penal Colony
Nine.

And
during this vacation Doris will be paying them both a
visit.

At the
same time, inside studio number 9, several TV executives are
breaking the news to a distraught Deborah and Dan Cohen. As
requested, PC9-TV’s audience has sent in numerous suggestions for
the happy couple. Wes Hitchcock, the director, has chosen the
winner.

The
couple now have one hour to decide whether to accept the challenge,
or to choose life sentences instead. There are no other options.
Their decision will be announced to the viewing public at 6 p.m.,
when the fun will begin, one way or another.

And
finally, up on the Peak, a van is arriving at the Warden’s
Residence for a 16.00hrs appointment. The three letters on the side
of the van are MMA. A trio of women climb out of the van. The
driver, Mabel, is white. The other two are Mercy, an Asian girl,
and Ashley, who’s black. And they’re here to attend to two members
of the Warden’s current quartet.

Whilst
their logo suggests mixed martial arts (and it coincidentally
comprises the first letters of their three names), MMA actually
stands for their areas of expertise. You see, they’re the ‘Mobile
Modifying Artists’. They travel the island artistically altering
appearances. Mabel is a medical nurse. Mercy is a magnificent
tattoo artist and Ashley is an awful hairdresser.


CHAPTER 7 -
GILES

 


Today 16
new arrivals had been allocated to his Farm.

Giles
stared with undisguised contempt at the unimpressive batch of 8
males and 8 females. Then he nodded at his group of guards and
interns.

“Strip! NOW!” they began shouting.

As usual
the new prisoners hesitated and looked round in disbelief. So, as
always, it was necessary to encourage obedience with switches and
crops and the threat of electric-batons and sharp machetes. It
didn’t take long. Soon trackpants and t-shirts, bras and thongs,
nighties and pyjamas were all flying into the dirt.

“Okay, eyes front, chests out, feet apart, hands on your
heads.”

Giles
watched the lineup of naked prisoners as they looked left and
right, imitating each other, hesitantly obeying Shazza’s order. As
soon as they’d formed a line, legs apart, front facing, elbows
cocked to the sides, hands on heads, Giles couldn’t bear to wait
any longer. He was hungry for his tea.

He strode
along the line of eight women first, tapping each one on the
cleavage with his shepherd’s crook.

“Fat … fat … ugly … fat … gross … just about okay … fat …
ugly!”

They all
blinked in complete shock at such rude and crude treatment. A
couple of them whimpered while several bristled at being labelled
fat and ugly.

“It’s the fucking TRUTH!” Giles told them, shouting. “I need to
have a word with the Welcome Hall staff. I’m sick of my Farm being
allocated slobs like you simply because they think that any old
fatso can pluck cotton or pick vegetables. Or maybe they think my
foremen and staff are content to fuck just any old
slag!”

He heard
several of them gasp. Two were already in tears.

“You! Step forward.”

He chose
the prettiest one. The one he’d labelled as ‘just about okay’. She
was probably in her early-forties, with the telltale rounded
abdomen and slight stretchmarks of a mother, but she was definitely
attractive. She had a good figure, although perhaps a few lbs would
need to be shed off her hips.

She took
a step forward without saying anything.

“Yes, SIR!” Shazza shouted.

“Y … yes … SIR.” The petrified woman echoed. She had caramel
hair and cocoa eyes. Her bare breasts were large and close-set with
dark areola and chunky nipples.

“Married? Kids?”

She
pointed a finger down the line at a similarly-aged man who was
obviously her husband.

“Two children sir.” She wiped her eye. “Teenagers. I was
assured they’ll be safe in the State Orphanage by now.”

Giles
strode along the line to her husband. The man was reasonably fit
and okay looking but with a slight paunch too. Giles tapped his
chest with his crook.

“Why didn’t you keep your missus in better shape?”

“B … but …” he glanced along at his wife, “I … she’s
lovely.”

Giles
shook his head. “How old is she?”

“Thirty eight … er … sir.”

Giles
gestured to Shazza.

“Thirty eight. Opening Ceremony. Have this MILF fucked by
thirty eight of our lads this evening …”

“NO!”

Husband
and wife both chorused in union. Several others in the lineup
gasped and sobbed.

The
guards and interns pounced, grabbing the couple, smacking them with
switches while pointing pistols at the husband’s chest. There was a
brief furore but very quickly they both threw themselves onto their
knees, begging forgiveness.

Giles
pulled the woman’s face up by her shoulder-length hair so her
tear-stained eyes were looking at him.

“And add another thirty eight different men
tomorrow.”

Shazza
jotted down a note.

He
sighed, looking down at the couple.

“Any objections? Or is 76 men in two days still not enough? I
can continue adding 38 per day for weeks, if you still have more to
say.”

This time
they both kept quiet. Shazza smirked and then she addressed the
entire lineup.

“You see, ladies and gentlemen.” She shouted. “There’s ONE WORD
that you will never use here. That word is NO. So you will all
watch this evening’s ceremony and see this woman mounted by 38
studs within a couple of hours. Unless perhaps any of you would
care to join her? Females OR males. We have plenty of guards happy
to introduce themselves to male bottoms.”

She
waited to see if anybody volunteered. Nobody did.

“As I was saying,” Giles continued, tapping the kneeling man on
his forehead, “we need to get your missus in better physical shape.
There’s nothing like a few fucks to shed excess pounds.”

He
reached down and squeezed the woman’s full boobs. They were heavy
in his palms. He arched an inquisitive eyebrow.

“E-cup?”

She bit
her lip, wiping her eyes. “Y … yes sir.”

Giles
gently high-fived Shazza. “I’m never wrong.”

He
reached out a hand and gallantly helped the naked woman to her
feet, gesturing for her husband to get up as well. The man couldn’t
meet his gaze. He dropped his eyes to the ground in defeat. Giles
smiled magnanimously.

He walked
the row, eyeballing the shocked and tearful lineup. They’d had a
tiny taste of his power over them. They were terrified.

“You! Step forward.”

The next
prettiest woman was the only other one who met his high standards
of attractiveness. He’d exaggerated the size and ugliness of the
others for effect. A couple were plump and plain but several
weren’t actually too bad at all. One was even too skinny. However,
all new prisoners needed bringing down a peg or two. And on arrival
most could genuinely do to shed a few lbs.

The
problem with the increase in Quota to the richest ten percent was
that as quantity rose, quality came down. Properly wealthy women
spent their days primping themselves, dieting and going to the gym.
That was their function. To look good.

But the
dross nowadays weren’t properly wealthy. They had actual jobs
sitting at desks and then watched TV in the evening eating
ready-cooked meals. So it took a few weeks of hard labour and farm
rations to get them in shape.

“Sir?” She mumbled.

This one
was a brunette in her mid-thirties, with good cheekbones, a nice
face but, again, a bit of padding on her hips.

“Married? Kids?”

“Married, sir. No children.”

Her tone
was surprisingly confident, matter-of-fact and her clipped accent
had that annoying air of privilege. She pointed down the line at an
older man with receding hair who somehow exuded a distinguished
air, despite the fact that he was stark-bollock naked.

“Here!”

Giles
summoned the man over with a click of his fingers.

“Names?”

“Xander … and Charlotte.”

“Xander and Charlotte, SIR!” Shazza interjected.

“Xander and Charlotte, sir.”

The man
pronounced his name Zander, with a Z. Giles ignored his insolent
tone and their annoyingly grand names. For now anyway.

“Stand behind your missus.”

Xander
sidled behind his wife and stood to attention. He had blue eyes, an
aquiline nose and pursed lips. His remaining hair was silver and
Giles guessed he was about fifty, a good 10 to 15 years older than
his trophy wife.

“Are you proud of Charlotte?”

“Yes … er … I am … sir. Of course, very proud.”

“Hold up her jugs then and present them to me.”

Xander
fatally hesitated. He frowned in shock.

Giles
sighed. “Ten lashes.”

Shazza
nodded, jotting down a note with a flourish.

Xander
wasn’t stupid. He quickly moved his arms and cupped his wife’s
boobs.

“What do you say?”

“Er … here are Charlotte’s b … breasts … sir.”

Giles
looked at them. They were plump at the bottom but slightly less
full at the top. Giles considered himself an expert in all forms of
udders. He called this type teardrop boobs because of their shape.
Like a woman’s fat tears rolling down her cheek. He grinned at her.
Perhaps he’d give this Charlotte a nice tit fuck?

After
all, tit-fucks didn’t count as betraying his wife
Yvonne.

Her
husband’s fingers were quaking with rage, fear, or probably
both.

“Hmm, okay, pull her cunt lips open for me.”

Again,
the man faltered a moment, his watery blue eyes flashing with
suppressed anger.

“Twenty lashes.” Giles chuckled. “Keep going and Charlotte
here’s going to have very, very sore tits.”

“Wh … what … you mean … not me …?”

“Oh no. Your wife will pay for YOUR mistakes. And vice
versa.”

Xander
hurriedly reached around and used the fingers of both his hands to
peel his wife’s labia open like a pair of curtains. She had a
neatly trimmed triangle of dark pubic hair that framed
them.

“Wider.”

This time
he didn’t delay. He stretched them until Charlotte cried
out.

Giles
took his time. He bent down and peered into her pink
cunt.

“What do you say?”

“Er … here’s my wife’s … er … vagina, sir.”

“Cunt, man!”

“C … cunt, sir.”

“And?”

“Er … it now … it … er … belongs to … you sir.”

Giles
smiled and patted Xander on the shoulder.

“See? Easy isn’t it?”

“Y … yes sir.”

Giles
stared into the woman’s weeping eyes. There were tears on her
cheeks and chin. Any attitude was already gone. Or at least it was
receding fast. It rarely took long for him to bring bitches to
heel.

He slowly
reached down and put his right hand between her husband’s fingers,
making sure to brush the man’s skin, a symbolic taking over of
ownership.

He
fingered her dry vulva. She hissed as she inhaled but didn’t
resist. He looked up at both their faces while he pushed two bony
fingers in. Yes, there was plenty of mileage left in this
cunt.

“Age?”

“Th … thirty four, sir.”

“Why no children yet?”

He saw
them exchange sideways glances.

“I didn’t want them … sir.” Xander replied. “Charlotte’s my
second wife. I have a family already.”

Giles
casually rubbed his fingers in and out of her. He detected
something in her facial expression.

“So YOU would have liked them?”

Her eyes
gave the game away.

“Er … well … it was a joint decision, s … sir.”

Her cunt
was starting to lubricate in self-defence against the discomfort of
his fingers.

“Well you must have a kid or two, my dear. Before it’s too
late.”

Giles
gave her husband a wink. The man certainly wasn’t stupid. He
understood.

“Please …” Xander mouthed.

Giles
shook his head sadly. “I’m afraid you missed your chance, old boy.”
He turned to Shazza, wiping his finger dry on Charlotte’s teardrop
boob. “Mark this one down for the breeding program. We can start
her in a couple of months. There’s not much time to waste if we’re
to get two or three good foals out of her.”

The
unhappy couple were both crying silent tears. They knew that
resistance was futile. Their only hope was that meek acceptance
might be rewarded with mercy.

Shazza
chuckled. “Sure, boss. Any particular race, looks,
genes?”

Giles
idly squeezed her nipple with his thumb and first finger, like he
was preparing an udder for milking. His expression let her know he
was considering the question. Should he have her mated with a
particular ethnicity or certain physical attributes?

“Nope. Just random donors. But nobody who looks remotely like
him.”

It
briefly appeared as if Xander’s self-control was going to lose its
tussle with his outrage. His jaw was set tight, eyes
staring.

“Yes?” Giles arched his eyebrow.

“Please … sir.” Xander mouthed again. Commonsense had won
against pride and fury.

Giles
sighed and turned to look along the line at the first couple. At
the cute MILF who was due to star in that night’s Opening Ceremony
and her husband. They’d both been listening in meek
silence.

“Thirty eight guys, right?”

“Yes, boss. That’s what you said” Shazza replied. “And the same
again tomorrow.”

“Hmm, that’s a lot of men.” He said, smiling at the scared
MILF.

In truth,
it was. A two-hour first-night gangbang like that could injure hips
and damage pussy, even those of a 38yr old mother. To Giles,
decisions were all about getting his animal husbandry just
right.

So he
turned back to Xander and Charlotte, letting them know that what he
was about to say was all Xander’s fault for speaking out of
turn.

“Open my cunt up again.”

Giles
leaned down to enjoy the man’s trembling fingers as they tugged his
wife’s labia apart. He peered between her coral-pink folds and the
nub of her exposed clitoris.

“Hmm, this looks like it needs urgent action.”

He smiled
at Shazza who was poised with her pen.

“Tell you what.” Giles said. “Charlotte here can help out. Both
women can do nineteen lads each. Side by side. Make a race of it.
The audience can place bets.”

“Nnn …” Xander stifled and swallowed his objection. He’d
learned his lesson. There were laughs from behind Giles.

He turned
and looked at the semicircle of guards and interns who were all
grinning at the prospect of a tandem fuckfest. Shazza checked her
notes.

“And what about the twenty lashes on this one’s tits you asked
for?”

“Oh yes, well they can share those too.”

Giles
beckoned the MILF over to stand next to Charlotte. He cupped one
boob of each woman in his two palms, squeezing and evaluating them
like melons at a fruit stall.

“Ten strokes each.” He grinned. “Before the tupping
begins.”

Nobody
spoke. A loaded silence descended on the lineup.

Giles
could only hear hushed breathing from all 16 new arrivals. Behind
him there were still a few titters of amusement from the interns,
but the lineup of naked prisoners kept virtually silent, inhaling
nervously.

Nobody
moved. Literally a couple of hours after they’d arrived at the
jetty, harsh lessons had already been learned. Even Xander and the
MILF’s husband simply stared straight ahead like privates on
parade.

Giles
winked at Shazza. “I’ll have another chat with these two couples in
the morning. I’d like their feedback on tonight’s
festivities.”

Then he
stepped back and surveyed the entire cohort again. Six women to his
right, his two chosen couples in the middle, and then six other men
to his left.

He let
them see the disgust in his eyes as he surveyed them all. He
required lean males with sinewy muscles suited to hard, outdoor
work. He needed slim but rounded females with flat abdomens and
childbearing hips that were suited to a combination of toil and
servicing his guards’ rapacious needs. The truth was that Mainland
people simply ate too much nowadays: all those ready-cooked meals,
processed foods, pizzas and burgers, fries and ice
cream.

Well,
they’d had their last taste of any of that shit.

At the
end of the line of females he saw a round-faced woman with glasses
and unkempt curly hair. She had several tasteful tattoos on her
arms and thighs, of feathers and butterflies and stuff.

“You like tattoos?”

She
glanced down at them. “Y … these … er yes, sir.”

He hefted
her tit in his palm. She had a thick bush of brown pubic
hair.

Her eyes
blinked at him through her glasses as he thumbed her fat
nipples.

“Have this one shaved and inked.” He said to Shazza.

“Sure, boss. Everywhere? And what kind of tats?”

He
flicked her curly hair with disdain.

“Shave her head, pits, cunt, everywhere, bald. And several
tats. I don’t care what. Humiliating messages and names. Maybe a
picture of a pig on this tit.”

Shazza
wrote on her pad. The woman suppressed a sob.

Next to
her was a small, thin girl, early-20s. Not a looker. She had a long
face with boyish features, limp hair and a receding
chin.

Giles
stood in front of her and shook his head in despair.

“What the fuck do they think I can do with you? Too skinny to
work and too ugly to fuck.”

A tear
rolled down her cheek. He examined her flat, poached-egg chest,
pinching her nipple. Then he glanced down between her
legs.

There was
a blue string dangling between her labia.

“Oh, so you are female!”

She was
on her period. He reached down and yanked the string, pulling her
clotted tampon out. He raised it up to her face.

“Mouth open.”

She
parted her thin lips. He held the string up for her to bite on. Now
the red blob dangled below her chin.

“Hold it there until you’re dismissed.”

It
wiggled like a pendulum as she nodded her head.

Giles
smiled and stepped back to address the entire line.

“Right, you porkers.” He announced, nodding to Shazza. “I can’t
be bothered with you any longer. My deputy here will walk the line
for me and get to know you all a little better. All that remains
for me to say is welcome to West Hills Farm. Make sure to put your
trust in the Lord, because your butts belong to me!”

With
that, Giles turned and strode into his ranch house.


CHAPTER 8 -
CAMILLA

 


Camilla’s
hips are raised and her knees are spread wide, giving both women
complete and unhindered access to her vagina. There’s a thick
leather pad underneath her buttocks, raising them up. Meanwhile,
straps on her ankles, wrists and neck secure her down
tight.

Two women
are standing on either side of the gynaecological trolley. They’re
plucking out every one of her dark pubic hairs, one by one, using
steel tweezers. They smile down at her when she hisses and bucks
every time it hurts, which is quite often.

“Shush, Cumdump.” The one who introduced herself as Mabel says.
‘Able Mabel’, she joked. Mabel is middle-aged, buxom, almost
maternal, wearing a blue nurse’s smock and a white apron. An actual
stethoscope is draped round her neck.

The other
one smiles. ‘Mercy by name but not by nature’ she said when
introducing herself. Mercy’s young, Asian looking, but Camilla
can’t really tell much more than that from her
appearance.

“Cumdump? Why’d the warden choose that name for
you?”

“I … sss … I don’t know … I guess … sss … aaah … because of my
s … sexual experience. And also, it sou … sounds a bit like my real
name.”

Both of
them are leaning in, peering between her splayed thighs as they
work. Mabel has greenish eyes while Mercy’s are dark
brown.

“Keep still.”

Mabel’s
concentrating on her mons while Mercy is focused on those coarse
little hairs between Camilla’s vagina and bottom. It would have
been so easy for them to have used a depilatory cream or even wax
strips. But no. They chose to use sharp steel pincers
instead.

They
sometimes pluck several hairs at the same time, coiling them like
spaghetti round a fork, tearing them out in clumps. Other times
they pull out just a single hair, slowly, so that her skin
stretches, before the hair eventually snaps out.

“So … how many guys have you fucked so far?”

Camilla
exhales. She doesn’t want to answer but she has no
choice.

“I don’t know. I guess … sss … aaah … about twenty.”

“Hah, is that all?” Mercy laughs, flicking her glossy black
fringe away from her face. She’s wearing a black miniskirt and
printed t-shirt with MMA taut across her flat chest.

“Hmm, I don’t know, my dear.” Mabel shrugs. “Twenty sounds
pretty damned promiscuous to me. How many boys have you been with
then, Merce?”

“Just one. My boyfriend. He’s my future husband. But I’m not a
slut like this one. Or a cumdump.”

“Me neither.” Mabel smiles. “Just my dear husband too.” She
slides the sharp tip of the tweezers over the hood of Camilla’s
clitoris. “It’s nice to know he’s the only one who’ll ever enjoy my
charms.”

“Whereas this one’s barely started.” Merce smirks, taking a
moment to squeeze Camilla’s ample left breast. She casually thumbs
the nipple.

“You proud of these?”

Camilla
stares over her own boobs and into the girl’s narrowed eyes. Yes,
of course she’s proud of them! She was a bit embarrassed when her
boobs seemed to arrive virtually overnight. She was only 12 or 13
when that happened. But since then she’s been grateful for the
attention they’ve got.

Well,
until now anyway.

“Er …”

What can
she reply? It’s a no win either way. Conceited or
ashamed.

“I … “

Mercy
cackles, gesturing at her own scrawny chest.

“Maybe we make yours like mine, hah?”

Both
women smile down at her, two pairs of green and brown eyes shining
with malice.

“Let me tell you what’s going to happen.” Mabel says while she
carefully parts Camilla’s labia with the tips of the tweezers.
“Obviously we want you to feel everything while we get rid of all
these nasty pubes. But then we’ll move onto the medical part of
this procedure. You see that syringe over there?”

Camilla
nods, biting her lip. She already noticed it when they strapped her
down. The threatening syringe is lying on a white-tiled counter by
the side of a fridge. It’s a huge hypodermic with a wide flange, a
large capacity and a very long needle.

“Well, I assure you this is better than the alternative, my
dear. You see researchers on the Mainland are exploring ways to
treat nymphomania. You can be proud that you’re contributing to
help our female citizens. I’m going to numb this naughty clitoris
of yours and your labia and vulva too, in fact all the way up to
your cervix.”

Camilla
wants to disappoint them by pretending to be indifferent. She
forces a shrug.

“Yes, I … I … sss … know … the Warden told me.”

Mabel
smiles.

“But the Warden’s a man. Only us ladies can know what it’s
like. Provided I get the dose just right, you’ll be aware you’re
being penetrated and used, that there’s a cock inside you. But
you’ll feel like it’s happening to someone else. It will be strange
at first. But you’ll get used to it I’m sure. There’ll be no
physical pleasure of course, no arousal, and certainly no
orgasms.”

“Not for you, anyway, Cumdump.” Mercy adds. “Lots of orgasms
for big cocks inside you.”

Both
women are staring between her thighs now, searching for any final
stray hairs or bristles. Their eyes are inches from her denuded
mons.

“The Warden’s asked us to leave your anus for the moment. He
wants to give you a chance to learn to appreciate anal sex. And
obviously, you’ve always got that potty mouth of yours
too.”

“Talking of which,” Mercy grins, “time for my tip.”

Camilla
groans inwardly. She looks into the narrowed eyes of the mean Asian
girl. They’re implacable.

“O … okay.” She says in a defeated voice.

How could
she say no?

She
winces as the Asian girl clambers up onto the trolley, facing her
feet. Mercy couldn’t have been more than 19 or 20. Camilla watches
the girl hitch up her miniskirt to reveal she isn’t wearing any
underwear. She has a rough, black bush and smells ripe, like the
day-old remains of some stir-fry.

“Mmm … good girl Cumdump. My boyfriend sends his
regards.”

For a
while, those are the last words that Camilla can make out. Coarse
black hairs, briny labia and glutinous vulva wrap themselves around
her lips and nose. She grimaces and sticks her tongue out. Mercy’s
boyfriend’s ‘regards’ are probably many hours old. Nevertheless,
they’re still pungent.

The
entire skanky act seems to take ages but it probably lasts only a
few minutes. Mercy does most of the work, bouncing and sliding,
using Camilla’s nipples as reins and her nose as a pommel, riding
her tongue to an orgasm.

And a
second one soon after.

And then
a third.

Camilla
can vaguely hear them both exchanging chit-chat throughout her
ordeal. There’s no embarrassment or shame between them. But she
can’t make out what they’re saying. Their laughs are muffled. Only
Mercy’s shrill, uninhibited orgasms are properly
audible.

“Nice.” The girl declares, elegantly dismounting the trolley
and straightening her skirt. “Good tip.”

Camilla
blinks and shivers at what’s revealed.

Mabel is
brandishing what looks to be a very sharp, steel
scalpel.


CHAPTER 9 -
MONTY

 


“So, whatta ya think?”

Monty
stares at the vision in the mirror. He’s strapped into a barber’s
chair and the hairdresser has just removed his blackout
blindfold.

OMG. It’s
worse than bald. She’s left him with a ring of short hair all
around his head, like some medieval monk’s tonsure. But she’s also
dyed that ring of hair the same bubble-gum-pink that some girls
colour their hair nowadays. Somehow, the top half of his head looks
a bit like a penis. A shining crown above a pink rim.

“It’s … awful.” He gasps, unable to lie.

Ashley
hoots with laughter. “That’s great then.”

She
introduced herself as Ashley. Trashly is her apparently-witty
tagline. She’s a big, buxom black woman with an enormous chest,
even bigger buttocks and thighs like hams.

She’s
wearing a baggy dress with a logo over her left breast. The logo is
a circle with the letters MMA inside it. She waddles when she
walks. Monty guesses she’s thirtyish but it’s hard to
tell.

He’s
secured in a traditional barber’s chair with his ankles, chest and
forearms held down by leather straps. The blindfold she put on him
was made of blackout Velcro.

Ashley
pats his bald pate condescendingly.

“Don’t worry. It suits you better than that shapeless clump you
had before. I assure you … moppet.” She snorts at her own name for
him.

Monty
keeps silent, grinding his teeth. When his blindfold was on, his
hearing was amplified. He could make out noises from next door. A
woman shrieking. Climaxing. Three orgasms in quick
succession.

But it
certainly wasn’t Camilla having them.

“Whoa …”

Suddenly,
without warning, Monty falls backwards, tipped upside down, leaving
him looking up at the ceiling. Ashley’s flipped a button. His chair
is now at an inverted angle. His feet are much higher than his
head. She presses a second button. There’s a whirring sound. His
legs are pulled apart. The bottom half of the chair slowly splits
sideways.

Now she’s
staring down at him. Black jowls and full lips. Her sweaty face
above them. She’s smiling. Like a black cat observing a petrified
mouse.

“Now it’s time for the fun part.” She says.

Ashely
shuffles into position to stand between his naked legs. Monty’s
become used to being naked much of the time and isn’t shy. But it’s
still humbling when a fully dressed woman looks down at your
exposed and defenceless genitals. Her hand grabs his penis and
flips it from side to side, highlighting its limpness. Then she
fingers his scrotum.

“You’re lucky, moppet, that Mabel does this bit. Not
me.”

At that
moment, the door swings open and another woman enters the room.
This one’s older and white, dressed like a proper matron or nurse.
She’s wielding a steel scalpel in her hand.

“Ah, Mop, my dear!” She says. “Lovely to meet you. Though I see
your MOP of hair’s already history.”

“Y … yes, Ma’am.” Monty stammers, already aware this woman has
complete power over his cock and balls. The scalpel glistens in the
overhead light.

“I’ve just met your missus. We had a nice chat. Promiscuous
little slut isn’t she?”

“Well …”

Although
he’s pissed with Camilla, Monty can’t actually bring himself to
slag his fiancée off. He loves her despite all her
faults.

“Fucked twenty guys even before she arrived on this island!
Well, I call that pretty sluttish. You obviously have a taste for
well used cunt. With luck you’ll get to clean up a few of those in
future. And let’s look on the bright side. Her sleeping around has
prepared you both for life here, right?”

He
grimaces in a mock-smile, as if he agrees she’s being
witty.

Ashley
takes a step back to make room for Mabel who also flips his penis
from side to side. Without asking, her skilled nurse’s fingers peel
back his foreskin in one fluent move.

“Remind me,” she asks Ashley, running her thumb over the tip of
the scalpel, “what were the Warden’s wishes regarding this
foreskin?”

“Oh, I think he said remove it.”

Monty
gulped.

“N … no, Ma’am. He said he’d see. No decision yet …
pleeease.”

Both
women smiled.

“It’s just a tad of skin.”

“But it w … it would be very sensitive. At my age.
Please.”

Mabel
releases his penis, leaving his foreskin retracted.

“Hmm, let’s check with the Warden then, shall we?”


CHAPTER 10 -
BARBARA

 


Barbara
was more than confused. She was totally disoriented.

She was
drinking tea with the Warden. Hot, herbal tea, out of a cup and not
from a dog dish. She was sat on a chair not on the floor. She was
wearing a kaftan robe. She wasn’t naked. And he was being
charming.

The
contrast between that morning, when she’d had to bend over to
display her bottom and now, a mere five or six hours later, was
extreme. She sipped her tea and tried to remain
composed.

“You seem … concerned?”

“I … well … I’m waiting to wake up, sir. From a
dream.”

He
laughed. A rich, baritone chortle.

“I can assure you this is all real.” He said. “You’re
awake.”

Barbara
couldn’t help staring. There was no way that the Warden could ever
be described as handsome. His head was too big, too bald and too
shiny, his features were too large, his nose too wide, his teeth
too white, his neck too thick, his skin too dark. She wasn’t racist
but she’d never had a physical thing for black people.

And yet.
He wasn’t handsome but he WAS magnetic, almost hypnotic. She’d
always admired charisma. The way he looked at her, with his eyes
seeing everything, was summed up in one word.


Power.

He was
wearing a linen shirt, unbuttoned to the waist, his huge chest and
six-pack abdomen on display. She couldn’t help glancing down at his
shorts when she thought he wasn’t looking. The bulge was
extraordinary. She’d never had a thing for big penises either.
Wyatt’s was fine as far as she’d ever given it a moment’s
thought.

But now
she knew what was actually inside those shorts. She’d tasted it,
she’d sucked, swallowed, and felt his size throbbing inside her
vagina too. What she once thought of as Wyatt’s vagina.

“Excuse me, sir.”

The
housekeeper stood in the doorway.

“Yes, Sarah?”

“MMA asked me to check with you, sir. About Mop. Do you want
him circumcised? And what about a vasectomy?”

Bull
nodded and arched his eyebrow at Barbara.

“What do you think?”

She
pointed at her chest. “Me?”

“Yes, you. You won. Mop and Cumdump lost. Life here’s a
competition. So now it’s time to dish out the medals and
punishments. Shall I have his foreskin removed?”

“It sounds … cruel, sir.”

He patted
her hand. “Hmm, it is. But only temporarily. It will desensitize
after a few weeks. He won’t miss it after that. It’s just a short,
sharp lesson that here, in my world, … anything goes.”

She bit
her lip.

Anything
goes. That was true.

“And what about a vasectomy?” he asked.

“Well … I guess … but why? I mean I doubt he’ll be having kids
anyway.”

He
smiled. “You’re correct. His wife may, but I can assure you HE
won’t. And that’s the point. It emasculates him physically as well
as mentally. He couldn’t impregnate anyone even if we let him
try.”

Barbara
looked into the Warden’s eyes. She saw something there. Amazingly,
deep down, she didn’t see a cruel soul. Or an evil soul. Life had
turned him into this. When they first sat down, he’d given her a
short, potted history. He was Colonel Bullock “Two Rocks” Sykes.
With bullet wounds and mental scars and 20 years in the military
followed by 7 years as the undisputed Monarch of Penal Colony Nine.
He simply saw carrying out the State’s orders as duty. His
duty.

“And you’re asking … me?” she whispered.

He
nodded. “Your decision. He fucked you, remember.”

“On your command, sir.”

He
smiled. “That was my decision. I have to take loads of decisions
daily. So YOU can take this one for me.”

Barbara
looked at Sarah, hovering in the doorway. She plucked up her
courage and took a deep breath.

“No to circumcision and no to a vasectomy, please
Sarah.”

The
Warden shrugged and smiled in acceptance, as if admiring her
pluck.


CHAPTER 11 -
CAMILLA

 


The Asian
girl is holding a hand-mirror so that Camilla can see between her
own legs. The tattoo wasn’t too painful. It even looks pretty
enough in bold black script. But the word is degrading to say the
least.

Mercy has
inked the 7 letters on her mons, just above her
clitoris.

C U M D U
M P

“Nice work, huh?”

Camilla
shrugs. “I guess.”

Mercy
smirks and goes to the fridge, removing something shiny.

Camilla
hurriedly gasps an apology. “I’m sorry …”

First a
scalpel and now this!

Mercy
turns round, brandishing what for a second looks like a steel
revolver. Camilla thinks she’s about to shoot her. Then she’s
relieved to realise what it actually is.

A
speculum.

Camilla’s
already on tenterhooks. It turned out the scalpel wasn’t for her.
It was for poor Monty’s foreskin. The matron took it with her into
the adjacent room. And now she’s grateful to see a frigging
speculum and not a gun.

“Let’s get that cumdump open and take a good look round shall
we.”

Camilla
shrieks as the cold metal prong enters her. Its bills are closed.
It slides into her embarrassingly easily even though she’s far from
aroused. It’s freezing cold. Not actually frozen but chilled in the
fridge. Her buttocks clench and bounce on the trolley as she tries
to shift her weight.

“Calm down.” Mercy coos, as if she’s talking to a naughty
toddler. She continues pushing the speculum deeper and deeper until
Camilla can feel the cold tip reach her cervix.

“Aaah … pl … sss.”

“Okay, okay. It’s in. Did you know that a speculum is a tool
that hasn’t been improved upon in over two centuries? Fascinating,
hey? Just think of all those millions of poor women over the years
opened up and examined by dirty old doctors with the help of
something as primitive as this. So, let’s have a good nose about,
right?”

“Aaaagh …”

Camilla
shrieks. Her vagina starts to yawn like a pair of jaws when a
person is saying aah at the doctor’s. Wider and wider, painful and
so, so damned cold. But Mercy’s merciless. Her grinning face
appears between Camilla’s knees.

“Oh wow. This cavern’s seen a lot of activity. Tell me, have
you ever been fisted?”

“N … aaaagh … nah.”

“Really? It sure looks like it.”

“What about your arsehole?”

“Aaaagh … please … naagh … never …”

Mercy
returns to the fridge and comes back flourishing another glistening
speculum. It’s also made of steel and is only slightly
smaller.

“Okay, let’s get this nasty shithole open as well.”

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaagghhg …”

This
second prong doesn’t slide in easily at all. Camilla’s entire lower
body starts to shiver, as much as the leather straps and thick pad
allow. Her teeth chatter between gasps and her loud pleas for
mercy.

“Yes? That’s my name.” her tormentor chuckles.

Camilla
can feel the cold, hard tip reach deep within her rectum. Then the
bills start to open, stretching her sphincter muscle, adding to the
pain in her gaping vagina.

“Hmm,” Mercy’s grinning mouth murmurs, “are you SURE this arse
hasn’t been fisted?”

“Naagh … no … I prom …”

“And it’s not too clean. We’ll give you an enema
later.”

The door
opens and Mabel’s smiling face reappears.

“Hush, now. Be quiet. Your fiancé’s getting
concerned.”

Mercy
giggles. “How’s it going in there?”

Mabel
brandishes the scalpel in her hand.

“Fine. We’re just waiting to hear from the Warden regarding his
foreskin. Oh, and his decision on a vasectomy as well.”

Camilla
blinks through her pain and sees Mercy winking at Mabel.

“Well, we’re having fun too. Take a look in here.”

Mabel
comes round the trolley and leans down, peering between the V of
Camilla’s thighs. She points carefully, using the tip of her
scalpel.

“Only twenty guys? It looks more like two hundred.”

“Aaagghhg … please … they’re so c … c … cold …”

But both
women ignore her. Their eyes stare into Camilla’s most private
parts, pointing and gesturing, eyebrows raised.

“There, I think. Right?”

“I agree.” Mabel nods.

Camilla
watches nervously as Mercy goes to the counter by the side of the
fridge. She returns with the hypodermic syringe in her right
hand.

“Here we are. Time for your temporary clitoridectomy along with
installing this cute little reactionometer.”

She shows
Camilla what looks like tiny pellet in her other hand.

Mabel
explains. “We call it a reactionometer. Pronounced as one word. It
tells us how much … or rather how little – you’re
feeling.”

Mercy
hands Mabel the syringe first. The needle’s huge.

Camilla
struggles for the umpteenth time against the straps that are
holding her down. She grimaces, teeth chattering, eyes pleading
with them.

Mabel
simply smiles and presses the plunger, sending a tiny spurt of test
liquid into the air.

“Keep still. Just a little prick.”


Fortunately the cold has almost numbed Camilla’s insides. She
feels very little discomfort beyond a sharp stab as the needle
enters her. She watches the liquid in the cylinder slowly drain
down.


Eventually, Mable smiles and hands the empty syringe back to
Mercy, taking the pellet from her in return.

“Now you shouldn’t feel a thing.”

Mabel
shows Camilla the scalpel. It glistens under the overhead
light.

“Please …”

Camilla
screams as she watches the blade disappear between her thighs. But
the clitoridectomy worked. She doesn’t feel a thing as the pellet’s
installed in her tissue.

“There we are. All done. The reactionometer will transmit what
your cunt feels to this little gauge here.”

Mercy
places the syringe down on the counter and returns with a loop made
of black leather. It’s small and has a buckle, like a miniature-dog
collar. She holds Camilla’s right leg and fastens the loop around
her ankle.

It beeps.
Then stops.

“That’s just a test. It’s all working fine.”

Mercy
pats her ankle.

“You know hot wives often wear an anklet to let strangers know
they’re available. Well this collar will have the same
effect.”


Meanwhile, Mabel reaches into her pocket and extracts two
pieces of vegetable. They’re sort of beige coloured, both fashioned
into U-shaped plugs. Camilla suddenly realises what they
are.

“Ginger.” Mercy chuckles. “Let’s see what happens.”

Camilla
gasps as the girl slides the first knob of ginger between her
thighs. She can feel only the faintest, vaguest sensation of
something being rubbed against her chilled labia, into her vulva,
deep inside.

Both
faces study her for twenty seconds.

“Nothing?”

Camilla
shakes her head. It’s a huge relief. No burning, no irritation,
nothing.

Mercy
chuckles and holds up the second plug so that Camilla can study it.
Then she slides it between the jaws of the speculum that’s
stretching her sphincter open. She carefully rubs it against the
insides of Camilla’s anus, spreading ginger oil into her tender
bottom.

It takes
a few seconds. Then the burn begins. Like a match dropped on a
tinderbox. Camilla starts to bounce and hyperventilate.

“There we are.” Both women grin. “A complete contrast. No
feeling …. and lots of feeling.”


CHAPTER 12 -
BEX

 


Bex
swings on her tiptoes.

Her arms
are stretched at their full length yet she can barely reach the
stone floor with the ends of her toes to support her weight. Her
wrists are suspended in chains from the ceiling and her ankles are
forced apart by some kind of spreader-bar.

“Ah, Bex Adams. Welcome to my Residence.”

The door
opens and she sees an enormous silhouette filling the doorway. The
man smiles as he walks towards her. He’s wearing shorts and a shirt
that’s unbuttoned to his waist. His teeth are bright white. His
ebony face is even darker than her husband Josh’s.

“Please …” she gasps.

Bex is
suspended in just the filthy bra and knickers that she’s been
wearing since yesterday morning. She’s all alone in some kind of
dungeon or cell. She’s no idea where Josh is.

The man
towers over her. He has to be well over six feet tall with massive
shoulders and a V-shaped torso. She feels his eyes drinking in her
exposed body.

“Bex Adams,” he repeats, as if he enjoys stating her own name
to her, “sentenced to at least ten years, here to have your
thoughts reformed and to provide us with free labour …”

His lips
curl in a sarcastic smile.

“… of any kind.”

“No … please … I’m just … an actor … I’ve done nothing bad
…”

She
watches him begin circling her, clearly enjoying the view, eyeing
her hips, her shaved armpits, checking out her pert rear. She can
feel his gaze on her buttocks.

“Bad?” he chuckles, his breath in her ear. “I agree. Nothing
bad. In fact, I hear you’re actually a very good girl, Bex. Your
career could have progressed a lot faster if you’d … you know …
worked the system, been a naughty girl. Right?”

He
emerges the other side of her, leaning close to her face again. His
breath smells of cigar and coffee.

“I … yes … that’s correct.” Bex realises what he’s
implying.

“Is it true that your contracts state no nudity, no sex scenes
and only to allow kissing if you specifically agree to
it?”

It is
true.

“Yes.” She whispers, not liking where this is
heading.

He smiles
and starts sidling around her again.

“We make films here, you know.” He murmurs into her
ear.

She gasps
as his fingers touch her back. She feels him fiddling with her bra
strap.

“No … please … I … my husband …”

He pops
the clasp. The cups fall away and her bra floats down to the stone
floor.

“We make porn films.” He whispers into her ear.

“Omig …” she gasps, trying to turn in her chains. But she can’t
budge more than a few degrees. “Let … me … go.”

But he
doesn’t. She feels his hand between her buttocks, reaching under
her thighs to cup her mons. His palm is massive. A finger presses
through the fabric against her labia.

“You’re going to have a great career here, Bex. Lots and lots
of leading roles. Very fulfilling for you. And very profitable for
us. Those fans of yours will get to see you in a new light. You’re
going to specialise in BDSM Box Sets.”

Bex can’t
help it. She hears herself scream.

And
passes out.


CHAPTER 13 -
BULL

 


There’s a
bucket of Gatorade nearby precisely for these moments. Bull throws
the contents in her face. She comes round in moments, spluttering
and gasping.

“Aah … pft … ssst …” she spits repeatedly.

Her hair
and face are soaking. But even covered in lukewarm, 3-days old
human gatorade, Bex is still undeniably pretty. Okay, not quite
Barbie beautiful but damn close. A 9.5 out of 10. She’s tanned,
with sun-kissed hair that’s a mix of natural beige and yellow
highlights. Her cheekbones are pronounced and there are just a few
freckles on her skin. Her eyes are an intriguing shade of
green.

“As I was saying,” Bull grins as he sees her regain her vision
and hearing, “you’re going to make us a ton of money. Your new
contract will stipulate lots of nudity and endless sex scenes.
You’ll specialise in the most disgusting acts imaginable. Hardcore
filth. Things that porn actresses on the Mainland won’t even
consider.”

She’s
crying now, great racking sobs.

“B … but … why? Why meeee?”

Bull
shrugs. “Tell you what, think of it this way. Imagine that all this
is just a script. I’m the writer. And I chose you Bex Adams. That’s
why it’s you. Simple.”

Her
uncomprehending green eyes blink at him.

He steps
back to admire her stretched out body. Her file states she’s 5’ 7”
tall with a 34C bust but her boobs look slightly on the small side
for a C-cup. He reaches out and squeezes her left tit, appraising
it. She whimpers indignantly, but there’s fuck all she can do about
it. Her jug is full and firm.

Now, it’s
time to tug those damp knickers down. He looks into her green eyes,
eases her waistband lower, snaps his wrist, and tears them off her,
ripping the delicate fabric into shreds.

She wails
incoherently, her exposed body twitching in shame.

He
smiles.

There are
no tan lines at all. She’s waxed, hairless and bronzed. Bull can
sniff a good marital sex life a mile off. She might not want to
blow casting directors or fuck her co-stars, but Bex Adams clearly
enjoys making love to the right man.

And right
now, she’s ripe for plucking.

“Please …” she gasps.

The
chains rattle as he explores her cunt. She spasms helplessly and
dances on her tiptoes trying to escape. Looking into her eyes, he
takes his time, his finger traveling from her folds up to her
clitoris and back again. After the past 36 hours, she’s sweaty and
unwashed. He pushes further, adding a second finger and then a
third.

“Please … noooo.”

She
wriggles herself deeper onto his fingers. But she’s stuck like a
pig on a barbecue. Her cunt’s used to black meat. By all accounts
has only ever known black meat. So it will be fun to introduce her
to lots of white meat too. And brown. And every other ethnic shade.
He adds his little finger and watches her dance on half his
hand.

Yes, this
one’s going to be a lot of fun.

“I’m off to meet Josh, now.” He says, withdrawing and wiping
his fingers against her hip. “You just hang around here a
while!”

She
doesn’t laugh at his joke. He looks up at the chains, at her hands.
She’s still wearing her engagement and wedding rings on her fourth
finger.

She sees
him smiling at them.

“Wh … what?” she asks.

He
winks.

“I have a use for those.”


CHAPTER 14 -
MAINLAND

 


“Good evening. This is MBC1. It’s 6 p.m. and time for your
favourite show of the day … as we go over to join
PC9-TV”.

After its
usual jaunty theme music and some lurid, teasing images, the
programme cuts to its two slick presenters.

“Good evening, everybody and thanks for joining us once
again!”

Django on
the left smiles pleasantly while, on the right, Cordelia arches her
eyebrow in more of a knowing smirk.

“Have WE got a show for you this evening!” Cordelia enthuses.
That’s her standard opening line.

“Do you remember our newest arrivals? Inside Number 9. Deborah
with an H … and her husband Dan!”

“We certainly do!” Django chimes.

“And as usual we invited your suggestions for them.”

“What have you got for us, Cords?”

“Well, the winning entry is from a viewer named Corbain who’s
come up with a very fair proposal for the Cohens. You see to date
they’ve only contributed one child to our nation’s population
…”

A cutaway
headshot of a very pretty teenager appears on the screen. She has
expressive eyes, shoulder-length black hair, high cheekbones and
lightly-tanned skin.

“… this is Rachel and she’s working as a farmhand on
PC9.”

A second
shot replaces the first. It’s a full length photo of the same girl
stirring some kind of cauldron outside a ranch house. She’s wearing
a white maid’s apron, a short black skirt and stockings.

“So our friend Corbain rightly feels that the State deserves a
greater contribution to the next generation from the Cohens than
just one child. And, fortunately, Deborah with an H is still
fertile! “

The
studio audience cheers.

“Now, we understand that Mr. Cohen has struggled with a low
sperm count. However, he did manage to father Rachel. So we’re
going to give him a chance.”

Mixed
with some polite applause from the studio audience there are also a
few loud boos.

“However, don’t worry folks. We’re only going to give him one
month! After that, an array of donors will be having unprotected
sex with his wife instead of him.”

This time
the applause is much louder, along with cheers and
wolf-whistles.

“You’ll be pleased to know the medics have confirmed that
Deborah will be ovulating in a couple of days so Mister Cohen had
better get cracking straightaway.”

More
applause. Cordelia continues.

“However, he won’t be alone. The final wrinkle in Corbain’s
proposal is that, right from the start, her future donors will be
practising alongside Mr. Cohen. That’s right. While he shoots
blanks in hope, they’ll be firing real bullets safely into condoms,
in preparation for doing the husband’s duty from next month
onwards.”

The
studio audience chants its approval.

“What’s more, a few others will also be joining in having safe
sex with Deborah at the same time. They’ll be restricting
themselves to her other two holes so that she doesn’t get pregnant
yet.”

“Sounds a very reasonable proposal.” Django chips
in.

“Now, a lot is riding on Mr. Cohen’s performance. IF his wife
conceives with him this month, the State has generously agreed to
issue a full pardon for him, Deborah AND young Rachel … BUT … IF
that doesn’t happen, I’m afraid it’s three life
sentences.”

This time
the studio audience goes wild, giving the challenge a standing
ovation. An advert for the approved State Betting monopoly
immediately appears onscreen quoting odds and offers on the Cohens’
challenge.

Django
beams, running his hand over his slicked salt and pepper hair.
Cordelia shuffles her papers on the desk. The camera angle provides
the viewers with a glimpse of her deep cleavage.


CHAPTER 15 -
DORIS

 


“This way please Ms. Larder.”

Doris
followed the effeminate host as he escorted her down a dark
corridor discreetly illuminated by tiny neon lights set into the
teak floor. Doris knew that she was an unusual guest. Most visitors
to Bordello Two were male. For obvious reasons.

They
reached a door at the end of the passageway. Her young host stood
aside and, with a flourish, ushered her through it. The sign on the
door read PRIVATE, VIEWING GALLERY.

She
smiled at him. He was tall, slim, beautiful and positively
charming. His genitals hung out of a circular hole in the front of
his Lycra pants. Although the boy was homosexual, he’d still have
serviced her if she commanded it. Looking at his pretty face, she
was tempted. However, Doris decided to control her lust for a
little while longer.

There
were several comfortable theatre-style chairs lined up in front of
a smoked-glass screen. She chose the middle seat.

“Coffee, tea, wine … anything, madam?”

“I’ll take a chardonnay. Large”

She
settled into her seat. She knew the blank screen was a two-way
mirror. Her velvet chair was sumptuous and there was a shelf built
into the arm for her glass and plate, as well as a clean ashtray.
The young man returned with a tall glass of chilled chardonnay and
a bowl of peanuts.

“Anything else, madam?”

“Show me the menu.”

He
grinned and, with another flourish, pulled a booklet from his back
pocket. The leather cover was dark blue, with gold writing on each
page, like an expensive restaurant.

But the
dishes were all human. Gentlemen, to be precise.

They were
divided into courses: Appetisers, Starters, Mains, Sides and
Desserts. About half the names had red stickers against them. They
were currently unavailable due to previous customer selections. But
there was still plenty of choice.

Although
Bordello Two catered to a gay clientele, most of the dishes were
actually heterosexual by inclination. The listed Appetisers were
all younger men aged under 25, Starters were newly arrived male
prisoners, while Mains tended to be older, muscular and highly
trained.

Doris
scanned the photos and details. She soon found an available
Appetiser that she liked. Number 38. By coincidence his number was
her age! An auspicious sign. She smiled. The young man was newly
arrived, cute, straight, and only 22yrs old.

Their 16
years age gap didn’t trouble her at all. It’s not as if she wanted
him for his conversation. The photo of his handsome face
highlighted his remarkable amber eyes. He was sticking out a long,
pink, pierced tongue with a gold stud in it. The last thing to
check was his scores. He’d only had three weeks of oral training
but feedback was good so far.

“Him.” She said, stabbing with her fingertip. “Number
38.”

She
wolfed down the peanuts, sipped her wine and waited. It took less
than two minutes for the host to return with her
selection.

The young
man looked shocked to see that she was female.

“A treat.” She smiled. “I expect you only suck cocks
nowadays?”

“Yes, Madam.”

“Ever lick a pussy?”

He
nodded. “M … my girlfriend’s, Madam. A couple of times.”

She
nodded. “Did you make her cum?”

He shook
his head. “No Madam. It was just … foreplay.”

“Hmm, another selfish male brat! Well, you’d better get me off
or else. Get down there!”

He nodded
but with surprisingly little enthusiasm. He evidently didn’t fancy
her any more than he did his usual male clientele. Doris smiled to
herself and lay back, spreading her ample, dimpled thighs. He knelt
down between her knees and peered up at her with a slight look of
nausea in those amber eyes. His nostrils flared as he sniffed her
hirsute bush, awaiting instruction.

“Start.”

Doris
glanced sideways at the host who was watching at a respectful
distance.

“Ready, madam?”

She
nodded, luxuriating in the gentle touch of pink tongue nudging her
labia open. She knew that her period was due in a day or two. She
guessed that’s why she was behaving a little short-tempered. She
was ripe. But there was no blood yet.

She heard
a mechanical humming sound and the room slowly brightened. The
dark, smoked glass transformed into an internal window that
provided her with a clear view of what was on the other
side.

Doris
gasped at the delicious scene.

The
adjacent room was part modern operating theatre and part medieval
torture chamber. A naked male had already been buckled down over
sturdy wooden bench. It was obviously tailormade with leather
straps and clasps that secured his neck, arms, lower back and
knees, facedown. It looked as if he was riding pillion on a
motorcycle, with his bare buttocks jutting out behind
him.

In the
far corner of the room she could see a shower head and tray and,
next to it, there was a large chair with several hoses and tubes
above it. She smirked. An enema machine. Arranged on the back wall
were an array of whips and canes and crops and funnels. Everything
was brightly lit by overhead bulbs.

“Volume.” She gasped, reaching down to press her appetiser’s
head deeper between her thighs.

Sound
crackled through the speakers. She heard male voices. She saw two
men walking into the room. They were drunken, joking,
laughing.

Her
good-for-nothing second husband had always been rather homophobic.
He would even refer to them as faggots. You see, the Bastard always
fancied himself as a ladies man. And God only knows how many ladies
he’d bedded during their short marriage.

Well,
that was back then. But this was now. Today was his 365th day on
Penal Colony Nine. His one year anniversary.

“Mmm … sh’well broken in but shtill got some grip.”

An
intoxicated voice slurred through the speakers. She knew these two
gay punters were visiting Penal Colony Nine on a stag weekend
before their friend’s same-sex-marriage.

“Mmm …” Doris echoed, gripping the plush arms of her chair. It
felt so fucking good. A 22yr old tongue was rhythmically slurping
inside her rancid box. She could hear the boy’s throat making these
gulping, almost choking, sounds. She smacked the top of his
head.

“Hush.”

He
murmured an apology into her.

She
forced her eyes to remain open so she could relish the show. Both
punters were closely examining the Bastard’s bottom, pulling open
his crevice and broken-in anus.

“Sh’nice and clean.” The other added approvingly.

Her ex
had clearly been prepared on the enema machine. Doris received a
weekly report in her inbox. In the past year, the Bastard had been
sodomised 2,190 times by 1,288 different men. He had also orally
serviced another 446 men giving a total of 1,504 blowjobs. Not bad
scores for a homophobe!

She shut
her eyes and listened as the first punter mounted her ex.
Surprisingly, lots of gays love pounding a straight arse. And this
pair were no exception. Doris knew they’d specifically requested a
hetero whore.

“Fucking tight-arse … take that, bitch.”

Sounds of
male grunting and groaning, combined with the squeak of leather
straps and creaking wood, surged through the speakers and filled
her viewing room. The Bastard kept quiet apart from a few groans.
He’d been trained to be silent unless the punters requested sobbing
or begging.

Doris
allowed her mind to wander back to their wedding day. Her second
wedding day. Only a small registry office gig this time, but she’d
been happy, on the rebound from her first husband, the
Snake.

There
hadn’t been any clues until their honeymoon. But it quickly became
clear that the Bastard had only wanted her as a meal ticket. And as
a shag when he was drunk. Soon he began hitting her. And pinning
her down, trying to sodomise her.

“Uhh … uhh … uhh … yeah … oh yeah … mmmmmm …”

Those
orgasmic groans from the first punter signified the Bastard had
just increased his tally of loads in his butt to 2,191. Her maths
was a bit hazy when she was having her pussy licked but, off the
top of her head, she reckoned that worked out to about 6 arse-loads
per day on average. She idly wondered what that felt
like.

Doris
tapped her young lover on his head.

“Arsehole.”

The boy’s
lips froze for a second but he quickly obeyed. She shifted forward
on the velvet chair so he could nuzzle his face lower. She smiled
as she imagined him encountering the tiny remnants of damp tissue
awaiting him there. Well, at least she’d wiped. His tongue began
the final clean up.

“Oh shit maaan, he’z sopping … and loosh.”

The
second punter slurred as he replaced his buddy.

Doris
didn’t need to watch it all now. That satisfaction would come
later. On video. She’s ordered her own copy but also requested it
be streamed on PC9’s gay channel. Links would be sent to the
Bastard’s friends and family.

Listening
was enough for the moment. Her ex was only 39yrs old. He still had
exactly nine years to go of his initial sentence. She calculated
that meant at least another 3,287 days, including Leap Years. That
meant getting on for another twenty thousand loads at his current
rate!

But, of
course, State’s Pleasure was a euphemism. Ten Years was the
minimum. For most prisoners it would mean Life. It would be Doris
Larder who decided on the Bastard’s release date. Her revenge could
easily continue into her old age.

And
his.

“Uhh … uhh … uhh … yeah … oh yeah … take that …”

The
second punter started hammering away.

She
tapped her appetiser’s head again. He shifted back to her bush. His
tongue began making love to her soaking vulva. She could feel that
gold tongue-stud thrumming her clit. It was time.

““Uhh … uhh … uhh … gonna cum … grmmmmm …”

“Aaaaah … sss … yes … aaa … mmm … yesssssss …”

Doris’s
orgasm arrived in tandem with the gay punter’s.

But
unlike the young air steward on her flight, this boy hadn’t managed
to make her squirt in his face. Shucks. She’d have to fill out a
Customer Dissatisfaction form.

Still,
she relaxed, heartbeat slowing, and smiled up at her host, who’d
been standing discreetly in the background in case she required
anything.

“More wine, madam?”

She
drained her glass and nodded. “Large.”

The young
man between her thighs was looking up expectantly. His amber irises
really were unusual and spectacular. His face was glistening, lips
wet. He obviously expected a compliment.

She
ignored him.

“Mmm …” she took a swig of the second glass of wine and smacked
her lips. Orgasms can be thirsty work.

Through
the glass, the two punters had begun rearranging their clothes and
zipping up their jeans, laughing and bantering about how cheap the
whole session had been. Apparently, all they were expected to do
was leave a tip for the guards. She watched them depart.

“Er .., would you like to talk to him now, madam?”

Doris
smiled and nodded. Her host flicked a switch.

“He can hear you now, madam.”

“Hello, Bastard!”

She
watched her ex’s face swivel sideways, as far as it could with his
neck strapped. He blinked at the window in confusion. There was
slobber drooling from his lips.

“H … hell … is th … that you Doris?”

“Yes, it’s me. I’ve been here quite a while, watching
you.”

“R … really? D … did you see …”

She
glanced down at her oral servant and pointed silently at her damp
bush.

“Yes, I saw everything. Charming chaps. You seemed to get on so
well with them?”

The
Bastard grimaced. She could see a lifetime’s despair and regret
cloud his eyes.

“Could you … I mean … would you … help me Doris? Please. For
old time’s sake. I’m sure you have some sway with the
authorities.”

Doris
gasped. The tongue felt good. But she embellished her
response.

“I … aah … I … mmm … I do have a b … bit of influence,
yes.”

Just as
she hoped. The Bastard frowned. He could hear that she was enjoying
herself and his imagination could guess the rest. She liked the
idea of him picturing her having sex.

“I’m truly sorry that we split up, Doris. You always were my
darling ‘Dumpy D’. Could we get back together? I’d be a better
husband this time. I promise.”

“Really? Aah … It doesn’t look like it. I … mmm. You see … I …
ah … prefer straight men. Not a faggot!”

The boy’s
swirling tongue was doing the heavy lifting now. She no longer
needed to exaggerate. He was alternating between the tip of his
tongue caressing her clitoris and that gold stud burrowing for her
G-spot. Doris gasped and gripped both armrests tight.

A hint of
temper slipped into her ex’s voice.

“Look, you know I’m NOT fucking gay, Doris. I’ve got NO choice.
Please …”

Those
same old anger management issues were resurfacing.

But she
was no longer really listening to him.

“I’m sorry, Bastard. I’ll … mmm … come see you again in s … six
months or s … so. I need to … aah … cum now … sss … yes … aaa … mmm
… yesssssss … oh my g …”

Doris
forced her eyes open. Her appetiser was soaked.

She’d
squirted again.




CHAPTER 16 -
BARBARA

 


“This is your guest room.”

Barbara
gasped in shock.

It was a
proper bedroom, like in some luxury boutique hotel, with an actual
double bed, a seating area, a widescreen on the wall, even a
mini-bar, and with its own ensuite bathroom. A large window looked
out over a similar view to that from the outdoor deck. She could
see green hills, a few distant rooftops, and the turquoise sea
merging into a blue horizon.

“Mine? Seriously?”

Sarah
smiled.

“Yep, for as long as the Warden says. Your TV remote’s by the
bedside. The bathroom water’s hot and there’s a hairdryer in that
drawer.”

She led
Barbara through to the bathroom. There was a big tub in front of
another window, a separate walk-in shower, twin basins, a toilet,
even a bidet. The floor was white marble.

“There’s hair removal cream, a razor and body lotion in the
cupboard. You’ll find perfumes and makeup on the dressing table and
a wide selection of clothes and sizes in the wardrobe. Take my
advice. I know you’re naturally beautiful but make yourself look as
amazing as you can.”

Sarah
stared at everything in wonder.

“Whose is this room normally?”

“There are two other suites, all like this. They’re for guests.
Important people from the Mainland. You know, government ministers,
state bureaucrats and the like. I’ve never known anybody else but
visiting guests be put in here during the entire time I’ve been on
this island. Certainly never a criminal like you!”

“Wow. But why?”

Sarah
shrugged nicely. “Who knows? With the Warden there’s always a plan.
But seriously, I think he likes you.”

“Really?”

“Put it this way, he asks me for advice, for my views. But I’ve
never known him say to anybody that it’s their decision. He let YOU
decide about Mop’s foreskin and vasectomy. And he didn’t even mind
when you chose to be kind.”

Barbara
remembered the Warden’s eyes. She’d seen something in them.
Something different from 48, or even just 24, hours ago. Maybe it
was something he felt for her?

No, that
was impossible.

She
glanced at the toilet. She needed to use it. She remembered Sarah
sitting astride the pan and peeing without shame.

Sarah
smiled, reading her mind.

“I’ll leave you with privacy now. Cocktails are served in one
hour. Before then you need to depilate your pussy, bathe, do your
hair and makeup, and choose something that makes you feel sexy but
sophisticated. He’ll like that.”

Once
Sarah had gone, Barbara clenched her fists and hissed just a single
word.

“Yesssssss.”




CHAPTER 17 -
MONTY

 



Zaaaap!

Monty
doubled over as electricity ripped into his genitals and then tore
up his spine into his brain, almost making him fall over. Through
the pain, he heard both guards laughing.

“THAT was at two out of ten.” The man warned.

“Stand up straight!” The young woman added.

Monty
squinted at them and did his best to stand to attention, arms by
his side, chest out. His legs felt like jelly.

They were
smiling, staring at him. He was naked. They were both wearing
canvas fatigues and pistols in their holsters. The fat man was old,
in his 50s, balding with crooked teeth and jowls. The woman looked
much younger, olive-skinned with a black hijab that obscured all
but an oval face.

“Nice haircut.” The man said, nodding at Monty’s pink
tonsure.

“And lovely cock cage.”

The woman
reached down and cupped the small steel cylinder that encased his
cock. Blue and red wires protruded from the top, next to the
padlock. She was holding the remote control in her other
hand.

Monty
blinked but didn’t speak. He’d already learned that speaking, even
pleading, didn’t usually help. Silence was best.

They were
standing outside, in the late sunshine, a gentle orange glow
indicating the beginning of sunset. Trees and bush had been cleared
to make a small clearing outside the Warden’s Residence.

The
guard’s cheeks and jowls wobbled as he jerked his head towards a
wooden contraption. Monty followed his gesture.

“Know what a capstan is?”

Monty
shook his head. The contraption looked like something he’d once
seen on an old ship museum. The thing was made of oak but with iron
reinforcing struts. It was basically a winch of some sort. There
was an axle with four horizontal spokes at 90 degrees to each
other.

They both
grinned.

“What did you do on the Mainland?” she asked.

He
swallowed. His throat was parched.

“I … w … was a money trader, miss.”

He saw
her dark eyes flicker within the oval frame of her
hijab.

“And you were well paid?”

“Pr … pretty well, yes miss. Too well, with
hindsight.”

She
nodded, patting his bare chest in agreement.

“Well, THAT machine is your career now.” She said. “That
capstan provides power for the Warden’s Compound and, in
particular, for the guards’ quarters where we all get to rest and
relax. A team of you will push those spokes, four shifts a day, in
silence, giving you plenty of time to ponder your past greed, while
generating energy for us. And, needless to say, we won’t be paying
you a cent.”

Monty
stared at the capstan. The central axle was as thick as a tree
trunk. The four spokes were at rib-height and each looked about 6
feet long. The whole thing looked impossibly heavy.

The man
chuckled, leaning in to eyeball him.

Monty
dropped his gaze to the ground.

“Four shifts a day.” The man exhaled garlic in his face. “Four
hours each. Starting at 5.30 and ending at 11 at night.”

Monty
swallowed again, licking his lip for moisture.

“But don’t worry. You’ll have colleagues to help
you.”

The woman
uttered a girlish giggle.

“Including your wife.”


CHAPTER 18 -
CAMILLA

 


The first
man was undeniably good looking. He was tall, fit, muscular and
mixed race. He was also well endowed and he knew how to use his
size. He fucked her for 15 minutes thoughtfully, skilfully, and
with plenty of stamina.

But
Camilla never felt a fucking thing. Well, she experienced a vague
sensation of something inside her, a numb awareness because the guy
was on top of her, smiling down at her, moaning with pleasure,
kissing her, squeezing her boobs, but there was nothing down below.
She could feel his lips, his weight, his hands, but not his cock
pounding in and out.

The three
women were all watching carefully, studying some gauge that Mabel
was holding. Camilla looked up at Mercy and Ashley both smiling
happily, delighted with the result.

“Less than one percent!” Mercy crowed, pointing at the
gauge.

“But sixty two percent attraction. Not bad at all.”

Camilla
gathered she was apparently feeling under 1 percent of her normal
physical reaction to sexual stimulation from penetration. That
sounded about right. Her deadened vagina was nothing more than a
receptacle for the young man’s large penis.

“Grr … yeah … yeah … fuck … oh … yeahmmmmmmm …”

And his
semen. Again, she felt nothing but she could tell he’d emptied his
balls inside her. Apparently her mental reaction to the guy was
62percent, whatever that meant. Still, it sounded about right too.
He certainly was the kind of tall, fit, endowed guy she used to
like. She waited patiently while his breathing slowed and then he
pushed himself up and off her.

Three
female faces were staring.

“Nothing?”

Camilla
shook her head. “Nothing.”

Mercy
pulled something from behind her back. A spoon. She held it out.
Camilla reached up and took it.

“Drink, Cumdump. You must at least taste what you can’t
feel.”

She sat
up, cross-legged and eased the spoon between her folds. The man
watched while he buttoned up his shirt. Her audience all smiled as
she scooped up her first mouthful of his pearly slime.

“Mmm …” Mercy cooed.

“Savour it.” Mabel ordered.

Camilla
tipped it onto her tongue. It was particularly lumpy and warm. She
rolled it round her mouth like it was a delicacy.

“Swallow.”

She
gulped. It was salty, masculine, cloying.

“You could taste it properly?” Mabel asked.

Camilla
nodded.

“Again. Another mouthful.”

She
repeated the process. Four times. She could sense the metal of the
spoon as she pushed it into her body but nothing afterwards. The
fourth time it came out without any white gunk visible.

“How was she?”

The young
man smiled and shrugged.

“I could have done with a bit more effort from her. Focused on
my pleasure, you know what I mean. But I guess she’s cute enough.
Nice tits. Her cunt does the job.”

Camilla
stared, biting her tongue. She guessed the guy was about her age.
In other circumstances they might have hooked up at the pub or a
club.

Mercy
nodded. “Say thank you to the gentleman.”

“… thank you … sir.”

He gave
her a mock salute. “Any time.”

Mabel
shook his hand.

“Would you ask the next gentleman to come in,
please.”

Camilla
gawped, open-mouthed. This next one was undeniably ugly. He was
short, fat, flabby, middle aged and pale, with pitted acne scars
from his youth. He looked maybe 40, and around 40lbs overweight
too.

“Effort! Focus!” Mercy snapped. “Remember.”

Camilla
helped him out of his Hawaiian-style shirt and baggy shorts. He had
a big belly that almost hid his modest manhood.

“Hmm … I think a little rimming to get him hard?” Ashley
giggled.

“Yes. Sit on her face.”

Camilla
lay back and helped the man to arrange his bulk over her. His huge
white buttocks hovered above her head. She could see the three
women in the background, smiling, winking at her.

“Start! Focus! Effort!”

Camilla
grimaced and stuck out her tongue. She knew there was nothing wrong
with her sense of taste. Or her nose. His hairy scrotum and anal
crevice tickled her nostrils. She braced herself, took a breath,
and stuck her tongue out.

She could
vaguely hear laughter. And the man’s moans too. He was heavy on her
face, denying her oxygen. She inhaled his scent instead. She
blanked her mind and kept licking.

She had
no idea how long she was tonguing his crevice and anus. Maybe five
minutes? He let her breathe every 20 seconds or so. But when at
last he eased his bulk upwards for good, she could see he was
erect.

“Now. Fucking! Focus. Make it good for him.”

Camilla
used her hand on his ample buttocks to welcome him in. He
immediately kissed her. Full lips, saliva, dancing tongues. He slid
his lips down to her nipple and then back to her mouth again. He
began rolling his body on top of her.

She
couldn’t feel a thing. Just that same vague sensation of something
inside her. But her own wetness and the man’s thin penis meant she
felt, if anything, even less this time.

Again,
three women were watching, studying their gauge.

“Nought point one percent!”

“And a negative ninety six percent attraction. Almost
perfect.!”

“Effort, Cumdump! Kiss him. React. Push up to meet
him.”

What
little fitness the man had ever possessed was long gone. He just
lay like a beached whale on top of her. Camilla had to hump his
body up and down, while also swapping spit and saliva and tongues,
desperate to get him off.

“EFFORT!” Mercy screamed.

At last
…

“Uh … uh … uh … biiiiitch … mmmmmmmmm …”

Camilla
sighed with relief. He’d emptied his balls at last.

After a
full minute of gasping recovery, she helped heave the man off her.
He left a trail of wetness down her leg.

Mercy was
holding out her spoon again.

Camilla
reached up and took it. She sat up again and pushed the spoon into
her cum receptacle.

“Mmm …” Mercy chuckled.

The man
laughed. “Tasty, huh?”

Camilla
smiled as gratefully as she could pretend. His was particularly
watery, sharp like vinegar. She almost sneezed. Fortunately it only
took three mouthfuls this time.

“How was she?”

The
revolting man shrugged. “I’ve known worse.”

“The rimming?”

He looked
at her. “Frankly, it needs work.”

Mabel
nodded at Mercy. “Make a note. Half an hour’s analingus every
evening at the start of fourth shift. And make sure our friend here
gets plenty of turns riding her tongue.”

Mercy
smiled. “And the fucking?”

He
sighed. “Okay. Nothing special. I had to do too much of the work.
But you know, early days and all that. Decent jugs too. I’d give
her, hmm … five out of ten.”

Camilla
could hardly bear to look at him. But she smiled gratefully. He’d
put on his awful tropical shirt and saggy shorts again. His pale
belly was poking out.

“Say thank you to the gentleman.”

“Thank you sir.”

Mabel
smiled and shook the man’s hand.

“Would you ask the next gentleman to come in,
please.”


CHAPTER 19 -
TOMMY

 


By now it
was totally dark. However, Factory Number 3 was still a hive of
activity of humming conveyor belts, neon lights and shouting
supervisors. The late-night shift hadn’t even started
yet.

Deputy
Warden Greene had suggested to Tommy that he take one of the
sulkies for an evening tour of the island before visiting the
factories. The two steeds were superbly trained. Muscular, fit with
great stamina they averaged a good speed, hauling him on a pleasant
sunset ride from West Hills Farm, south along the brightly lit
Pleasure Strip, uphill to the admin Offices and Studios, eastwards
to the coastline and Jetty, and finally north to the Warehouses and
Factories.

Of
course, both steeds were human, liveried in black leather and
wearing matching black PVC briefs. Meanwhile a blonde cantered
upright behind the sulky. Tommy had tethered Naomi to the back by a
long rope to help build her endurance. The steeds had bridles and
bits and boots, whereas she ran naked in just a pair of old
trainers.

Arriving
at the factory, he hitched his cart, the steeds and Naomi to a
parking rail outside.

“His name?” the section supervisor asked him.

“It’s Jason something. Married to the blonde mare over
there.”

“No, his real name.”

“Oh, yeah.” Tommy fished the bit of paper out of his
pocket.

“Er … 2…9…1…5....2....7…M… P… C …9.”

She
smiled and punched the ten digits into her tablet.

“I’m Viola by the way.”

He shook
her hand. Viola had an elfin face like some kind of Lord of the
Rings character, with a prominent forehead, an upturned nose,
scarlet lipstick and pointy ears. Her hair was fashioned into a red
Mohawk. She peered at her screen.

“Here he is. Third aisle, halfway down. Come with
me.”

Tommy
followed the supervisor. Viola was wearing thigh-high boots and
black trousers that clung to her boyish buttocks. Steel handcuffs
and a riding crop dangled from her belt.

The
factory was bloody impressive. Nobody was slacking at all. Even
this late in the day, he could see all the labourers were totally
focused and working fast. The conveyor belt moved along the line
like a cascading river rapids, delivering components of garden
tools at breakneck speed.

The
drudges each grabbed a wooden pole and then screwed either a metal
sickle or scythe, hoe or rake, shovel or spade, trowel or fork onto
the wooden tips. He’d been told that PC9 was a global leader in
primitive, labour-intensive equipment.

“Here he is. Attention 291 527. You’ve got a
visitor.”

The
drudge looked up. His forehead was shining with sweat. He slowed to
focus on Tommy. His eyes were sunken and exhausted.

“Don’t stop working.” Viola snarled, cuffing the back of his
shaved head.

“You’re Naomi’s husband?” Tommy said.

The young
man nodded while he assembled a garden trowel.

Tommy
smirked. Despite Jason’s gaunt appearance and ugly crewcut, Naomi’s
husband was as good looking as Tommy had expected. Why the fuck was
it that attractive people stuck together? Hotties of both sexes got
hitched and bred beautiful kids, perpetuating an inequality every
bit as entrenched as in brains and cash. Thankfully the State was
doing its best to tackle physical privilege as well.

Jason
looked uncomfortable and hot in his tight pink overalls. His
identifier 291527MPC9 was sewn onto the chest. Tommy was pleased to
spot a small bulge at the front which he guessed was a cock-cage.
Amusingly, there was also a rectangular flap at the back with
popper-buttons that provided easy access to the wearer’s
backside.

Jason
glanced up at Tommy expectantly, apparently hopefully, awaiting
news of his wife. However, his peripheral vision never left the
conveyor belt and his assembly-line duties.

“Naomi sends her … er … regards.”

Jason’s
eyes widened. He was having trouble doing two things at once. He
fumbled the metal part of a shovel and it trundled past him on the
belt. Viola hissed her annoyance.

Tommy
arched his eyebrow. He’d chosen the word ‘regards’ instead of her
‘love’ on purpose. Naomi’s husband clearly expected to be sent his
wife’s love.

“Thanks.” Jason mumbled.

“Thank you SIR.” Viola smacked him on the back of the
neck.

“Thank you sir!”

“My name’s Tommy. I’m your missus’s overseer.”

“On … on the F … farm, sir?”

“Yeah, on the Farm. You miss her?”

“V … very much, sir.”

Jason was
managing to assemble a garden rake while they talked.

“By the way,” Viola interjected, lighting a cigarette, “there’s
a short break coming up in just a moment. It’s just for five
minutes before they start the late shift. But you might find it
easier to chat then.”

Tommy
smiled and accepted her offer of a cigarette and a
light.

“Is this one a good worker?” he asked.

Viola
shrugged. “Early days. I’ve been on this gig three years now.
They’re all fucking clumsy and useless when they arrive. But we get
them up to speed sooner or later. What’s his missus
like?”

Tommy
exhaled a plume of smoke towards Jason.

“She’s the same. Clumsy and a bit reluctant. But we’re getting
there.”

A klaxon
horn sounded. Around them, the workforce’s shoulders all sagged
with relief. Suddenly plastic bottles of fluid and items of food
started appearing on the conveyor belt instead of items of
equipment.

Tommy
watched the line all snatching a drink and some sustenance. Jason
grabbed a small bottle and what looked like a mouldy bread
roll.

“M … may I, Miss, Sir?” he asked, before starting his
meal.

Tommy
shrugged. Viola exhaled a plume of grey cigarette smoke over his
bread roll and nodded her permission.

“So, you miss her a lot?” Tommy picked up where they left
off.

“Yes, sir. I can’t express how much.”

Tommy
heard a crunch as Naomi’s husband bit into the stale roll. The
filling was a grey colour and it smelt of some kind of paste,
possibly meat but maybe fish or something else.

“You got a message? I could pass it onto her.”

“Thank you … sir. Please just tell her I love her, sir. And
I’ll see her again in ten years when this is all over, I
promise.”

Tommy
chuckled. “Sweet.”

Viola
smirked. “Is she pretty?”

“Oh yeah.” Tommy enthused. “Hot piece of ass, ain’t
she?”

Jason
almost choked on his mouthful. “Er … yes, she’s lovely.”

“You got a photo?” Viola asked.

“Sure.”

Tommy
pulled his phone out of his jeans pocket. In fact, he already had
an album of over 60 pics of Naomi. He handed it to Viola, making
sure that Jason couldn’t see the screen.

“Oh wow, yeah. She’s cute. Nice eyes and smile.”

Viola
scrolled to another.

“And nice tits too. Bit small. What are they?
B-cup?”

Jason
stiffened, his mouthful apparently stuck in his throat.

“Yeah. B. Not that she wears a bra much. And I might have them
improved. The Farm has a vet that does udder-jobs.”

“It’s your choice?”

“Oh yeah, one hundred percent. On the Farm, the Deputy Warden
leaves all minor decisions up to us.”

Viola
grinned and scrolled again.

“Ooh, nice bod too. Willowy but with some curves. What tit size
are you thinking of?”

Tommy
stared straight at Jason as he replied.

“I don’t know much about bras. But I think it’d be fun to go
for something huge. Like G or H or whatever. With pierced nips
too.”

Jason was
gawping at them, chewing, in obvious mental turmoil.

Viola
snorted.

“Wow. Those would suit her. And what’s her pussy
like?”

Jason
grimaced and screwed his eyes shut.

“Go to the next pic. There’s a closeup.”

Tommy
leaned over to look at his screen. They both laughed.

“It looks nice and tight.” Viola chuckled.

“Not in the next one!”

“Oh shit, yeah. Talk about gaping.”

They both
leered over the top of the screen at Jason. He was unscrewing his
drink as if trying to avoid hearing any more of their
conversation.

So Tommy
asked him a question.

“During her interview, your missus told the Deputy Warden that
she enjoys sex. But apparently only with you. Is that
true?”

Jason
blushed. “I … I think so, yes sir.”

“And that she doesn’t enjoy anal, not even with you.
Correct?”

He
frowned. “Yes sir, er that’s correct.”

Viola
burst out laughing. “Is this HER arsehole?”

Tommy
examined his screen. “Hmm … I THINK so. Can’t be sure.”

A tear
was now rolling down Jason’s dusty cheek.

“What’s the matter?” Tommy asked him, inhaling on his
cigarette.

“I … I’m worried about Naomi, s … sir.”

Tommy
exhaled into his face. “Why?”

“Because … I … those photos …”

Tommy
stared at him coldly. “What photos? Stop invading my privacy trying
to look at my phone. Naomi’s doing okay. I’m looking out for her.
She and I are getting along just fine.”

“I can see THAT!” Viola laughed, turning the phone sideways for
a landscape view.

At that
moment another female supervisor appeared in their aisle, checking
what all the laughter was about. She was chubby with glasses and a
round face.

“Hi Vi, what’s so funny?”

“It’s these pics. Over here. Debs … meet Tommy. Tommy …
Debs.”

They
exchanged grins and nods of greeting.

“They’re photos of this drudge’s missus.”

Viola
pointed at Jason who was wiping his damp eyes on the sleeve of his
pink overalls.

Debs
adjusted the specs on her nose and studied the screen. She used her
thumb to scroll back and forth.

“Fuck me. What a little hussy. And this dick-pic’s yours,
right?”

Tommy
winked. “Yep, mine. I’m in charge of her training.”

Debs
glanced down at his groin and gave him a wink.

“Nice dick. Lucky woman.”

Then she
continued scrolling.

“Wow. That’s a trick and a half!”

The next
one made Debs wince. She showed the photo to Viola and they both
grimaced in female sympathy with what had appeared on the screen.
Debs put an appalled hand to her mouth and frowned at
Jason.

“And this is YOUR missus you say?”

“Y … yes, Miss.”

She
simply shook her head sadly at him. Her meaning was
clear.

“Nice pics, guys. But I’d better get back to my section. Late
shift’s about to start.”

Tommy
watched Deb’s fat bottom wiggle away.

Jason
coughed for attention and permission to speak.

“Please sir … tell me … is … are you … you know …?”

“I don’t know. What?”

“H … having sex with N … Naomi?”

“SIR!” Viola hissed.

“Having sex with Naomi, SIR?” Jason repeated.

Tommy’s
reply was merely a silent, casual shrug.

The
klaxon horn sounded. Everybody snapped to attention. Suddenly
wooden poles and metal components began surging down the conveyor
belt again. Jason hesitated for two seconds, waiting for an answer
to his question. Realising he wasn’t going to get one, he turned to
start his shift.

“You’d better get going.” Viola said to Tommy. “This drudge
will need all his concentration from now on. The lazy fuckers tend
to fade during the evening shift.”

“Yep. And I’ve gotta get back to the Farm. Duty
calls.”

“Come and visit us again soon. And bring Naomi. I’d like to
meet her.”

“Come with me now. You saw her when I parked. The blonde roped
behind my ride.”

Jason
uttered an involuntary sob. But the evening shift had begun. He
reached out to grab a wooden pole and a metal spade.

“Cheers, 291 527! I’ll drop by again in a month or
so.”


CHAPTER 20 -
BARBARA

 


Barbara
couldn’t believe the food.

They were
eating outdoors at a circular table set for two under an awning.
The starlit sky was midnight blue. Candles flickered around them.
Cicadas chattered in the background. Sarah’s husband Jim, the
butler, kept their glasses topped up. Sarah herself served the
delicious dinner, an amuse-bouche of raw fish, then an amazing
shrimp starter, and now fillet steak to follow.

She could
see by the Warden’s eyes that she’d used her hour well. Body
smooth, skin bathed and perfumed, hair coiffed, make up and
lipstick just so. She’d chosen a backless dress that revealed just
enough cleavage at the front but still left something to his
imagination. She’d also gone for heels to reduce the gap in height
between them.


Conversation was surprisingly easy. It was hard to equate the
man now with the man he’d been yesterday. He was treating her as a
woman and not as a prisoner or prostitute. And he was surprisingly
knowledgeable and interesting.

“Go on,” he said, “you can ask.”

He could
read her well already. She sipped her water, framing her
question.

“Well, you know when I said I found it impossible to agree that
working hard in our jobs on the Mainland, and some of us being
reasonably successful contributing to the economy, merited …
slavery?”

He
nodded, smiled charmingly, looking into her eyes.

“Do you honestly, truly, think that it’s fair?” she
asked.

He
reached out and touched his fingertips to hers.

“There have been slaves for as long as there’s been human life.
Egyptians and Greeks, Romans and Vikings. America had cotton
slaves. The European aristocracy and landlords had serfs and
tenants who were little more than slaves. China was similar. You
feel sorry because it’s your turn now. But in a hundred years it
will be somebody else’s turn. That’s how it’s always
been.”

She
didn’t want to argue. He had a point.

Of
sorts.

So she
changed the subject.

“Can you really expect … women to … cater to multiple
men?”

He smiled
again, arching his eyebrow at her question.

“Not you, my dear. But Cumdump … yes.”

“Camilla you mean?”

“Yes, Camilla, if you insist. She will certainly … cater to
multiple men. In fact, she’s doing so right now.”

“Really?”

“Yes. As we speak she’s at it. Just a few men tonight. But her
numbers will grow. She’s willingly fucked plenty of guys in her
past life. And there’s nothing wrong with that. But she chose who
they were. It’s much simpler if we choose for her from now
on.”

Barbara
gulped.

“H … how many?”

He
smiled, taking a gulp of wine.

“Did you know what the Japanese military called the poor Korean
Comfort Women?”

She shook
her head.

“They called them public toilets. That’s all they were to them.
A comfort woman would have to cater to 10 different men on any
normal day but at least 40 men on busy days after combat. My guess
is that most evenings Camilla will have between 10 and 40 loads of
cum dumped into her.”

Barbara
stared into the dark night. She tried to imagine four men, let
alone forty.

“Wow.”

“Don’t worry. She won’t feel a thing.”

She
hesitated, pushing aside her knife and fork. Her stomach was
full.

“And what about her husband, Monty?”

“Don’t worry, Cumdump and Mop will get to see lots of each
other. They’ll be working on the capstan together twelve hours a
day. Then he’ll do an evening shift, that’s another four hours,
while she puts in a … different kind of shift.”

“That … sounds incredibly tough.”

He rang
the little bell by the side of his plate.

“Absolutely. But they’ll get used to it.”

“And … Wyatt?”

He dabbed
his mouth with his napkin as Jim arrived.

“Ah, Jim, bring me that file and then clear our
plates.”

“Of course, sir.”

“I have news about your husband.”

Barbara’s
heart thumped. She remembered the Warden saying they’d found
secrets on Wyatt’s computer. A double life? Financial secrets?
Could it even be another woman?

“R … really, sir?”

Jim
returned carrying a slim, bound document.

“You know my name for your husband?”

“Yes, sir. Wimp.”

The
Warden pushed the file across the table. It was labelled
WIMP.

“It’s bedtime.” He said, getting up and coming round to pull
back her chair. He helped her rise, courteously placing his hand on
her bare shoulder blade.

She
looked at him. Bedtime could only mean one thing.

But she’d
misunderstood.

He
smiled. “Sarah will see you up to your room. Read the file. It will
help you understand. And sleep tight. Busy day
tomorrow.”


CHAPTER 21 -
BULL

 


Bex was
positioned like a starfish on the mattress. Her wrists and ankles
were roped to the four wooden posts.

Bull was
feeling damned horny after his romantic dinner. He’d have loved to
take Barbie to bed but he needed her to read Wimp’s file first. So
this actress would have to suffice.

She was
gagged as well as in bondage. Bull found too many words - all that
shrieking - tiresome and annoying. So his guards had prepared her
with her own knickers balled into her mouth and muzzled with
tape.

“Evening.” He said, opening his robe. He was ready. Her eyes
doubled in size when she saw his erection.

“So, this is going to be a bit of a monologue. Feel free to
whimper and snort a bit but that’s all. And you can nod your
replies to my questions. Understood?”

She shook
her head from side to side. Her limbs tensed as she tried to free
herself for the umpteenth time.

“Understood?” he repeated, coldly.

Eyes
wide, cheeks bulging, she nodded.

“I know you had a good sex life with Joshua. I can tell. He’s
been your one and only so far, right?”

She
hesitated, then nodded again.

“Excellent. Well, I’ve had a look at Joshua’s and he’s
average.” He pointed to his black chest. “For one of us anyway. As
you can see, I’m … larger than average!”

He
chuckled as she shook her head from side to side again.

“I’m going to open your cunt for business. But then I’m going
to share you round my guards, my guests, my staff. You’ll be in a
competition with Cumdump. That’s Camilla, by the way. A big-titted
brunette. You’ll look good together working side by side. Twelve
hours toiling on the capstan by day, then at least four hours
toiling alongside her at night.”

“Mmff … mmff …”

“Now, now, I said no talking.”

He knelt
on the bed in the triangular spot between her parted knees. Since
her arrest on the Mainland, her waxed cunt had become sweaty and
moist. He’d told the guards to leave it that way. He slid his hand
up the inside of her tanned leg.

“But don’t worry, being shared is only for
starters.”

“Mmff … mmff …”

“As I’ve already told you, you’re going to swap Rom-Coms and
Costume Dramas for porn and triple-X filth! Well, I guess there’ll
be some costumes … but not exactly long dresses and
pearls.”

“Mmfff … mmm …”

“We’ll start your new acting career in a month or so. First,
I’ve got to go for a meeting with Giles on the Farm to choose some
co-stars for you! However, there’s no reason rehearsals can’t begin
right now.”

His
erection needed bathing. So he climbed into position, arms
outstretched, hovering over her, and lowered his face to her tits.
They were full and firm if just a little small for his taste. He
licked her nipples, stiffening them up a bit.

“Mmff … mmoh …” she shook her head manically.

He
lowered himself onto his elbows, lined up, and thrust.

“MMFFOOO!”

Bull sunk
in, balls deep, impaling her.

The
actress gave an award winning performance. Bex wriggled and griped
just enough to add some excitement. Her indignant eyes conveyed
real emotion. The two camera lenses hidden in the ceiling caught
her facial reaction in sync with Bull’s thrusting buttocks. Her
tight moist cunt performed its role too, gripping his shaft like a
velvety mitten.

Bull
didn’t bother to stretch things out too long. He gave her a couple
of hundred increasingly meaty thrusts, just three to four minutes’
worth of action, before he painted her insides with a gargantuan
load.

He lay on
top of her afterwards, relaxing, giving her gagged mouth a final
kiss before she twisted her face away. Then he pushed off her and
clambered from the bed, letting her have a final look at his
glistening scriptwriter’s pen. He shucked his robe on and retied
the belt round his waist.

“You are now open for business, my dear.” He said. “At least
that first orifice is. We’ll come to the other two in due
course.”

“Mmff … mmff …” Bex tried to say something. But hers was a
non-speaking part tonight.

“Now, I know it’s been a long couple of days for you
…”

He opened
the door. Twelve burly men started filing in.

“… so we’ll start with just a dozen co-stars tonight.”


CHAPTER 22 -
BARBARA

 


Barbara
couldn’t sleep.

She
tossed and turned in the unfamiliar bed. It seemed so huge and
comfortable. Her body was drained and yet her brain simply wouldn’t
rest.


Wyatt?

Like
WHAT?!! The file was conclusive. It wasn’t fake. It all made sense
now. Call it female intuition but she knew everything was the
truth. Her husband was … weird. More than weird though, he was a
fucking pervert.

The
things he wanted. Like he wanted her to dominate him. To beat him.
To have sex with other men. To deny him. Those stories he’d
written! Those photos and videos. Obscene correspondence with
fellow perverts. And not just banter. Serious stuff. He’d even sent
photos of her for others to perve over. WTF!

For them
to masturbate over.

Old
photos of her on her graduation day, even one cutting the cake on
their wedding day in her virgin-white bridal gown! Bikini shots on
the beach and nude snaps he must have taken secretly without her
knowledge. To share with strangers! Wyatt had even been explicit
about what he’d like some big hunk to do to her.

Or
rather, a big BLACK hunk to be precise. He seemed obsessed with
black men. Their muscles, their stamina … their penises. And now,
irony of ironies, here the two of them were. On a Penal Colony.
Under the control of a big black hunk with muscles, stamina and …
everything else too.

She sat
up, plumped up her pillow and threw herself down again facing the
other way. She could see the dark sky through the window. She
looked at the digital clock. It ticked round from 03.59 to
04.00.

So much
had changed over the past twelve hours.


CHAPTER 23 -
WYATT

 


Wyatt lay
awake in the tiny narrow cot that he shared with Monty. It was
pitch black, the middle of the night, he guessed around four,
although he had no clock, no way of knowing the time.

He
couldn’t sleep. Monty was snoring gently, his sweaty flank pressing
up against Wyatt’s. The poor guy was in bad shape. Monty’s hair was
ruined, his cock was locked in some kind of electric shock device.
Above all, he was traumatised by what he’d seen and
heard.

Still,
Wyatt wasn’t exactly in great shape himself either. He’d thought
his secrets were safe, buried so deep nobody would ever find them.
But they had. And now the Warden had seen them. The bloody Warden
knew every shameful detail. And maybe he’d tell Barb. That really
would be the end.

The truth
was … he just couldn’t help it.

He hadn’t
chosen to be turned on by Fem-Dom stuff. He’d love to have been
born and become just some vanilla dude satisfied with missionary
sex two point seven times a week. But he wasn’t. He was the fucking
White-Wittol. And like any drug, his fetish had become more
addictive with each damned hit.

Barbara
couldn’t know the truth. What was it the Warden said? Wyatt was
going to get what he wished for. An extreme experience. And the
only way he could maybe convince the Warden not to share his
evidence with Barbara was for Wyatt to play his role
perfectly.

As the
White Wittol.

He looked
up at the ceiling where he knew there was a night-vision camera and
mic aimed down at him. So he repeated his reply, whispering in the
dark.

“One hundred and ten percent, sir, I promise.”




CHAPTER 24 - THE
CAPSTAN

 


First
shift started at precisely 05.30 hrs.

Dawn was
breaking. The light was still murky. The temperature was reasonably
cool. A few minutes before five thirty, Monty was the first to have
his wrists chained to a spoke. He stared at the view of the trees
and bush and waited. He’d somehow managed to get some sleep,
despite the humidity, and his proximity to Wyatt.

The spoke
was level with his ribs. He gripped it, feeling the rough wood. It
was about six feet to two metres long. He stared at the number ‘1’
etched into the wood. He was in pole position.

Wyatt
came out second. They chained his wrists to the opposite spoke, 180
degrees from Monty. He exchanged glances with his bed-mate. He saw
a number ‘3’ where Wyatt placed his palms.

Both of
them were barefoot and naked. The dusty ground was hard, with a few
pebbles, but at least it was level. Neither of them said a word.
They didn’t need to. They just stared ahead and waited.

Next the
two guards marched out a woman. Monty hadn’t seen her before. But
her face was vaguely familiar. Like from the TV or something. An
actress or maybe a presenter? She was naked as well and she looked
like she’d endured a hard night. She was pushed into position and
her wrists were chained to the spoke in front of Wyatt. Number 4.
Monty could see from the swollen state of her labia and her
glistening thighs that she’d been well and truly
gangbanged.

Their
guards were a heavy, balding man in his 50s and a younger woman
wearing a black hijab. Monty wondered what they both thought about
their jobs. Did they enjoy them? Or were they just jobs, a way to
pay the bills? What sort of person applied to work in a hellhole
like this? Hell Island. Surely some people here were
kind?

He
gasped. The fourth and final person they led out was Camilla. His
fiancée was stark naked and he could see that she’d suffered a hard
night as well. She avoided his gaze. He caught a glimpse of the
tattoo on her mons as the guards chained her to the spoke in front
of him.


Cumdump.

“Silence!”

Nobody
had even spoken but the female guard obviously wanted to make sure
they all knew that talking amongst themselves was strictly
forbidden and wouldn’t be tolerated. The Warden had already told
them the idea. They would have to spend 16 fucking hours a day
thinking their own thoughts, trying to reform them.

Monty
glanced sideways at Wyatt. The two of them weren’t exactly friends
but they were on the same side. My enemy’s enemy is my friend,
right? But his eyes were drawn back to Camilla’s rear. He had a
closeup of her bare skin, the shiny perspiration, each pore and
mark. He could see flies were already buzzing around the insides of
her thighs.

She had
faded bruises on her rounded buttocks. Insipid yellow and pale
mauve blemishes. He could even see the starburst of her anus. It
was still slightly distended and had obviously been penetrated
overnight. He wondered how many men had used her there.

And where
the fuck was Barbara? He looked across at Wyatt again. Where was
the guy’s wife? Why was Camilla getting picked on and who was this
new woman taking Barbara’s place? Surely whatever Barbara was doing
had to be better than being attached to this damned
capstan.

“Five thirty.” The male guard announced. “Start!””

Monty
pushed. Nothing much happened. He pushed again, harder. The spoke
budged. He could hear Wyatt grunting too and see Camilla’s legs
straining as she heaved as well. Once they all got it moving it
wasn’t so hard. They pushed the spokes steadily in an
anti-clockwise direction, leaning forwards. Soon they had a rhythm
of sorts. Push-heave-follow. Push-heave-follow. Push-heave-follow.
The axle made a groaning, creaking sound a bit like an old
windmill.

Without
the wind.

“Aaahh.”

Monty
gasped when he felt an unexpected lash across his buttocks. Without
stopping, he turned his head and saw the female guard’s brown eyes
framed by her hijab. Bitch couldn’t be more than 18 years old. She
seemed to be smiling.

“Aaahh.”

He
completed a circle of the wheel and then she lashed him again.
Harder.

“Ow … please …” he begged when she hit him a third time on his
next circuit.

“Harder. You lazy fuck. Push harder.”

He
changed angle so that he could put even more back into it. He
heaved and she at last seemed satisfied when he passed her again.
At least, she didn’t hit him.

Under the
nearby shade, the fat guard had sat down to rest on a wooden bench.
He had a flask and two cups. Monty saw him pouring and smelt
coffee. Damn he missed coffee. He missed so many little things:
caffeine, sugar, bacon, steak and chips, a cool beer or a glass of
wine, just sitting on a sofa watching TV, snuggling and kissing
Camilla.

“Five minutes.” The guard called out, grinning. “5.35. No
slacking. Break’s not until nine thirty.”

There was
so much time to think. To push, heave and think. Push, heave and
think. Endlessly. It didn’t require concentration. Just sweat. His
mind wandered. The only sounds he could hear were grunting,
straining, creaking, inhaling, exhaling.

Gradually
the sun rose and the temperature climbed. Dawn turned to into full
daylight. He began thinking about his life. What had brought him to
this point? How the fuck was he guilty of anything? Normal
upbringing. A job. Yes, good pay but he’d worked damned hard for
it. He’d made profit for shareholders and paid all his taxes. He’d
met Camilla and proposed. He’d put up with her straying and
bullshit. What the hell had he done for some anonymous ‘State’ to
send him here as a punishment? And how could he reform his thoughts
if he’d done nothing wrong?

“Half an hour.”

He heard
the fat guard chuckle, interrupting his thoughts.

“It’s six a.m. Put some fucking back into it or you’ll get no
break and no breakfast.”

A minute
or two later, Monty heard the new woman out from behind
him.

“Pl … ease sir. I … need to … use the toilet.”

Both
guards just laughed.

“Don’t be stupid, Bex. Just keep pushing and go.”

Bex? That
rang a bell. At least it gave Monty something to think about. An
actress. Hmm, Bex Andrews? No, Adams! That was it, Bex Adams. He
and Camilla had been to see one of her films.”

He pushed
on his spoke and heard Bex whimpering behind him.

Oh shit.
Literally. He turned his head as far as he could and saw two brown
droppings splattered on the dusty ground. Monty felt the spoke
slowing and saw Wyatt stumble as he managed to dodge them. But
Camilla wasn’t so lucky. His fiancée’s bare feet trudged right
through them.

And the
two fucking guards couldn’t stop laughing.


CHAPTER 25 -
GILES

 


Giles had
developed a plan.

Although
it was almost nine thirty, Yvonne was still asleep in their bed.
She’d suffered a disturbed night having received a call at midnight
asking her to visit her elderly sister who was unwell. That would
involve Yvonne flying to the Mainland for a few days.

His
wife’s absence would be his opportunity.

He was
relaxing in the shade under the porch, listening to the hubbub of
activity in the distance: the clip-clop of carthorses, shouts from
his foremen and the quiet bustle of workers toiling in the fields,
against a backdrop of actual birdsong and the occasional mooing of
real cattle.

His new
maid arrived with a tray containing a steaming mug of fresh coffee
and a bowl of carefully sliced fruit. He smiled pleasantly at her
but, nevertheless, she appeared terrified. Her hands shook as his
prey laid the mug and bowl down on the table next to
him.

“Morning Rachel.”

“Good morning, s … sir.”

She
bobbed a polite curtsey. She was wearing heels, black stockings, a
microskirt, tight boob tube and a tiny white apron. He caught a
glimpse under her black skirt that her protective pubic hair had
all been removed.

“Lift that up.”

Her brown
eyes blinked with shock and her cheeks blushed scarlet. But she
dutifully lifted the hem to give him a proper view. It was a crying
shame. Her untested cunt looked so damned inviting: not a hair in
sight on her plump little mons and such inviting, youthful,
unsullied labia. Nevertheless, despite the temptation, Giles would
always remain ‘faithful’ to Yvonne. His definition of faithful, of
course.

“You may drop it. Now lower that top.”

Her
fingers trembled as she reached up and revealed her perfect 18yr
old bosom, high and full and virgin as her cunt.

He licked
his 63yr old lips, unable to decide whether he’d start with her
tongue rimming his haemorrhoids or his Viagra-fuelled cock sliding
between those gorgeous tits.

Giles was
so engrossed in ogling the young thing that he failed to notice a
pair of eyes watching from behind a tree.

Instead,
his musings were disturbed by the sight of Shazza arriving through
the main gate.

“You may pull that up.”

His maid
hurriedly pulled the boob tube to cover her bosom.

He smiled
at her again and then popped a segment of orange into his
mouth.

“Thank you, Rachel. That will be all … for now.”

He caught
a peek of her delightfully pert buttocks as she scurried back into
the house.

Shazza
was at the head of a group of six people: behind her, two interns
were escorting a pair of naked couples. She lined the two couples
up in the sunshine, just a few feet away from where Giles was sat
in the shade. The day was already warm and he could see and smell
their perspiration.

Shazza
was wearing her usual cowboy boots, customary ripped jeans and a
tight black T-shirt. She had a holstered pistol on one hip and a
leather satchel on the other.

He eyed
the two couples with interest. He vaguely recognised the females as
the two prettiest women from yesterday’s arrivals.

“You asked for a chat with these four, boss.”

“Did I?”

He
continued studying them. He guessed the collared males were the
women’s partners.

“Yes, boss. You wanted feedback on last night’s
Ceremony.”

“Hmm, did I really? Oh well, how’d it go?” He asked, chucking
up a grape and catching it in his mouth.

Both
males had studded leather collars around their necks. Their arms
were secured behind their backs in steel handcuffs. The two interns
were holding distance-maintainer leashes. These consisted of a
solid steel bar so that they could secure the prisoners several
feet in front of them.

One of
the interns was a nice looking black boy, the other a pale, pimply
ginger. Giles smiled at them both. They were chewing gum and
grinning. Both were only late-teens, early 20s at the most,
certainly less than half the age of the oldest of the four
prisoners they were escorting. They wore jeans and T-shirts and
carried riding crops, gripping the leash handles like they were
taking a couple of unruly dogs for a walk.


Meanwhile, it appeared that both women had partied hard the
previous night. They had sunken eyes, tousled hair and numerous
mauve hickeys on their necks and breasts. Shazza stood between them
both, a hand resting on each woman’s bare shoulder.

“They did well.” Shazza replied. “You’d have been proud. Our
guys didn’t need to be rough. It was more of an orgy than a
gangbang.”

“Excellent.” Giles replied, munching a slice of apple while
studying the two women. He’d forgotten their names. Nevertheless,
despite their sweaty, rumpled state, the mid-forties MILF was
indeed a handsome mare. The mid-thirties brunette was eminently
rideable too.

“How did you two find it?” he asked them jovially.

They
looked at him wide-eyed, as if he’d asked a ridiculous
question.

“N … not as bad as I feared.” The MILF mumbled, avoiding his
gaze. The brunette simply looked down at the ground.

“YES?”

She
looked up and stammered. “It w … was … o … bearable.”

He
nodded. Unlike Bull, who demanded total compliance, even in a
person’s eyes and body language, Giles considered himself easier to
please. As long as he saw humble expressions and received polite
replies, he was usually satisfied, at least initially.

As well
as hickeys, their plump breasts bore the fresh stripes of a mild
cropping. Ten strokes by the look of it. Thin red lines across
their newly-arrived, white flesh. Of course, after just a week of
topless toil in the fields, the sun would turn their peeling skin
bright red. Then, eventually, most of his herd developed nice,
caramel suntans.

He turned
to look at the brunette’s husband. Xander! That’s it. She was
married to a Xander. And her name was Carla.

“What about you, Xander? Enjoy watching? Did your missus here
do you proud?”

“I … er … don’t know what to s … say.”


Craackk!

Without
warning, the young black intern slashed his leather crop across the
older man’s bare buttocks, making him yelp.

“SIR!” Shazza hissed.

Xander
stammered, cowering. “I d … don’t know what to s … say,
SIR.”

Giles
smiled. 48 hours ago this man and his missus were free citizens on
the Mainland, going about their business. He knew that an Opening
Ceremony fuck-fest was never the easiest first night for any new
arrivals.

But the
truth was that this pair deserved it. Their accents, their manner
but, above all, their age difference. He disapproved of father
figures, trophy wives and the like. He and Yvonne were the same age
as, in his view, all married couples should be.

“How much older are you than your wife?”

“Um, seventeen years … er sir. I’m 51 and she’s 34.”

Giles
spat a bit of orange pith out of the side of his mouth.

“So the lads who fucked her last night are actually much more
suitable ages for her than you are?”

Xander
only hesitated for a split second. His eyes made it clear he knew
he had to reply quickly. And correctly.

He was
learning.

“Y … yes sir.”

Giles
nodded in approval.

“And how many lads was it?”

“Er … nineteen, SIR.”

“Nineteen? Is that all?” He glanced at Shazza for
confirmation.

“Y … yes sir. Just nineteen.”

“And Carla handled them well? She pulled a nice train. There
was no need to use bondage or any force against her?”

“Er … Charlotte, sir. Not Carla. Her name’s
Charlotte.”

Giles
sighed and glanced at Shazza. “Name?”

Shazza
consulted her phone.

“2…9…1…6....5....6…F… P… C …9.”

“That’s her name now.” Giles explained patiently, like a dad
teaching his kid. “Not Carla or Charlotte or whatever. It’s 291 656
now and don’t you ever forget it.”

Giles
waited while Xander nodded.

“Now, your missus hasn’t been barcoded yet. Because she was
busy last night, remember? We have two choices to help everybody
remember her new name. Which do you think she’d prefer? We can use
ink to tattoo it onto her body somewhere. Or …”

Giles
exhaled a cloud of pipe smoke towards Xander’s wife.

“… we could sear brands into her flesh?”


291656FPC9 uttered a shrill sob of alarm.

“A tattoo, please … SIR.” Xander gulped.

Giles
stared at him for a moment, letting him know that he hadn’t decided
for sure. Besides, all his farmhands wore a minimum of two tats.
Then he turned to the other husband, who had been keeping very
quiet. The man looked equally drained but he had a pleasant face
and was in decent shape for a fellow in his mid-40s. What’s more he
at least was a similar age to his wife.

“And what about you? Proud?”

“In … in a way, yes sir. She was very brave.”

Giles
paused, staring at both men, enjoying their trepidation. He stared
at the withered cocks between their legs.

“Make those hard.”

Shazza
and the two male interns chuckled.

The men
gazed at him dumbfounded. Their hands were tied behind their backs.
Their faces hastily frowned in concentration.

“Come here.” Giles beckoned the second man’s wife to approach
him. Shazza pushed her forwards by the shoulder.

He
evaluated her. Yes, her caramel hair was knotted and the slight
wrinkles that edged her brown eyes looked more pronounced than they
had the day before. Also, her pretty eyes had dark rings under them
and her expression was haggard.


Yesterday’s large, flawless boobs exhibited crimson stripes
across them and they sported several lavender coloured bruises
where enthusiastic lovers had given her love bites.

And yet …
this MILF was still an undeniably attractive woman. After a shower,
a douche and enema, a meal and a sleep, she’d scrub up well. She
had good skin, meaty fun-bags, a slim waist, and welcoming hips.
Giles had no doubt that men of all ages would enjoy fucking
her.

She was
standing to attention right in front of him. His nose detected her
scent.

“Hmm,” he slapped the insides of her knees. She parted her
feet, obediently spreading her legs wide. She had a matted triangle
of pubic hair. Shazza hadn’t given them any opportunity to bathe,
wash or even wipe.

Giles
smiled into her eyes and slid two fingers between her swollen
labia. The musky aroma became more intense. His bony fingers
slipped in easily. She was still drenched inside. He inserted
three, four fingers. All the way to his knuckles.

“No harm done?” It was a statement more than a
question.

She bit
her lip and shook her head. “N … no, sir.”

“You see?” he said to the other three. “So long as it’s all
nice and controlled, an orgy can be enjoyable for everybody.
Nineteen guys in a single session is fine. Pornstars do it all the
time, some whores manage it, a few cheerleaders want it, hell even
just party girls sometimes like it.”

“Did you cum?”

She
looked shocked and shook her head. “No sir.”

He arched
an eyebrow doubtfully, smirking.

“Sure?”

“Yes sir. I didn’t … er … orgasm.”

“Oh well, you will learn to enjoy it.” He smiled. “Or
else.”

She
blushed and slowly nodded her head in agreement.

He turned
from her and stared at the two men, glancing at their groins. The
older husband, Xander, had made no progress at all. But the younger
one had managed to shift some blood into his shaft. Mind over
matter. He was semi-erect.

“Unlock them.”

The two
interns stepped forward with keys and undid both men’s
handcuffs.

“You can use your hands.”

Briefly
rubbing their wrists to get their circulation going, they began
fondling and stroking their penises with their right
hands.

“How long did the ceremony take?”

Shazza
consulted her phone again. “One hour and two minutes,
boss.”

Giles
pulled his fingers out of the MILF’s cunt, sniffed them and wiped
them dry on her nipples. There was surprisingly little droop in her
boobs. He ran his fingers over the thin red ridges left by the crop
and squeezed, idly wondering whether he’d have her nipples
pierced.

“Show me.”

Shazza
fished a tablet-screen out of her satchel and passed it
over.

The video
was ready to play. Giles pressed the arrow. The sound was set to
full volume. The film was a Cumpilation. Just two minutes of
highlights that had been rough-edited overnight. He sipped his
coffee and lit his pipe.

The
soundtrack was very loud. Unmistakable sounds of rhythmic rutting
against a backdrop of party music, excited talking and raucous
laughter. The music sounded jerky as every few seconds it jumped to
a new song because a couple of minutes of fucking had been edited
out of the film. After each cut a different pair of male buttocks
filled the screen, clenching in orgasm.

Giles
looked up occasionally and smiled at the two couples who were
silently listening to last night’s fun. They couldn’t see his
screen but they could obviously remember everything.

Reliving
it.

Both
husbands finally managed to get themselves hard. They fisted their
cocks to the memory of their wives bravely taking on all comers, so
to speak.

“Slow down.” He said. “Now use your left hands.”

He
grinned as they switched to their wrong hands.

Several
cameras had been used to film the relentless action. Both women
were lying on the ground outdoors, encircled by an audience, a
well-stocked bar, and a campfire. The rough edit switched between
camera lenses: shifting from the birds-eye camera mounted on a
tripod above the fucking, to handheld panning of the firelit
audience smiling, laughing, chatting and dancing to music, to
closeups of unzipped erections queueing in line, to zoom-ins of
each woman’s sweaty face, and to muscled buttocks clenching and
unclenching as their owners unloaded.

There
were a few hundred foremen, guards and interns stood around in the
audience. They’d mostly drawn lots to see which guys got to fuck
which of the two women while the rest who only got to watch and
party. Mind you, Giles knew that any of his guys with overflowing
balls could always visit the barns later. They’d just need to pick
their favourite stall and unload into an orifice or two.

He kept
an eye on the timer. In the bottom right corner of the screen, a
digital clock kept track of the actual time that the ejaculations
had taken place. It jumped from 20.03 and 22 seconds to 20.05.17 to
20.08.56 and so on, keeping in sync with each Cum in the
cumpilation. As Shazza had told him earlier, nineteen guys per
woman had only taken from 8.00 p.m. to 9.02 p.m.


Occasionally, the onscreen action would cut away to a zoom of
the face of either of the two husbands, kneeling side by side in
the front row of the audience. The shot focused on the man’s
expression as he watched the baton being handed to yet another
member of the relay team.

Giles
occasionally looked up from the screen at them awkwardly stroking
their cocks with their left hands. Meanwhile, on his screen, each
pounding male backside was different, from a muscular pair of black
buttocks, to flabby brown ones, to spotty white cheeks, young and
old, large and small.

He
studied all two minutes of the compilation. Full volume. Twice.
Eating fruit, smoking his pipe and slurping the dregs of his
coffee. He glanced up a few times at the listening couples. Twice,
he briefly pressed pause.

“How was she?”

The
ginger-haired kid was chewing gum. He grinned.

“Pretty good, boss. A bit sloppy but … you know …
fun.”

Shazza
rarely got details wrong. She’d made sure that each of these two
interns got a crack at the wife of the man whose leash he’d be
holding today. Giles arched an eyebrow at the husband.

“What do you say to this nice young gentleman?”

The
husband’s expression was a picture of embarrassment and anger. He
was masturbating wrong-handed, mouth slightly open and nostrils
flared with rage, eyes ablaze. The intern rattled the steel leash
impatiently, making him choke.

“Aagh … ngah … thank y … you … sir.”

“For what?”

“For … f … fucking … my wife, s … sir.”

The lad
smirked and blew a bubble with his gum.

“And you?” Giles turned to his wife.

“Th … thank you for … fucking me, sir.”

The lad
simply popped the bubble and shrugged off their
gratitude.

At the
end of his encore viewing, Giles handed the tablet back to
Shazza.

“Right, that all seems to have worked out rather
well?”

It was a
question. To them.

“Er, yes sir.”

“Um, yes sir.”

“Yes sir”

“Yes sir!”

All four
echoed their agreement.

Giles
flipped his hand downwards as an instruction to both men to cease
their embarrassing, wrong-handed masturbation. One of them grimaced
while the other look relieved.

“That’s enough playing with yourselves.”

He looked
at Shazza.

“And what about a repeat ceremony tonight?”

As usual,
she took her time replying, considering, while they grimaced in
fear of what she would say.

“Hmm, up to you, boss, but I don’t think that’s strictly
necessary.”

When she
eventually replied, she reached down and evaluated each husband’s
erection. Her dark hand contrasted nicely with their pale
penises.

“I think these four have probably learned their lesson for
now.”

Giles sat
back in his chair and exhaled pipe smoke.

“Okay.” He said at last. “Because I’m a nice guy, we’ll call it
quits.”

He
surveyed their four faces. It never failed to interest him how
quickly parameters changed. What would have outraged them 24 hours
earlier was now an obvious relief.

Shazza
released the men’s erections. Giles looked from their faces down to
their groins and up again. Neither man could be considered a
stallion.

Average
cocks on ordinary men.

“Have those two unimpressive things pierced and locked down at
once.”

The
interns grinned while Shazza asked for guidance about their
numerical identifiers.

“Sure, boss. And how much ink?”

“Hmm, the usual two should be enough. Forearms and groins.
Shaved obviously.”

She
nodded. “And any relief at all?”

He stared
at them. This was part of his and Shazza’s routine. Let new
prisoners listen to their futures being discussed in such a
nonchalant manner without them being consulted in any way. The
younger man in his 40s probably needed an occasional orgasm of some
sort.

“That one can have a quick jerkoff once a month.”

Next, he
smirked at Xander.

“But permanent lockdown for him.”

The older
man gasped. “Bu …”


Craackk!

Again,
without warning, the black kid slashed his riding crop across
Xander’s bare buttocks, making him hop from foot to
foot.

Giles
fixed the 51yr old with a cold stare for ten seconds.

“Remind me. What is your wife’s name?”

“Er … um… it’s er … two … nine … er … one … six … five … five …
F … P … C … Nine, sir.”

Shazza
shook her head.

“Er … “2… 9 … 1… 6 … er …6… 5… F … P … C … Nine,
sir.”

Shazza
shook her head again.

“Please … I’m sorry sir … it’s 2… 9…1 … 6… 5 … 6 … F … P … C …
Nine, sir.”

Shazza
shrugged. “Correct, at last. But it took three
attempts.”

Giles
sighed. “So, I guess he’ll need three reminders of his wife’s
name.”

He
beckoned the brunette (previously known as Charlotte) forward until
she was within reach. He casually walked his fingers down her
cleavage, over her flat abdomen, to her triangle of brown pubic
hair. He patted the insides of her knees.

Like the
MILF, this one exuded a hand-me-down aroma. She parted her feet
and, without warning, he slid four fingers into her cunt. It had
been well used.

“Here.” He said, casually running his thumb over her mons, just
above her clitoris. “Lazer her hair and put one here, right above
the front door.”

He
slapped her hip, so she turned round. She had a lovely pert bottom
and rounded buttocks. He thumbed her cheeks open and looked up at
Shazza.

“Her arse wasn’t used last night?”

“No boss. Just her cunt. She’s virgin there.”

Giles
looked at Xander, reinforcing the point that this was all his
fault. His wife would be paying for his impertinence.

“In that case, pick three lads to break in this hole tonight.
Nice and gentle though, lots of lube, no need to be
rough.”

The black
intern was smiling. Giles gestured to him.

“Ah yes, young man. Better still, you go first. You okay with
fucking this arsehole?”

“Sure. Thanks, boss.”

“Think nothing of it. And choose two of your mates to follow
you.”

Xander
couldn’t help uttering a tiny groan while his wife
whimpered.

“Here.” Giles said, running his thumb over the slight
indentation at the base of 291 656 FPC9’s spine. “Put a Tramp Stamp
here with an arrow that points down to her anus.”

Shazza
made another note.

Giles
slapped her buttock, so she turned back to face him again. He could
see in her eyes that she feared he was going to pick her boobs for
the final tattoo.

However,
he had a better idea. He slowly walked his fingertips up the ridges
of her ribs, over the swell of her tits, along her neck and
chin.

Up to her
mouth.

“And here.”

He ran
his thumb along her rosebud lips to the sexy infranasal depression,
or philtrum, directly under her cute nose.

Her eyes
silently pleaded with him. But neither she nor her husband dared
move or speak.

“How big?” Shazza asked.

Giles
smiled, gazing into 291 656 FPC9’s moist eyes. He’d genuinely
forgotten her old name already. Carla? Christina? Chloe? Clara? It
didn’t matter. Numbers and barcodes were so much easier.

“Ooh, make it nice and discreet. A tiny moustache.”

He
studied her lips.

“Use micro-digits. Make it just the width of her nostrils. Now,
I take it she didn’t get the chance to use her mouth last night
either?”

Shazza
shook her head. “Just her cunt.”

Giles
glanced meaningfully at Xander again. Confirming that he was
responsible for all this.

“Hmm, I take it you’re not an oral virgin as well?”

Her eyes
looked at him. She couldn’t have lied even if she wanted to. She
shook her head slightly from side to side.

“Excellent. Do you enjoy giving head?”

She
blinked, eyes flicking sideways to her husband. Her lips
pouted.

“I … not really, sir. It was okay … when I was
younger.”

He smiled
kindly, placing his fingertip against her philtrum.

“Would you like to avoid having a tattoo here?”

Her eyes
widened.

“Y … yes please sir.”

Giles
looked at the black kid who was holding her husband’s
leash

“I trust you can find three other mates to join your little
party tonight?”

“Sure.”

He smiled
at her.

“Okay, let’s make a deal. Before the anal sex begins. Our
friend here chooses three well hung friends of his. You give them
each a blowjob. A proper one, just using this pretty mouth of
yours. No using your hands. And everything must be swallowed. All
in fifteen minutes maximum. With me? If you manage that, you don’t
get a moustache tattoo.”

She bit
her lip, clearly doubting her ability. But she
whispered.

“Th … thank you, sir.”

At that
moment, Shazza interrupted, flicking through her notes.

“Er, boss, yesterday you also asked me to mark this one down
for breeding. You said … er … there’s no time to waste if we’re to
knock two or three out of her.”

“Did I, be damned? Well bugger me.” Giles chuckled. “Not
literally, of course.” He winked at Xander. “That’ll be YOUR
fate!”

“Should we start straightaway?”

“Hmm, no. Have the vet give her a one month contraceptive
injection so the lads don’t have to worry over the next few weeks.
But after that let’s have this filly covered by some of our most
fertile sires.”


Remarkably, the couple remained staring straight ahead,
apparently in full agreement with his announcements. Xander bit his
lip knowing that tonight’s ordeal was all his fault. His wife would
be tattooed and sodomised and if he objected it would only make
things worse. When you’re in a hole, stop digging lad!

Giles
smiled, remembering his own father’s favourite piece of advice.
When he and his sister were kids and in trouble he’d advise them
against making the hole they were in even deeper. Then he’d cane
them.

And it
was quite clear that the couple previously known as Xander and
Charlotte now subscribed to that same philosophy too. They had
started to acclimatise to life on Penal Colony Nine.

So now
was the best time for Giles to make them feel even
worse.

He turned
his attention to the other pair; the pretty caramel-haired MILF and
her meek husband.

The
husband’s erection was gone, wrinkled with anxiety.

“This fellow only needs one identifier.” He said to Shazza. “On
his forearm. No need to ink his groin.”

The man’s
blink of gratitude was heartwarming.

“And this one …” Giles gave the MILF a reassuring wink, “… just
one nice tattoo on her forearm as well.”

Shazza
smirked at the inequality. So did the interns.

“And no need for anal sex or blowjobs for this one
tonight.”

Again,
the couple’s gratitude was obvious.

Giles sat
back and relit his pipe, puffing contentedly.

“Okay, we’ve wasted enough time. Get this four inked and
pierced and then out working in the fields without another second’s
delay.”


CHAPTER 26 -
JAMAL

 


Jamal is
still watching.

For over
half an hour, he’s been hidden in the undergrowth behind a baobab
tree, unable to move until everybody leaves. He knows he’ll get in
trouble if he’s caught, so he holds his breath, keeps still, and
cautiously peers out at the enfolding scene.

He
recognises the Deputy Warden, the farmer called Giles Greene, and
Shazza, the black girl who’s his deputy. He doesn’t know who the
four naked people are, or the two guys holding their
leashes.

But he
certainly did recognise the maid who brought the farmer his coffee
and fruit earlier. He’d found out her name.


Rachel.

He’d
watched the disgusting old man humiliating her, making her raise
her skirt and pull down her top. Thankfully, they’d been disturbed
by Shazza’s arrival with the others. Rachel had fled back into the
house.

But what
his love had suffered was nothing compared with the subsequent
treatment of the two couples. At least, he assumes that they’re
couples. He can only hear a few actual words, like when they reply
‘SIR’ loudly, but he can make out what’s going on just by what he
sees.

Jamal has
never thought of himself as an outspoken, opinionated, or good,
brave person. He’s just a guy. Born an ordinary young man still
with his whole life ahead of him: career, family, and hopefully a
wife.

But he
simply can’t allow this to continue.

While he
hides in the undergrowth, he remembers lines he recited playing
Malvolio in Twelfth Night at school. Those words suddenly ring
true. Some men are born great while others achieve
greatness.

But some
have greatness thrust upon them.


CHAPTER 27 -
BULL

 


Bull
sipped his first coffee of the day while he watched them through
his office window. He’d enjoyed a nice lie-in this morning. He
didn’t get up at any particular time. The Colony ran itself
24/7.

It was
almost nine thirty, almost time for the end of the first shift. It
was good to have got the capstan going again. Such clean energy.
Cheap too. The quartet seemed to be doing okay. He studied Wyatt.
Barbie’s husband was looking exhausted already. His grimacing face
was shining with sweat and effort. The barber had given him an
extreme number one cut with a discreet little bald patch on the
crown of his head.

Bull
smiled. He’d replace Wyatt with Bex’s husband Josh. It would be
good to see them together on the capstan, Josh pushing the spoke
behind her, with a constant view of her soaking thighs. And it
would be more fun to involve Wyatt in household duties.

Bex was
trying hard, surprisingly resilient for an actress. She obviously
trained hard in the gym. He studied her naked body as she trudged
in circles, tits jiggling in the hot sun. There’s nothing like a
dozen men in an hour to alter a prisoner’s stubborn
attitude.

Gangbangs
are something that a new arrival tends not want to repeat. The
threat of an encore was enough to see Bex leaning into her spoke
with all the energy she had left. Of course, last night had been
filmed. Yes, Bex was quite the actress. Joshua should definitely
watch his wife’s performance one day.

And
Cumdump. She was proving a robust lass too. Bull had prescribed her
a mere quartet of men last night because of her MMA ordeal
beforehand. But she’d coped well. With hindsight she could probably
have handled a dozen guys too. Of course, he’s also arranged a
special surprise for her later today.

And
finally her fiancé Mop, with his shiny pate glinting in the morning
sunshine. Bull found it interesting the way he took an almost
instant dislike to some characters and yet developed an affection
for others. Monty fell into the former category. The mop of hair on
his head was gone.

But the
tongue in his mouth was still there. He still had that ‘mop’ and
he’d be using it to swab up plenty of messes over the days and
weeks to come. And, of course, he also has that special surprise
coming later today.

At 09.30
on the dot, he watched the two guards call a halt to the first
shift. They now had half an hour’s respite sandwiched between four
hour sessions of relentless toil. Wimp, Bex, Cumdump and Mop let go
of their spokes and bent over with exhausted relief. Their bodies
glistened with sweat in the sunshine. They’d need every one of the
next thirty minutes to recharge their strength and take on some
sustenance.


Sustenance! Bull chuckled as the female guard laid four steel
bowls out on the ground like she was feeding puppies. The contents
would be a test of the quartet’s hunger. He watched them kneel down
on all fours in front of the bowls. Their bodies tensed. He could
see them sniffing and staring at each bowl’s contents. He could
imagine the looks on their faces.

He heard
the guards barking orders. The two men lowered their heads and each
slurped up a tentative mouthful. Bull had a better view of Mop. He
watched him gag, pause, and then force himself to swallow. Wimp
looked like he was trying hard as well. But the two women were
evidently not famished enough yet.

The
female guard began applying the crop to Bex’s haunches while the
man lashed Cumdump. The harsh tactic worked. Both women began to
eat the swill. Soon all four heads were bobbing up and down,
glugging the cruciferous goodness that would give them the
necessary strength for a second shift. Flies buzzed around their
heads competing for the delicious slurry.

His chef
had prepared a large vat of cooked Brussels sprouts three days
earlier. Boiled into a sulphurous mash they’d been left to mature
for 72 hours in the stifling heat then chilled before serving. Each
bowl contained a generous portion of the unappetising green
slop.

Bull
sipped his coffee and watched them gag, and retch, and occasionally
regurgitate mouthfuls back into their bowls. The young female guard
seemed particularly keen that Bex build up her strength, standing
behind the actress and flicking her crop against her pert buttocks
whenever her bobbing head slowed.


Eventually, after 17 minutes guzzling, the guards had ensured
every last morsel was eaten and every bowl had been licked clean.
But there was no time to lose. Now the ablutions could
begin.

The girl
placed a pink plastic child’s potty on the ground and pointed at
Wimp. He obviously needed to go. Bull watched him squat awkwardly
on the balls of his feet, lowering his butt astride the pink potty.
Yes, he’d certainly been holding it in for a while.

The
moment he’d risen from his crouch, she beckoned Mop over. He had to
use his fingers to stop himself falling over as he hunkered over
the potty. Like Wimp, it didn’t take long. His shiny face reddened
with relief as he emptied his bowels.

When he’d
finished the small potty was almost overflowing. The girl gestured
to the two women. Bex shook her head. She’d already relieved
herself while pushing the capstan. Cumdump shook her head as well.
Bull chuckled inwardly when she indicated she didn’t need to
go.

At 10.00
on the dot, the second shift began. The first shift seemed hard but
they’d discover it was actually the easiest of day. The four hours
from ten until two were much, much harder, when the combination of
physical exhaustion, higher humidity and mental tedium really
kicked in.

Of
course, the second shift would prove easier than the third, from
14.30 to 18.30, when the lumbering prisoners were shattered and
could barely think.

Worst of
all was the fourth shift, from seven to eleven.

There was
a knock on the door.

“Enter.”

It was
Sarah. With Barbie.


CHAPTER 28 -
BARBARA

 


This was
different.

So
different from sex with Wyatt. And different from previous times
with the Warden. This time felt totally, utterly
different.

Her first
unexpected climax came within two minutes. With him just using his
fingers inside her. He knew more about her own body than she did.
She’d heard of a G-spot but didn’t know much else. He found hers
and suddenly she was squirting all over his bed.

Her
second climax came just a few minutes later. On all fours with him
behind her. The doggy position, she knew some people called it. Why
hadn’t Wyatt pushed for it? He was always content with missionary
sex. But the Warden manoeuvred her about like she was a barbie
doll. His penis. It was immense. And this time in a good way. After
her first, amazing orgasm she actually needed to be
filled.

But it
was the third climax that blew her mind. She’d thought multiple
orgasms were an urban myth, a fiction of erotica and
overimaginative housewives. But he’d laid down on his back, and
flipped her on top of him, so she was riding him like a bucking
bronco. She’d smiled down into his eyes and felt him reaching his
own orgasm. And just as he came, so she did too.


Again.


Afterwards, they lay entwined, drained. She felt safe, at
last, curled in his huge arms, her head on his broad chest. They
kissed. It wasn’t forced or rough. It was a tender yet intense
kiss.


Inevitably, her mind flitted to Wyatt. She knew her husband
was labouring on that capstan thing. He had to be drained too. Bull
had shown her through his office window. Wyatt, Camilla, Monty and
some new woman, an actress.

Wyatt
obviously had no idea what had just happened to her. She wondered
what his reaction would be.

If he
knew that his weird fantasy had come true?


CHAPTER 29 -
CAMILLA

 


Eddie
Burns!

Camilla
was totally exhausted after 12 hours slaving on the capstan. But at
least she felt a little better now, after a long, hot shower, some
proper food and with time to do her hair and makeup. She’d even
been given a dress to wear.

“Hi Cam.” Eddie said, smiling confidently. “Wow, you look
amazing, my love. I … you know … I feared things might be …
difficult for you here.”

She held
out her hand to shake his but instead he pulled her in for a gentle
and reassuring hug.

“They are, Eddie. They’re really, really difficult.”

He held
her shoulders and looked at her. He leaned in for a kiss. On the
mouth.

“Mmm … Eddie …” she tried to pull away but he held her
tight.

“Hey, Cam. Come on. It’s me. Eddie. Your boyfriend.”

He kissed
her anyway, although she didn’t respond.

“Please …”

He cupped
her buttocks. She felt his erection. It pressed against her. She
was too weak and exhausted to resist.

Camilla
was wearing a slinky black cocktail dress and kitten heels. Both
perfect fits. The Warden had this huge collection female lingerie,
clothes, footwear and accessories.

“The Warden invited me here, you know.”

“I know … well, he warned us that he would.”

“The Warden and I agreed that I might be able to help
you.”

She
looked at him. “… help? How?”

Eddie
winked. “I’m not a trainee any longer you know, Cam. I’m an
assistant manager now in public services. And guess which
department I’m in.”

“I’ve no idea, Eddie.”

He
smirked. “In the State Pardons Department!”

She
gazed, confused.

So what?
She’d never heard of it.

“We review cases against convicted criminals. We can grant
pardons in exceptional cases. You know, in cases of
injustice.”

This time
she grasped what he was hinting.

He arched
his eyebrow suggestively.

“Get what I’m saying, Cam?”

“But … you … surely you can’t do that?”

“Nah. Not me. But my boss’s boss could. If I … you know … make
a persuasive case.”

Her heart
was starting to thump now.

A Pardon.
Seriously?

“After all, it wasn’t you.” He said. “It was that greedy
bastard fiancé of yours. Hell you two weren’t even married. I could
make a very strong case for you to have your sentence
overturned.”

“But … Monty?”

Eddie
shrugged. “Sorry, Cam. No chance. That dipshit’s here for life. But
you. There’s no need for you to stay here. Besides, he’s not worthy
of you. And …” he smirked again, “he was a useless fuck wasn’t
he?”

She
blushed, reminded of her infidelity.

“But … I …”

His tone
changed. “Look, Cam. Here’s the deal. I didn’t like it when you
broke up with me, just for the sake of your fiancé. I liked having
that cute face, those big tits of yours, that juicy pussy on tap.
So the deal is, I’ll get you out of here and you’ll come back to
the Mainland and be my BWB. Okay?”

She
frowned.

“My Bitch With Benefits, darling. I’m not going to date an
ex-con, am I? Not in public. Besides, I’ve got a proper girlfriend
now. But I do have a vacancy for a secret slut on the side. And
you’d be a fuck sight’s better off than staying here.”

Camilla
knew that was true.

One
million time’s better off.

He
gripped her wrist.

“Look. Come over here. To the window.”

He
dragged her across the room. Camilla looked out and saw the dreaded
capstan. Poor Monty and Wyatt were still turning it, on their own
now. After three 4-hours shifts, she knew how shattered they both
must be. Two new guards had taken over supervision.

Poor
Monty. Her fiancé looked awful. His shining head looked awfully
like a circumcised penis; his sunburnt pate was the red helmet, his
pink rim of dyed hair marked where the foreskin ended and his
straining neck was the veined shaft.

Eddie
chuckled. “The look suits him, doesn’t it? What a dick!”

She
didn’t answer. She watched Monty’s sweat-soaked face as he came
round again.

“Okay. Wave!”

Eddie
tapped the window and Monty looked up. His eyes widened in
shock.

Camilla
jiggled her fingers half-heartedly.

“No. A proper wave!”

She felt
bewildered and frightened. This was all happening so fast. She felt
so guilty. But Eddie was offering her a lifeline.

The next
time Monty came round she waved.

“Enthusiastically! And fucking smile too!”

Monty
looked broken. She saw it in his eyes. Seeing her stood there
alongside his old friend. The third time Eddie beamed and waved
manically.

“Wh … why, Eddie? Why taunt him?”

He
frowned.

“This, Cam? This is fucking nothing. Sure, Monty used to be a
friend when we were both at school. But then he got too big for his
fucking boots when he got that highflying job while I was just some
trainee. So things changed. I despised the bastard. And then he
hooked up with you too. I mean, he deserved some mousey
flat-chested bore. Not a hot piece of ass like you.”

She felt
a tear run down her cheek.

Eddie
waved at Monty again but continued speaking out of the side of his
mouth.

“You know, nothing gave me greater pleasure than fucking you
behind his back. The fact that you preferred my cock to his was the
cherry on the fucking cake. Who knows, if that arrangement had
continued, both of you might not be here now. But I’m afraid you
chose to dump me and stick with him. Big mistake, Cam. Big
mistake.”

“I … I’m sorry, Eddie. But I … I love him.”

He looked
at her for a moment. Her vision was blurred with tears.

“That’s not my problem, Cam. In fact, that will make it even
sweeter for me. He’ll know that you love him but you’ll be leaving
him anyway. When I received a message from the Warden of Penal
Colony Nine out of the fucking blue. Well, that had to be
fate.”

He waved
his hands.

“THIS is all just how it was meant to be.”

She
stared at him. Her tears had dried, replaced by
resentment.

“I’m not coming, Eddie. I’m sticking by Monty.”

He
smiled. A confident smirk. A winner’s grin.

“Well, that’s too bad, Cam. But I’m here for three days. So,
you’ve got 72 hours to change your mind. In the meantime, your
Warden’s invited me to take charge of that capstan. I’m going to be
supervising tomorrow’s shifts.”

He
stepped behind her, looking out of the window over her shoulder. On
Monty’s next rotation he saw Eddie was whispering in her
ear.

“And I also get to supervise your shift tonight!”

He licked
her earlobe.

“No.” she murmured. “Please, Eddie. What did I ever do to
you?”

He
dragged her away from the window, out of Monty’s sight.

“Hmm, let me think. What did you ever do to me? Well, you blew
me a couple of times. You gave me that lunchtime handjob, remember
that one? Obviously, you fucked me in several positions. But you’re
right. There’s loads of stuff you didn’t do. Not yet,
anyway!”

She
looked at him. His handsome features were set hard now.

“Please, Eddie. I’m … shattered. I’ve already done 12 hours on
that thing.”

His eyes
were cold.

“I’m sorry, Cam. Seeing your fiancé working like a dog has made
me super horny. I’ve missed that cunt of yours. We can fuck as part
of a deal between us. Or we can just fuck. The choice’s
yours.”

Sometime
over the past minute, she’d begun crying again. But she wasn’t sure
when. Her cheeks and chin were soaking.

“Take that dress off.” He ordered.

She
sighed. “Okay.”

Eddie
studied her while she undressed. She removed her black dress, bra,
heels and finally her thong. While she did it, she realised he
wasn’t good-looking any longer. His face actually looked
feral.

“I’m told you can’t remember how many guys you’ve fucked, Cam,
right?”

She wiped
her eye and shook her head defiantly. “N … not exactly. I doubt
many girls my age can.”

“Take a guess.”

“About tw … twenty, I guess.”

He
smirked, beckoning her to him with a curled finger. She stood naked
while he examined the new tattoo on her hairless mons. He treated
her body like he owned it, sliding a fingertip between her labia,
probing her clean, freshly bathed vulva.

“Cumdump, huh? It’s a good name. I’m going to call you that
from now on. Tell me, Cumdump, you ever heard of Lisa
Sparks?”

He ran
his finger up over her stomach up to her left breast.

“Lisa Sparks holds the world record for fucking in a single
12-hour sesh. You know how many guys she fucked, Cam?”

Camilla
slowly shook her head. “Fifty? Ah … hundred?”

He
pointed upwards indicating higher.

“T … two hundred?”

He
thumbed her nipple, trying to make it hard, and grinned.

“Nine hundred and nineteen! Each guy was only allowed 45
seconds inside her. Imagine that. For 12 hours an endless
succession of 919 cocks ploughed her, each dude switching after
less than a minute. Heck, even the woman who came runner up scored
898!”

Camilla
blinked, unable to compute such numbers.

“And guess what? Your Warden says there are more than enough
guys on this island to enable somebody to attempt to break that
record! … Somebody like you.”

He looked
into her eyes. She shook her head.

“No … please, Eddie.”

He
grinned and reached round her to fondle her bottom, cupping both
her cheeks, thumbing her anal crevice. He glanced back towards the
window.

“Well, Cumdump, there’s only one person who can save you from
making that attempt.”

Camilla
knew who he meant before he said it. Her fiancé.

“That dickhead, Monty!”


CHAPTER 30 -
JIM

 


By now,
he and Sarah had been making out like a couple of teenagers for
over an hour.

Jim both
loved and hated this time together. It was hard, having to stay so
damned patient. His poor cock was still locked in its cage,
pressing painfully against the inside of the tight steel tube. It
fucking hurt. He was unable to get anything like erect, despite his
yearning for his cock’s blood vessels to fill.

He knew
that Sarah adored this time together. They could try to convince
themselves they were a normal husband and wife again, smiling,
kissing, cuddling, touching and whispering. He’d been down on her
twice already. Eaten her to two climaxes. Not huge ones but nice
orgasms regardless. He could tell by her reaction and noises, and
the urgent way she pressed the back of his head down when his
tongue made her cum.


Meanwhile, the Warden was sat at his desk watching them.
Well, not exactly watching, but occasionally glancing up and
smiling. He was reading a file, smoking a cigar, sipping his drink,
while they performed for him on the floor. In truth, they were as
much a couple of porno actors as husband and wife.

It had
been almost a month since the last time. Four long weeks that
always dragged very slowly. Still, Jim knew that, in a way, he was
one of the fortunate ones. He’d spent almost all of his first year
on this hellhole of an island without one single release. Easy at
the start when trauma rips away your libido. But unbearable after a
while when one’s innate masculine hunger kicks in.

Jim knew
that the vast majority of male prisoners were kept totally chaste.
The most they could hope for was a bit of prostate massage draining
from a gay medic who might make all sorts of demands in return. So,
he knew that he and Sarah were better off than most. They weren’t
farmhands or factory drudges. At least they had household jobs; him
as a servant and butler, her as a servant and
housekeeper.

And they
were given a monthly opportunity to make out like this.

“You can remove her bra, now.”

The
Warden even controlled their state of dress. Jim was naked except
for his cock-cage and a pair of socks. The Warden always made him
keep his socks on throughout. He said the stupid look suited him.
But every 5 to 10 minutes, he’d ordered Jim to remove an item; his
burlap tailcoat first, then his gleaming black shoes, his
waistcoat, stiff collar, his tie, white shirt, his pinstripe
trousers and, finally, his frilly satin underpants.


Meanwhile, Sarah looked incredibly sexy, still in her high
heels, black fishnets and an upthrust bra that made her cleavage
look amazing, even at her age. She’d only taken off her apron,
chemise, skirt and thong so that his tongue had full access to her
pussy.

Jim was
only ever allowed to touch his own wife’s breasts with
permission.

“Thank you sir.”

He
reached under Sarah and unclipped her bra, easing the cups away
from her wonderful boobs. She smiled at him. Jim looked up at the
Warden and asked for authorization with his eyes. The Warden
nodded.

Jim
leaned down and kissed one nipple, then the other. Sarah gasped. He
shifted his lips from one breast over to the other. He knew exactly
what she liked.

“Mmm …” she murmured, “one more please.”

Jim
slithered his lips down, skimming her flat tummy, over her hairless
mons, to her pouting, salty labia. Over many months she’d learned
to be greedy and selfish with him. Or to behave that way. They both
knew the Warden liked to see her acting the slut. Nowadays she
didn’t get anything like as much sex as she’d used to.

In the
past the Warden had sex with her most days, sometimes several times
a day. But for at least a year now, he’d been too busy sampling new
arrivals to give Sarah much attention. Very occasionally he’d loan
her to a male guest, a humiliation which Jim knew she hated as much
as he did. But of course she’d put on a good show. And those
occasions were thankfully rare.

Mostly he
kept her reserved for himself. Like a favourite whisky he sipped on
special occasions. Except Jim knew there was this Barbara in the
mix now too. Was it possible that she and Wyatt would usurp Sarah’s
and his positions? Well, only a fool would discount the risk
completely.

She
tasted of him too. Maybe that was Jim’s imagination but Sarah’s
pussy always seemed to smell and taste of the bastard, even when he
hadn’t been with her for a while. Jim nuzzled her curtains open,
slipped his tongue in as far as he could, and began slurping. He
felt her hips rise and her palm brushed the back of his
head.

“Mmm … that’s it darling. Right in there, yes.”

Jim
winced. His cock was becoming increasingly uncomfortable. He didn’t
even know for certain if he’d get to cum. Sometimes the Warden
simply dismissed them both leaving Jim caged. And for him to show
any disappointment was punishable insolence. Damn, he hoped he’d be
unlocked this time. He gulped her briny juices and licked her
engorged clitoris.

“Oh … ah … omi … yess … sir … may … I … c …?”

He could
hear Sarah trying to ask for permission, bucking her hips,
literally fucking his face, holding his left ear in her right hand,
guiding him. Her orgasm took about 20 seconds or so of shaking and
groaning.

And then
her bottom fell back onto the floor and she let out a
giggle.

“Oh wow, darling, you really are too damned good at that
now.”

He heard
the Warden grunt.

“Now, now. I’m getting jealous!”

She eased
him off her, got to her feet and walked over to the desk. Jim
watched his wife kiss the bastard on the lips.

“Mmm … there’s no need to be jealous, sir.”

The
Warden gently slapped her bare bottom.

“Do you think your husband deserves a bit of action
now?”

Sarah
looked over at him and bit the tip of her finger, pretending to
consider her reply. The dickhead liked her to tease him.

“Hmm … maybe?” she winked. “Perhaps, the usual?”

The
Warden nodded, opened a drawer, and took out a small key and some
cellophane wrappers.

“What about you, boy? Do you deserve to be
unlocked?”

Jim hated
this bit. Having to play along. But that was the fucking
deal.

“I hope I do, sir. I try my hardest every day.”

The
Warden didn’t reply. He simply handed Sarah the key and the
wrappers.

Jim knelt
in position and Sarah leaned down. Her eyes smiled at him, full of
love, and she puckered her lips to blow him a kiss. He watched her
turn the key in the padlock and ease the infernal tube off his
poor, crushed penis.

“Th … thank you.” He murmured to her first, then nodded at the
Warden who was watching them both.

Sarah
cupped his testicles and Jim responded like she’d flicked a light
switch. In literally seconds, his cock sprang to life, growing to
its full size. His wife smiled again. He wasn’t small. It was
nothing to be ashamed of, pale and smooth. Unlike the awful,
gnarled trunk that she’d had to get used to.

“Keep still.” She whispered.

She bit
the wrapper and removed a condom. Her practised fingers skilfully
rolled it along his shaft. Then she repeated the process with a
second condom, covering him with a double layer.

Jim heard
the sound of the metronome on the Warden’s desk. Clunk … clunk …
clunk.

“You may begin.”

Alongside
the metronome, Jim heard the tick-tock of the mantelpiece
clock.

“Three minutes.” The Warden said.

“Wow.” Sarah replied, spreading herself out. “Thank you,
sir.”

An extra
fucking minute! Of course, Jim was grateful. Could he last that
long? He adjusted his elbows and gently eased his erection into his
wife. She smiled encouragement. He pushed deeper. He pulled out. In
and out. In and out. She kissed him.

He kept
time with the metronome. And the clock. Clunk … clunk … tick …
tock. The measured pace was excruciatingly slow but it was working
anyway. Four weeks of denial will do that to you.

“Oh … ah … omi … yess … sir … may …”

Just as
his wife had done, he gasped out a request for permission. After
four weeks he barely lasted 40 seconds. Sarah kissed him again,
clucking like a mother soothing her crying child.

He let
out a sob and apologised, his cock throbbing.

“I’m … s … s … sorry … Sarah... sorry s … Sir.”

He froze
above her. On his elbows in the damned plank position. The dickhead
Warden insisted that he always ruin his own orgasm. Semi-ruin it,
anyway. He wasn’t allowed to thrust and thrust himself empty.
Instead he had to let his wife’s pussy muscles drain him into the
inner condom.

He
listened to the bastard’s approving chuckle in the
background.

Five
minutes later, Jim’s monthly treat was all but a memory. His
wrinkled cock was locked back into its steel cage and he had
dressed back into his frilly briefs, shirt and tie, pinstriped
trousers, waistcoat, polished shoes and butler’s
tailcoat.

He put
his game face back on, pretending to be grateful, pretending to be
happy, pretending to be submissive, waiting, just waiting for the
day when he could shoot that fucking bastard in the
face.

“Can I refill your glass, sir?”

 



CHAPTER 31 -
DEBORAH

 


Their
bedroom was full of cameras, tripods, lights, and men. So many men.
A crowd of twenty or more. One of them had introduced himself as
the director. Several others were technicians and cameramen. All
the rest were Extras.

Poor Dan.
He’d tried so hard. But he struggled to get and maintain an
erection, what with the cameras and audience, the banter, the
laughter, the shame. But he had to try. And she had to try too. The
potential reward was too great.

Pardons.
Freedom. For Rachel as well.

And then
one of the so-called Extras had joined them both on the bed. He
knelt by her head and waggled his penis in her face. Deborah knew
that was part of the agreement. They’d accepted the deal. While her
poor husband was trying to make love to her – to impregnate her –
with his barely-hard penis, another man presented her with his
rock-hard erection to kiss.

“Come on, Deborah with an H,” the Director barked, “or the
deal’s off.”

A
cameraman was holding his lens right up to her face. Next to Dan’s
face too. Her poor husband nodded to her with his eyes. So she
opened her lips and took the purple crown into her mouth. She heard
approving laughter from all around them.

It tasted
musky, slimy, dirty. It was large. She gagged as the tip banged her
larynx. Her eyes watered. She adjusted her jaws so she could fit it
better in her mouth.

“Take a break.” The Director put his hand on Dan’s shoulder.
“Maybe pop a pill?”

She
caught sight of Dan doggedly shaking his head while she continued
to do her best to suckle the strange meat in her mouth.

“Take a break, I SAID.”

With a
curse of frustration, her husband pushed himself up. She barely
noticed his wrinkled thing exiting her. As he climbed off the bed,
the director waved to a tall, dark-haired, olive-skinned man who
was standing nearby.

This man
evidently had no problem maintaining an erection. She was hugely
relieved to see the bulb of a condom protruding from the end of his
shaft. He gave her a lewd wink as he positioned his knees between
her legs.

She
gasped as he placed the tip of his length between her labia and
slowly eased himself inside. She hissed. He seemed enormous. Dan
had barely opened her up. There was more approving laughter from
the crowd surrounding them. But at least the man was gentle, slowly
sawing her open, while she learned to breathe with a penis in her
mouth as well.

It was
obscene. Two men at once! With her face full of pubic hair. she
couldn’t see Dan. But she could picture what she looked like. A
scene from some disgusting pornographic film. And she could tell
the man in her mouth was getting impatient now, muttering his
annoyance with her efforts. She refocused on the huge reward:
freedom and pardons. She opened her jaw even wider and caressed his
penis with her tongue, ignoring the ache in her neck.

At least
the man on top was doing something she understood. She felt his
hands cupping her buttocks, pulling her tighter into him, so he
could penetrate her deeply. She could tell he was getting excited,
murmuring his pleasure into her ear.

And then
she felt his body tense and knew he’d reached a climax inside her,
grateful again for the condom. At that moment, the other man lost
patience. He pulled out and jerked his erection with his hand.
Without warning, he spattered her face with his semen.

“Smile.” The director cooed.

Deborah
grimaced and blinked as a camera lens was thrust into her
face.

“Nice cover shot for episode one of this Box Set.” He
laughed.

At last
the two men were leaving her. She looked around at the circle of
faces around the bed. Men had unzipped and were stroking their
obscene, veined penises. Dan was nowhere to be seen.

“Next two.” The director snapped his fingers.

Two more
Extras picked her up and flipped her over, dropping her face-down
onto the bed. Then rough hands pulled her up by the hips so that
she was on all fours. Within moments, hips slammed against her
bottom and she felt a penis glide easily into her just-vacated
vulva. Two seconds later a different erection was waving in her
face.

She heard
more amusement and the director’s approving tone.

“Mmm … our TV audience always loves a good
spit-roast!”

Deborah
felt sick as two bulbous crowns hammered in sync against her throat
and cervix. She retched and tasted her own bile. The coarse hands
on her hips slid up her body and cupped her dangling breasts,
squeezing and mauling them, pinching her nipples.

“Mm … grrr … yeahhhh …”

Salty
fluid replaced the bile in her throat. She felt the swollen crown
in her mouth jerking as the man spurted, gripping her by her hair.
It was warm and chewy and disgusting. She tried not to
swallow.

“Show everybody, darling.” The director chuckled as the man
withdrew his penis. Her mouth hung open like a gaffed fish. The
cameraman pushed his lens into her face, filming her coated
tongue.

She
gulped. Everybody cheered.

Moments
later a big fat belly was pressed against her forehead. Then a
penis bashed her lips. Defeated, she opened her mouth and let it
in, just as the man behind her started slamming into
her.

“Ggrrh … yess … bitch … next time it’ll be bareback … mmm
…”

The rest
of her ordeal took another fifteen minutes. By the end of it, ten
men had used her body, five in each orifice. She collapsed
prostrate onto the bed, her face in a pillow.

“Nice work.” The director whispered into her ear, as the
cameramen and technicians collected up their cables and lights.
“The streaming audience loved it. We got over two million likes in
half an hour.”

She
blinked one eye open and looked at him.

“Wh … where’s my h … husband?”

The
director shrugged and gestured to the other end of the bedroom
where Dan was sitting with his head in his hands.

“Well he tried, didn’t he? The first time acting in a porno
movie’s hard for any guy. But he can have another crack
tomorrow.”

Deborah
grimaced.

“T .. tomorrow?”

“Sure. Two sessions tomorrow. Morning and evening. Got to take
advantage of your ovulation. Big team of Extras booked.”

He winked
and lifted a saucer from the bedside shelf. He put it under her
nose. She recoiled at the sight.

Five used
and knotted condoms were lined up on the saucer like dead soldiers
in body bags. They were bulging with pearly-white semen. He winked
again.

“You see, once you’ve had your next period, my troops will be
firing real bullets.”

 



CHAPTER 32 -
MONTY

 


Monty
felt sick with exhaustion.

Every
part of his body ached, from the sore soles of his feet to the
sunburnt crown of his head. The sky was dark. It had been dark for
several hours. Mosquitoes danced in the glow of the floodlights. He
couldn’t swat them away or even scratch the itchy bites on his
flesh. He just had to push. Push-heave-trudge.
Push-heave-trudge.

His
vision was blurred, partly his sweat-soaked eyes and partly his
delirium. He turned to look over at Wyatt who was pushing the spoke
on the opposite side of the wheel. It was just the two of them now.
Their final 4-hour shift of the day.

Well,
until dawn tomorrow.

And then
the next day.

And the
next.

Seven
days a week.

He could
barely even think straight now. Every bit of mental energy he had
was needed just to stay upright and push. In some ways that was a
relief. He’d already spent so much time thinking during the earlier
hours of the day. Alone with his thoughts. Wondering what he could
have done differently in his life.

And then
he’d seen Eddie Burns.

The
bastard was tapping the window, grinning down at him. Next to
Camilla! She was waving and smiling as well. Then he’d lost sight
of them both for a few seconds while he pushed the wheel, and yet
each time he came round again, there they were, in the window. The
bastard had moved behind Camilla, whispering in her ear, licking
her lobe. And then, at last, they’d disappeared.

“Faster!”

Monty was
woken from his reverie by one of the guards barking at him. He
leaned forward and somehow found an extra ounce of energy to push
harder on the spoke.

“You lazy dickhead!” she spat.

The
Colony seemed to have an endless supply of young, vicious manhating
females. This one had a streaked-blonde military crewcut, flashing
teeth and crimson lipstick. She was flat-chested and muscular,
wearing just a sweaty T-shirt and tight shorts. Her arms and legs
were covered in tattoos.

“Mmff …” he grunted with effort, straining every last
sinew.

But that
wasn’t good enough for her. She slashed her crop across his bare
buttocks. He howled in pain.

“Shut up you pathetic spineless toad and put some fucking back
into it.”

The male
guard got off his chair and came over to join her. He was holding
his phone.

“Guess what I’ve just been told.”

“What?” she asked, tapping Monty’s shoulder with her crop as he
passed her again.

“You know that dude Eddie who’s joining us
tomorrow?”

Despite
his fatigue, Monty swivelled his head to listen.

“Yeah. The hot dude.” She replied.

“Turns out he was banging this guy’s fiancée back on the
Mainland.”

“No way!”

“Yep. Behind his back!”

“Oh wow. And he found out?”

“Nah. The Warden did. So he invited Eddie to visit
them.”

She
hooted with laughter and swished Monty’s shoulder again.

“Hear that, dickface?”

Monty
grunted, waiting until he’d done a half-turn and was facing her
again.

“Y … s … Miss.” He gasped.

The male
guard was checking his phone.

“Okay, guys. It’s ten forty five. Only fifteen minutes to go.
Then it’s a delicious snack and beddybies. Remember, you’ve got an
early start tomorrow!”


CHAPTER 33 -
BARBARA

 


Barbara
felt totally full.

She was
relieved to be spending a second night alone in her own room. But -
she was ashamed to admit to herself - a tiny part of her was
disappointed too. She knew the Warden had other ‘distractions’.
Other people on tap: Sarah and Jim for example, obviously Camilla
and Monty too, this new actress who apparently also had a husband,
plus maybe others?

It would
be wrong to think she was jealous. She wasn’t jealous of him. That
would be absurd. But competitive? She couldn’t deny that. She’d
never felt anything like that sex they’d had today. Had he felt the
same way? Or was she just some disposable toy he’d soon tire of?
She had to make him want her long term. For her own
sake.

And for
Wyatt’s sake too.

And then
she’d found the Warden’s note and gift on her bedside table. Or
rather, gifts plural, lined up in front of a handwritten
card.

 


You
offered me your arse.

These
will help. PTO.

 


Under the
bedside lampshade, there were three penis-shaped plugs of different
sizes and colours. Along with two bottles of different lubricant.
The first silicone plug was white and thin. Not much thicker than
her index finger. Shaped like a T with a flange on the end. She
picked it up and stared at it. Surely it wouldn’t be much harder
than fingering her backside clean while in the bath or
shower?

However,
the second plug was pink and considerably larger. As thick as the
neck of a bottle and slightly flared at the top. With a sudden
guilty sigh, she realised it reminded her of Wyatt’s penis. She’d
need a lot of lubricant and determination to get that into
her.

Finally,
she picked up the third one. It was huge. As thick as her wrist and
bulbous, with raised ridges on its surface like veins. The plug had
to be nine inches long. She bit her lip. It was jet black. It
didn’t just remind her of the Warden’s. She realised that it was
modelled on it.

She
picked up the card and turned it over.

 


There’s
no need to be too brave tonight.

Save the
XXL for another day!

 


After
undressing, abluting, showering and fingering herself clean, she
climbed onto her bed and picked up the white plug again. She
surprised herself by putting it in her mouth and sucking it for a
moment. Then she opened the bottle of lube and slathered some onto
the plug.

She lay
back, head on the pillow, knees apart, and lined it up with her
sphincter. She steeled herself and pushed. Ow. She gritted her
teeth and pushed harder. Yess!

It
breached her quite easily and not too painfully. She paused,
grimaced and pressed again, sliding it in all the way.

She
exhaled a little grunt of triumph. It felt a bit humiliating,
shameful, sodomising herself in private. But it didn’t actually
hurt. The size and lube even felt … well, almost nice. Obviously
some people must enjoy anal sex. Gay guys and even some women. That
meant we all must have sensitive nerves in there, with the ability
to feel pleasure.

After
five minutes or so of getting used to it, moving it around,
watching her nipples harden, she slid it out and took a break. She
stared at the next plug. The pink one. Wyatt. It was a fair bit
bigger than her index finger. She picked it up and compared the two
dildos side by side.

She
decided not to wait. Her sphincter might tighten up again. So she
covered the pink plug in lube and lay back, knees akimbo. She
realised how obscene she’d look if there was a hidden lens in the
wall opposite the bed. Oh well, here goes.

Nnngh. Oh
boy, that’s large. She adjusted her position on the bed and raised
her hips, spreading herself wider. She grimaced.

“Come on Barbara. You can do it! … DO IT!”


Nnnghaahh. It hurt. But it was in. Maybe an inch or so. She
took several fast, deep breaths, psyching herself up. She cocked
her right arm and then thrust again, ramming the plug through her
defences, all the damned way. Six fucking inches. She shocked
herself with her internal language.

She felt
totally full.

But she
was relieved too. She’d done it. She hyperventilated.

Breathe,
breathe, breathe, and breathe.

Slowly
she got her panting breath under control. She had a penis in her
bottom! A fake, silicone one, sure. But as big as a fucking real
one!

She
couldn’t help wishing the Warden was here now, seeing her do it.
She’d offered him her arse. Traded it to save Wyatt. And she’d kept
her side of the bargain. She couldn’t help feeling he’d be proud of
her. Fuck Sarah and Jim, Camilla and Monty, the new
couple.

Barbara
Sullivan doesn’t lose.

She
turned her face to the bedside table and looked at the third plug.
The black XXL. She smiled.

And gave
it a wink.


CHAPTER 34 -
BULL

 


Bex’s
husband hangs in chains.

The cell
is dark except for a single spotlight that illuminates the new
arrival’s sweating, naked body. His arms are stretched out at their
full length yet he can still only just touch the stone floor to
support his weight with the tips of his toes. His wrists are
chained to the ceiling. His ankles are forced wide apart by a
spreader-bar.

Bull
sniffs. Her husband’s armpits and groin stink. Both of his eyes are
slightly swollen and he has dried blood on his lip.

And yet
…

Bull can
spot it immediately. He’s seen so many new arrivals over the years.
This one is different. Beaten yet unbowed. Some men, a few women
too, would rather die on their feet than live on their
knees.

Joshua,
Bex’s husband, is one of those.

“Hello Josh, and welcome to Penal Colony Nine.”

The man
stares into the murky light at Bull’s silhouette. His eyes are
brown and intelligent. His skin is dark but not as black as Bull’s.
He has no fear. If anything, his eyes express pity.

“Hello, Warden.”

He’s over
six feet but Bull is several inches taller. Their eyes meet in a
battle of wills. Neither looks down. Neither even
blinks.

“I know your story, Josh. Poor boy made good. Tough background.
Scholarship to a top university, graduated in law and now a
barrister who represents the rich. Married to a successful actress
too. Keeping up with me so far?”

Bull
arches an eyebrow, waiting, taunting. But Joshua simply shakes his
head before finally replying.

“You don’t even know the half of it, Warden.”

“Really? How interesting.”

Bull
looks down at Joshua’s groin. He reaches out and cups his scrotum,
his testicles. But Joshua doesn’t even flinch.

“Are you going to tell me then? Or will I have to … interrogate
you?”

“Oh, I’m happy to tell you, Warden. Because there’s nothing you
can do about it. Nothing you can do to stop it.”

Bull
feels his own forehead frown. The man’s complete confidence is as
unsettling as it is unusual.

“Tell me.”

“In every person’s life, there comes a day or reckoning. A time
when unsettled scores demand retribution, and our own
transgressions are finally laid bare.”

Bull
nods. That sounds like a quote. He certainly believes in
retribution. After all, it’s what he deals in.

“And when is this … so-called day or reckoning?”

Josh’s
courageous eyes survey him. Again, he can only detect something
that looks like pity in them. Like Christ on the cross.

Father,
forgive them, they know not what they do.

“It comes just after the darkest hour.”

“Hmm … and when is that?” Bull asks.

Bex’s
husband smiles.

“… The Day Of Reckoning is Now.”

 


END OF BOOK ELEVEN
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Craack!

She
slapped him.

OMG.
Caroline had slapped her boss. Not hard, but enough to sting her
palm and make a red mark appear on his face.

The thing
was, he’d slipped his hand under her skirt and pinched her inner
thigh, right between the gusset and her labia. It was only her
second day at work and he’d taken an outrageous liberty. She was a
married woman!

That slap
had taken place exactly one month ago.

Now, four
weeks later, Caroline is down on her knees by his desk, sucking her
boss’s penis while he stares at his computer screen. Her fall has
been fast and hard. It’s only by doing absolutely everything her
boss orders that she and Robbie have been able to avoid a fate even
worse than this.

The
threat of a Life Sentence on a Penal Colony hangs over her. She
hadn’t realised just how powerful a junior government bureaucrat
could be. And how powerless a secretary to that same public servant
is.

His deal
is brutal. Locked inside Mr. Smith’s desk drawer is an order
condemning her and Robbie to ‘State’s Pleasure’. A Judge has
already signed it and the order can be executed at any time. No
appeal. No comebacks. The only thing saving her is total
obedience.

Total
silence.

But
Robbie doesn’t know. At least Mr Smith has spared her that. She and
Robbie are both 25yrs old, only married for a year, still deeply in
love, and her husband’s passionately jealous. She begged Mr. Smith
to allow her to do everything behind Robbie’s back.

Mr. Smith
is an ADMSVDNE. That mouthful stands for an Assistant Deputy
Manager of Section V of the Department for National Equality.
Remarkably he’s actually a whole year younger than her. He owes his
position to his family’s close connections to somebody high up in
the State Bureaucracy. And aged only 24, Mr. Neil Smith has a
ravenous libido allied to youthful stamina.

She’s
already paid for that slap a hundred times. He puts her across his
lap most days and flips her short skirt up over the base of her
spine. He delights in pinching her inner thigh, right between her
anus and labia, without any comebacks. Then he turns her buttocks
so red that she has to be careful to avoid Robbie seeing her back
view at home.

During
that first week, he seems satisfied with oral sex. But even that
involves three blowjobs a day; one at coffee-break, then at
lunchtime and the third before he leaves for home. Her knees are
raw, her jaw constantly aches and she can hardly get rid of the
taste of him.

However,
at the start of the second week, he demands full sex, ‘her cunt’ as
he calls it. She pleads but it’s a non-negotiable demand. His
favourite is fucking her face-up on top of his mahogany desk,
holding her ankles with her legs in the air, while he smirks down
at her, relishing her shame.

But
sometimes he chooses to do it what he calls ‘doggy-style’, on the
leather sofa in the corner of his office. Somehow, she feels even
more humiliated, with her face pressed into the leather and her
bottom raised. He jokes that it’s only a matter of time before he
samples her arsehole.

And he’s
not joking. In Week Three, he takes her anal virginity, something
she’s never done, even with Robbie. When she tells Mr Smith that,
he just laughs and replies that she’ll never get to do it with her
husband anyway. Her arse now belongs to him. He gives her a pink
butt plug to wear at her own desk, to stretch her anus so she can
accommodate him more easily.

From then
on, work settles into a routine. She has to keep a douche in her
drawer and ensure she’s clean, ready to be sodomised once a day. He
still fucks her vagina on a daily basis and requires her to suck
him off at least once a day too. Not only that, she has to arrive
early and leave late so she still has time for all her normal
secretarial tasks: typing, copying, filing, phoning,
admin.

In the
meantime, Caroline has to maintain as normal an appearance as
possible at home, with Robbie. It’s so hard, arriving home late,
keeping her ordeal secret, keeping up appearances, trying to enjoy
making love to her husband and to make that sure he enjoys it. She
silently cries herself to sleep at night.

However,
this past week has been the worst of all. Mr. Smith has sometimes
talked about sharing her with a friend of his, for a threesome.
He’s taken video of her, although he promises her it’s only for his
own amusement. He’s filmed her down on her knees, fellating him,
his muck spurting over her face.

His
phone’s new screensaver is a photo of her face coated in white
semen. He’s set up a tripod and videoed them having normal and even
anal sex during office hours. He’s begun asking intrusive questions
about her private life with Robbie.

And
finally this …

Today
she’s on her knees at his desk, sucking his penis while he looks at
his computer screen. She can tell by the obscene soundtrack that
he’s watching pornography.

Suddenly
he mutes the volume and stares down at her.

“Look up at me … I’ve decided I want you for myself for a
while. I don’t like sharing you with your husband. You will cease
all sexual contact with him, except, perhaps, an occasional
handjob.”

She
murmurs onto his erection. “Mmm …?”

Surely
not? She and Robbie are married. She could never expect him to go
along with that. He’d be outraged. And she couldn’t blame
him.

But her
24yr old boss slaps her cheek. Not hard. But enough to sting and
force his erection even deeper into her mouth.

“You have a choice, Caroline. Temporarily cease all sexual
contact with your husband and in return I’ll allow you both to
remain living here on the Mainland … or cease it for good when
you’re both sent to a Penal Colony. Personally, I don’t actually
give two fucks which.”

She
watches his eyes glaze over and feels the tell-tale pulse of his
penis on her tongue. He groans and his hot, slimy fluid spatters
her palate and the back of her throat. She holds it there as more
and more invades her mouth, covering her gums and teeth.

“Open.” He grunts ungratefully, sliding his length out from
between her lips.

Her mouth
is full. She looks up, jaws wide like when she’s saying ‘ah’ for a
doctor and presents him his mess. Then she begins to gargle,
trilling it round her mouth, getting every drop of
‘flavour’.


Eventually he nods his permission and she gulps. Three, four
times, until she’s swallowed it all.

“Kiss my balls.”

She
lowers her face to his sweaty scrotum and pretends to thank the
testicles that have produced yet another delicious cocktail for
her.

“So, made up your mind yet? Here? Or a Penal
Colony?”

Caroline
looks up gratefully with her eyes and whispers.

“Here … please, Sir.”
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Caroline
glances at the ceiling.

She knows
that numerous pin-cameras have been installed in their apartment.
She even had to pay the invoice out of her own salary. Mr Smith
dealt directly with the foreman but made her settle the account.
She doesn’t know where the cameras are located. The tradesmen came
one morning as soon as Robbie had left for work. The electricians
and decorators didn’t leave a single mark. When she got home from
work, everything appeared just as it had been
beforehand.

“Come on, doll. It’s been ages.”

“I … I’ve got a headache, my love. Sorry. Do you
mind?”

Robbie
makes a face. He’s normally a once-a-day guy and it’s been two
whole weeks now. Somehow, she’s managed to fob him off with various
headaches, or feeling tired, an itchy vagina and then, thankfully,
she had her actual period.

“I can’t wank myself again.” He grumbles. “You do
it.”

What had
Mr. Smith said? ‘You’ll cease ALL sexual contact except, perhaps,
an occasional handjob.’

She looks
at Robbie and smiles anxiously.

“Okay then, my love. Sure.”

But the
next morning, Mr. Smith is NOT pleased. In fact he’s downright
furious. He summons her straight into his office.

“I’ve seen the tape. You gave that fucker a handjob last
night!”

“B … but sir. You said … an occasional …”

“WITH my permission.” He bellows. “You didn’t ask. You were
unfaithful to me!”

“I’m s … sorry, sir. Please.”

He
reaches into his drawer and takes out a sheet of paper with a gold
letterhead and black typing. He waves it at her.

“State’s fucking Pleasure. I’m going to execute your sentence
right now. You’ll be on some penal colony by tomorrow
afternoon.”

She
throws herself onto her knees and kisses the shiny toecaps of his
leather shoes.

“Mmm … please, sir. No. Anything. Anything but
that!”

He lets
her lick his shoes for at least a minute while he calms
down.

“Anything?” he finally says, sounding bored. “Suggest
something. New … something Fun.”

She’s
desperate. His disgusting idea flies into her head.

“You said you wanted to share me with a friend, sir. A
threesome. How about we do that?”

There’s a
long silence. Thank heavens. She’s convinced him.

“Not one friend.” His voice is cold. “Ten. We’ll throw a party.
This evening. Here. You’ll do anything for any of my
mates.”

The
toecaps of his shoes shine wet with her tears.

“O … okay, sir.” She whispers.

Mr. Smith
gives her a list of names and leaves her to it. She has to phone
and invite each of them. They ask what it’s about. They’re busy.
She has to persuade them. She has to send them photos of her. Face
pics. Then naked pics. Then special requests to prove that it’s not
a windup. Pics of her sat in her chair with her ankles on the desk
and her skirt hitched up, her ‘cunt’ on display.

She has
to follow up the phone calls with a formal, email invitation. Only
eight out of ten say they can make it despite her begging them. She
also has to go out to buy peanuts and snacks, beers and tequila,
and packs of condoms, all out of her own purse.

At 6
p.m., they start to arrive. Singly and in pairs. Two guys even
bring their girlfriends. Then a small group turns up. There are
many more than eight people! The guys she invited have asked
others. Soon there are over 20 … with more arriving.

Mr. Smith
acts the gracious host, offering her charms to anybody who wants to
sample them. The action starts off with a striptease. She has to
dance to music. It’s a song called Sweet Caroline. As she undresses
they all start raucously singing along:

“Who'd have believed you'd come along?

Hands,
Touchin' hands, Reachin' out

Touching
me, touchin' you”

Girls as
well as boys grab a hold of her. She’s topless now, her jacket,
shirt and bra all ripped off. Her skirt’s gone too and her
stockings are shredded. She’s just got her thong left.

“Warm, Touchin' warm, Reachin' out

Touchin'
me, touchin' you

Sweet
Caroline

Good
times never seemed so good”

She’s
naked except for her high heels and bits of black stocking. Hands
are mauling her breasts. Fingers are shoved between her
legs.

And then
the blowjobs begin. She’s passed from erection to erection,
slobbering, drooling, using her recently acquired skills to coax
load after load of glutinous semen down her throat. A couple of
girls want a turn too. Thighs spread wide. She has to lick them to
a climax.

She’s the
centre of the party. The headline entertainment. But the show goes
on around her too. Everyone in the background is partying,
chatting, laughing, smoking, drinking, guzzling the snacks and
downing the booze that she purchased. Even more people turn up.
They bring more drinks. Her boss welcomes strangers with open
arms.

There are
too many for her to attend to individually. So groups start to
gather around her upturned face. A couple of guys stand and fuck
her cleavage while she kneels down with her mouth open. Bukkake is
a new word she learns. Seemingly gargantuan amounts of semen coat
her face, blasting her nostrils, lips, throat, some even spurting
into her ears.

Once all
the guys have blown off a bit of steam with a first load, she has
to lie face-down on the leather sofa and pull a train of doggy
fucks. Some decide to use the condoms she purchased so she can be
fed the contents afterwards. But eventually she’s too loose and
soaking to be much use to them.


Unfortunately there’s still her anus. A few guys have a third
load in them. Caroline has to coax it out with her rectum, even
riding on top while they simply lie back and jiggle her boobs,
chatting and laughing with the remainder of the crowd.

And then
her husband’s boss arrives. She sees him and two of his colleagues.
Robbie had proudly introduced her to them during a couple of his
office events. Somehow her own boss Mr Smith has tracked them down.
They all crack open beers.

“Caroline! Fancy meeting you here?”

“Is Robbie here too?”

She
shakes her head in shame.

“Guys, this has to be our little secret, okay?” Mr Smith says,
wiping his sticky fingers over her bare shoulder. “I’m sure sweet
Caroline will do WHATEVER to encourage you to keep quiet. Won’t
you?”

She nods.
Tears in her eyes. Anything.

Robbie’s
boss unzips his fly. “Hmm … you’re too filthy to use any other
way.” He presents his penis. It’s thick but not erect
yet.

She moves
her face forward to take him in her mouth.

“Whoa.” He says. “Not that! I’ve already had too much to drink.
No, I’ve got a better idea. I need to empty my bladder.”

The
others laugh.

“Unless you want me to fire Robbie in the morning?”

She opens
her mouth wide.

All four
of them use her. His boss. His colleagues. Finally her own boss,
Mr. Neil Smith, Assistant Deputy Manager of Section V of the
so-called Department for National Equality.

It burns
her throat, spills out over her chin, neck and chest, pours between
her thighs, coats her skin.

It’s past
11 o’clock by the time everyone’s finished and left. Eventually the
room is silent and she’s alone with her boss.

“Tidy this all up.”

Mr. Smith
gestures at the disgusting state of his office. Paper and plastic
cups, crushed beer cans, empty bottles, wine stains, cigarette
stubs, overflowing ashtrays, nuts and crumbs, bits of food are
strewn everywhere. Caroline’s own underwear and items of other
people’s clothing are scattered on the sofa and floor.

She
snivels and starts putting the litter into a black bag.

“What do you say?” he asks, lifting her face by her
chin.

“Thank you … sir.”

He grins,
a triumphant look on his face.

It’s well
after midnight by the time she finally gets home.
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Just two
hours later, at 2.23 a.m. precisely, there’s a loud knocking on
their door.

“What the f …” Robbie shouts, jumping out of bed.

The sound
of their front door being smashed open is terrifying. A group of
young people in black Militia uniforms and red bandanas break into
their bedroom.

“Out of bed.” They jeer. “It’s the Colonies for
you!”

She and
Robbie are marched to a police station and then straight to the
jetty. Her hair is still damp from her shower. She’s cleaned
herself up as best she can. She’s wearing just a T-shirt and
shorts.

Robbie,
poor innocent Robbie, still hasn’t a clue. He was asleep when she
got home after having to ‘work late’. She suspects he jerked
himself off, ate a sandwich and watched TV before going to bed.
He’s naked but for a pair of Y-front briefs.

He keeps
asking her, what the fuck have they done wrong?
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Exactly
eight hours later, at 10.23 a.m., while Caroline and Robbie are on
the military hovercraft that’s speeding towards Penal Colony Nine,
Mr. Smith’s new secretary has just started her job.

She’s a
cracking girl named Rosie.


Craack!

She slaps
him.

It’s
outrageous! Neil, her new boss, has slipped his hand under her
pencil skirt and pinched Rosie’s inner thigh, right between her
gusset and labia.

Moments
later a song starts to play on his computer.

 


Aw,
Cracklin' Rosie, get on board

We're
gonna ride

'Till
there ain't no more to go

Taking it
slow

And Lord,
don't you know

We'll
have me a time with a poor man's lady

 


THE END
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