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BOOK 1: THE
WARDEN

 


‘What is fair?’

Bob doodled the question onto his pad while his colleagues
kept droning on. Deep down, he knew that ‘fairness’ is such a
ridiculous concept. One person’s idea of a ‘fair’ division of the
spoils is almost never the same as another’s. Is fairness parity?
Or equality? Or something else?

Three years had passed since the Glorious
First, but millions of ordinary citizens were still
demanding justice. They
had been promised that Inequality, Selfishness and Hunger would
have been eliminated by now. The People’s Revolutionary Government
had exceeded its targets for Retribution and Redistribution. Yet
many people’s lives remained far from perfect. There was even talk
of the C-word.

And so it was that Bob Smith was sat
around a circular table again with his eight most senior
ministers discussing
what to do. Of course, they were a diverse bunch, with different
backgrounds and viewpoints.


“It’s simple. We increase the Quota by another
couple of percent.”

Zadie Wood was Minister for Justice &
Retribution. Like Bob, she was a fiery journalist by trade, before her promotion to one
of the highest offices in the land. Her proposed solution to almost
every issue was to increase the Quota.

Following the bloodless coup of
1st
January 2022, the People’s
Government had immediately passed the Act of Payback. Under this
legislation, only the ‘richest 1 percent of citizens’ would be
identified, arrested and sentenced to ‘Forced Labor and Thought
Reform’ in one of the country’s new Penal Colonies. As importantly,
their wealth and assets would be confiscated by the state and would
thus be available for redistribution to the other 99 per cent.
After all, that was only fair.

Borders were closed, nobody could flee.
Besides, many western countries were pursuing the same agenda.
There was nowhere for the wealthy to run to. The mood in the country was euphoric
as a drunken orgy of revenge ensued. Bank accounts were emptied,
companies were nationalized, private houses were turned into rave
clubs, and the wailing wealthy were marched away to pay their debt
to the new society.

But by the end of the 2022, the original 1
percent “Quota” had been raised to 1.5 percent. Now,
in 2025, it stood at 3
percent. According to the latest data that Bob had seen, 2.9
percent of the adult population was incarcerated in 25 overcrowded
Penal Colonies. Yet now hothead Zadie wanted to increase the Quota
to 5 percent.


“But Zadie, we don’t
have the funds to build,
let alone to staff, more Colonies.”

Barbara Bassey was Minister for Economic
Justice. Zadie and Barbara were both black and female but that didn’t mean they could ever
see eye to eye on anything. Bob was constantly having to prevent
their quarrels escalating. Barbara was an academic, a famously
outspoken socialist lecturer. But running an actual economy hadn’t
proved as easy as she’d imagined.


“It seems to me,” Bob
said, glancing around the table, “we should all take a few days’
thinking time and
postpone any decision for now.”

Bob Smith was the 60 yr old ‘Editor’ of
the Government. Balding, ruddy-faced and bespectacled,
he’d spent his entire career in
the media, initially as a regional reporter, then as a TV
journalist and interviewer. Famed for his confrontational style,
he’d spent two decades tearing incompetent government and shadow
ministers apart. Many of those same ministers were now laboring in
the Penal Colonies.

His had been one of the most important
voices within the secret cabal of media, academic and military figures who had executed
the January 1st 2022
coup so painlessly and successfully. But he was only the ‘Editor’
of the Government. He wasn’t a President or Prime Minister.
Thankfully, those hierarchical days were over for good. The round
table they were all seated at was like King Arthur’s. There was no
head. According to The Constitution, the nine ministers were all
equal. Bob simply ‘edited’ the decisions taken by Government
consensus. And the C-word that Bob hated was Criticism.

After the meeting broke up, Maya Lee pulled
Bob aside.

“A quick word?”

“Sure.”

Maya was Minister for Diversity. She was
also Bob’s de facto
Deputy Editor. Like Barbara Bassey, Maya was an academic, famed for
her “Assortment Theory” thesis that informed so many recent
government decisions. Both Maya and Barbara were
friends.


“Babs is right.” She
said. “I’ve seen the figures. We did well with the richest two percent. And their big
estates have certainly helped tackle the lack of housing. But now
we’re starting on the middle class, Bob. We’ve already hit them
with huge taxes. With the amount they’ve got left, it costs more to
send them to a Penal Colony than we make from confiscating their
assets. What’s more we’d have to build more reformatories for the
minors and boost the adoption program.”

Bob nodded. Deep down he knew Maya was
right.


“But what about
retribution? It’s not just about the money, Maya. It’s about fairness, about making
sure that those who were once the most privileged now face
punishment.”

 


***

 


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

The Student Militia always turned up
unannounced in the middle of the night to make their arrests. There were 10 of
them, all wearing black uniforms and red bandanas, not a single one
of them over 22 years old.


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

“Be brave, darling, I love you. I’ll get
Jules.”

Jim was a 48 yr old
door-to-door salesman.
His wife Sarah was 44 and she now worked as a waitress. Their 21 yr
old daughter Juliette had just graduated.

Jim turned on the light but before he could put any clothes
on, the bedroom door opened and several Student Officers entered.
The one at the front, wearing a red turban instead of a bandana,
spoke.


“James and Sarah
Armstrong, both you and your daughter are being
arrested under Amendment
4a to the 2022 Payback Act. You will be taken from here immediately
and transported to a Penal Colony where you will undergo Thought
Reform during a period of Forced Labor. That period will be State’s
Pleasure, but not less than 10 years …”

Jim always slept with nothing on and he
was standing naked in front of the young Officers. He cupped a hand
limply in front of his
genitals. At that moment, he heard Juliette screaming.

“Pl … please, don’t hurt her.”

The boy in the turban smiled.
“Don’t worry. That’s not
our job.”

“C … can we put some clothes on?”

Sarah was still under the bedcovers. Jim
knew his wife was naked
too. She was holding the sheet to her chin, tousled and
tearful.


“It’s warm outside.
There’s no need for clothes. We’ll go through your house with a toothcomb after you’ve
gone. All your possessions belong to us now.” He grinned. “Think of
them as our commission.”

Three more Youth Officers dragged Juliette
through the doorway into the bedroom. His daughter was naked too,
struggling and
sobbing.

Two minutes later, Jim, Sarah and Juliette
had been locked into the back of a red Militia van. They
had nothing. Not even
clothes on their backs. Just their wedding rings and their
memories. Jim watched the smashed front door recede into the
distance under the streetlights. He wondered if they’d ever see
their home again.

The Armstrongs weren’t the only
family in the processing
station at three o’clock in the middle of the night. There were two
other husbands, with their wives and adult children waiting in
silence except for a few stifled sobs. Jim exchanged glances with
the men, but didn’t dare speak.

A woman in a wheelchair seemed to be in charge. She was young,
in her 20s, in a black uniform with a red beret.


“Excuse me, Miss?” Jim
whispered as she stared
up at him, taking in his naked body and genitals without a trace of
interest. There was a clipboard in her lap. She arched her eyebrow
indicating he could speak.


“I think there’s maybe
some mistaken identity. I’m just a salesman and my wife works in a diner. Our daughter’s
unemployed. We’re not rich.”

The girl turned over her clipboard and looked
at it.


“James Martin Armstrong,
born 11th August
1977?”

“Yes.”


“Employed as an equity
salesman at various banks for 23 years between 1999 and
2022?”

“Er … yes.”

“Big annual bonuses in 2019 and in 2021?”


“Well … it depends on
what you mean by …
big.”

She looked at him and at Sarah and shrugged.

“Big enough.”

With that, she wheeled away, dismissing his
plea.

 


***

 


Bull was sat watching football on TV.

He was in his favorite chair, a beer at his side, a woman at
his feet. She was kneeling facing him, doing her utmost to suck his
cock reverently while he supped his beer and bellowed curses at the
screen.

Colonel Bullock “Two Rocks” Sykes
was the 45yr old Warden
of Penal Colony Nine. With a face and figure that bore more than a
passing resemblance to the actor Dwayne ‘The Rock’ Johnson, his
friends in the military had wittily nicknamed him “Two Rocks”,
given that Bull was a taller, heavier and even bigger version of
the wrestler-turned-movie-star.

Standing 6’ 6” in his underpants, weighing
in at 280 lbs, with a 52inch chest and 38inch waist, Bull was a daunting sight. His skin
was a deep shade of ebony. There was a large bullet scar on his
left thigh and a tattoo of a charging two-horned bull on his
massive right bicep. However, without his underpants, Bull was an
even more daunting sight. The size of his appendage had given rise
to a witty secondary nickname for him; “Two Cocks”.

After a 20 year military career, Bull was now Chief Warden of
Penal Colony Nine, one of the 25 prison camps set up after the
Revolution. He ran it as his personal fiefdom. His word was
law.

Penal Colony Nine was located on the
remote isle of Verteneuf in the southern sea. Its combination of barbed wire, electrified
fencing, armed guards, tagged prisoners, shark-infested seas and
the sheer distance to the mainland made escape impossible. Around
40,000 prisoners were crowded into its four facilities.

Bull had his pick of the ladies. Over the past couple of years
he’d singled out his own best ‘one percent’. Since opening, around
25,000 females had arrived on the island and Bull had sampled some
250 of them. They generally spent a week or two in his private
residence. A steady trickle of new ladies kept things nice and
fresh while a dribble of departures made space
available.

The blonde currently sucking
Bull’s cock was very definitely
amongst the one percent. Linda was a beautiful blonde white woman,
29 yrs old, with aquamarine eyes, a big rack, tight pussy, no kids
but married. The couple had arrived on the island three weeks ago
and Bull had taken them both under his wing straight off the
hovercraft.

Her husband Josh was kneeling on dry
grains of rice watching the action in silence. He was side-on to the TV screen. The
action he was watching wasn’t the football. The action was his
pretty wife giving another man head.

They made a cute pair. Josh Montagu was 32
and he’d previously been a lawyer, a junior partner of some law
firm. Poor guy had been
caught out by the increase in the Quota to 3 percent. His earnings
were well outside the top two percent but, shucks, the law’s the
law. Bull didn’t allow emotion to cloud his judgment. Payback meant
payback in his book.


“Fucking
hell.” Bull exploded at
the screen. “How’d he miss that?”

He grinned down at Linda in mock-apology.
She’d gagged as he thrust into her throat. Women had always struggled with his size.
Back in the old days, girlfriends used to refuse to blow him.
They’d maybe lick the head and jerk him off manually but that was
it. Only Bull Junior’s mom had actually gone the whole hog and
tried to get “two cocks” in her mouth.

But things were different now. Women like
Linda stretched their jaws until their lips cracked. They
learned to worship his heavily
veined and gnarled black truncheon and opened their throats for his
seed. It had taken this blonde a couple of weeks but she’d got
there in the end.

Of course, Bull had got this job mostly
because of his distinguished military career. But
also because of the
Government’s genuine commitment to diversity. He was black. But his
colleagues represented every kind of oppressed minority; for
example, Lesley was lesbian, Lakshit was gay, Umar a Muslim, Bandit
disabled, Kimiko was oriental, poor Hilda was simply “old”. Even
Sadie, who was white, had been an exploited prostitute. And they
were just a few examples of his hugely diverse staff employed on
Penal Colony Nine.

Of course, not every prisoner was white.
Amongst the 40,000 or so, there were some non-whites. But the 2023 ‘First Amendment to the
Payback Act’ had exempted many rich black musicians, sportspeople
and successful minority entrepreneurs from Retribution and
Redistribution. Indeed, even a few popular white footballers had
been excused to demonstrate the Government’s genuine commitment to
fairness.

However, privileged whites obviously made
up around 98 per cent of
the Colony’s inmates. Bull worked them hard. Sucking his dick was
the least of their friggin’ problems. Penal Colony Nine was one of
the few labor camps turning an actual profit. He’d actually found
it straightforward to achieve; simply maximize revenues and
minimize expenses.

Bull glanced across at Josh, who was watching them both in
respectful silence, biting his lower lip at the pain in his bare
knees. The ex-lawyer was naked, with his 9-digit number freshly
tattooed onto his forearm, and rings pierced into his nipples and
cockhead. His body and pubic hair had been shaved and his head
shorn to an extreme buzz-cut.

Bull smiled the large steel ring inserted in the kid’s pale
cock. Josh wasn’t locked at present. He was erect, his 6-inches
jutting out like a yardarm in front of him despite the pain. Bull
liked to see husbands salute him while they watched. He’d warned
young Mr. Montagu not to allow his flag to droop.

He eased Linda’s blonde curls away from
the side of her head so that Josh could have a better view of his pretty wife’s profile,
and her pouting lips as they slurped up and down on his thick
shaft. Josh’s 6-incher was at least average but still considerably
smaller than Bull’s.


“What do you think kiddo?
Your missus doing a decent job this evening?”


“Yes Sir, it would appear
so. I hope so
anyway.”

“The jury’s out.” Bull said, with a wink at
his legal joke.

Josh smiled politely, wincing again as he shifted on the dry
grains.


“Don’t lose that erection
kiddo. Not if you want to keep those balls.”

“Yes Sir.”

Bull looked down at Linda.
Her forehead was
scrunched, eyes downcast, glossy lips painfully stretched. Her
lipstick was a bright crimson that looked so good against his
shaft. Red and Black, the colours of the State.

She was slowly bobbing her head like a yoyo, putting just the
right amount of pressure on his cock, exactly as he’d taught her.
Her tongue was trying to swirl around his helmet although there was
barely space in her mouth.

“Look at me.”

Her blue eyes met his, shifting her
head so she could
continue to suck. Her eyelashes fluttered. There was a sheen of
sweat on her forehead.


“Okay. Final minute.” He
instructed.

Hands behind her back, Linda began moving her head a little
faster, sucking her cheeks in, which accentuated her lovely
cheekbones. Bull could feel his balls getting ready and he turned
to look at Josh again. Just three weeks ago the lawyer had been a
lucky man; well paid, with a nice apartment and a truly beautiful
wife.

Bull threw his head back, groaned, and
allowed his seed to coat
that same beautiful wife’s palate, gums and tongue. He heard a
little choking sound but otherwise she kept silent, somehow
absorbing it all in her mouth.

Eventually he opened his eyes and looked
down, slowly withdrawing his ebony cock. Her jaws remained wide open. Her pink tongue
was pearly white, covered in his copious orgasm. She blinked up at
him.


“Not bad.” He said,
begrudgingly. “Okay,
swallow.”

She gulped once, twice, three times and
then opened her jaws again, showing him her
glistening pink tongue
and gums. Her nostrils flared as she sucked in air through her
nose, digesting his cum.

At that moment, somebody broke
free in the match on
TV.

“Okay, let’s do this!” Bull shouted excitedly
at the screen.

The married couple remained in
place, waiting patiently
while he focused on the football again, until a break in the
action.

He smiled down at Linda.


“Crawl there and
suck your husband’s cock
for a bit. Poor boy looks kind of lonely and ready to shoot. But do
NOT make him cum.”

She blinked again, nodded, and crept a few paces to where the
love of her life was kneeling. Then her lips encircled the large
steel ring in his cockhead as deeply as she could and began to suck
carefully.

Bull winked over at Josh and settled back
to watch the football.

 


***

 


Bob Smith lay in the bathtub
twiddling the hot tap
with his toes.

The hot water supply was limited again.
Despite his government taking all the private utilities back into state ownership,
water and power supplies were failing. Ordinary citizens were
disgruntled. The bloody C-word.

It wasn’t meant to have been like this; communications and
media, solar energy, wind power, roads and rail, vehicles, prisons,
medicine, even dying industries like gas and electricity were all
clearly businesses suited to centralized control and bureaucratic
management.

And yet? Somehow things still weren’t
perfect and the people were criticizing his performance. His colleagues were squabbling
and he could tell some of them were even eyeing up an opportunity
to replace him; Zadie Wood for one, but most worryingly, Mohammed
Demir as well. Bob knew that without the continued support of
Mohammed and his military cronies, an internal coup was not only
possible, it was likely.

He looked down at his hairy belly and
floppy bits floating in
the lukewarm bathwater. Bob was 60 yrs old. He didn’t like to think
of what might happen if he was ousted. Penal Colony One, probably.
He could imagine the smile on Zadie’s face as she shipped him
off.

His government was a core part of the
global network for
change; Out with centuries of inequality and wealth and In with a
new dawn of fairness and redistribution. Bob himself was the leader
of the PUNISH Party: or the ‘People’s United Network against
Inequality, Selfishness and Hunger’ to use its full
name.

Out of an adult population of
66 million, the richest
1,900,000 had been sent to the new Penal Colonies. More
importantly, their assets had been seized and used to improve the
lives of the great majority. It remained a wildly successful and
popular policy. But were the returns diminishing?

The State currently ran 25 Penal Colonies
but more would be needed if they upped the Quota further. The original Colonies One through
Five were located in mining regions in the north of the country.
They housed those who’d been the richest and most entitled before
the Revolution; old money and new elite, ex-politicians, the
privileged and the pompous. As far as Bob knew, conditions in those
five were pretty bad.

Colonies Six through Fifteen were regional
facilities, scattered
north, east, and west, down to the islands in the south. They
housed the lesser lights, those who’d done well, paid their taxes,
but simply done too well; the financiers and entrepreneurs, the
salesmen and the professions. As far as Bob knew, conditions in
those Colonies were much better. Inmates were treated reasonably.
That’s what the Inspectorate said anyway. For example, he had one
recent dossier on his bedside table at that very moment.

Finally, Colonies Sixteen through Twenty
Five were specialist
facilities, mostly in the east, where the focus was on productive
labor. Here inmates used their skills – the engineers and
technicians, designers and creatives – working on government
contracts. Bob knew for certain these inmates were being treated
well. But instead of greedily working for their own benefit as
they’d done before the Revolution, now they were benefitting the
entire population. Bob made a mental note to ask for the
Inspectorate’s Reports for some of these productive Colonies
too.

The bathwater was getting cold. It
was time for him to join
Mrs. Smith in bed. They lived in what was known as ‘The Red House’,
a residence provided by the State. But in keeping with
post-Revolution egalitarianism, it was in fact simply a modest
redbrick house, number 20 Integrity Row, in a residential street
near the capital’s military headquarters.

Before he kissed his wife and turned
out the light, Bob
glanced at the file on his bedside table. It was a report on a
recent inspection of Penal Colony Nine. The island Colony currently
housed 40,108 prisoners and 8,000 staff and turned a profit. It was
apparently brilliantly run by some guy named Colonel Bull Sykes and
his diverse team. The report concluded thus:


“The Colony is
a beacon for the Penal System, with remorseful and penitent men and women working
happily to pay back society whilst enjoying their education in new
ways of thinking. We witnessed no signs of discontent or
mistreatment of the inmates who mostly smiled at
us.”

Bob smiled similarly and
turned out the light.
Maybe there wasn’t enough hot water and things weren’t perfect. But
at least places like Penal Colony Nine were demonstrating the way
forward.

 


***

 


Lesley van Rimmel sat at her desk studying
photos on her computer.

Her leather throne had been specially constructed with a hole
in the seat and a metal cage below it. The cage extended behind her
chair and it contained a girl’s cramped legs and feet. The same
girl’s upturned face lay directly beneath Lesley’s
bottom.

Lesley casually pressed a button on her desk and felt another
whoosh of air in her anus. An electric shock jolted young Francesca
out of her laziness. The girl’s energized tongue returned to work
avidly burrowing inside Lesley’s rectum for treats.

The photos on the computer
were of tomorrow’s
arrivals; mug shots, full length pics of their naked fronts and
backs, genital close-ups. As well as the images there were pages of
history on each, from family trees going back three generations
where known, to birth dates, passport and ID details, education and
work history, plus of course years of tax records and bank
statements.

In 2022, the National Tax Bureau had been
relocated into the
Ministry of Justice and Retribution. Under the People’s Government,
tax was considered a moral issue, rather than a financial one.
Young volunteers – usually school-leavers in their late-teens and
early-20s – trawled through returns, focusing on the bottom line of
tax paid and nothing else. Nobody bothered much about complexity. A
big number meant you earned lots, right?

The young girl currently washing Lesley’s
anus had never paid any tax. But her daddy had. Lots of it. And
under the provisions of
Clause 3 of the Payback Act, adult offspring were deemed just as
guilty as their parents. Hence Francesca Francis, aged 21, was now
serving State’s Pleasure in the same Penal Colony as her parents
and older brother.

Of course, ‘State’s Pleasure’
more accurately equated to
Lesley’s pleasure. After a minimum of ten years, so from 2032
onwards, in theory inmates may start qualifying for parole. It’s
always up to the State whether to release somebody or not. But the
State’s opinion would rest entirely on the Warden’s recommendation.
Furthermore, with some 40,000-plus inmates, there’s no way they’ll
be able to consider more than a fraction of cases.

Hence Lesley wielded enormous power. As
one of three Deputy Wardens under Colonel Bull Sykes, she would
decide young Francesca’s
future. In 2035, when the girl would still only be 31, it might
just be State’s Pleasure to release her? That would be most
unlikely, of course, but it was theoretically possible.

At that moment, Lesley’s eye was caught by
a face on the computer
screen; a pretty young face not unlike the one currently wedged
between her thighs. Further photos revealed a delicious young body;
with lithe legs, a flat stomach, curvy hips, high plump breasts,
pale skin and even a hairless pussy. Lesley’s favorite attributes.
She clicked on the file.

Miss Juliette Armstrong, aged 21,
sentenced to State’s Pleasure with Forced Labor and Thought Reform, recent graduate in
public relations, unemployed. The only child and daughter of Mr.
James Armstrong, 48, ex-banker, guilty of residing in the top 3
percent of taxpayers from 2019 to 2021. Recently working as
door-to-door salesman after Private Bank was nationalized. Daughter
of Mrs. Sarah Armstrong, 44, lazy housewife until obliged to find
work as waitress when Private Bank was nationalized.

Lesley smiled and added a Red Tick to all
three names, placing them in her Favorites Folder. Then she settled back, spread her
knees wider and peered down at Francesca’s head.

“How are you doing down there, darling?”


“Mmm … hnmm.”

Lesley smiled as the murmured response rippled into the
crevice between her buttocks. She did so love forcing these young
straight privileged things to bathe her down there. Lesley herself
had worked as a hotel maid for many years leading up to the
‘Glorious First’ coup; for years she’d cleaned rooms, changed beds,
washed bathrooms, scrubbed toilets and all for a
pittance.

Yet within a month of the new Government taking over, she’d
answered an advert for a Deputy Warden’s position and somehow got
allocated the job. Under the Diversities Commission, her overall
score as (i) a low paid manual worker (ii) an atheist (iii) a
lesbian and (iv) a freckled redhead more than compensated for her
complete lack of qualifications.

She pressed the button again,
savoring yet another
desperate wail as it flowed up her alimentary canal. Francesca
really was a stubborn little thing. It had already taken Lesley six
days just to get the obstinate lass to this point. It turned out
she was besotted on some young boyfriend and obsessed with
conventional boy-on-girl sex. The idea of serving an older lesbian
redhead clearly held no appeal for the 21 yr old. Fortunately it
was official ‘Diversity Policy’ that such bourgeois attitudes be
eradicated within a generation.

Offended, Lesley had researched the boyfriend in question
and tipped off The National Tax Bureau. With luck Adam Clark would
turn out to be a nice rich kid who could maybe join them soon in
Penal Colony Nine?

But in the meantime, Lesley would simply
have to make do with
Francesca … and perhaps her mother as well?

 


***

 


Jim, Sarah and Juliette were loaded onto
the hovercraft transferring them to the Penal Colony. They were just three of
around 100 people crammed into the hold, surrounded by a posse of
armed guards. As far as Jim could tell, the split of prisoners was
about one third men like him, one third their wives, mostly all in
their 30s and 40s up to 50s, and then one third adult children in
their 20s. Every single prisoner was naked and in chains, with
their wrists cuffed and ankles hobbled.


“Okay?” he whispered to
somebody on his immediate right. The guy looked to be about
the same age as
Jim.

“Hm.” the other man shrugged, talking out of
the side of his mouth.

“Name?”


“Rich.” The man sighed,
with a grimace of black
humor. “Unfortunate name, I know. Rich Murray.”

“You going the same place as us?”


“Yep. Penal Colony Nine.
One of the
worst.”

Jim felt his heart miss a beat. “Worst?”


“So they say. Forty
thousand of us in a facility constructed back in 2022 to
house half that number.
Rumor has it the Warden’s a crazy guy. The Colony’s factory has a
government contract to manufacture sex toys. It’s the largest
producer in the world. Supplies 95 percent of the global
market.”

“Phew. How did that happen so fast?”


“Prices. You see we’re not even cheap labor.
We’re free labor. Our government can undercut any competition.
Every prisoner is worked like a dog.”

Jim glanced at Sarah who was listening. He
hoped that Juliette wasn’t able to hear what Rich was saying
too.


“Married?”


“Yep,
Teresa.” Rich jerked his
head at the naked woman behind them. She was a pretty brunette with
big breasts that drooped slightly. Jim guessed she had to be around
40. He blushed when she caught him eyeing up her
body.

“Hi. We’re Jim and Sarah.”

The four of them exchanged surreptitious glances and hushed
murmurs in greeting, keeping an eye out for any young guards who
might be watching.

“Kids?”

“One.” Jim nodded towards Juliette.

Rich studied his daughter for a moment too
long and sucked in his breath.

Jim caught his eye and frowned. It was obvious what Rich
was thinking. Both men were silent a while.

“And you?”

“One.” Rich replied with a tragic shrug. “A
minor. He’s only sixteen.”

“Reformatory?”

“Yep. But at least he’ll have a new start in
life.”

The State ran a substantial social care system looking after
the underage offspring of guilty parents. It was felt that all
minors however privileged could be reformed within a classless and
happy environment. Orphanages took in the youngest while boarding
establishments educated the teenagers. A sophisticated adoption
scheme nurtured them all.

At that moment, the
hovercraft’s engines
started growling and several guards shouted, leveling their machine
guns and ordering silence.

Ten minutes later, the
mainland had receded out
of sight.

Again, Jim wondered if they’d ever see home
again.

 


***

 


Bull stepped out of the shower
and took the towel
offered by Linda, Josh’s blonde wife. He dried his shaved head and
face while she began rubbing his muscled legs with a second warm
towel.

His bathroom looked out over the north of
the Colony’s 9 square miles. The island was roughly
rectangular-shaped and divided
into four segments; East Bay, South Beach, West Hills and North
Point. The Warden’s luxurious house had been built on the central
peak, a few hundred feet above sea level. He had a view of the
ocean in the distance with the factory buildings and dormitory
barracks wedged in between.

Josh was on his knees cleaning the metal
container that functioned as Bull’s toilet. The Colony’s water supply was limited and
its sewage system was primitive. So Bull saved on expense by
keeping everything simple and manual. Water usage was minimized and
waste was recycled as manure on the fields of West
Hills.

He watched Josh dredging up
the mush from the container and
transferring it to a bucket with his bare hands. Sensing Bull’s
eyes on him, Josh turned his head and smiled politely. This had
been an early lesson in Thought Reform; that nobody was too good to
perform any task.


“Thank
you, Sir.” Josh said, as
he scooped up another handful.

Bull chuckled and allowed Linda to kneel
and kiss his cock dry.
He would miss this pair. That was the thing about his life
nowadays; he trained new arrivals and then, once they were broken
in, he replaced them. But that was the way it had to be in the
Penal Colonies.

Josh didn’t know it yet but he’d soon be
saying goodbye to his
wife for the final time. Bull had decided their fate the previous
evening; he’d allocated Josh to the main factory within North
Point. He’d work on the production line 364 days a year until 2058.
Bull had instituted a retirement age of 70 for his factory drudges.
If they survived that long.

Some married couples worked side by side
in the factories, on the farms, or elsewhere, but
many were separated. There was
no room for sentimentality. He’d chosen a different career path for
Linda. Last night’s blowjob had convinced him. She’d be transferred
to the island’s South Beach and the tender care of Sadie
Shark.

Penal Colony Nine hosted
the legendary ‘Pleasure Island’
Resort for the top echelons of the People’s Government.
Bureaucrats, Functionaries, Party officials, senior Administrators,
Prize Winners, could all enjoy well deserved breaks from their long
meetings, tea and biscuits, and paper pushing by visiting the
fleshpots of South Beach. Although senior salaries were modest
compared with pre-Revolution levels, untaxed benefits-in-kind were
much more generous. A top official could go to Pleasure Island for
a week without paying a cent.

So pretty, blonde, cock-sucking Linda would soon have the
opportunity to repay her debt to the very same people who’d
condemned her and Josh; the ministers and bureaucrats and officials
responsible for enforcing the Payback Act. There were no limits to
the activities she’d be obliged to participate in. Indeed, a
primary goal of ‘Thought Reform’ was to eliminate any concept of
like and dislike.

The thought of Linda’s future aroused Bull
and he checked his watch. It was 09.30 hrs. The hovercraft wouldn’t
be arriving until 11
o’clock and so he had time for a quick fuck before he
dressed.


“Wash, then outside onto
the deck.” He ordered.
“Both of you.”

Bull watched Josh and Linda shower and dry
themselves hurriedly. She pushed her fingers inside all her
orifices to wash them
while the young man soaped and rinsed his dirty hands and body
thoroughly.

“Hurry.” He snapped.

Once they were clean, he followed them through the sliding
glass doors onto his wooden deck. There was a nice warm
breeze.

Josh got down onto his hands and knees and stretched his arms
downwards to support himself. He formed his bare back into a human
table.


“Hook him up.”

Linda knelt and picked up a short metal
chain that was bolted to the deck. The chain was thin like those
used for a basin or bath
plug. She connected the hook on the end of it to the ring in Josh’s
penis and winched it tighter, until he was unable to move out of
position.

“Up.”

Then she mounted her husband’s back,
cushioning her bare breasts against his shoulder blades and
raising her butt
provocatively. She placed her knees outside of Josh’s but entwined
their ankles.

Bull smiled. The metal chain ensured Josh’s cock pointed
straight down. The 32yr old had enjoyed one orgasm in the past 3
weeks; that’s if ‘enjoyed’ is the right word. Now his plucked
scrotum was so swollen, his testicles so full and tender that they
looked like a single pink orb.

Linda had sucked her husband’s cock until the end of last
night’s match. Unfortunately for them, the game had run into extra
time and still Josh had no release. Bull was a firm believer in
rigorous male chastity. Well, not all males obviously! But clearly
male prisoners must have enjoyed the privilege of sexual freedom
while they were free men. He had no doubt that many of them had
used their ill-gotten wealth to exploit employees and servants,
prostitutes and the poor. Well, now was their time to learn
restraint.

His deck overlooked the entire north and
eastern half of the island. In amongst the green forest were
factories and barbwire, roads and the river, and the wharf where the hovercraft and other
vessels docked. Factory work had long since begun, three and a half
hours earlier, when the sun rose at 6 a.m.

Bull took in the view proudly. This was
all his responsibility. Well, his and Lesley’s and the other two Deputies. But
ultimately it was his. Forty thousand souls paying lifelong penance
for their sins.

Plus a constant trickle of new arrivals to
keep things interesting.

 


***

 


Halfway through the journey, several
masked guards came into the hold and led four of the younger women away. Fortunately
they started from the left and selected them before they reached
Juliette, who was huddled behind Sarah. Jim heaved a sigh of
relief. His wife was still a very attractive woman but he knew that
his 21 yr old was a stunner.

The guards were mostly all in their
early-20s. They moved with easy grace, powerful movements and total confidence. It was
obvious they knew they could do whatever they liked with impunity.
The crowd sobbed and shrieked as four girls were grabbed but a few
warning shots fired into the air quickly produced order. Jim could
see a door marked ‘Private, Staff Only’. The guards marched the
quartet of unlucky girls through the door and that was that.
Nothing could be heard above the noise of the engines and mournful
weeping in the hold.

About an hour later, two guards returned
with the first of the
girls. She looked about Juliette’s age, maybe a bit older, and
certainly less pretty. She had a black eye, a swollen lip and her
buttocks were bright red. But Jim was even more shocked when she
got closer to him and he saw the state of her vagina and glistening
inner thighs. He clenched his jaw as he heard the poor girl’s
parents howling.

 


***

 


Bull fingered open her labia and rolled
his thumb in between
them. He remembered spotting Linda the moment she came off the
hovercraft. He always went to the dockside to see the cargo
unloaded. He knew Lesley preferred to do her research online but
Bull enjoyed the surprise of emerging bodies that he’d never seen
before.

Below Linda’s welcoming pussy, Bull could
see her husband’s swollen scrotum peeking insolently between his legs. Bull gave the
testicles a fierce flick with his index finger, making the kid
groan in pain.


“Hush now and brace
yourself.” He chuckled.

Bull kept his feet on the ground but otherwise let most of his
weight sink onto the couple when he eased his erection into Linda’s
pink pussy. It always made him smile the way his friends talked
about ‘white pussy’. There ain’t no such thing as white pussy. It’s
all pretty and pink.

He seesawed in and out a few times to
accustom her to his size
again and got a rhythm going. Josh’s extended arms were visibly
straining with the effort of supporting the load. Jim could see the
sinews in his forearms and hear his strained intakes of breath.
Sure, it had to be hard for the poor guy. But fucking a wife atop
her husband was one of Bull’s favorite pastimes.

He’d have to keep an eye out for Josh,
even after he began work in the factory; 91-hour working
weeks were a tough shout
for even the fittest, most resilient young guys. But it was the
dormitory barracks that really hit them hard. Bull had modeled
Penal Colony Nine on Chinese laogai camps.

A consultant called Mr. Feng from China
had visited while the Colony was being constructed. They’d got on very well and Bull
embraced what had worked well in the People’s Republic. So it was
that male inmates slept 10 to a room on a concrete floor, each in a
space just 30 inches (76 cms) wide. There was no bedding at all.
The prisoners lay separately in the darkness and slept in the
humid, snore-and-fart-filled air as best they could.

Like the laogai camps, each small room for
10 inmates had a single bucket as its nighttime latrine. New
arrivals slept nearest the bucket and eventually moved further away
as newer inmates took their place. Bull thought of the protocol as
a kind of ‘long service bonus’.

He smiled
inwardly as he imagined a classy kid like Josh confronted with his
dormitory and al fresco washroom. Each inmate was allowed a cold
sluice daily in the outdoor shower area. One toothbrush, a cube of
carbolic soap and one towel were shared by 10 inmates.

Meanwhile,
Linda was whimpering rhythmically in sync with his firm thrusts.
This was possibly the final time he’d fuck her before she split
with Josh. He might as well make it memorable for them both.

“Kiss
your husband’s neck.”

He listened to
her gentle, damp murmurs.

“Whisper
in his ear how much you love him.”

“Um … I …
lo … love … ugh … you … so … mu … much … darl … ling.”

Bull was
getting close now. He accelerated his lunges, driving as deep into
her as he could. He could feel her tightness loosening, up near the
cervix. He’d had Linda injected with a contraceptive on arrival. It
was important to leave proper deposits for Josh to be able to
clean.

“I … love
… ugh … you … mm so … much … d … darl … ling.” She
repeated.

He threw his
head back and grunted, unleashing squirt after squirt of black cum
inside her, making himself chuckle as he did so. Black cum indeed.
As ridiculous as white pussy. Anyway, it made the point.

After relaxing
atop Linda’s back while his heart slowed and final dollops of
goodness leaked into her, he slowly pushed his massive frame
upwards, listening to Josh grunt with the effort of being their
mattress.

Bush stood and
walked around the couple to the front of Linda’s face. His shiny,
veined cock was at three-quarter mast, poking out from his wiry
nest of tightly coiled pubic hair. She took the crown between her
lips and suckled it clean.

“Unfasten
him.”

The bigger
clean up task was Josh’s. Linda climbed off her husband and
unhooked the penis ring so he could move again. He slowly stretched
the knots in his shoulders and limbs. Then he rolled over, onto his
back, without even having to be asked.

Bull watched
Linda settle astride her husband’s upturned face. She kept her
knees akimbo, so that Bull could enjoy the show. As with most men,
it had taken Josh a few days of intense punishment and training to
stomach Bull’s insistence on a clean plate. The kid begged and
retched and heaved and even threw up during their first week. But a
combination of threats and pain and repetition and forced feeding
had done the trick.

Linda’s waxed
pussy was puffy and wide open, resting atop Josh’s nose. Soon great
slugs of white cum began oozing out of her and into his open mouth.
Bull watched it slither over the young man’s flat tongue and gums
down towards his throat.

“Look at
me.” He said.

She turned her
face and stared at him, looking just as she had when she was
sucking his cock the night before while he watched TV. He saw total
submission in her eyes. There was no embarrassment as she fed her
husband his cum. Bull’s job was done. This one was trained.

Josh’s Adam’s
apple was bobbing and he occasionally emitted gurgling sounds
through his parted lips. But Bull knew that if he could see kid’s
eyes they’d be totally compliant too. Yes, his job here really was
done.

He felt no
guilt. This couple had enjoyed the good times. Now they were paying
the piper. Bull was only doing his duty.

Boy, but that
was an impressive load! He’d done them both proud. It was still
seeping out. At least he had managed to make this final fuck
memorable for them.

But now it was
time to move onto a fresh challenge.

 


***

 


A buzz went round the hold as the island finally came into sight.
Through the plastic windows, Jim could just see a tall
communications mast, and then a growing pyramid of green vegetation
and low structures. The spray of the hovercraft occasionally threw
wet mist onto the window blurring his view.

By now, all four girls had emerged from
the private, ‘Staff Only’ door and been reunited with the group. Each one displayed
signs of brave resistance before being overpowered; tear-stained
cheeks, cut lips, bruised breasts and glistening thighs. Jim was
slowly realizing that this wasn’t a one-off. The guards molested
people as they liked. The dreadful rumors back home that very few
people had believed looked like they might actually be true after
all.

Five minutes later, the hovercraft
slowed and pulled up
alongside a long jetty. There were more armed guards to greet them
along with those already on the vessel. Jim stared at the guards’
faces. Many were young - 30s, 20s, even teens perhaps - although
there were a number of older ones too; men and women, black, white
and all shades in between, muscled and fat, some wearing hijabs or
peaked caps and others covered in sleeve tattoos and facial scars,
even a couple sitting in wheelchairs.

“Welcome to Penal Colony Nine.” a loud voice
boomed.

 


***

 


Bull stood and watched the cowering group of prisoners walk out
of the hovercraft’s doors and down the gangplank to the jetty. He
was dressed in his uniform of black jacket, trousers and boots,
holding a leather swagger stick. He’d parked his jeep at the side
of the road.

Today’s manifest said there were 52
females and 48 males, including 33 couples, 30 offspring and 4 random singles. As
usual most of them were white. At first glance, they were a decent
selection of fresh meat. The middle classes being arrested nowadays
were generally fitter and younger than the portly upper echelons of
earlier years.

The guards sorted them into couples and family groups in
two-by-two crocodile formation for the walk to the assessment hall.
Several of Bull’s closest colleagues were taking charge; Umar and
Lakshit were there, and Kimiko was ready to check for any signs of
ill health on arrival. After a few minutes, the naked file of
dejected humanity began trudging from the jetty towards the
concrete road, escorted by shouting guards.

He studied them as they passed. They glanced at him and dropped
their eyes. A few years ago they’d have expected Bull to serve
their restaurant table or drive them in his taxi cab, maybe even
supply them with drugs. He’d have been just a faceless black to
them. But now he was their lord and master. He towered over them
and they were just faceless white workhorses to him.

The women were mostly attractive. Central
Office allocated the pick of the catch to Penal Colonies Four, Nine
and Nineteen, since they
were the ones with Pleasure Resorts. Even the mothers were in good
shape, with gym-toned figures, firm breasts and pert asses. The
adult daughters were much more tearful. It looked like a few had
already helped the guards pass the hovercraft journey.

The men were nice looking too, as far as Bull could tell. He
mostly focused on their suitability for work; broad shoulders, flat
abdomens, strong legs and arms. As usual their genitals were
unimpressive; shrunken and soft due to their shame and
fear.


“Halt.” He said,
as a couple he liked the
look of walked past him.

The line of prisoners
immediately stopped
moving.

“Ages?”

“Er … Chris …” the man started saying.

“I don’t need your name, boy. Age!”

“Twenty seven.”


“Tw … twenty five.” The
woman by his side
stammered.

Bull slowly studied the woman from head to toe; strawberry
blonde hair, green eyes, pretty face, small but perky boobs, flat
stomach, nice legs.

“Legs apart.”

The man called Chris bristled but didn’t
move. His wife parted her legs. Bull slid his swagger stick from her knees up her inner
thighs to her gingery pubic hair. He split her labia with the
tip.


“No.” he announced. “Ugly pussy. Move
on.”

More shocked than relieved by his callous
dismissal, the couple blushed then started marching
again. Now every other
pair looked nervous when they approached the spot where Bull stood.
A 6’ 6” black officer in uniform does tend to daunt a naked, newly
arrived prisoner.

“Halt.”

Again the column came to a halt.

“Ages?”


“48 and 44, Sir.” The man
answered, meeting Bull’s
gaze.

“Children?”

The man looked over his shoulder.
“Daughter, Sir. 21.”

“Names?”


“James and Sarah
Armstrong, Sir. And
Juliette.”

Bull nodded. They were a fine trio. He was
a good judge of flesh. And an even better judge of character.
They’d be worth his
time.


“Stand aside.” He said to
them. “Wait here. Let the remainder pass.”

 


***

 


Jim watched the last of the hundred people overtake them. He’d
never seen so much dejection in his life. A line of misery
comprising human beings who were guilty of nothing other than
having made a bit of success out of their lives and jobs. Now every
last penny had been appropriated and their dignity was being
steadily destroyed.

But he had more immediate concerns. What
was it Rich had said? Penal Colony Nine, one of the worst. Warden’s a crazy guy who works
everybody like dogs.

And this huge black man
gave off an aura of
being the Warden.


“So James,” the man said,
confirming his fears, “the name is Colonel Bull Sykes. I’m the
Warden here. Every week or two I choose a couple of new inmates to take a personal
interest in.”

He smiled, leering at Sarah and
Juliette’s nude bodies
as well.

“Yes S … sir. Thank you.” Jim managed to
stammer, his heart thumping.


“I usually prefer young
couples. But on this occasion, I think a threesome may make things more interesting.
You are very pretty young lady.”

Jim heard Juliette suppress a snivel of fear as she replied. “Th
… thank you, Sir.”

“And you. Sarah, did you say?”


“Yes Sir.” Jim’s wife
replied, her voice sounding courageous.


“You’re not so bad
either.” The black man said
bluntly.

Nobody spoke as they swallowed their
embarrassment.


“Get in
my jeep.” He ordered. “James
upfront with me, ladies in the back. It’s a short drive to my
home.”

 


***

 


Cook was in the kitchen when she
heard the jeep. She
moved awkwardly to peer through the window at the new arrivals,
poor things.

She wiped her hands on her apron’s bump. Cook was heavily
pregnant. She and her husband Nick had been picked by the Warden 8
months earlier and she’d conceived almost immediately. There was no
doubt she was carrying the Warden’s child. Thanks to her cooking
skills, she was now his fulltime chef while her husband was his
butler.

Cook looked at the new arrivals, surprised
to see three of them; parents and a daughter by the looks of it. Poor things had no idea.
She dreaded to think of what the Warden might get up to with that
combination.

“Newbies?” Butler commented over her
shoulder.

Of course, they’d arrived with names. But
the Warden had forbidden them to even think of their real names again, let along to use
them. He was Warden. They were simply Cook and Butler.

Her husband was dressed in full butler’s regalia; black tailcoat,
waistcoat, white shirt, stiff collar, bow tie, pinstripe trousers,
black shoes. Unfortunately for him, the fabric used was burlap. In
the island’s humid climate, it was dreadfully hot and
itchy.

There was a hard lump under the fly of her husband’s
trousers. Butler lived in a ferociously tight chastity cage. Warden
had dictated that her husband must remain locked up until their
child was born.


“Uhum” she answered,
pecking him on the
cheek. It was her way of fighting back. A surreptitious kiss here,
a stroke there, anything to make their lives seem a bit more
normal.


“Couple of pretty
ones.” Butler
commented.


“With no idea what’s in store for them.” She
replied.

 


***

 


Jim climbed out of the jeep.

The Warden seemed very relaxed, as if he had total confidence
they wouldn’t attack him or try to run. After all, what would they
do, where would they go? What’s more the huge black man had 9
inches in height and probably about 120lbs on him. And the Warden
was armed.

“Here we are.” He said. “Welcome to the
Bullpen!”

Jim stared at the lineup that greeted
them. There were two men with sweaty faces dressed like butlers in tailcoats and
pinstripes, and two women in traditional maid’s aprons and tight
outfits.

Further along there were two naked couples. The men had crew
cut hair and tattooed numbers on their forearms. Jim noticed rings
in the heads of their dangling penises. Both women looked very
pretty, somewhere between Sarah’s and Juliette’s ages.

The Warden chuckled and made introductions.

“These are James, Sarah and Juliette.”

Jim couldn’t remember every name. But he
took in a heavily pregnant woman in a larger apron who the Warden called Cook. And he
clocked Josh, a naked guy who seemed to be eyeing him with
pity.


“Let’s show you to your dormitories.” The
Warden said.

Jim was appalled when he saw the tiny,
windowless room. There were 2 pairs of metal bunk beds. An upper and lower bunk filled
one wall and the other pair filled the side wall. In the corner of
the third wall was a metal bucket. The fourth wall was mostly just
the doorway they were all standing in.

He spotted what had to be small CCTV
cameras mounted in the
four corners between the walls and ceiling. There was no natural
light and the room was stuffy and humid. Several flies were buzzing
around.

The Warden jerked his chin at one of the
lower bunks. There was the thinnest of mattresses with a
crumpled sheet on it. Jim
spotted several stains.


“That’s Josh’s bunk. But
he’ll be leaving us for
good in a few minutes. You can take over his bed and
possessions.”

Jim glanced at the bed and around the
room. Possessions? He
couldn’t see anything.

The Warden laughed as if reading his mind.


“Don’t worry about taking
over Josh’s sheet. I can
assure you he hasn’t been jerking off onto it! And I think he’s
already used up his weekly allocation of toilet paper. You’ll have
to wait another two days until the next distribution. You get
21sheets. Three per day.”

Sarah and Juliette were listening as well. Jim felt lightheaded,
trying to take everything in. It was too overwhelming.


“You get to share a
toothbrush and soap with your dormitory buddies. You all
receive a little tube of
toothpaste and small bar of carbolic soap per
month.”

Jim held onto the doorframe in order to
stay upright in the
stuffy heat.

“That’s it my friend. You don’t need any
other possessions here. We generously provide everything.”

The women’s dorm was similar but slightly larger. There were 3
pairs of bunks instead of two, two buckets instead of just one, and
the same number of CCTV cameras. One of the buckets made a sloshing
sound when the Warden kicked it.


“Luxury.” He winked. “I
like to spoil my
ladies.”

The Warden patted one of the lower bunks with the same thin
mattress and similar rutted sheet as on Jim’s bed. There was a pale
pink smudge on the sheet. Dried blood by the looks of
it.


“Juliette, my dear. You
can have this one, next to the door. It was Linda’s but she’ll be leaving us soon as
well.”

Jim looked at his daughter’s face as she stared at her
accommodation. Her bedroom at home had pink-heart wallpaper, a
brass bed, a dressing table, wardrobe closet and a television, as
well as her own bathroom.

Next the Warden pointed at the top bunk furthest
away.


“And mummy, you can go
there, up above Cook. Cookie’s pregnant state means she can’t climb onto the top
bunk any longer.”

Sarah nodded her head, avoiding Jim’s
gaze.

Finally the Warden led them into the bathroom, making
a ‘ta-dah’ gesture.

Jim stared. There was a contraption he’d never seen
before. But he could guess what it was.


“That’s right.” The
Warden chuckled, patting Jim’s bare shoulder. “Enema station. This
is where you’ll get cleaned out. Much more thorough than toilet paper I can
assure you.”

There was no conventional toilet anywhere.
Jim looked round at rest
of the bathroom and caught Sarah’s eye. There were more CCTV camera
lenses dotted around.


“No need to get
embarrassed in here,
ladies.” The Warden said, stroking Sarah’s shoulder this time.
“We’re not guilty of gender bias. Boys and girls share at the same
time.”

There was a tiled shower area with two
shower heads. It was completely open, without any privacy. In the
corner was a single
basin with a triangle of cracked mirror fixed above it and, on the
wall, a few pegs on which dirty towels were hanging.

Jim had never seen anything so sordid in his
life.


“So, home sweet home.”
The Warden opened his palms in a welcome gesture.
“This is where you’ll live
until I decide what to do with you.”

 


***

 


Lesley watched the new arrivals being
processed.

She sighed when she realized that the trio
she’d red tagged – Juliette something and her parents – weren’t
available. Obviously Bull had got there first! Still she was sure she could borrow the
girl some time soon.

Meanwhile there were still 50 other
females for her to check
out. As usual they were a miscellany of looks; a few real beauties,
one or two plain-Janes, but mostly somewhere in between and all
fuckable. They were all ages from 20s up to a couple in their
early-50s.

Although she was solely
attracted to women,
Lesley took a great deal of sadistic pleasure in punishing men. In
her view, most of the evils of the past had been caused by male
testosterone, male competitiveness, greed and base urges. Where
women were in control, things were much better. Role models such as
Florence Nightingale and Mother Teresa, Elizabeth Seton and Joan of
Arc were proof that her view was right.

She quietly mingled amongst the lines of men waiting to be
tagged and tattooed. The process was intentionally very slow and
laborious. These were no doubt the sort of people who would have
complained in an airport or store when the queue moved slowly and
the staff were inefficient. Yet now they stood and waited like
lambs, seemingly in no hurry at all.

As usual, the guards
focusing on the male
queue were mostly young women. It added delightfully to the
arrivals’ shock and awe.

She heard a commotion and saw a
naked man in his 40s
being forced to bend over at gunpoint. Two bossy girls half his age
were berating him. Both had black uniforms with red piping. The one
holding her pistol was wearing a peaked cap and an angry
expression. She was holding his head down by his hair. The other
girl holding a leather crop wore a hijab that covered most of her
face.

Lesley smiled as they gave
his bare bottom a dozen
crisp strokes, while the lines of naked fathers stood quaking with
fear and humiliation, staring ahead and trying to ignore the splats
of the crop and the man’s cries.

Amongst them, she spotted tall, handsome prey with his eyes
downcast.

“Name?”

“Er … Murray.” He said. “Rich Murray.”

He had salt and pepper hair, a moustache
and a good body for his age. Lesley guessed he was in his forties. She slowly moved her
eyes down his chest to his groin.


“Hands on your head and
feet apart … Mister …
Murray.”

She emphasized his full name with a huge
amount of sarcasm. His jaw set in anger and he looked like he might
disobey. But he managed
to control himself. Blushing, he placed his hands on his hair and
spread his legs.

“Wider.”

He slid his feet further apart on the tiled floor. Lesley stared at
his pubic hair and genitals. He was uncircumcised. His shrunken
cock had a polo neck of foreskin on the end. His balls hung down in
his wrinkled sac.

She smiled, took a black marker pen out of
her jacket pocket and
removed its cap.

“Keep still.”

She slowly wrote the letter C just above his
pubic hair and then drew a circle round it.

He looked down and frowned, clearly confused.


“Don’t worry, Mr. Murray.
That doesn’t mean
Castrate.”

She cupped his balls, giving them a squeeze, making him wince.
Then she smiled again and tugged his loose foreskin out as far as
it would stretch.


“It means
Cut, Richikins. As in
Circumcise! One of those nurses at the end of the line will
snip-snip your foreskin away. So much more hygienic in this warm
climate.”

He looked horrified and his hands
twitched.


“Wh … why?” His voice was
hushed but discourteous. “Surely there’s no genuine reason you need to do that.
It’s just malicious.”

Lesley burst into laughter, causing
several people to look
round.

“Exactly, Rich! Well done. It’s just
malicious and cruel. Diddums. Now keep still.”

She wrote a large P next to the C
and put another circle
round it.

“Piercing, Rich. A large piercing. I will
see it you have a ring the size of your big mouth inserted in that
cockhead. Then we can dangle some hefty weights off it.”

“N … no … please.” He squeaked.

Lesley smiled. Within 60
seconds, she’d managed
to transform the man’s attitude from sullen confrontation to shrill
compliance; circumcised, chaste and now just one more tiny
detail.

She wrote the figure 1 above the C and P,
between his waistline and belly button. Sneering coldly,
she put her marker pen
away.

His brown eyes looked at her nervously,
questioningly.


“You’ll find out when you
get to the front of the
queue, Rich. Now, where’s your wife?”


“Th … there.” His eyes
led her to an attractive woman in the next line about three
places behind them. She
was looking on, horrified.

Lesley sashayed over to her. The female
lines were monitored by young men, boys really, mostly spotty and spiky-haired, white,
black and shades of brown. Several were smoking self-rolled
cigarettes while they casually studied the pale flesh on
display.

“Name?”

“Teresa Murray.”

The woman tried to meet Lesley’s gaze but
she quickly lowered her
eyes. She was a good fit for her husband. One could imagine them as
a successful couple taking the dance floor at a party, him dashing
in a dark suit or tuxedo, her sexily swishing in a long silk
dress.

But naked she was merely
vulnerable, with just a
couple of excess pounds on her hips, and a very fine pair of tits
despite some unavoidable droop.


“Look at me.” Lesley
snapped.

Teresa’s eyes were an unusual mix of pale blue and olive green
with long lashes. She looked at Lesley with a pleading
expression.

“Hands on your head and feet apart.”

Teresa immediately obeyed, spreading her feet
obscenely wide.


“How long have you
been with
John?”


“Nineteen years
… well, married nineteen and
dating for two years before that.”

Lesley fingered the woman’s labia apart. They felt clammy in the
humidity and definitely soiled inside.


“Ooh,” she cooed,
“naughty bitch. Did you and John have sex last night?”

The woman’s cheeks blushed. A couple of the young guards
grinned.

“Y … yes.”


“How sweet. And how
lucky! A final fuck just
before the Militia burst in, right? How tight did you cut
it?”

“We w … we’d been asleep for about t … two
hours.”

Lesley removed her finger, sniffed it, and wiped it on
Teresa’s tit.


“So you were both still
having an active sex life after two decades? I’m impressed. How often a
week?”

Teresa blushed again. “Twice, sometimes three
times, it depends.”


“No,” Lesley
corrected, “not
depends,
my dear. Depended! Past tense.
‘Depends’ is present tense. Your marital sex life is
history.”

A big fat tear bubbled out of Teresa’s eye and down her
cheek.

“Pl … please …” she whispered, hands still on
her head.


“Oh don’t cry dear. Don’t worry. You’ll still
get plenty of action. Look at these fine young lads
here.”

Lesley arched an eyebrow at a chubby
Asian boy who was
squeezed into his black uniform.

“You’d fuck Teresa here wouldn’t you?”

The kid eyed her up and down
with fresh interest.

“Sure.”


“And what about you?”
Lesley asked a short,
carrot-haired boy who was picking his nose.

The white kid stepped forward and took a closer look at Teresa.
He peered at her face then down her body, before wiping his finger
under her mouth. He left a green ball of snot on her
chin.

He shook his head. “Too old. Too ugly. Have you got a daughter
here?”

Teresa was properly crying now. She shook her
head.


“No, my … son is … in a
reformatory.”

Lesley shrugged. “Oh well, I’m sure some
of the less fussy boys
will want you. What are these tits? D-cup?”

“Y … yes.”

Lesley took her black marker pen out and
removed the cap slowly.

Then she wrote a G on Teresa’s right breast
and drew a circle round it.

 


***

 


Bull summoned Josh to the front door
without any
warning.

Four female guards were waiting on motorcycles. One of the
cycles had a long chain lying behind it like a water-ski rope
behind a boat.

Josh looked increasingly alarmed as a
guard gagged him with a ball and leather strap while another
fastened his wrists to
handcuffs on the end of the chain. Then she connected a small chain
hanging from the cuffs to the ring in his cockhead. It tugged his
penis upwards.


“Mfhm …” Josh mumbled,
looking at Bull in confusion. The female guards remounted
their bikes and revved
the engines. The one in front edged forwards, pulling the chain
tight.

Bull smiled and slapped Josh hard on his
bare buttock.


“Farewell, my friend. It
was good to meet you. A valuable three weeks for all of us. I very
much enjoyed Linda. She’s a great fuck you know.”


“Mmffhhmm.” Josh
moaned, wide-eyed.


“She’s locked in a cell
right now. It’s best you both don’t say goodbye. Tearful farewells are tiresome. I’ll say
goodbye to her for you. You’ll never see her again. Your career
choice is taking you down onto the factory floor while her future
lies elsewhere.”

“MMFFHHMM…!” Josh tried to scream loudly
through the ball-gag.

The bikes revved and the chain pulled him forwards two paces.
His stretched penis almost tore off as he tried to
resist.

Bull slapped him again, harder.


“Don’t worry my
friend. This isn’t
goodbye for us. I will be keeping an eye on you when I visit the
factory. So work hard and have fun.”

The four bikes began driving away slowly,
hauling Josh Montagu to the next stage of his new life.

Bush stood and waved until they rounded the bend.

 


***

 


An hour later, Lesley caught up with the
Murray couple.

They were in the processing area, where several new prisoners were
being inspected by uniformed nurses, matrons, tattooists and
barbers, a doctor and a surgeon, all under close guard. Several
Alsatian and Doberman dogs salivated in the corner. There were
hospital beds with leather straps, gynecological stirrups and
bright overhead lamps.


“Ah, Mr. Murray, good to
see you again.”

The handsome 44yr old husband
and father had been buckled
down onto a metal cot. Brown leather straps for his wrists, neck,
chest, thighs and ankles held him completely immobile. His
moustache had already been shaved off and his mouth was now sealed
with duct tape.

A young female student was using electric clippers to buzz
cut his hair. She had no hairdressing training or talent but that
didn’t seem to matter.


“Nice.” Lesley said,
standing beside the cot and running her finger over the 9-digit
number that was freshly
tattooed into his forearm. She smiled at his naked
groin.

The nurse chuckled and showed Lesley a
piece of tissue on which there was a sliver of red and pink flesh.

“Here!” Lesley chucked Rich Murray’s foreskin
to the nearest dog.


“Mmmphh.” He tried to say something to her
through his taped lips.

Much more impressive was the steel hoop that had just been
inserted into the exposed crown of his pierced penis. It was the
size of a large key ring, as big as a silver dollar.


“Excellent.”
Lesley said, lifting the
steel and pulling Rich’s penis up with it. She tugged it tight,
testing its strength. It looked like a nose ring for leading a bull
about with.

“MMMPHH!” He tried more forcefully to repeat
his earlier point.


“Oh diddums.” She
laughed, dropping the
hoop. “We’ll have a lot of fun doing some weightlifting with
that.”

Meanwhile, the student had finished
clipping Rich’s hair. She’d left a few long tufts above his ears and some stray wisps
at the back but his hairstyle would do for now.

Lesley smiled at him. “You look so much better without the
moustache.”


“Mmmphh.” He
replied.

“Now, you’ve had the C and P done. How about
the ‘1’?”

At that moment an Asian in a white coat and latex gloves
appeared at the end of the cot. He was holding a steel kidney bowl
with a syringe and scalpel in it. He was the surgeon.


“Ah,
speak of the devil. This
gentleman would like one testicle removed, please.” Lesley said to
the surgeon, pointing at the ‘1’ written on his
stomach.

“MMMMMMPPHHHHHH!”

Almost everybody in the processing area laughed. The only
exceptions were Rich’s wife Teresa and a couple of other prisoners.
Rich struggled desperately against the leather straps until the
veins in his neck bulged.

So far, the same surgeon had only
performed half of Teresa’s breast augmentation. She looked extremely weird.
Her splendid D-cup boob on the left was just the same as before but
the one on the right was now an alarming G-cup.


“Lovely doctor. A
wonderful lopsided appearance. I think we’ll leave Mrs.
Murray wobbling about
like that for a week or two, don’t you?”

He shrugged in agreement
and picked up his
scalpel, leaning over to look at Rich’s defenseless
scrotum.

“MMMMMPPPHHHH!”

“What’s that Rich? You really must speak more
clearly.” Lesley admonished.

His panicked eyes pleaded with her. His forehead shone with
sweat.


“Oh come on! It’s
only one ball. You’ll
still have another. You’ll be the perfect lopsided partner for your
missus. Big Tit and One Ball.”

Again, everybody laughed. They always
enjoyed Lesley’s standup
comedy routine. Even the dogs were slobbering and
grinning.

The surgeon took hold of Rich’s scrotum and readied the scalpel
blade.

Rich’s eyes were crying as he shook his head from side to
side.

She raised her hand in a stay of execution
and nodded at the nurse
who ripped the duct tape from his mouth.


“Tell me why I should
spare your balls,
Richikins.”


“Ple …” he gasped, his
mouth parched. “I get it! I promise I understand, Ma’am. I’ll do anything you say. I get
it, really.”

Lesley stared down at him coldly, and then slowly allowed her
expression to soften. “Okay, Mr. Murray.” She chuckled. “Double or
quits. If you impress me with your attitude and obedience I’ll let
you keep your useless testicle. But … one mistake and it’s bye bye
to both balls!”

“Why’d you pick on this pair?” the Asian
surgeon murmured, removing his latex gloves.

“No reason.” She replied. “I just felt a bit
bored.”

 


***

 



“So, tell me,”
Bull said, “all about
you.”

He was sat at his dining table eating the
meal Cook had prepared.
It was a huge fillet steak and fries with Colony Nine salad and
Island-baked Bread.

The Armstrong family stood facing the table while he ate.
All three were still naked. Remarkably it had only been 18 hours
since the Student Militia broke down the front door and their lives
changed forever.


“You
first.” He pointed his
fork at Sarah.


“Er … well I’m 44 …”


“Not that shit.” He said.
“I know all the facts. Tell me what I don’t know.”

“Like, sir?”

“How many men have you fucked?”

There was an awkward silence and intake of breath.

“J … just my husband, sir.”

He sighed. “What about head? How many boys did you
blow?”

She blushed scarlet, glancing sideways. “Er …
two, sir.”

Bull smiled. That was clearly news for her husband and
daughter.


“You didn’t
know?” He asked
Jim.


“We … we never discussed
it, sir. Not that meaningless stuff before we met.”


“What about you then? How many girls had you
fucked?”


“I don’t remember, sir.
Three I think, maybe
four.”

“That’s not fair is it?” Bull took a swig of
beer.


“I’m four years older,
Sir.”

Bull nodded and turned to Juliette.
“And you, little
one?”

She took a fleeting look at her parents. “Er … two,
sir.”

He smiled again. That was clearly
news for her family
too.


“And tell me,” he turned
back to Sarah, “black guys. Do you find men like me attractive?”

She stared at him in shock.
The woman seemed clever enough
to work out there was no easy answer to that question.

“Er … some, yes sir.”


“What
about Indian, Arab,
Oriental? Them too?”

“N … not so much, sir.”

He nodded, enjoying her honesty. “You realize that you’re all
here for Thought Reform as well as Hard Labor, right?”

“I … I’m not quite sure what that really
means, sir.” Sarah replied.

Bull bit into another chunk of steak.


“It means changing the
way you think. For example, you went to bed last night thinking you’re a free
woman with a nice husband. You thought you get to choose what to do
with your day and what to buy from the shops. Most of all you
thought you can decide which cocks go in that pussy there and which
don’t. Correct?”

“Y … yes, sir.”


“May …?” her husband Jim
started to
interrupt.


“Shut up!” Bull
shouted, almost throwing
his steak knife at him.


“And you went to bed
thinking that your white
pussy is way too precious for random cocks, yes?”

She wiped a tear from her eye.

“Yes sir.”

Bull turned to her husband
clarifying that it was
now his turn to speak.


“And you, James, went to bed thinking that your
wife’s pussy is yours and way too good for cocks like mine, didn’t
you?”

“ … I suppose so, yes sir.”


“Well, ‘Thought Reform’ is simply helping you
change those old-fashioned ways of thinking. And my job over the
next few weeks is to start that ball rolling. Here in the Bullpen
we can do things two ways; the easy way, or the hard way. To be
honest I prefer the hard way. But I find that most of my initiates
choose the easier way. I suspect you three will as
well.”

By now, all three of them were distressed, gasping,
sniveling and staring at him with damp eyes. Juliette’s shoulders
were shaking. Her father spoke.

“Pl … please sir. Have mercy. We haven’t done
anything wrong.”

Bull slammed his first on the table, making the plate
jump.


“And that’s the point.
You say … we haven’t done anything wrong … blah de blah de blah. But you have. Tell me,
when did you donate money to a Muslim mosque or a disabled
facility, a black kids basketball team or an Indian cricket team?
Did you, Mrs. Armstrong, ever invite some lonely oriental guy in
for a quick blowjob? Did either of you actively encourage your
daughter to bring home a couple of black boys for a
threesome?”


“B … but THAT’s not
normal behavior!” Mr.
Armstrong objected.

Bull looked at them and shrugged with finality.

“It is here.”

 


END OF BOOK ONE

 


Look out for Book Two – “The
Factory”

And Book Three – “The Resort”
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