Prison for Fems

By 
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Synopsis: The growth of crime and terrorism has led to a radical rethink of criminal justice. A new Europe-wide superstate has been agreed to as the problem has got too big for any one country to handle any more. The President of the new superstate (known as Europa) and his Cabinet agree that new laws are needed to tackle the problems of society, and new punishments too. This is the story of one of the new prisons for women offenders.

Chapter 5


Having slept the sleep of the just, my Kathy beside me, and our lovemaking that night having been especially pleasurable, I woke up and had to begin the business of running the prison again. The first thing I did was call in Tony, Silke and Ken and ask them for their assessments of how the new batch of fems had performed.


Tony spoke first, praising Daley and complimenting her on how well she had performed her task as forefem. He said that there had been trouble with all the women at the beginning but that, even without being asked, Daley had intervened and calmed down Taylor and, surprisingly, Dorf. Only Francis had failed to respond to her 


Ken added that he thought that Francis was a bitch with a real attitude and that she would take a lot of breaking in. Taylor had attitude too but he thought she would break more easily.


“And Dorf?” “Ah, you got me there, James. Can’t make that one out at all. Maybe she’s just seeing how things pan out and if she could maybe find an angle to escape or cause trouble or stuff like that.” “Well, at least Daley as forefem is working out. It’s good to know that there’s one cunt in the team I can trust. Silke?”


The German woman hesitated for a moment before she answered me. When she did, her face was grave.


“There are two bitches in my group that I do not trust at all. Rossi and Ali. Of course Skwiatowska and Harrison are lazy cunts and full of an arrogant spirit that needs to be broken, and will be broken, but they are both very stupid girls. Rossi is not, in fact, she is very clever. Ali, of course, is not perhaps what I would call intelligent, but she is a fanatic. As such, she is the most dangerous of the entire group. She is the only one who would perhaps sacrifice her own life to destroy Fotze Schloss and all its people. The others … I think not.”


I pondered her words for a moment before continuing. All four of us were sitting comfortably, enjoying an early morning beer. 


“What about Worley?” I asked her. “Did she make a good forefem today?” “That is not easy to say,” Silke told me. “She has the right attitude, that is true. She knows that her job is to help us keep the bitches in line and that her only loyalty is to us, not them. But she perhaps lacks a more – how shall I say, subtle touch in controlling them.”


She paused for a moment and I waited for Silke to enlighten me further.


“She shouted at the women and kicked them when they tried to cause trouble. Of course there is nothing wrong with that, and it was effective with Harrison and Skwiatowska, but it had no effect at all on Ali and very little on Rossi. She perhaps could benefit from a short training course.” “Very well, Silke, I’ll arrange it. Will you train Worley for me?” “Of course, James. It is always a pleasure to train someone up in a skill as specialist as mine.”


Then it was time for us to begin the day. We summoned the girls with our buzzer alarm implanted in their cells, and blearily they staggered up from their bunks, obviously exhausted but knowing full well that they had nothing but more of the same to look forward to. 


Their day began with an ice-cold shower, after which they reported for breakfast, still naked of course. They ate their food under the watchful eye of the guards and then went off to their work details. The fems at Fotze Schloss work a minimum 14-hour day, and often longer than that, depending on what jobs need doing around the place. 


Work Group A, under Ken’s command, was set to the same task they had been performing yesterday. We got the fems in that group, who were probably the four physically strongest of the twelve new “recruits”, to break and shovel rocks. It was real hard labour.


Work Group B, led by Silke, was set to the equally arduous task of mining the land for coal. When the weather is warm, of course it becomes possible to work in the open-cast fashion as well, but in winter, by necessity all mining activity has to be carried out underground. The fems ascend and descend by ladder, only the guards being allowed to use the lifts (elevators) to enter and exit the mine. Naturally only the guards are allowed the use of protective clothing and safety helmets. The prisoners simply toil beneath the ground, naked as the day that they were born, and with no kind of protection of any kind. They are of course always handcuffed and shackled while they work, and the group was divided in two. Harrison and Skwiatowska, the two physically strongest of the fems in Group B, were set to the work of digging the coal out of the earth and rock. Ali and Rossi were put on trolley duty, their task being to carry the coal along the iron tracks of the mine and when enough had been collected, to bag it up in sacks. At the end of the day, they had to haul the sacks up to the surface, where they would have to load them on to large trolleys and haul them off to the coal-store. Worley, of course, just had to keep an eye on the women. But in any case, I was going to arrange for her to have a training session with Silke tomorrow.


Meanwhile I still had other tasks to carry out. The first was to monitor Mason’s progress in the kitchen. I went to the head chef, Luigi Tartarelli, and asked him how she was getting on.


“Ah, Mister James, she not doing so bad, that one. I think maybe she have the makings of a good chef when I finish training her.” “What about her … attitude, Luigi?” “Well, I don’t have a problem with how she is around me, Mister James. She may not be so smart as some of the girls I have here, but she very quick to learn and she know how to please me.” 


I grinned at him when he said that. I knew only too well that Luigi liked women a lot. And Mason was the youngest prisoner we had at Fotze Schloss. I bet he’d taken a lot of liberties with her already!


“How far did she go to please you, Luigi?” “Hell, she let me feel her up, you know, she no got bad tits for a girl that young, you know? And she gotta nice arse too. I gotta say, I did feel up her cunt too, and she ain’t no virgin, though she does have a pretty tight cunt. So she’s been fucked before, but not that many times, I think.” “And have you fucked her yet, Luigi?” “No, Mister James, notta yet. I saving that for a little later. I going to have a lotta fun when I fuck that bitch, I think.” “Good,” I grinned at him. “Well, that’s one of the many things they were put on this earth for, isn’t it? Glad she’s shaping up, Luigi.”


Then I went to the isolation cell, where O’Shaughnessy was still held in her world of darkness and silence. I took Tony, Ken and Silke with me, wondering if her 24 hours in solitary had made any difference to her bad attitude.


When we entered the cell, I bent down and removed the gag from the prisoner. She gasped and spluttered for air, because even the most sophisticated gag makes it difficult to breathe. I gave her a minute or two to get her bearings and then addressed her.


“O’Shaughnessy, I’ve read your file. I can’t understand why you were so reluctant to share the news of your crimes with me, but it doesn’t matter now. You were disrespectful and disobedient to me yesterday and I had no choice but to punish you. Have you learned your lesson, O’Shaughnessy? Are you going to co-operate with prison rules from now on?” “Fuck you!” the stupid bitch just snapped at me. “Oh dear,” I sighed, “it seems you still haven’t got the proper attitude for an inmate in Fotze Schloss. I’m afraid that further punishment is obviously needed.”


I was just about to replace the gag when Silke shook her head. “I think this would be a better idea,” she said, pointing to a more sophisticated design of “silencer.” I smiled when I saw what she was referring to. “Yes, an excellent idea,” I agreed. 


I let Silke put the new gag into O’Shaughnessy’s worthless gob. This time, we fitted her with a hollowed-out ball gag with a large hole drilled in it. The hole could be filled with cloth or other material when complete silence was desired, but it enabled us to feed O’Shaughnessy through the hole. And, as she was about to find out, inflict other kinds of humiliation upon her. I smiled as I thought of what was about to happen to the stupid bitch.


“I think we all need a piss, don’t you?” I said. Then Silke pinched O’Shaughnessy’s nostrils together so that she could only breathe through her gag, forcing her to keep her gob open. I inserted a funnel into the hole in the gag, so that access to her gob was easy. I let a stream of piss flow through the gag, and Silke kept hold of the bitch’s nostrils until she’d been forced to swallow the lot. Tony and Ken followed my example, and then I held O’Shaughnessy’s nostrils while Silke deposited a stream of piss. I kept holding until she’d swallowed the lot. Then I took out the funnel and packed the hole with another wad of cloth. The bitch was well and truly silenced now, as well as fighting the nausea in her stomach.


Then we raised her up from the floor. It was time to begin phase one of O’Shaughnessy’s attitude adjustment. We began by hoisting her high up with a rope through her handcuffs, leaving her dangling from her wrists. Then we took off the nappy, which as you can imagine was well-soaked with piss after a 24-hour session. 


Tony picked up a nice flexible cane and began swishing it through the air, taking a few practice strokes. Then he began using it in earnest. Swish! The first stroke cracked hard right across O’Shaughnessy’s arse. Tony carried on letting the bitch get a good taste of the rattan cane until he’d laid 25 good hard strokes across her worthless arse. 


Ken followed, first of all using the bitch as a punchbag, practising his boxing skills by pounding away at her tits and belly. Then he picked up the cane and laid into her belly. 25 more strokes found their target and by now I imagine even the gobby O’Shaughnessy must have been regretting her attitude. It’s never smart to mouth off when you’re in a position as helpless as hers. 


Now it was my turn. I absolutely love torturing a fem’s tits and I punished O’Shaughnessy’s big melons with a vengeance. 25 hard strokes of the cane landed just exactly how I wanted and I’ll lay money on it that the bitch screamed beneath her gag.


Finally, Silke laid into O’Shaughnessy’s cunt. 25 vicious strokes of the cane thudded hard into her most delicate female parts. I doubt if the bitch had ever been in so much pain in her whole life. But, of course, this is only considered as a moderate level of punishment in Fotze Schloss. We had loads more tricks to show the bitch and I was absolutely certain that we’d need to use nearly all of them!


Then I raped O’Shaughnessy up the cunt, fast and brutally. It was a dry fuck, which of course always hurts a fem more when you do it that way. Tony followed me, also using the bitch’s cunt as his preferred object of choice. Ken then varied the angle of attack by raping O’Shaughnessy’s virgin arse. I could feel her body twisting desperately under the unaccustomed violation.


Finally, Silke put her strap-on in place and gave the bitch her first-ever lesbian rape with a fake cock. I don’t know how it compares with the real thing, but O’Shaughnessy’s arse and cunt were going to be sore as hell after we’d finished with her!


“Let’s put her into some strict bondage,” I said. “Lower the bitch for a minute while we get her well set. Silke, will you do the honours?” “It would be a pleasure, James.” 


Then Silke picked up a tape measure and carefully wound it all the way round O’Shaughnessy’s tits. She found out they were 40DD and then buzzed down to the store room.


“Get me a hard studded tit-press, size 38B. Also a set of nipple clamps.” 


In two minutes the goodies arrived and Silke carefully placed the tit-press around O’Shaughnessy’s tits. The style we use in this prison varies, but in O’Shaughnessy’s case we were going to use the more severe model. The tit-press we fastened around her fat udders was encrusted with little spikey studs that dug into her flesh and also made her tits feel cold and clammy at the same time. Silke fitted it and tightened it to the maximum possible tension. Since it was already (deliberately) made too small for the area it was covering, the effect was to inflict considerable pain on O’Shaughnessy’s already bruised and suffering tits. 


Silke then fitted a set of nipple clamps on the bitch’s tits for good measure before standing back to admire her handiwork.


For those that don’t know, nipple clamps are lovely devices. The more you pull on them, the harder they squeeze on the nipples. That’s why there’s a cord attached, so that you can squeeze, of course! All four of us took turns at pulling as hard as we could and squeezing O’Shaughnessy’s nipples in the process.


“OK, time for the wooden pony, I think. Let’s winch the bitch up again first.”


So we hoisted O’Shaughnessy back up by her wrists and then wheeled the wooden pony into position. This is a fantastic torture device that was used by the Spanish Inquisition. It comes in many forms but the one we were going to use was the most painful one, of course. 


We set up the wooden frame with its huge base and large sloping triangular gradient at the top. Naturally we added to the effect by having this particular model constructed with a sawblade fitted on top as an integral part of the machine’s design. Then we lowered O’Shaughnessy down just enough so that she rested her whole weight on the wooden pony. Of course, she was still hung up high enough that her arms were aching from the suspension bondage, and the pain in her tits from the press and clamps continued to hurt her, but now she was resting her whole weight on the sawblade that topped the wooden pony the pain in her cunt must have been absolutely agonising. Still, the bitch deserved everything she was getting, after all. 


“OK, let’s go and see to the work gangs,” I said. “Oh, and by the way, O’Shaughnessy, if there’s anything you want, just ring for room service!”


We all laughed at my little joke and left the bitch alone with her suffering. I decided to come back and monitor her in around 12 hours time. But even then I wasn’t going to let her free to work her arse off. Not right away, at least. I was determined to continue O’Shaughnessy’s education until I was satisfied that the bitch was well and truly broken. And I really looked forward to continuing our session together. Though I knew only too well that the feeling was anything but mutual.

