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 6


Much as I’d enjoyed torturing O’Shaughnessy, I still had other fems to keep under control and to punish. I decided to observe Work Group A and check out Francis in particular. 


When I arrived at the quarry, Daley was busy encouraging the bitches to work harder. Francis and Taylor were swinging their picks and Dorf was loading the rocks up into trolleys for later disposal. 


“Good morning, bitches,” I said, a big grin on my face. “Are you enjoying your exercise?” 


Dorf and Taylor had the sense not to react but Francis, even though she didn’t actually say anything, glared at me with obvious hostility. I pretended not to notice and then approached her, deliberately winding the bitch up.


“Well, Francis, don’t you think we’re kind to the fems here in Fotze Schloss? You get to work in the healthy open air, you get lots of exercise, you get healthy food and we even see to it that you get entertained. Isn’t that nice of us?”


Francis said nothing, but she tried to wipe the scowl of her face as she worked. I decided to push her further by deliberately grabbing her big tits from behind and cupping them in my hands. 


For a moment I thought the stupid bitch was actually going to attack me, but she had the sense to just quiver in distaste and not do anything about my invasion of her body. She’d probably been expecting to get raped sooner or later. Even a stupid cunt like her could see that Fotze Schloss was the type of place where girls got raped on a daily basis.


Since even feeling her up wasn’t getting any reaction, I changed tack and smacked her hard on the arse with my hand. She yelped but carried on working. 


“You have permission to speak, Francis,” I told her. “Are you happy here?” Through gritted teeth, she answered “No… Sir.” I just laughed when she said that. “I can’t think why not, Francis. We feed you, we give you a healthy open-air environment, we let you have plenty of exercise, and yet you’re still not happy! Please tell me what you’d like me to do differently. I’d be fascinated to hear what you have to say.”


For a moment she looked at me, completely bewildered by my question. I could see she was obviously weighing up the pros and cons of saying how she really felt. In the end, she just shrugged and decided to be honest.


“I’m not free,” she began. “I’m going to be stuck in this prison for years and years. I might even die here. I don’t like being naked in front of other people, especially other men. I don’t like having to wear handcuffs and shackles all the time. I’m not used to hard physical work like this and I find it tiring. I also don’t think it’s right that I should be beaten, as I was only yesterday, for laziness when I wasn’t being lazy at all. It’s just that I’m not used to this kind of work. Couldn’t you please give me something easier to do?”


I smiled at her when she’d finished her speech. I was quite pleased that she’d been stupid enough to say all this right out in the open. But, of course, even if she hadn’t, I’d still have found some other excuse to punish her.


“Francis,” I began, “didn’t I tell you yesterday to address me as Sir at all times?”  “Sorry, Sir,” she said, through gritted teeth. “Now, let’s look at your complaints. Let’s start off with the work schedule. Somebody has to do the quarrying work and I can see just by looking at you that you’re a strong bitch, with the stamina and strength needed for a job like this. So, you’re not used to it. Well, no one is at first. You’ll get better at it.”


I paused for a moment before continuing. 


“As for being beaten for laziness, your supervisor and the forefem agree that you weren’t pulling your weight yesterday. The Assistant Governor even reported you to me for insolence. That’s not acceptable behaviour, Francis. Under any circumstances.”


I paused again, sitting down while I surveyed the stupid girl before me.


“As for the restraints we have fitted on you, they are put there for three main reasons. The first is, of course, to hamper any attempts at escape on your part. If we felt we could trust you not to escape, it might be possible to remove them. Secondly, they are a means of controlling you while you work, to make sure that you remain focused on working rather than any other activities. And they are a constant reminder of your lowly status here as a convicted criminal. However, as I said a moment ago, the cuffs and chains do not have to stay on permanently. We can and will remove them if we feel that you have earned the right to walk and work more freely. So, Francis, you have a choice. You can work hard and be a good girl, or you can be put into permanent restraint and get one beating after another. It’s up to you. As for your nakedness, that serves two purposes. One is to make it more difficult for you to escape from here; the other is to remind you that you are here to be punished. It is a visible sign of your status as a criminal.”


“Furthermore,” I continued, “once again, for those fems who co-operate with the prison authorities, we can make allowances. When you see Forefem Daley tomorrow, she will be fitted out with her new outfit of clothes, instead of being naked like the rest of you. A proper attitude brings rewards; a bad attitude will always lead to deserved punishment.


As for your complaint about being sentenced to prison for life, the court found you guilty of a number of crimes. It wasn’t just one offence, Francis; it was a range of offences. You were justly convicted and appropriately sentenced. So there’s no one to blame for being here except yourself. Do you understand, Francis?”


The bitch just glared at me and nodded silently. She was biting back her tongue when she answered slowly, “Yes, Sir.” “Good. Now do you agree that your work yesterday was substandard?” “Yes, Sir.” “Were you lazy yesterday?” “Yes, Sir.” “And do you think you deserved to be beaten yesterday?” “Yes, Sir,” she almost mumbled. “So, Francis, have you learned your lesson?” “Yes, Sir.” “And do you propose to work hard and be obedient in future?” “Yes, Sir.” “Even though it means working your fat arse off till you get to the point of wanting to drop with exhaustion?” “Yes, Sir.” “And do you think you’ll learn to enjoy your new job?” “Yes, Sir,” she answered slowly, blinking back the tears that were welling up in her brown eyes. “And do you deserve to be punished for the lack of respect you showed to me today?” “Yes, Sir,” she whispered.


Well, you couldn’t say fairer than that, could you? Even the bitch herself was asking me to punish her. And I certainly hate to disappoint a satisfied customer.


“Mr Davis, give Francis here six of the best, please.” “Yes, Sir.”


So Francis was made to bend over and her fat arse then got a thoroughly deserved six strokes of the cane. I was still unsure of how far Daley was willing to put up with open physical abuse of the fems and decided six would be enough for now. Besides, I felt that Francis had finally realised that her life was over and that the only question was how much misery she could avoid rather than having to endure. A sensible attitude for a fem in Fotze Schloss!


“Oh, by the way, bitches,” I asked when Tony had finished giving Francis her caning, “Do you know what Fotze Schloss means in German? Cunt Castle. You are the cunts, and this is the castle in which you will be confined for the duration of your sentences. I just thought you might like to know that. Although I suppose you already knew that, Dorf.” “Yes, Sir,” the German girl answered quickly. “And are you enjoying your stay here, Dorf?” “Yes, Sir,” the humiliated fem replied, even more quickly. “And will you work your arse off until you drop?” “Yes, Sir, I will work my arse off until I drop.” “Good. OK, Mr Davis, Mr Bishop, carry on. Make the cunts work their lazy arses off till they drop!” “Yes, Sir. You can count on it. Or should I say, you can cunt on it!” 

