Prison for Fems

By 

The Bitchfinder General

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 8

Natalia Korsakova was 34 years old when she came to join me at Fotze Schloss. She was, like many Russian women, a stunning beauty. She was tall and slim, standing at 5ft 10inches and weighing around 10 ½ stone (that’s 147 lbs), with 36B tits. She also had ash-blonde hair, though it was not of course natural. 

To look at her, you would never have guessed what she did for a living. She had a lovely, open-looking smile and an apparently honest face. People trusted her implicitly. Unfortunately, these virtues were actually only camouflage for her criminal career, for the young Russian was a cold-blooded professional killer. She took her orders from a top Mafia boss, Oleg Rambov, and had, until her recent arrest, carried out a total of 18 murders on his behalf. Police had been seeking her for two years before her capture.

It was her most recent and bloodiest slaying that had finally brought her to justice. Even the Russian Mafia had been revolted when she killed, not only a gangster, but his wife, mother and two young daughters. The $1, 0000,000 dollar price the authorities then put on her head also helped to persuade reluctant gangsters to grass her up. She was arrested, tried and convicted within two day. The judge sentenced her to death and she was sent to Fotze Schloss for the sentence to be carried out.

Korsakova had been with us for a week and this morning was to be her last on earth. We had done everything possible to make her last week as much of a living hell as we could. She had been raped repeatedly up both her arse and cunt; every one of her teeth had been extracted to make the process of forcing her to suck cock a safe one for the guards – and naturally the extractions had all been performed without the benefit of anaesthetic; she had been beaten and tortured with all the ingenuity at her disposal. For a whole week she had not even had any normal food or drink, being made to survive on a diet of spunk and shit with only piss to drink. As well as the contributions direct from the guards, when the prisoners emptied their buckets in the mornings, we fed the contents to Korsakova through a funnel forced into her gob. Her life was made a living hell, and today she would pay the supreme penalty for her crimes.

Before setting up the final touches, I went to the cells and asked Mason and Worley to join me. Instinct told me that, at least at this stage, it was too big a risk to invite Daley along for the “last rites.” Mason and Worley both seemed surprised to be asked, but Mason, again, had a look of expectation on her face. That one, young as she was, had definite potential. 

“This,” I told them, “is Korsakova. She’s a professional killer for the Russian Mafia. Today you’ll be privileged to see her executed in the electric chair. Very slowly; as I told you, we’ve refined the technique to the point where we can make it last up to 24 hours. I intend to draw it out as long as possible.”

The two girls looked at Korsakova’s bloody body with obvious interest. In Mason’s case, it was with definite relish.

“As you can see, the bitch has been given a fair going over already. I will call the entire staff and prisoners out on duty shortly to witness the start of proceedings. We will begin the execution by shaving Korsakova’s head, the hair under her arms and the hair in the region of her cunt. Then ice-cold water will be thrown over her, particularly in the regions where we shall apply the electrodes. These will be affixed to her ears, her armpits, her nipples, her arse, and her cunt. In the case of her cunt, two electrodes will be attached, one to the external area and one to her clit. The power will then be switched on, at a low level to begin with. As you can imagine, the pain will be unbearable.”

I paused a moment to let the effect of my words sink in. Worley was breathing more rapidly, clearly becoming excited at the thought, but Mason was not only licking her lips but also seemed to be moving her hands surreptitiously in the direction of her cunt. She was obviously so turned on by the prospect that she was desperate to wank over it.

“Over the course of the next 24 hours, the voltage will be slowly but steadily increased. Eventually, it will kill the bitch. When she is finally dead, her body will be taken to the Medical Centre at the prison and her organs used for research. Whatever is of no use to the doctors will be thrown into the incinerator and used to help warm the prison. Korsakova did nothing useful in her life; at least she can help others in death.”

I then gave Mason a sly smile. 

“Mason, you do realise that unauthorised wanking is against the prison rules, don’t you?” “Sorry, Sir,” she said immediately, flushing with embarrassment. “However,” I smiled, “in the present circumstances I’m minded to allow it. By the way, I’d like to tell both of you about some of the regulations I want you to enforce in your cells. No wanking, for a start; no talking without permission from you; all complaints or requests must be directed through you as cell leaders, and of course you have the sole right to decide if they are frivolous or unreasonable, in which case you will of course not waste staff time by passing them on.”

I paused for a moment, seeing the excitement in Mason’s eyes, which she no longer even bothered to conceal.

“You can use your cane whenever you feel like it,” I told the women. “You are each authorised to administer up to 25 strokes per prisoner, without any possibility of appeal against your decision. If you feel that a prisoner deserves a more severe punishment, you can put them on report and the staff will deal with them. There is of course absolutely no possibility of appeal against your recommendation; we will always take your word against that of the other prisoners. As time goes on, and we monitor your progress and the development of the cunts in your cell into productive labourers and into properly respectful and obedient criminals, we may consider extending your responsibilities and the levels of punishment you may administer.”

Both women looked extremely interested at the prospect. Mason was licking her lips again and Worley’s eyes too were flashing with fire at the thought of her new power over the other inmates.


“Right,” I said, “it’s Showtime! Go and get your girls to assemble here. I’ll put out an announcement to the whole prison. This will be your first chance to get a look at the other 40 prisoners we’re holding here, by the way. Tell me what you make of them, won’t you? I’m always interested in an outsider’s point of view. Sometimes I get too close to the bitches. Tell me what you think.” “Yes, Sir,” they both replied. 


Soon the entire population of the prison was assembled to see the execution begin. I waited a few minutes after everyone had arrived as I wanted to savour the moment fully.


“Gentlemen, ladies, and cunts,” I began, “this is a very special day for us here at Fotze Schloss. Today will see the first, though of course not the last, execution of a criminal. The bitch in question was a hitwoman for the Russian Mafia by the name of Natalia Korsakova. She killed 18 people for money. Her last crime, and the one that shocked even her fellow gangsters so much that they informed on her to the Russian authorities, was to murder an entire family. The husband was 26 years old, his wife 23, her mother 51, and the couple’s two daughters were also killed. The eldest child was only 6 and her sister only 3 years old when they were deliberately murdered by Korsakova, for money and to remove any possible witnesses to her crime.”


In spite of the fact that the women knew that Korsakova was herself about to be executed in the most brutal fashion, their reaction when I told them about how she had killed two small children in cold blood  was, as I had expected, one of horror and disgust at the most contemptible of all crimes. Even Daley glared at the bitch coldly.


“I am now about to prepare the prisoner for the execution of justice upon her. I shall begin by uncovering her features to you at last. Look long and hard upon the face of an evil bitch!”


Then I removed the hood, blindfold and finally the gag from Korsakova’s face. The women stared at her in fascinated horror. Even after all the beatings she had received, you could still see that she was a beautiful woman. 


“Let the prisoner be prepared!” I said. “Natalia Korsakova, you have been found guilty of the brutal murder of 18 people for money, including the vicious and cowardly murder of two small children. You will die in the electric chair today.”


Silke stepped up and began by shaving all the hair off Korsakova’s head. She moaned slightly while the process was being done but otherwise did not react. Then Silke picked up a pair of tweezers and pulled out the hairs from under her armpits, one by one. She then repeated the process with the bush that guarded her cunt, her skilful hands again plucking out every single hair from the region of her cunt. Finally, she plucked out her eyebrows and eyelashes.

Silke then waxed her arse, cunt and tits to increase electrical conductivity to the areas. She coated the electrodes with vaseline, again to increase conductivity. It was then inserted up her arse. Korsakova was then strapped into the metal chair, leather straps being fastened over her wrists, arms, shoulders, chest and waist. Electrodes were then fitted to her forehead, neck, the base of her spine, both biceps, the abdomen, 2 each to the upper insides of her thighs and 2 to each arse-cheek. Suction cup electrodes, coated with KY, were also fitted to both nipples on her A-cup tits. Wet sponges, soaked in brine solution, were wrapped around each of her 

ankles through which copper rods were inserted. The anal electrode was connected. A 6-inch copper electrode, coated with KY, was then inserted into her cunt. [It was her last request that I perform this task. The previous day 

while confiding her fears to me she stated, &#8220;I trust that only you will know 

just how to do that&#8221;. I also promised her a surprise telling her, &#8220;I can&#8217;t tell 

you what it is, but I can tell you that you will enjoy it once your time comes.&#8221; 

She then smiled weakly, fighting back tears. I put my arm around her, touched 

her soft face and told her, &#8220;Courage, Gina&#8220;. We kissed and caressed one last 

time. She then said &#8220;Please don&#8216;t do it. Please don't electrocute me. I don&#8216;t 

want to die.&#8221; I told her, stroking her cheek, &#8220;But I have to Gina honey. It&#8216;s 

the law. I told you the last time you were here this was your last chance and if 

you came back again this would happen. We are not role playing here so begging 

for mercy won&#8216;t work. Those days are gone.&#8221; I left her in tears.]

The curtain then opened on the last act of Gina&#8217;s life. Asked if she had a final 

statement, she weakly replied "No ma&#8216;am," squeezing her eyes shut and keeping 

them shut, not looking at the witnesses gathered on the other side of the glass 

partition. A ball-gag was then secured in her gob, a chin strap secured and a 

patent leather hood placed over her face. I wanted to say something comforting 

to her, but the protocol is very strict as to what I can say once the curtain is 

opened. &#8220;Good-bye Gina&#8221;, I said firmly. She gave me a thumbs up with both hands 

which I think meant, I'll be okay. At my signal, Gina&#8217;s executioner, to my envy, 

depressed the red &#8220;Execute&#8221; button in the control booth a few feet away, and the 

automatic electrocution cycle commenced at 7:08 a.m. with a low hum. Gina 

immediately strained against the straps in an attempt to stand up, then 

proceeded to bounce up and down violently in the chair. Her hands opened wide. 

While standing a safe 5 feet away from her, I heard the muffled screams and 

whimpers which now brought back so many memories of our past escapades. The 

surprise was revealed: the cuntal electrode, in addition to feeding in current, 

also began to vibrate so as to take Gina&#8217;s mind off of what was happening to 

her. I knew she loved vibrators and wondered to myself how much her stifled 

screams were caused by pain as opposed to pleasure. Anyway, I knew for certain 

she would take this secret to her grave. A small amount of white smoke or steam 

was then seen to curl up from her right ankle electrode throughout the first 38 

second cycle but there were no flames. The current was then turned off and Gina 

went limp in the chair, still breathing and very sweaty.

At 7:11 a.m., Dr. Tina (last name deleted) stepped forward with her stethoscope. 

She reported a faint heartbeat and shallow breathing. After a second jolt, Gina 

was pronounced dead at 7:13 a.m. After the mandatory 30 minute &#8220;cool down&#8221; 

period, Gina&#8217;s body was then unstrapped and removed from the electric chair at 

7:43 a.m., placed on a gurney and wheeled to the prison morgue for cremation and 

disposal.

The official execution protocol for our electric chair is as follows : The 

automatic cycle begins with a nominal 2,300 volts, 9.5 amps, for 8 seconds; 

1,000 volts, 4 amps for 22 seconds; and 2,300 volts, 9.5 amps for 8 seconds 

(actual values below). When a cycle is complete, the main lead to the chair is 

manually disconnected and the safety switch is then opened so that vital signs 

can be checked in complete safety. During Gina's execution, the cycles of 

electricity, for both jolts, were officially recorded as follows: 

      Cycle Volts Amps Ohms

      120009.4212.8

      26502.9224.1

      31,9009.4202.1

Even though she had bitten almost halfway through the ball gag, there was no 

damage to her lips, teeth or the inside of her gob. However, her eyes were 

wide-open and ablaze with the horror of her electrocution. No burns were noted 

on her body as in the old days: it was steam that I saw rising from Gina&#8217;s right 

ankle electrode. While it was a sin to electrocute her, I also felt highly 

aroused by the experience. And I hope my surprise made her feel the same way in 

her final moments. The execution team did such an excellent job electrocuting 

Gina that you would not have known what we had just done to her unless you were 

a witness. At the mouth of the oven in the prison crematorium, I stepped forward 

and closed her eyes. She looked like a sleeping beauty as she was slid into the 

oven for final disposal. As I watched the flames consume her, I thought to 

myself, Gina you were hot in life and death. Her ashes went to her family, but I 

also kept some in an urn as a keepsake. Her picture is on the front. I think 

she&#8217;d like that.
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Buckets of ice-cold water were then thrown over Korsakova’s naked body. She shivered but did not react. Then she was strapped to the electric chair. Electrodes were fastened into her ears, her armpits, the nipples of her tits, her cunt and clit. I moved over to the control panel and flicked a switch. 


The electric current flowed through into Korsakova’s nude body, and it arched for a moment in pain. Securely tied down as she was, she could not escape the voltage pumping through her. A moment later she began screaming in agony as I turned a dial and increased the current slightly.


“It will take Korsakova around 24 hours to die,” I told the assembled crowd. “The current will be slowly but steadily increased until it finally kills her. Then her body will be used for medical research. All right, that’s it for now. Fems, get back to work. Gentlemen, ladies, accompany your charges.”


I sat down for an hour or so, watching the once beautiful Korsakova in the agony of her slow death by torture. Finally I got bored and left her to her misery. Of course the cameras were running throughout and the film of the execution would be shown live on prime-time European TV, and copies made for sale to retail outlets for those who missed the live broadcast. Maybe Korsakova’s death would not only act as a deterrent to the fems already in my care, but also to others who might be tempted to follow her path, seeing in it an easy road to riches.

