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 I

I smiled as I saw the new arrivals talking anxiously among themselves. They might be criminals, convicted of serious crimes against society, but they still had a woman’s curiosity about their fate under the new system. I could have just told them, of course, but it was much more fun letting them find out the hard way. And, of course, it would be an educational experience for all of them

The prison is a large, strongly-built structure, made out of stone and steel. To reinforce the psychological effect of being here, the steel had been painted black. There were no windows in my prison, only spyholes to enable me or my staff to observe the women. Harsh fluorescent lights beat down night and day in the hallways and open rooms. They were in the cells too, though of course they could be turned on and off at will. The prison is equipped with the very latest in electronic technology – CCTV, tannoy systems, digital control panels, and various electrical and electronic devices that were available for use if necessary.


I watched the women as they staggered out of the van, pushed out on to the mile-long hard driveway that led up to my prison. There were 12 of them, ranging in age from just 16 to early 60s. Most were around their early 30s. However young or old they were, they were going to do HARD time here.


The prison van, having unloaded its cargo of criminal fems, also let out two armed guards. Then the driver and the other four guards made their way in the van to the prison gate. The women, of course, would have to walk into prison. It would be a useful first step in instilling discipline in them. In some cases it would also be good exercise in working off the fat on their bodies.


There was no danger of the women even trying to escape during the walk to the gates. To begin with, the prison was situated in the middle of nowhere. They would never find their way out and even if they did they would never be able to survive in the harsh conditions outside. In addition to the isolation and the bleak conditions of the place, there were further and more immediate barriers to any escape attempts. In the first place, they were naked, all their clothing having been removed from them before they began their journey to the fastness of Fotze Schloss. On the camera that watched their approach to the gate I could see them shivering in the cold. Well, Switzerland in January is not the warmest place on earth. Especially when you are walking about without clothes.


Other security precautions that forced them to keep walking were a full set of mobile restraints – handcuffs for their wrists, shackles for their legs, a metal waistband, a collar around their necks with a digital chip in it that could be activated by the remote control devices that each of the two guards held in their hands. As if all this was not enough, they could see the two sentry boxes, placed along the driveway at half-mile intervals, each housing a guard equipped with a Tazer stun gun. No, they could see at once that there was no point in even thinking about escaping along the road that led up to the gate.


When the women and their guards finally arrived at the gate, they were let in at once and the guards attached a long metal chain to the waistband of each female. Then they got into a prison buggy and ordered the women to pull them forward. The astonished fems thought about refusing but a quick look was enough to persuade them that resistance would be futile.

They glared in helpless anger as they pulled the buggy forward, giving the guards a comfortable ride into the administration block. I smiled as I saw the defiance on the faces of four of the unwilling pony girls. They would soon see that they were in need of serious attitude adjustment. And for that purpose, I truly believe that no prison yet established under the new laws can compare with Fotze Schloss. Even the most hardened trouble-makers learn the error of their ways in my prison.

Now at last I was almost ready. The guards gave a signal to the fems, and they stopped pulling and stood still. As they waited for further instructions, the guards got down from the buggy.

“OK, bitches,” the lead guard said, “it’s time for you to be processed into the prison. Follow me at once. Come on, cunts, at the double!”

The women hastily followed him into the reception centre. With angry expressions on their faces, they walked up to the door, the chains on their ankles clanking as they moved. Then the door was opened, and they were made to stand in line before a desk. The guards sat down on comfortable armchairs, with their Tazers pointing at the pouting females who waited to be processed.

Now that they were in the prison itself, even though it was just the reception area, the reality of their plight began to sink in. Some of the women looked glum, others frightened, and others angry and rebellious. It was what I expected; after all, all three of these are very natural reactions to being placed in a situation that you know will be extremely unpleasant. The time had come to press a few psychological buttons and see how the fems reacted.

Pushing a buzzer on my desk, I spoke quickly to my secretary. As always, she answered straight away. 

“Yes, sir?” “The new arrivals are here, Kathy. Tell the staff to begin processing them into Fotze Schloss.” “Yes, sir. At once, sir. Are there any… special requirements for the fems, sir?” “No, Kathy. I’ll make a more detailed assessment on an individual basis tomorrow. Just the standard drill for now.”

I smiled at Kathy’s constant eagerness to please. Kathy Owens was not only a very efficient secretary but utterly loyal to me. And she was also a good fuck. One of the many reasons I’d rescued her from the difficulties she’d found herself in four years ago, just after the introduction of the new laws.

Four years ago Kathy had been married to a rich lawyer. He had an eye for an attractive woman which was no doubt why he had married her in the first place. But, he liked to play the field. And Kathy decided that she didn’t like him doing that, so she made the mistake of thinking that sauce for the goose is also sauce for the gander. She went out and had an affair with some complete stranger she met in a pub. Her husband found out, of course, and went ballistic. His attitude wouldn’t have cut much ice with her in the old days, but she’d made the mistake of playing away from home just a week before the new government made adultery a criminal offence for females. Her husband, seizing on the chance both to avoid alimony payments and to get this independent-minded woman out of his hair for good, had her arrested.

As luck would have it she was remanded to a prison in what used to be Britain where I was the governor. Of course, I didn’t give a shit about the rights and wrongs of her situation. All I knew is that she was a beautiful and very sexy woman, and I wanted her for myself. I spoke to her privately and told her that under the new laws she could receive anything up to ten years for her crime. There was however a way in which she might be able to avoid serving any time at all. Eagerly, she questioned me about what I meant. 

“The thing is, Kathy,” I told her, “I’d like you to become my mistress. Don’t worry about your husband; I’ll square things with him. Just give him all your money and other possessions, tell him you’re sorry for what you did and that you’ll give up all rights of access to your two daughters.” 

Her face fell when I said that last bit, for 28-year old Kathy loved her two young girls very much. She looked up at me uncertainly, not at all sure if she liked the idea of my proposal.

“If you don’t do that,” I told her, “the courts will grant him custody anyway, as you know, and he’ll see to it that you get moved to some prison far away, so you’ll be lucky if you see your girls except at Christmas and maybe on their birthdays. And he can argue that your unreasonable behaviour in refusing to accept this compromise means that you should receive the MAXIMUM penalty for this crime. That’s 10 years. And with hard labour too. You don’t want to go through that, do you?” “But… my girls… what about them?” “One way or another,” I told her brutally, “your girls are not going to be part of your life anymore. If you accept my offer, I’ll get you a suspended sentence and take you away from here. I’ve got a new job starting in six weeks time. The most advanced prison for women ever built. In what used to be Switzerland, and I’d like you to come with me and help me run it. You can be my secretary as well as my mistress. Or, of course, you can do 10 years in prison with hard labour, and kiss goodbye to your girls anyway. Either way, you have to forget about them. My way offers you a chance. Besides,” I told her, giving her a morsel of hope, “once he’s out of the picture maybe I can find a way of fitting him up for some sort of crime. God knows, he’s a lawyer. He’s bound to have done SOMETHING crooked.”

So Kathy agreed to my proposal, and I told her husband to divorce her in exchange for a renunciation on her part of all rights of access to the children and an agreement to turn over to him all her assets, financial and otherwise, but to withdraw the charge of adultery against her. He agreed to my proposal and Kathy moved in with me right away. Within six weeks we left for Switzerland, and my new job as governor of Fotze Schloss. Within six months I had managed to frame him for embezzlement and he ended up in prison himself. I got Kathy back all her assets and – most important of all to her – her two children joined us in Switzerland. From that moment on she would have died for me.

In public, she still calls me “sir,” but in private she calls me Jimmy. My name is James Collins and no one else is allowed to call me Jimmy. Even my friends call me James. But, in a strange sort of way, I think I love the girl.

It was time for the new fem prisoners to be processed. I left my office and wandered over to the reception centre. The two guards were sitting down comfortably, watching the irritated and frightened girls standing before the large desk, waiting to be seen. I entered the room and the two guards immediately shouted at the women.

“Stand to attention for the governor, you useless fucking sluts!” 

Unsure quite what to do, but frightened by the tone of command, the girls made the best job they could of trying to stand to attention. I smiled as I saw how futile most of them were.

“Good morning, bitches,” I said quietly. “Welcome to Fotze Schloss. Let’s get to know each other a bit, shall we? I am Governor Collins, but you will always address me as “Sir.” As indeed you will ALL the staff of this prison. Except, of course, for the free women in the institution. You will address them as “Ma’am” at all times. For you, of course, your new life is just beginning. I see there are only twelve of you here today. But we already have over 400 fems in this prison. And it has the capacity to hold up to 800. So don’t think you won’t have company. They say misery loves company, and life in Fotze Schloss can be very miserable indeed if you don’t follow the rules. Do you understand?”

There was a brief silence while the women took stock of their situation. It didn’t look encouraging even to them. And they didn’t know the half of what misery they could be put through in this place. 

Finally, they all nodded. “Yes, Sir, we understand. What must we do now?” “No, you silly girl, that’s no good,” I told them. “If you ask a question it must always come with a “please” at the end of it. Do you understand?” “Yes, Sir. Sorry, Sir. What must we do now please, Sir?”

That was much better. I smiled when the girl said that. She was perhaps the most striking of all the women in my care, a stunning redhead, aged around 30, and with a body that was giving me a hard-on just looking at it. 

“I’ll take you through it,” I told her. “You, first. What’s your name?” “Caroline Worley, Sir.” “Good. Age?” “29, Sir.” “Crime?” 

She flushed when I asked her that question. That intrigued me even more. In my experience women prisoners are not generally modest or easily embarrassed. Obviously her crime must have been something of a sexual nature.

“Come on, Worley, we haven’t got all day! What was your crime?” “Well, Sir, er, the thing is, I was, you know, like, found guilty of … of … of…” “For goodness sake, get a grip on yourself, Worley! You have no private life any more now that you are in Fotze Schloss. Just tell me and get it over with, you stupid cunt! Do you think you can shock me with anything you say? I’ve worked in the prison service for 25 years now. I’ve seen more depraved women in that time than you could shake a stick at! So stop pissing about and tell me what the fuck you did!”

There was another silence, as Worley tried to gather up her poise before answering. Though she was very beautiful, she seemed to lack confidence, which I found an unusual and intriguing combination. There was almost a vulnerability, innocence even, about the girl.

“I was found guilty on multiple crimes, Sir,” she said finally. “I’ve been placed on the register of sex offenders for the rest of my life even when I get out of prison. The court found me guilty of adultery, of lesbianism, of being sexually provocative, of denying my husband his conjugal rights, of dressing in an immodest fashion, and of unladylike behaviour. Sir,” she added.

I smiled when I heard her catalogue of “offences.” Even though the new laws now gave me the right to indulge my wildest excesses of perversion upon the helpless female prisoners in my custody, I couldn’t help feeling sorry for the girl. In the old days, none of the things she had done would have been crimes at all. And yet – here she was, sentenced to spend years in Fotze Schloss being sexually, physically and sexually abused for what were really not even crimes at all in the real sense of the word. For a moment I actually felt pity for her. 

Then I smiled to myself at the thought that I’d never had a genuinely innocent prisoner in my custody before. And her innocence would only act as a spur to my innate cruelty. Yes, I thought, I’m going to have a lot of fun with you, Worley. I’m going to get an even bigger kick out of punishing you because you are innocent than I would if you were some husband murderer.

“These are very serious offences, Worley,” I told her, “and what was the sentence of the court?” “Two years for unladylike behaviour, Sir, three years for dressing immodestly, five for being sexually provocative, seven for my lesbianism, ten for denying my husband his conjugal rights, and ten for my adultery.” “And are the sentences to be served concurrently?” “No, Sir,” she said quietly, “they must all be served consecutively.” “I see,” I said thoughtfully, realising that the poor girl had been sentenced to a total of 37 years in prison for actions that were in all honesty not truly crimes at all. 

How that turned me on, thinking of the stupid bitch being made to suffer – especially under my regime at Fotze Schloss – for something that really wasn’t even a crime! I felt my erection beginning to rise through my trousers, and was glad that I was sitting down. There’s a time and place to let a girl know how you feel about her body, and right now just wasn’t the time. 

“When will you be eligible for parole?” I asked her. “I won’t, Sir,” she told me, in a trembling voice. “The court said that in view of the gravity of my offences, and the fact that I was guilty of multiple crimes rather than simply one single offence, I would have to serve out the full term of my sentence.” “I see,” I said, suppressing an overwhelming desire to laugh. “So you’ll be with us for 37 years then, won’t you, Worley?” “Yes, Sir,” she almost whispered. 

And that was only what she’d been sentenced to by the court. She didn’t know that one of the many unpleasant things we could do in prison was to tack extra time on to the original sentence for any breach of prison rules. There was a sliding scale of offences, from a day for a first offence, three for a second, a week for a third, and so on. We could effectively double their sentences.

I was so excited at the thought that this beautiful and vulnerable girl would be in my power for up to 74 years, not just the 37 she thought. Mind you, considering I’m 41 myself, I’d be a very old man in 74 years time, even if I’m still alive, which is doubtful. Still, I meant to take full advantage of my new powers. And particularly of the powers it gave me to abuse the women in my custody and supposed care.

Sighing, I crooked a finger towards Kathy. She got up at once, leaving her task of entering the details on the prison records.

“Yes, Sir?” she asked. “Get me a beer,” I told her. “And light up my cigarette for me before you get it.” “Yes, Sir.”

Actually, I just needed time to calm down. Worley had got me so worked up sexually that I had to take a breather before I exploded. Now I took a couple of deep draws on my cigarette, carefully studying the 12 naked females who stood in the room, still at attention, facing me anxiously.

“OK, Worley, when my secretary gets back she’ll give you your prison number and tag. After you’ve all been processed you can have breakfast. Then I’ll assign you to your cells and decide on what kind of regime you deserve. Got that, cunts?” “Yes, Sir,” they all answered in unison.

Oh, the joys of the new laws! Even in the old days I was always able to get away with a certain amount of sexual and physical abuse of the females in my charge. But now – there’s no limits on what I can do to the bitches! And I’ve never been so happy in my life. 

