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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 7


After my invigorating session with Francis, I decided to go back and check on O’Shaughnessy. I wondered if a spell in more severe bondage might have improved her disposition.


I climbed on a chair to take the gag out of her worthless gob and waited for her reaction. This time, though there was gasping for breath and spluttering too, there was no torrent of bullshit to go with it.


“O’Shaughnessy,” I said quietly, “I’m wondering if you’ve learned your lesson yet. Have you?” “Yes, Sir,” she mumbled, “I have learned my lesson.” “Good. Would you like me to take you down or are you so comfortable that you’d rather stay where you are?” “Oh no, Sir, please take me down.” “Will you be a good girl if I release you, O’Shaughnessy?” “Oh yes, Sir, I’ll be a good girl.”


I began by wheeling away the wooden horse, so that her cunt was no longer resting on the wooden tormentor with the spiked metal top. She gasped audibly as that particular instrument of punishment was removed. Then I winched her down and untied the cord that kept her handcuffs in contact with the pulley hoisting her up to the ceiling. The next step was to remove her hood and blindfold. Blinking in the unaccustomed light, O’Shaughnessy came close to falling over.


I let her sit down for a bit to recover her strength. Then I decided to rub salt into the wounds a bit by forcing the bitch to humiliate herself even further.


“Well, O’Shaughnessy, I’ve read your file. I must say, it’s quite an impressive list of offences. Do you think what happened to you in France was just and fair?” 


For a moment she hesitated, about to explode again with her anger against the unfairness of the new laws. Then she just gave me a sad look and nodded.


“Yes, Sir, I was fairly tried and justly punished for my crimes.” “And do you understand that you must work your fat arse off here for years to come?” “Yes, Sir.” “And will you?” “Yes, Sir, I’ll work my fat ass off.” “And you know that you must also whore out your body at weekends to accumulate the money to repay your debt?” “Yes, Sir.” “Good. Well, I don’t think you’re quite up to a full day’s work yet, maybe not even tomorrow either.”


I paused a moment, more for dramatic effect than because I hadn’t made up my mind what to do with the bitch for the next couple of days while she regained her strength.


“OK, O’Shaughnessy, here’s what’s going to happen to you at least today and probably tomorrow. You can either go and help Gonzalez clean the prison or you can help Mason in the kitchen. Which would you prefer?” “I don’t mind, Sir. Whatever you say. I’m easy.” “Good. OK, O’Shaughnessy. Now let’s remind you of the code of etiquette around here. I have just done you a very big favour by taking you down off the wooden pony. What do you say?”


For a moment she looked bewildered, and then it dawned on her what I was waiting for.


“Oh, excuse me, please, Sir. I forgot to thank you. Thank you, Sir.” “Good. Right, since you leave the decision up to me, you can go and work in the kitchen. I’ll be in there later to monitor your progress. You can go now.”


Then the utterly crushed O’Shaughnessy, still handcuffed and shackled, still wearing her tit-press and nipple clamps, walked off to the kitchen. I buzzed through to Luigi to prewarn him.


“Luigi, I’ve got a new bitch for you. A stuck-up cunt by the name of O’Shaughnessy. Put her on kitchen portering duties. And see to it that Mason is in charge of her. And tell Mason to make sure she gives O’Shaughnessy as much shit as possible, not just in terms of the shit jobs either.” “OK, James.”


I thought for a moment, and came up with yet another idea to humiliate the arrogant American bitch.


“Oh yes, Luigi, make sure O’Shaughnessy calls Mason Ma’am.” “OK, James,” he laughed. “You really got it in for this one!” 


The cell arrangements for the new prisoners had been set up when they arrived. Now, though, I was minded to make changes. I decided to split the 12 women into 3 cells, with Daley, Francis, Rossi and Ali in one, Worley, Dorf, Taylor and Skwiatowska in another, and Mason, O’Shaughnessy, Harrison and Gonzalez in the third. 


At the end of the day’s work, which for once had gone fairly smoothly, I called the fems together for a special announcement. Well, two announcements really, but one was just to humiliate them further, the other was to scare the shit out of them


“OK, cunts,” I began. “I’ve seen enough of your group to make some reasoned evaluations. There’s going to be a few changes round here. To begin with, I have appointed the following three bitches as Forefems not only of the work groups but also as Forefems of your cells. When speaking of them to members of staff or other prisoners, you will refer to them as Miss Daley, Miss Worley and Miss Mason. You will address each of them, if you speak to them, as Ma’am. They will enforce discipline in their cells as well as those of you in their work groups.”

 I let that sink in a moment before continuing. “Miss Mason, you are in charge of Gonzalez, O’Shaughnessy, and Harrison. Miss Worley, you are in charge of Dorf, Taylor and Skwiatowska. Miss Daley, you are in charge of Ali, Rossi and Francis.”

None of the other women reacted, but Mason, Worley and Daley all looked surprised. They were even more surprised by what I told them next.

“Madam Ackermann, remove the handcuffs and shackles from Miss Daley, Miss Worley and Miss Mason.” “Yes, Sir,” said Silke.

Once the women were free, I surprised them even more by my next action.

“I’ve assigned each of you a set of clothes. They’re not much but they’re standard prison issue in Fotze Schloss for fems who’ve shown they can be trusted. Put them on, please.”

Silke handed over the clothes and the women put them on. They were only thin and transparent shimmering one-piece dresses, without any kind of undergarments, but when all around you are naked, even clothes like that give you a superior status.

“The more pleased I am with your work here, ladies,” I said to the three Forefems, “the more privileges you will be assigned. Including, but by no means limited to, the right to wear better clothes as you show yourselves trustworthy.” “Thank you, Sir,” the astonished women said in unison.

“I expect all three of you to maintain discipline with an iron hand,” I continued. “Here, as a symbol of your new authority, is an instrument with which you may chastise any unruly fems. You have my full permission to use it if you consider it necessary without first seeking the authority of a guard or supervisor.”

Then I handed them a cane. I let the full meaning of my words sink in and watched the women’s reactions closely. Daley looked uneasy, Worley curious, but Mason’s eyes lit up with suppressed excitement.    

“You are hereby authorised to administer up to 25 strokes with this cane whenever you feel such punishment is merited,” I told them. “To paraphrase the words of the song, Bad girls get spanked. It’s your job to see to it that none of the bitches gets out of hand.”

I paused again, wondering if it was ready to share the most sensational item of news with them yet or not. After a quick look at the assembled fems, I decided that I might as well tell them.

“You all know this is a special kind of prison with a more than usually severe regime. Well, you may not know it yet, but we also perform executions here too. In fact, our first execution will take place tomorrow morning. You will of course all be required to attend and watch what happens to the criminal bitch. It will act as a lesson to you all.”

I paused a moment for dramatic effect before continuing with my news. 

“The cunt in question is called Natalia Korsakova and she was a contract killer for the Russian Mafia. Justice will be carried out on her tomorrow at 8.00am. You will observe her fate and hopefully take a warning from it. There’s just one thing, though. I’d be interested to hear any input you might give me on how she should be executed. As it’s our first at Fotze Schloss, any ideas would be welcome.”

The women looked genuinely baffled. One or two of them looked shocked at the mere idea of being forced to watch a woman being executed, but most simply looked uncertain. Finally, Worley spoke.

“Forgive me, Sir, but I don’t understand. Are you asking us for ideas on how to execute this woman?” “Yes, Miss Worley, I am. We have a choice of execution methods available to us, all of them tested at other state of the art prisons.” “What are the choices, Sir?” asked Worley. “Hanging, of course, but not by the long drop method. That breaks the woman’s neck and she dies too quickly. We use the short drop method and let her die of slow strangulation. I am pleased to say we’ve now refined the method to the point where it takes the criminal several hours to die.”

Mason then asked me a question, her eyes glistening with suppressed excitement.

“Are there other methods of execution, Sir?” she asked. “Yes, Miss Mason. We also use the electric chair, and once again we have made improvements in that method of execution. Through them we are now able to make the process of electrocution last for as long as 24 hours. There’s the gas chamber, which is a pretty nasty way to die but unfortunately is relatively quick. There’s also the Iron Maiden, which is also nasty but again relatively quick. Then there are probably the two most seriously nasty ways of executing a fem that we have here at the moment. Though we’re always looking for new ideas.”

I paused for a moment, knowing that the two last methods would almost certainly send a shiver of fear down all the fems present.

“At the moment, the two most unpleasant ways in which a fem can be executed here are either by crucifixion or burial alive. Crucifixion can be carried out in one of two ways, either by just tying the fem to the cross or by nailing her to it. Burial alive, of course, means exactly what it says. Miss Daley, Miss Worley, Miss Mason, what method of execution would you favour for our Mafia killer Korsakova?” 

Daley looked sick. I don’t know if she didn’t approve of capital punishment at all or if she just found all the methods I’d described horrific. She stared at me in silence and looked down at the floor for a minute.

Worley was the first to speak. She too had obviously been weighing up the pros and cons of the different methods, but in a more objective way.

“I think she should be sent to the electric chair, Sir.” “Thank you, Miss Worley. Ladies?” “Crucify the bitch,” said Mason, licking her lips as she said it. “I’m not sure, Sir,” said Daley finally. “Perhaps the gas chamber?”

I smiled as I observed the obvious deadlock between them. Well, no harm in prolonging the psychological fun as well as the physical, is there? I turned to the rest of the prisoners.

“OK, bitches, let’s hear your ideas on the subject. Rossi?” “Hang her, Sir.” “O’Shaughnessy?” “Fry her, Sir.” “Dorf?” “Hang her, Sir.” “Francis?” “The electric chair, Sir.” “Harrison?” “The electric chair, Sir.” “Taylor?” “Crucify her, Sir.” “Gonzalez?” “The electric chair, Sir.” “Skwiatowska?” “Hang her, Sir.” “Ali?” “Crucify her, Sir.”

I smiled when the bitches had finished making suggestions for how to execute Korsakova. 

“OK,” I said, “that’s one vote for the gas chamber, three for hanging, three for crucifixion, and five for the electric chair. Since Miss Daley, Miss Worley and Miss Mason’s votes are worth two of every one of yours, that’s two votes for gassing, three for hanging, four for crucifixion, and six for the electric chair. I must therefore ask our staff members to give their opinion.”

I paused again, sipping a glass of white wine, before going on with my grim game.

“I will now ask Madam Ackerman, Mr Bishop and Mr Davis to give their votes before making a final decision. Madam Ackerman?” “Crucify the bitch.” “Mr Bishop?” “Fry the cunt!” “Mr Davis?” “Fry her.” “OK,” I smiled. “Since Madam Ackerman’s votes are worth three of yours, that makes a total of seven votes for crucifixion. Since Mr Bishop’s votes are worth four, that makes a total of ten for the electric chair. Since Mr Davis’ votes are worth five, that makes a total of fifteen for the electric chair. It’s decided, then. You will all assemble tomorrow – as will the other 40 inmates already here that you have not met yet – and witness a proud moment of history, the first ever execution carried out at Fotze Schloss.”

I let the news of what was going to happen sink in and gave them all a big grin. I was very interested to see how the three Forefems would use their new power. Especially Mason.

“That’s all for now,” I told them. “See you tomorrow. Don’t be late, you wouldn’t want to miss the fun!”

