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 2

After Kathy came back with my beer, I took a leisurely sip of it while considering my options. I wondered idly if any of the other women would be so interesting to break as Caroline Worley.

I next turned my attention to a pretty young girl with jet black hair, one of the youngest of my charges. Fixing her with my most malevolent stare, I barked out at her: “Well, bitch, what’s your name?” “Claire Taylor, Sir,” she mumbled. “Speak up, girl, when you address me. Do you understand, Taylor? Project your fucking voice!” “Yes, Sir,” she said quickly. “Sorry, Sir.” “And what are you in here for, Taylor?” “Drug possession and drug dealing, Sir.” “Aha!” I almost shouted at the young girl. “We don’t like druggies in this prison, Taylor. And we don’t have therapy programmes for them either. You’ll just have to go cold turkey, won’t you?” “Yes, Sir,” she said miserably.

 I gave her a stern look. I genuinely don’t like drug pushers. The addicts, well, I can maybe feel a bit sorry for them – though I still think they must be very weak people to get sucked into to something so obviously dangerous – but the pushers, never. Drug dealers are up there with paedophiles and psycho killers in my book. And now I had one in my prison – and I’d give her back in spades all the misery she’d dealt out on the streets trying to make a fast buck! Yes, Claire Taylor, you’ll find out what it is to suffer in Fotze Schloss!

“All right, Taylor, how old are you?” “23, sir.” “And how long have you been dealing drugs?” “Five years, Sir.” “And what was the sentence of the court?” “On possession, I got ten years. And on the dealing, they gave me a fifteen year stretch.” “Concurrent or consecutive?” “Consecutive, Sir.” “What about parole?” “No parole, Sir,” she said. “I have to serve my full sentence.” “So, Taylor, your greed, stupidity and lack of consideration for the safety of he public has earned you twenty-five years in Fotze Schloss. Do you regret what you did, Taylor?” “Yes, Sir.”  “Well, you’d better not even think about drugs in here or I’ll make you wish you’d never been born. Do you understand me, Taylor?” “Yes, Sir,” she said, looking miserable as hell.  

And I knew, even though she didn’t, that I’d make absolutely certain that in her case, twenty-five really did mean fifty years. She’d be an old woman when she got out of Fotze Schloss. If she survived that long, of course.

The next to be processed was a whiney American girl. I didn’t know she was American till she opened her mouth, but once she started yapping it was one of the worst cases of verbal diarrhoea I’ve ever come across. 


“Name?” I began, in the usual way. “My name’s Kelly O’Shaughnessy,” she said. “And I shouldn’t be here at all. I’m an American citizen, I know my rights.” “Really?” I said, mildly amused. “And what makes you think that you should be treated any differently from the other prisoners here?” “Well, aside of the fact that any law that can put a poor kid like that first one inside for nearly 40 years for things that aren’t even crimes in any civilised part of the world, adding to that the fact that I’m innocent of the bullshit charges they laid against me anyways, and then the fact that I wasn’t allowed a lawyer for my defence, and that I wasn’t allowed to see anyone from the Embassy, and I wasn’t allowed to appeal against the verdict, and I wasn’t allowed to appeal against my sentence, and…” “Whoa, there,” I said, wondering if she was ever going to stop. “Do you breathe through your ears, O’Shaughnessy? Shut the fuck up and listen to me! Just tell me your age, your crimes and the length of your sentence.”


The stupid bitch must have thought she was in a TV courtroom the way she was carrying on. And she still didn’t stop yapping even after I’d warned her.


“I’m 34 years old,” she said sullenly. “Not that it’s any business of yours. And it’s Ms O’Shaughnessy to you.” “Really? Do you expect me to give you special treatment here just because you’re American?” “Oh, fuck you,” she said. “If you can’t be bothered to read my file I’m certainly not going to humiliate myself for you, scumsucker! Or maybe you can’t read? Whatever, fuck you!”


I almost told her about the extra time added on for offences committed while inside the prison. Then I thought, why bother? Let the arrogant bitch find things out the hard way. In the meantime, I was sick and tired of her antics. Her mouthiness and general bad attitude was obviously making some of the other fems waiting in line at least think about copying her example.


I decided to put a stop to things right there. I first of all gave her a quick look, decided she was quite attractive in spite of her attitude, but she needed to be made an example of. Getting up from my chair, I belted her hard in the stomach. “Oomph!” came out, a strangled gasp of breath before the guards, knowing what to expect, shoved a gag in her obnoxious gob and silenced her torrent of bullshit.  


Then, with a grim smile on my face, I turned to Kathy and told her we'd skip the processing of O'Shaughnessy for the time being. I then surprised the guards with what I said next.


"Give the bitch the Tiresias treatment," I told them.


The two guards said nothing. They were professionals, after all, but even they were startled that I was imposing such a relatively severe punishment on a new inmate who hadn't even been properly processed yet.


They got to work on O'Shaughnessy just the same, wrapping a length of tape all round her mouth to keep the cloth gag already inside it securely in place. Then they put eye patches over her eyes, to cut off vision, similar to the "blinkers" that go over a horse's eyes when it's running. A black rubber hood completed the picture of silence and darkness for her face.


Then they moved on to her lower regions, the areas O'Shaughnessy no doubt thought of as her private parts. They would never be private again, always on public display and the girl had no say in the matter at all. First they put a butt plug up her arse, and then fitted a disposable nappy in place to collect any liquid waste products.


"Since you've been behaving like a baby, O'Shaughnessy, I'm going to treat you like one. This nappy stays in place until I say it can come off. I don't care if you do piss yourself - at least you won't make a mess in the prison! Oh, but I'm forgetting, you don't know what a nappy is, do you? They call them diapers in America, O'Shaughnessy."


Now the final part of the Tiresias treatment was ready to be put into place. Her shackled legs were forced together and tied tightly into position with serious amounts of rope. There was no way the stupid bitch could get free even if she tried. She couldn't see, hear, or speak, she could barely move, and she must have realised my intentions with the insertion of the butt plug and the nappy. Whether or not O'Shaughnessy was glaring at me behind the rubber hood, I didn't know. But I didn't care either.


"Put the cunt in solitary confinement for the next 24 hours!" I told the guards. "I'll give her time to reflect on the error of her ways. And," I added, deliberately turning to the other girls, who were staring at O'Shaughnessy's situation in total disbelief, "let that be a lesson to you all. Don't even think about getting out of line with me or any of my staff. What you just saw happen to O'Shaughnessy is nothing to what I can do. The law allows me the maximum of discretion in the choice of punishments, especially in a special unit prison like Fotze Schloss. Right then, let's carry on, shall we? Who shall we have next? What about you, then?"


I turned to the oldest woman in the group of 12, who appeared to be in her early sixties. I thought that after the show I'd just put on for the fems, she was probably the most likely either to be totally intimidated by what had happened or else to look at her situation more realistically than some of the youngsters.


"So, then," I continued, "what's your name?" "Daley, Sir“, she said, in a voice that was obviously trying to be calm and self-controlled but had really been badly shaken by what had happened to O'Shaughnessy. "Jane Daley." "Well, you can forget the Jane, you won't be needing it here," I told her. "It's just to keep the paperwork right. And how old are you, Daley?" "62 years old, Sir." "And what was your crime?" "Shoplifting, Sir," she said quietly. "I see. How many counts?" "Three counts, Sir." "And what sentence did the court pronounce upon you, Daley?" "Five years on each count, Sir," she almost whispered. "Are they concurrent or consecutive?" "Consecutive, Sir." "I see. And what about the question of parole?" "No, Sir, I must serve my full sentence. Because it was three counts against me, the judge told me that I could expect no leniency. He told me that I needed to be re-educated, so he was sending me to one of the new special unit prisons. That's my story, Sir."


As with Worley, I felt genuinely sorry for this woman. At 62 years old she'd been sentenced to 15 years in a maximum security prison for what? For shoplifting? And she'd certainly die here in Fotze Schloss. I knew it, she knew it, and the judge knew it. I didn't think it was fair at all. But she was now in my custody and I'd have to treat her only slightly more gently than the other fems.


"All right, Daley, go and sit down while I deal with the rest of this band of criminals."


She looked at me in astonishment, obviously having marked me down as a total sadist. What she didn't know was that I was a controlled sadist, not some loose cannon who zaps anyone whenever he feels like it. Anyway, I knew it would get me some Brownie points with Kathy. She's always had a soft spot for little old ladies. And I really did begin to feel, for the first time ever, that maybe at times the law was too hard on the wrong people.


In the meantime, there were still another 8 girls to be put through the processing. I gave them a quick look and only 2 of them seemed the type that might cause trouble. The obvious thing was to split them up, both in the prison itself and during the processing. So I began with the younger of the two, the one with the blonde hair who managed to give the impression of being a bimbo with an attitude problem, an intriguing combination. I decided to process her next.


“Name?” “Susan Harrison,” she said, and I could see her biting back some sarcastic remark she’d been planning to say. “Harrison what?” “Harrison, Sir.” “Age?” “26, Sir.” “Crime?” “Embezzlement, Sir.”


Now that certainly got my attention. Harrison was obviously not just a bimbo with attitude but a cunning and devious twister as well.


“How much did you steal?” “Half a million,” she said, and I could see the pride in her eyes when she said it. I could almost imagine what she was thinking – me, a working-class girl that everyone at the company underestimated, and I ripped the idiots off for half a million!


“How many counts?” “Five,” she told me, that sense of pride still somewhat in her voice. “And what sentence did the court award you for this crime?” “I got five years on each count,” she answered, in a quieter, more subdued tone of voice. “Consecutive or concurrent?” “Consecutive, Sir.” “So you got 25 years here in Fotze Schloss?” “Not entirely, Sir. There were special conditions attached to my sentencing.”


She actually looked down at the floor for a moment, whether overcome by embarrassment or self-pity I wasn’t sure. Whatever it was, I wasn’t having any of it.


“Look at me, Harrison, when I’m talking to you. What were these special conditions?” “There were two components of my sentence, Sir,” she answered. “The first concerns my actual duties in the prison. I was sentenced to 25 years hard labour.” “I see. And the second component?”


This time, though she just avoided looking away from me, Harrison actually flushed bright scarlet with embarrassment. When she told me what else had to happen to her as part of the court’s punishment, I understood why she reacted that way.


“The court told me that I had to pay back all the money I’d – stolen, Sir. To the last penny. They’d already taken my house and car from me, and my jewellery and designer clothes were also taken. After the court had assigned a valuation to my goods in total of £200,000, they told me that I still had another £300,000 to repay. They therefore directed me to work as – as a prostitute – every Saturday and Sunday until I’d paid the debt off. Every penny I earn has to go back to the company till I’ve cancelled my debit balance.”  


I could see why she was sweating now. She’d never be able to pay off a debt like that. Even a high-class hooker would struggle – especially when she was also spending the week doing hard labour at Fotze Schloss! And Harrison knew it too – knew that the court’s sentence was really a term of imprisonment for life, since it was just not humanly possible for her to earn that much from turning tricks. Especially in her already unenviable position. I smiled inwardly as I thought of ways to make her time at Fotze Schloss particularly memorable.


“All right, Harrison, I’ve finished with you for now. Next – er, you, I think. What’s your name, girl?” 


I turned to the youngest prisoner in the whole batch, who was standing there looking as scared as any of them. I guessed her age at about 18 but I couldn’t always tell with some of the young folk how old they were.


“Amy Mason, Sir,” she whispered. “What’s that, girl? Cat got your tongue? Speak up when you’re talking to me. I’ve told you that once before and I don’t expect to have to repeat myself again. So, Mason, how old are you?” “16 years old, Sir.” “And what crimes have you committed at such a young age?” 


I was expecting her to say something like drugs or maybe prostitution or underage drinking or stuff like that. Once again, though, this new intake was proving full of surprises. I almost let out a gasp of astonishment when she told me why the court had sent her to me. However, like a true professional, I controlled myself and looked at her as sternly as all the others.


“I was found guilty of several crimes, Sir. Vagrancy, for running away from my care home and sleeping rough on the streets; begging for money and food from passers-by; disobedience to a direct order from a police officer; theft; and resisting arrest.” “I see. How much did you steal, Mason?” “Two sandwiches from a shop, Sir.”


Christ, I thought, some of the people in my detail really shouldn’t be in prison at all. Poor kid, she was hungry and stole two sandwiches. Big fucking deal. She shouldn’t be here at all!


All the same, I hardened my heart, knowing that I had to carry out the provisions of the law. So what if Mason didn’t deserve her sentence? It was my job to make her life as miserable as possible. And I knew that I would, whatever I felt about the rights and wrongs of things.


“And what order from a police officer did you refuse to obey?” She went bright red when I asked that question, and I could already guess the answer that was coming. “I… I refused to… to strip naked for him and… and suck his … his penis, Sir.” “I see. And how did you resist arrest, Mason?” 


For the first time a faint spirit showed in the young girl. She looked me right in the eye and shook her head vigorously.


“I didn’t, Sir. That was just an excuse on his part so he could beat me up. He thought it might make me change my mind, but it didn’t. Then he arrested me and charged with resisting arrest.”


I gave her my fiercest stare. Even though I knew that what she said was undoubtedly the truth, there was no way that I could run an institution like Fotze Schloss if I allowed the inmates to think that they were innocent – and have the audacity to actually say it right out loud too!


“Don’t lie to me, Mason. You were found guilty in a court of law by a respected judge and twelve good men and true. I take a very serious view about prisoners who lie to me, Mason. You will have to be dealt with for that offence in due course.”


I paused a moment, letting my words sink in. The young kid was already scared half to death, especially after the performance I’d put on with O’Shaughnessy. Then I continued.


“Let’s get on with the rest of it, Mason. Tell me about your sentences. What did you get for vagrancy?” “Two years, Sir.” “And begging?” “Four years, Sir.” “And disobeying a direct order from a police officer?” “Eight years, Sir.” “And theft?” “Ten years, Sir.” “And resisting arrest?” “Fifteen years, Sir.” “Consecutive or concurrent?” “Consecutive, Sir.” “So, Mason, you’re quite a little troublemaker for one so young, aren’t you? Only 16, and you’ve already earned yourself 39 years in prison. Haven’t you got any fucking sense, girl?”


Mason burst into tears when I said that. She didn’t even know about the doubling of sentence rule that meant she would only leave this place at the age of 94, if ever. Effectively, she had been sentenced to life in prison. Poor kid, I thought, you didn’t deserve what’s happened to you. But it wasn’t up to me to show pity, much less mercy. Poor Mason would just have to suffer like all the other girls here in my prison. But maybe I could be just a little easier on her.


“All right, let’s keep things moving her,” I said, as much to allay the guilt I felt inside at having a girl like her locked up with genuine criminals like Harrison. “You, bitch,” I pointed to a tall but rather podgy girl who looked like she was in her mid-20s. 


The girl looked at me in fear, obviously having been quite overawed by my treatment of O’Shaughnessy. As I soon found out, English wasn’t her first language either.


“Name?” I barked out at her. “Joanna Skwiatowska,” she said, in a strong Eastern European accent. “From?” “From Poland, Sir.” “Age?” “25, Sir.” “Crimes?” “I was – the court said – I was found guilty of – of…” “Get on with it, Skwiatowska!” I shouted. “Don’t keep us waiting all fucking day! What crimes were you found guilty of?” “Of – of… of prostitution, Sir. And… money laundering.” “I see,” I smiled. At least I had a real criminal facing me at last! “And how many counts of prostitution were you found guilty of, Skwiatowska?” “I don’t understand, Sir. What means counts?” “How many offences did the court sentence you for?” “I still don’t understand,” she protested. “What means offences?” “For fuck’s sake, Skwiatowska, one of the first things I’m going to do is get you to go on a crash course in English! Stupid bitch, you were found guilty of prostitution. How many men did you fuck?”


She looked at me, still afraid and confused, but realising at last more or less what my question to her meant. For a moment she thought, obviously trying to find the right English words to give me the answer I wanted.


“Five counts of prostitution,” she finally told me. “Good,” I said, “at last we’re getting somewhere. And what sentence did you get for those crimes?” “Two years for each one, Sir.” “OK.”


Getting the girl to talk – at least to get her to talk some sort of comprehensible English – was like pulling teeth. Still, at least I was dealing with a bitch who deserved everything she’d got. And I certainly felt a lot better about punishing the guilty.


“So that’s 10 years in prison you’ve earned yourself just for being a lazy whore, isn’t it?” “I don’t understand, Sir. What is it you mean?” “Forget it,” I sighed. “You got 10 years in prison for prostitution. Tell me about the money laundering. How much money did you launder – and where did it come from?” “About … I’m not exactly sure… I think it was about 40,000.” “And what was your commission on these dealings?” 


She shook her head in total bewilderment. Her English was a big a mess as her life had now become.


“I don’t understand, Sir.” “All right, Skwiatowska, I’ll make it easy for you. How much did you get paid for laundering money?” “Ah, I understand. I made 8,000 out of my – my money laundering.” “And where did you get the money from?” “I think from the Russian Mafia,” she said. “But you don’t ask questions.” “Maybe you should have done,” I told her sarcastically. “And what sentence did the court give you for those crimes?” “They took all my money, Sir, and told me I’d have to spend 40 years in prison for laundering it.” “I see,” I gave her a grim-face smile. “So you’ll be here for the next 50 years, Skwiatowska. Do you think it was worth it – all these plans of yours to get rich without doing an honest job?”


She stared at me helplessly. At first I thought it was yet another example of her not understanding my English, but then she gave a big sigh and shook her head.


“No, Sir, it was not worth it. I wish I had never been so stupid.” “Good,” I said. “At least you’re showing the right spirit at last. Kathy, how many more girls to go?” “Five more, Sir.” “OK, I need a break. Send the ones we’ve already done over to the canteen to get some food. O’Shaughnessy won’t be getting anything to eat or drink for the next 24 hours, of course. As for the other five of you, keep standing to attention here till I get back. I’m going to the staff canteen to get my lunch. Happy waiting, girls!”

