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 4

Now that you know a bit about my prison and how it works, let me introduce you to my staff. The Deputy Governor, Tony Davis, is British like me, 34 years old and 11 years ago the victim of a false accusation of rape. In spite of the woman’s lies, he managed to persuade the court of his innocence and was acquitted. Having lost his job in spite of being found not guilty, he decided to set up in business for himself as a private detective. In the course of his work, he managed to locate the woman who had made his life a misery. At first he did nothing, but with the introduction of the new laws he saw his chance. The bitch was arrested on a charge of false rape and sentenced to the maximum penalty for that offence under the new laws, 30 years in prison with hard labour. Tony is looking forward to her arrival here in two days time.

Under Tony there are two Assistant Governors. The first is a 29-year old American from Texas who used to be a professional boxer. He lost his licence after killing a man in a street fight, even though it was in self-defence. The man pulled a knife on him and Ken Bishop used his boxing skills to protect himself. He hit the guy and he went down and later died in hospital. Ken had just been lined up for a shot at the light-heavyweight championship of the world, too. His life in ruins, he became a bodyguard. I found out about him and recruited him to Fotze Schloss. He loves his new job. 

The other Assistant Governor is a German woman who used to be a professional dominatrix. When the new laws placed her status in jeopardy, I approached her (knowing of her reputation by word of mouth, not personal experience) and offered her a job. Here, she could dominate and punish her “clients” without fear of reprisals. She is 27 years old and is called Silke Ackermann. All the women fear her even more than the other guards. Perhaps only I instil more terror into the fems held here in my custody.

I also have another 12 male and 12 female guards helping to maintain order in my prison. All were specially hand-picked by me. None has ever let me down yet, and I doubt if they ever will. Life here, in spite of the isolation, is pleasant enough for the staff. They enjoy all the comforts that their prisoners are denied – books, television, luxury apartments, anything at all they want. 

It was now time for me to go through the prisoner list and assign them to work duties. Taylor, Harrison, Skwiatowska, Dorf, Ali, Rossi and Francis were going to get especially severe treatment from me. So was O’Shaughnessy when I let her out of solitary! I decided to put Daley in charge of the hard labour gang as I felt she could be trusted. Obviously, two guards armed with tazer guns and whips would be watching the women as they worked, and obviously they would work naked in chains, but I thought it was worth the risk. Up to now I’d never found a fem in Fotze Schloss who seemed to have the potential to be a “trusty.” I hoped that I’d found my first one in Daley.

Worley and Mason I felt sorry for, so planned to give them the lightest and easiest jobs I could. Gonzalez was more of a problem, since I couldn’t immediately see a particular role for her. I decided to try her out as a cleaner and see how things went.

The next step was to summon the women back to my office. They had just had their lunch and some of them had already been heard by the guards grumbling about the food. That would soon be the least of their problems.

“OK, bitches,” I began. “I’m splitting you into three work details. You’ll be a fem short today because, as you all know, O’Shaughnessy had decided not to join us.”

 Nobody laughed or even smiled at my little joke.

“Right, Group A will be made up of the following fems: Daley, Dorf, Taylor and Francis. Go and report for duty to Mr Davis. He will assign you to your tasks. Group B, Harrison, Skwiatowska, Rossi and Ali. O’Shaughnessy will be joining your group tomorrow. Report for duty to Madam Ackermann. Group C, Worley, Mason and Gonzalez. Come to my office and I’ll tell you what to do. Oh, and just before you report to Mr Davis, Daley, come to my office too. I want to talk to you.”

Daley looked surprised but she just said, “Yes, Sir,” and came over to join the other three.

I led the four girls into my office and sat down. They stood before me and I surprised them again. 

“Sit down, please, ladies,” I told them. “No, Gonzalez, not you. You remain standing. Now then, would you like a drink – tea, coffee, fruit juice? Daley?” “Is it all right, Sir?” she asked, obviously suspecting a trap. “No, Daley, this isn’t a trick. I don’t view the four of you in the same light as the other women who arrived today. Would you like a drink?”

Daley looked at me hesitantly, obviously still uncertain, but then she nodded. “I’d like a cup of tea, please, Sir.” “OK, one tea coming up. Mason?” “A fruit juice, please, Sir.” “Worley?” “I’d like a coffee if that’s all right, please, Sir.” 

I buzzed Kathy and told her to bring the drinks. The girls looked at Gonzalez and she looked at me. For a moment I thought she was going to ask for a drink as well but she bit her tongue just in time. I could see her choking back rage as she stood there while the other girls sat down.

“I’ve got a proposition to put to the three of you,” I said. “Gonzalez, you’re on a week’s probation for the time being. If you can stay out of trouble during that time, I shall make the same offer to you.  But I feel that I can trust you three ladies.”

I paused for a moment, and then the drinks arrived. As I let the girls enjoy their unexpected treat, I carefully planned how I was going to use their services best.

“Daley, I want you to become forefem of your work group. You’re reliable, mature, and cool-headed. And I think I can trust you. You’ll be in charge of making the other women work hard, and you’ll only have to step in to give them advice or to call one of the guards if things turn ugly out there. In return, I can give you extra privileges. You’ll get more food, you can wear what we call “reward” clothes, and you can enjoy some of the recreational facilities that are only available to prisoners who have shown me they can be trusted. I hope you prove worthy of my trust. What do you say, Daley?”

To my surprise she didn’t answer me straight away. Instead, she sipped cautiously at her tea and stared at me hard.

“How will the other women be treated, Sir?” “You surprise me, Daley,” I laughed. “But the answer is very simple. If they work hard and don’t cause any trouble, they will be treated well. If not, they will have to be punished. We work on a system of rewards and punishment in Fotze Schloss. Are you still interested in becoming forefem of the group, Daley?” “With the guarantees you gave me, Sir, yes, of course I’m interested. Thank you, Sir. At my age I was worried about how things might be for me. I’m not as young as the other prisoners, and probably not as strong either. I appreciate your kind offer, Sir.” “Good. Go and report for duty when you’ve finished your tea.”

Daley drank up and left at once. I turned to Worley, who stared at me, wondering what I would say to her.

“OK, Worley, I’m going to make you the same offer I’ve just made Daley. You can be forefem of work group B. What do you say?” “Yes, please, Sir,” she answered without any hesitation. “Thank you very much, Sir. You can rely on me to do whatever you ask.” “Good,” I smiled, “then you can go after you’ve finished your drink.” 

Worley drank up her coffee and left. Now it was Mason’s turn. The young girl was obviously very scared and I didn’t think she was capable of leading a work team. Especially with some of the other women in it. She’d never be able to control them.

“Well, Mason, how would you like to work in the prison kitchen?” I asked her. “You could be trained up as a chef, and you could eat as much as you like. It’s one of the best jobs in here.”

Mason stared at me, totally bewildered. For a moment I thought she was going to cry. Then she just looked at me and nodded.

“Thank you, Sir. I’d like that very much.” “Good. Go to the kitchen, tell the head chef I sent you and that I want him to train you up as a chef.” 

This time, her eyes really did fill up with tears. She stood up slowly and said, obviously meaning it, “Thank you very much, Sir.”

Now there was just Gonzalez left to deal with. She’d been standing there all the time without any refreshments while I’d let the other women sit down and have a leisurely drink. Even after Mason had gone, I continued to ignore Gonzalez. I picked up the stack of files on my desk and read through O’Shaughnessy’s crime rap. It was quite impressive.

But, as I’d expected, the feisty Gonzalez could only stand being totally ignored for so long. She didn’t even let me get past the first page of O’Shaughnessy’s record before she spoke. Well, at least she was polite.

“Please, Seňor, how much longer must I wait before you tell what is happen to me?”  I ignored her outburst completely, and just carried on pretending to read O’Shaughnessy’s crime log. By now I wasn’t bothered at all about actually studying it. It was an exercise in self-discipline for Gonzalez, and she was failing big.

“Please, Seňor, please tell me what is happen?” I looked up from my desk for a moment and gave her a cold stare.

“Did I give you permission to speak, Gonzalez?” “No, Seňor, but what is happen to me?” I sighed and closed O’Shaughnessy’s folder for the time being.

“Gonzalez,” I said, in my mildest tone of voice, “let’s get a few things straight around here. In the first place, unless I or a member of staff gives you permission to speak, you do not, under any circumstances, speak. Do you understand, Gonzalez?” “Si, Si, Seňor, but how much longer must I wait for what is happen to me?” 

I shook my head sadly. “Did you hear what I just told you, Gonzalez? Did I just give you permission to speak? No, I did not. In fact, I told you not to speak until and unless I specifically ordered you to. So, Gonzalez, you have just broken the first rule that I gave you. You will have to be punished for that in due course. However,” I continued, “I have read your file and you could be one of the more interesting prisoners here at Fotze Schloss. By the way, do you know what the name of this prison means, Gonzalez? In Spanish, it would be Coňo Castello. Yes, that’s right, Gonzalez, Coňo Castello. And you, Gonzalez, are one of the “coňos” who lives in this castle. Nothing more than that.”

I let her sweat in her bewilderment for a few seconds before continuing to explain her true position to her.

“So, that’s point number one. Never speak to me or any staff member before they speak to you first. Never, Gonzalez, not under any circumstances. Now, answer me, coňo, do you understand what I have just told you?” “Si, Si, Seňor. I understand.” “Good. Now then, point number two. We have a number of women of different nationalities here in this prison. However, I am English, and it is a rule of this prison that only English may be spoken at all times by prisoners, even among two inmates who share the same non-English mother tongue. So no more “si” or “Seňor,” Gonzalez. If you address me, you call me Sir. If you address any male member of staff, you call him Sir. If you address any female member of staff, you call her Ma’am. Do you understand, Gonzalez? You may answer me this time.” “Yes, Sir, I understand.” “That’s better. Right, I want you to go to my secretary and ask her to get a guard to take you to Madam Jackson. She will give you your duties.”

I paused again for a moment, picturing in my mind the idea of this cocky Spanish hussy getting made to scrub the floor and do all the other menial cleaning work in the prison, under the not at all kind supervision of Aleesha Jackson. 

“Go, Gonzalez,” I told her. “Move that lazy arse of yours and start doing some fucking work for a change!”

Then the stupid bitch left the room and went off to subject herself to the tender mercies of my supervisor of cleaning. Though mercy was anything but what she’d get at Aleesha’s hands.

In the meantime I decided to take a proper look at O’Shaughnessy’s rap sheet. The first thing I found out was that she’d been arrested very recently, only eight weeks ago in fact. The transcript of her trial made interesting reading too. As far as I could make out she was partly guilty and partly innocent. At least, some of the charges against her wouldn’t have been crimes at all under the old laws. 

What seemed to have happened was that America, still in the clutches of the Feminazi Mafia, hadn’t made the changes to its laws that had been made in Europe. Under American law, most of what O’Shaughnessy did would still be perfectly legal. 

So what had she really done to earn herself a place here in Fotze Schloss? To begin with, she’d told her wealthy husband she wanted to divorce him. She also demanded custody of the children and $5,000,000 a year in alimony from him. In America, that sort of behaviour was still legal. Her husband knew that he stood no chance in court of contesting any of her claims and he was at his wit’s end when he heard about the new set-up in Europe.

Under the pretext of a vacation, and a lot of promises that he had obviously never intended to keep, he spirited her away to Europe, leaving his mother to look after their two kids. Then, when O’Shaughnessy was safely on French soil, he booked them both into a hotel room and went out to make a brief phone call. He had business contacts in France who arranged the whole thing for him. 

The phone call was the signal for the police to burst in to the hotel room and arrest his errant wife. She screamed and ranted and raved, but the cops just silenced her with a gag when her verbal got too much for them. They rode her down to the station and booked her. She was of course denied the right to a phone call, to a lawyer, or even to know what the charges against her were. 

At her trial, when for the first time she found out what she was accused of, her constant abusive behaviour, foul language and constant attempts to interrupt the court proceedings eventually led to the judge having to issue a (literal) “gagging order.” The obnoxious O’Shaughnessy remained in court for the remainder of her trial bound and gagged, unable to intervene in any way.

She was found guilty on all charges, the first one being of attempting to obtain a divorce from her husband, the second of attempting to kidnap his children, the third of attempting to extort money from him, the fourth of contempt of court, the fifth of resisting arrest, the sixth of unladylike behaviour, and the seventh of embezzlement. Of all the crimes with which they charged O’Shaughnessy, this last, along with contempt of court and possibly resisting arrest were the only ones that were true. The others wouldn’t have been crimes under the old laws although, thank goodness, they all are now. In O’Shaughnessy’s case, she was certainly guilty of all of them under the new laws. 

She got pretty heavy sentences for her offences too. On the crime of seeking a divorce, she got three years; for attempted kidnap of her children, five years; on extortion, seven years; on contempt of court, two years; for resisting arrest, three years; for unladylike behaviour, two years; and for embezzlement, fifteen years. All her prison sentences were to be served with hard labour and would of course run consecutively, not concurrently. 

In addition to finding her guilty on all charges, the court also granted her husband’s petition for a divorce from her, and awarded him custody of the children. It also granted his claim that she be denied any access to the children for the rest of her life. In addition to her prison term, the court also sentenced her to repay the money she had stolen from her husband by working as a prostitute on Saturdays and Sundays, all the money she earned from this whoring having to be paid directly into her husband’s bank account. This was amusingly described by the court as being a mixture of restitution and alimony payments!

The embezzlement charge was true; O’Shaughnessy, though she’d sprung the actual divorce on her husband out of the blue, had been systematically stealing from him for around 2 years. The burden of debt she owed had reached the sum of $3,000,000. Obviously, she would never be able to pay it back and would have to stay as a part-time whore for the rest of her life. 

The best of it was that O’Shaughnessy didn’t know that her husband, through his contacts with various figures in the “underworld,” had been able to recover almost all the money she’d stolen from him. In reality, she only owed around $100,000. She would also, though she didn’t know that yet, spend a lot more time in prison than just the 37 years the court had awarded her. The gobby O’Shaughnessy would never leave Fotze Schloss alive.   

 Oh, the joys of the new laws! Now the scheming bitch was where she belonged, in prison for the rest of her life under the harshest conditions. I looked forward to renewing my acquaintance with her tomorrow.  

