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 10

I still had the nine Poirier witnesses to deal with but I’d already made some preliminary assessments of the other seven women. Zafir and Wong I decided to pair up, the same for McDonough and Svensson.  The Codreanu woman was a real puzzle. I got Kathy to dig out her case file and even the court records.

On close examination it seemed that she had been charged with people trafficking, smuggling illegal immigrants into Europa. She had, it seemed, been paid around $50,000 for her crimes. Thanks to her criminality, 100 illegal immigrants had been able to enter the country. Apparently the court in Austria had not been able to find a Romanian interpreter so Codreanu had been unable to defend herself in court. All the same, the evidence of her guilt was overwhelming. The court had sentenced her to 25 years in prison with hard labour on the charge of people smuggling, with a further sentence of 50 lashes. At least it all made sense now. The people she had smuggled in had, mercifully, all been deported back to their homelands. They were offered the choice of death or public execution. Not surprisingly, all went home.

I decided to pair Codreanu with Smith, partly influenced by the known racism in that part of the world. I was sure the Romanian girl would not like having to share her cell with a black woman at all.

Now it was time for the Poirier witnesses. They appeared to range in age from about 16 to 55. The first to be called was Poirier’s own mother, Sylvie Deschamps. She stood before me in a state of trembling and anxiety, no doubt knowing that her daughter was due to be executed any day now.

“Name?” “Sylvie Deschamps, Monsieur.” “Monsieur’s no good here,” I told her. “Call me Sir.” “Sorry, Sir.” “Age?” “58, Sir.” “Crime?” 

When I asked her that question she burst into tears. She almost fell over with grief and trembling. I gestured to a guard to let her sit down.

“Deschamps, I have your case file. All the same, I require you to state here before witnesses what crime you were found guilty of.” “Two crimes, Sir,” she almost whispered through her tears, “perjury and accessory to murder after the fact.” “And what sentence did you get for those crimes, Deschamps?” “Life imprisonment with hard labour, Sir,” she sobbed. “OK, next!”

The next in line was Poirier’s sister, Jeannette Clochemerle. I thought she looked a hard-faced woman and wondered what she would be like to break.

“Name?” “Jeannette Clochemerle, Sir.” “Age?” “42.” “Crime?” “Perjury and accessory to murder after the fact.” “Sentence?” “Life in prison with hard labour, Sir.”

The next witness was aged only in her twenties. I took a cursory look at her and found her quite attractive.

“Name?” “Claudine Boutrillard, Sir.” “Age?” “23, Sir.” “Crime?” “Perjury, Sir.” “Sentence?” “Fifteen years in prison with hard labour, Sir.” “OK, next!”

“Name?” “Juliette Masson, Sir.” “Age?” “19, Sir.” “Crime?” “Perjury, Sir.” “Sentence?” “Fifteen years in prison with hard labour, Sir.” “OK, next!”

“Name?” “Françoise Clarget, Sir.” “Age?” “29, Sir.” “Crime?” “Perjury, Sir.” “Sentence?” “Fifteen years imprisonment with hard labour, Sir.” “OK, next!”

“Name?” “Isabelle Hulot, Sir.” “Age?” “35, Sir.” “Crime?” “Perjury, Sir.” “Sentence?” “Fifteen years in prison with hard labour, Sir.” “OK, next!”

 “Name?” “Solange Vavasour, Sir.” “Age?” “38, Sir.” “Crime?” “Perjury and attempting to pervert the course of justice, Sir. “Sentence?” “Fifteen years in prison with hard labour on the perjury charge, and ten years with hard labour on the charge of attempting to pervert the course of justice, Sir.” “Consecutive or concurrent?” “Consecutive, Sir.” “OK, next!”

The last two were the youngest. They both looked extremely frightened and I also fancied them both something rotten.

The first was about 5ft 6 inches tall, petite and chic. She had mid-brown hair and hazel eyes.

“Name?” I asked her. “Anne-Marie Langvilliers, Sir.” “Age?” “17, Sir.” “Crime?” “Perjury, attempting to pervert the course of justice and prostitution with intent to pervert the course of justice, Sir.” “Sentences?” “Fifteen years with hard labour for perjury, ten years hard labour for attempting to pervert the course of justice and five years for prostitution with intent to pervert the course of justice, Sir.” “Consecutive or concurrent?” “Consecutive, Sir.” “OK, next!”

The last girl was around 5ft 2 inches, with short dumpy legs but a full-figured frame on her. I liked the look of her too.

“Name?” “Dominique Rochefort, Sir.” “Age?” “14, Sir.” “Crime?” “Perjury, attempting to pervert the course of justice and assaulting a police officer, Sir.”

I barely controlled my instant desire to laugh when she said that. The idea of this tiny 14-year old attacking a police office was delicious.

“What sentences did you get for these crimes, Rochefort?” “Fifteen years with hard labour for perjury, ten years with hard labour for attempting to pervert the course of justice and twenty years with hard labour for assaulting a police officer, Sir.” “Forty-five years in prison at your age! Really, Rochefort, we’ll have to teach you self-control in here. Consecutive or concurrent?” “Consecutive, Sir.” “OK, I’ll get you all assigned to your cells. Boutrillard, Masson, Rochefort, Langvilliers, for the time being you can share the same cell. Clarget, Clochemerle, you’re going with Zafir and Wong. Vavasour, Hulot, you go with Smith and Codreanu. Clarget, you’re with McDonough and Svensson. I’m appointing cell leaders from among you. Zafir, you take charge of your group; Smith, you’re in charge of your cell. Boutrillard, you’re in charge of your group. The last group is a bit of a problem, isn’t it? For a start, you’re a fem short. Secondly, I’m not sure I can trust any of you with responsibility. Svensson, you persist in this nonsensical story that you’re innocent. McDonough, you don’t seem to appreciate the gravity of your offence. And you’re a convicted perjurer, Clarget. What a threesome to choose from. OK, McDonough, I’ll put you in charge of the cell on a week’s trial. If you don’t shape up I’ll try someone else. OK, bitches, get processed and then you’ll be assigned to work duties. On your way!”

 Just as they were about to go I called them back for a moment.

“By the way,” I told them, “your cell leaders enjoy certain privileges that you other fems don’t get. At least not till you show yourself worthy of them. One of them is being addressed more formally. You will refer to them as Miss Zafir, Miss Smith, Miss Boutrillard and Miss McDonough. When speaking to them in person you will always address them as Ma’am. Understood?” “Yes, Sir,” they said wearily, and left.

Now that the preliminaries were over, I let the day take its course. Tomorrow would be what we ironically referred to in Fotze Schloss as a “rest day.” What that meant was that the prisoners on hard labour duties – the majority of the fems here – were taken off their normal jobs and made to exercise, take part in various sporting activities, and in other appropriate ways provide entertainment for the prison staff and edification for the other prisoners. We had held two such events already, and they were becoming a popular attraction with visitors. Naturally we charged admission to the events, but people seemed happy to pay to see the fems sweating and struggling in the cause of public entertainment. Ken was also the bookie for these events, and the prison also made money out of the large number of side bets placed on the results.

Another equally popular aspect of the rest days was that those fems who had also been sentenced to prostitute themselves part-time were freely available for use. We charged each punter the sum of 10 Eurodollars – about equivalent to $20 US dollars – to use the girls’ services. All in all, the rest days were instructive for the prisoners, entertaining for the audience, and profitable for the prison system. A good fun day all round, in fact!      

