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In a not-so-distant future, the government has made it possible for judges to sentence people to be taken to the dungeon for punishment as a means of deterrent and to reduce jail population. The prisoner receives a shorter sentence but must endure physical punishment, sexual humiliation, and horrible conditions.

This is the tale of Erika Cole, one of the enthusiastic wardens working in the new branch of the penal system.
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Find the rest of the series here


It was another cold, grey morning in the capital, but Erika always managed to wake up with a smile on her face. The radio was playing an old favorite from her youth, and she could not help but dance around the small apartment in her underwear while the omelet sizzled on the stove.

Erika was still chewing her food while she applied a light makeup; a pointless gesture, considering her job, but she believed in always looking her best. She put on the black leather pants and knee-high boots. It’s not much of a uniform, she thought as she pulled the tight, black shirt over her head and rolled up the sleeves. But it does look sexy – I guess it’s still the men making the rules. She smiled to herself, put on her watch, and tied the dark brown curls into a long braid.

The subway was packed as usual. Erika was listening to a podcast about medieval architecture when she made eye contact with a well-dressed businesswoman in her forties. The look of disgust on the woman’s face made Erika send her a wink and a kiss; Erika’s outfit was only recognized by people that had found themselves in the claws of the Physical Education Department before.

The huge, grey building greeted her as soon as she exited the subway station, placed near the city center. After a host of security checkpoints and heavy steel doors, she found herself in the locker room.

“How was your weekend?” Angela opened the locker next to Erika’s and stashed her purse and jacket.

“Uneventful,” Erika said and smiled. “It was perfect. You?”

“Family dinner… I’ll take uneventful any day of the week over that.”

They both strapped their belts containing several pairs of handcuffs, a taser and a truncheon around their waists. Angela was dressed in the same outfit as Erika and wore her blonde hair in a tight ponytail.

“Good morning, miss Cole,” said Dave, the clerk, when Erika approached. “There’s a new arrival waiting for you in room C already.” He handed her a tablet with a polite, bored smile; every job could become routine with time.

Emily nodded and looked over the details while she found her way to room C. She opened the door and suppressed a smile. This will be fun.

The room was small, only containing a steel table with two steel chairs, one on each side. One of the chairs was occupied by a nervous-looking, young girl with huge, expressive eyes that seemed to never blink as they stared at Erika like a scared deer caught in the headlights of a car.

Erika looked at the girl. “Isabella Atkins, student, correct?”

The girl nodded.

“It says here that you have been sentenced for… speeding and parking tickets?” Erika raised an eyebrow. “How many did you get to end up here?”

“I… I didn’t…” the girl stuttered. “My… my ex-boyfriend used my car for months, I didn’t know… I didn’t… I could not afford to pay…”

Erika felt a rare sting of sympathy for the girl, but it was not going to prevent her from doing her job. “Well, you’re the one who received the sentence. Your stay won’t be pleasant, but at least it will be short.”

The girl closed her eyes and bowed her head.

“For the next few days, you are the property of the P.E.D. Do you understand?”

There was no response.

Erika slammed her hand on the table. “Do you understand?!” she yelled.

“Y… Yes!”

A smile crept over Erika’s lips. “Good. That means that you do what me and my coworkers tell you to. Stand up.”

The girl stood up and hugged herself. She was wearing a nice, blue dress, out of place in the bare, cold room. Her hair was long and golden, cascading as a wavy waterfall down to her shoulders. Her hands trembled when Erika clicked the handcuffs around the slender, delicate wrists.

“Have you ever been handcuffed before?” she asked.

The girl shook her head.

“Well… you’ll have a lot more experience in a few days.” She grabbed Isabella by the arm and dragged her out of the room. “Do you know why they built this place?”

“N… No…” Isabella could barely speak; she sounded like she was on the brink of crying.

“It was partly built for people like you; to give you the opportunity to pay your debt to society in a very short time, so you can return to living your life.” Erika thought it was a brilliant system. “Above ground, we have most of the cells, especially those for long-term prisoners. Below, we have the Physical Education Facilities. You’ll get to see them soon enough.”

Isabella looked up from the floor. “It looks like a regular prison.”

Erika smiled. She loved this part. She leaned in and whispered: “That is because we are still in the ‘new arrivals lounge’.”

She swiped her security card to open a large, steel door. She could see Isabella’s shoulders tighten at the sight; the anonymous, concrete walls were suddenly replaced with rough stone, dimly lit and dripping with menace. It was based on the dungeons of medieval castles to maximize the feeling of hopelessness and oppression. Everywhere, heavy chains hung from the ceilings and walls, often ending in collars and shackles, ready for the unfortunate souls who entered.

Erika loved it, it felt like a second home.

A distant, muffled scream rang through the dark corridor.

Isabella froze. “I don’t deserve to be here!” she cried, as tears started rolling down her cheeks. “This place is horrible!”

Dear girl, you have not seen anything yet, Erika thought as she unlocked a steel door leading to a small room with lockers, old tiles on the walls and floor, and a water hose.

“Take your clothes off and put them in one of the open lockers.” Erika unlocked the handcuffs and pushed Isabella forward. “Quickly.”

She hosed down the crying girl with cold water and allowed her a few seconds to dry herself with a towel before handcuffing her again.

“You see this?” Erika opened a large, metal locker and pulled out a tall, shiny, steel collar.

Isabella’s eyes became even bigger than before. Her body was shivering from the cold. “You’re not going to put that on me, are you?”

Erika smiled. “Of course, I am. It’s standard practice down here. This collar is not coming off until you’re released.” She opened the collar. “See these copper lines on the inside? They’re connected to a small battery inside the collar. Brilliant, don’t you think? If you do not behave, you’ll get a mild, electric shock. Well, mild at first.” She pointed to the floor. “Get on your knees. Now.”

Isabella looked like she was living her worst nightmare as the collar clicked around her neck. Erika could have picked a smaller collar, but she loved how this one looked on the girl; Isabella would just have to deal with the weight.

“I… I can’t breathe, it’s too tight!”

“They always say that, yet somehow, they manage.” Erika locked a chain to the collar and pulled Isabella to her feet. “Let us see if this works.”

Isabella let out a frightened scream when Erika used the small remote that activated the collar’s shock function.

“Excellent.” She looked at the scared, shaking girl in front of her. Erika had a sudden urge to kiss the girl; the thought itself made her genitals throb with desire. “Let us find you a nice cell in the lower dungeons.”

The cell was tiny; a tall person would barely be able to lie down in there, but Isabella would not get the chance anyway. On the way, Erika had grabbed a set of heavy, wide shackles and put them on Isabella after unlocking the handcuffs. The touch of the cold steel made Erika horny and for a second even jealous of Isabella.

“A perfect fit,” Erika said, but the poor girl in front of her did not find it amusing in the slightest.

Erika pulled a chain down from a winch in the ceiling and locked it to the chain connecting the shackles. She left the small cell and locked the steel-barred door. Pressing a button next to the door, the winch whirred and slowly pulled Isabella’s hands upward.

The sentence said ‘excessive discomfort. This should do it. Erika stopped the winch; Isabella was standing with her arms stretched fully, balancing on her toes.

“Please! Let me down, it hurts so AAAAAH!” Isabella screamed as the collar shocked her.

“You better be quiet. I’ll see you later. Welcome to P.E.D.”

“Enjoying yourself?” Angela peeked into the open cell while Erika was lying on a thin mattress with her fingers down her unzipped leather pants.

Erika nodded and moaned.

“I saw the new arrival. Exactly your type; I figured I’d find you here.” Angela smiled and kneeled next to the uncomfortable bed. She pulled up Erika’s shirt and started pleasuring her friend’s breasts while Erika fingered herself to completion.

“Thanks for that. I’ll be sure to return the favor.” Erika sat up and pulled down her shirt.

“I know you will. So, the new girl?”

Erika smiled. “Yeah, she’s cute. And innocent.”

“You’re still a softie,” Angela said. “But you still have to do your job.”

“I’ll enjoy it even more, you know that.” Erika looked at her large-faced silver watch. “Speaking of… An hour should be enough.”

Erika stood for a bit outside the cell and looked at her prisoner. Isabella’s legs and arms were shaking from the strain, and the cries had turned into pitiful whimpers. The young, perky breasts were wet from tears.

Isabella screamed out in pain when Erika lowered the chain and the flood flowed back into her arms. She fell to her knees.

“Please… no more. I cannot… I can’t take this.”

Erika liked it when they begged. She loved having Isabella at her mercy, even if she felt a bit sorry for the girl. Maybe I should change course – it could be fun. She looked over the prescribed punishment while Isabella massaged her arms. Yes. I can make this work. She looked down on her prisoner. I’ll make you want to come back.

“This was just the warmup.” She pulled Isabella to her feet.

The girl grabbed the chain to her collar with her shackled hands to lessen the strain on her neck as Erika dragged her down the darkened hallway. No natural light made its way down to the lower dungeons, and only a few flickering lights made it possible to see where you were going. Isabella flinched when they walked over a grate in the floor, just as a scream rose from the dungeon below. Erika smiled; she could hear a tinge of pleasure in the scream.

It was not only the architecture and the cells that had been inspired by medieval times. Isabella shook her head and whispered a barely audible ‘no’ under her breath when they entered a room with a wooden pillory.

“Do... do you enjoy this?” Isabella asked as Erika locked her in. The feet were locked together with a spreader bar and steel manacles, spreading her legs wide, while her neck and wrists were locked in the pillory, leaving her bent over. The pillory barely fit behind the metal collar and gave Isabella very little room to wriggle.

“Very much.” Erika observed her work; it was a beautiful, vulnerable position. “I’m just a cog in the penal system, but I believe in it.” She leaned in and whispered: “It pleases me. But I think we’ll pause the conversation for a bit.” She found a large ball gag attached to a leather harness. She locked the straps around Isabella’s head before the girl discovered what was happening and had a chance to protest. The red silicone ball opened Isabella’s mouth wide and soon, a long thread of drool hung from her mouth to the floor.

“You’ve tried discomfort. Now it’s time for pain.”

Panicked, muffled sounds escaped the gag.

Erika looked over the collection of whips, floggers, and paddles on the wall. Tools of her trade. She picked a thin cane, an old favorite, and went to work.

The pillory shook whenever a strike hit the perfectly shaped, exposed butt with a loud crack. Isabella’s screams joined the dungeon choir as red streaks started showing on her porcelain skin. Erika did not hold back; she had a job to do, and she knew that the supervisors made unscheduled inspections from time to time – Isabella needed to be able to show some bruises. But being a sadist, every cry made a pleasurable, intense tingle appear in Erika’s genitals. God, I love my job…

After a thorough caning, Erika took off the poor girl’s gag.

“I’ll do anything… please… no more…”

Erika kneeled and lifted Isabella’s chin. “Don’t have your ex do the crime if you can’t do the time.” She kissed the surprised girl. “I’ll try to make the next part of your ordeal more… enjoyable. I know it will be for me.”

She stepped towards a small locker in the corner of the cell, next to the whips. Erika and Angela had the only keys for it; it was their ‘personal collection. She looked over the tools and picked one out with a smile. Perfect.

Erika stepped back in front of Isabella, who was unable to move or even look up.

“What are you… no way!”

She wriggled helplessly against her restraints when Erika took off her boots and pants. “Trust me. Try to relax, you might enjoy it.” She put on the large strap-on dildo; the leather strap running between Erika’s legs had a nice, wide dildo on the inside as well for her own pleasure.

Isabella screamed at first; Erika could not blame her, but as she had expected, the screams lessened, just as Erika’s own arousal increased. She could feel the dildo filling her pussy, thrusting inside her to the rhythm of Isabella’s surprised yelps and the writhing body in the pillory. The screams returned when Erika grabbed a flogger from the wall next to her, but they were no longer screams of pain or fear; Isabella was reluctantly loving it.

You are mine now. Erika smiled and increased the pace. Her entire body was buzzing and sweat poured from her forehead, soaking her shirt. She felt powerful and sexy; she wanted Isabella to climax, a graceful gift from her captor.

The orgasm made every muscle in the slender body tense up; Erika almost came herself from the scream alone. Isabella cried out, fighting her restraints, but Erika knew it only added to the experience. She had had several ‘educational sessions’ with Angela herself. She pulled out and removed the strap-on; both dildos were dripping. She closed the door behind her and left Isabella behind.

In an hour, one of her coworkers coming in for the evening shift would make sure that Isabella was shackled and placed in a cold, dark cell for the night. But Erika was certain that the girl would not forget her.

Erika closed the door to her apartment and took off all her clothes before stepping into the shower. Her body was still tingling, and her hands caressed her body while the mind replayed the events of the day in her head. She could not wait to return the next day to continue Isabella’s sexual education and torment.

She stepped into the bedroom and opened a large closet. Whips, belts, shackles, and chains greeted her. Erika bit her lip and let her finger run over the restraints. She found a steel collar, like the one that was currently making it hard for Isabella to get comfortable on the thin mat in her cell. Erika locked the collar around her own neck and shivered as the cold metal weighed down on her neck. Her hands pinched the hard nipples, and a lustful moan escaped her quivering lips. She picked up the vibrator that would soon bring her to a powerful, loud climax.

This gives me an idea…

Erika opened the cell. A straw mat on the floor and a bucket in the corner were the only amenities. Isabella was already awake, sitting against the back wall with her knees pulled in towards her chest. A heavy chain connected her collar to a ring on the wall, and her wrists and ankles were weighed down by wide, tight-fitting shackles and manacles.

Isabella looked up at Erika; there was fear in her eyes, but also a hint of anticipation.

“Have you eaten?”

Isabella nodded. “Yes.” Her voice was low and submissive.

“Good. Are you ready to continue your punishment?”

The girl hesitated for a bit. “Yes.”

Isabella had trouble following along with Erika; the manacles weighed down on her ankles, and her face contorted in pain with every step, but she did not complain. Erika could hardly wait; so often, her job was only about administering pain and discomfort, as well as filling out loads of paperwork, but with Isabella, she could be inventive, cruel, and generous at the same time.

Erika stopped outside a heavy steel door and pushed Isabella up against the wall. She held the collar chain tight and forced Isabella to look her in the eye.

“Did you enjoy our little session yesterday?” Erika asked. Her voice was not menacing or forceful, but curious.

Isabella’s large eyes flickered. “No… I… I don’t know.” The first hint of a smile since her arrival showed on her lips for a second. “Maybe.”

Erika let her hand slide gently down Isabella’s body. The girl gasped as Erika pinched her nipple and bit her lip when two fingers entered her pussy. She did not lose eye contact for a second, and there were no protests.

“You’re a beautiful girl, Isabella. I’m sure you’ll do fine when you get out tomorrow.” Erika smiled. “But until then, you’re still mine.”

Isabella nodded.

Erika locked the final shackle around the slender, trembling wrist. Erika was a visual person, and this was a work of art; Isabella’s lovely body was laid out on a wooden table in a perfect spreadeagle. Tight steel shackles stretched her limbs, and the collar chain had been locked to the head of the table, lightly choking the poor girl.

Erika let a finger run over Isabella’s full, red lips. The girl squirmed against her restraints, but it seemed she was merely testing them, not trying to escape.

“You have been a great prisoner so far, Isabella. This is my present for you.”

Isabella moaned as Erika inserted a large, cold steel dildo deep into her pussy and attached it to the table, making it nearly impossible for Isabella to move. Every touch of Erika’s trained hand made the body quiver, and lustful moans escaped Isabella’s lips with every pinch, stroke, or slap.

Erika loved every second as much as her prisoner did. Several times, her left hand pleasured herself as the right hand let hard strikes of the cane hit the large, firm breasts. Isabella screamed in pain, but the screams immediately turned to pleasure as the dildo filled her dripping wet pussy.

And now for the big finale.

Erika strapped the powerful vibrator to the dildo, so it rested firmly on Isabella’s clitoris. The moans increased in volume as Erika turned on the vibrator. The girl could do nothing to escape the powerful, rhythmic machine. Erika continued hitting the breasts with the flogger. She even used the remote to make the collar shock Isabella, who hardly knew pain from pleasure anymore.

After a while, Erika could not hold herself back anymore; she removed her boots and pants, climbed up on the table, and placed her own wet pussy over Isabella’s mouth. There was no need for instruction, no need for orders – she shivered and moaned when Isabella’s tongue started licking her. The two women created a cacophony of screams, moans, and whines in the small, cold room.

Erika came first. It was violent, intense, and glorious. She cried out in ecstasy and stumbled off the table. She sat down on the floor for a few seconds to recover, unable to quell the massive grin on her face.

Time to return the favor. She turned the vibrator to its maximum setting. It did not take long for Isabella to release an orgasmic scream to rival Erika’s own.

“Yes! Thank you!” she screamed.

Erika smiled. “You’re welcome.” She leaned down and whispered: “But my job is to punish you.”

She forced a large ball gag into Isabella’s mouth and tightened the strap. The large eyes widened when Isabella realized what Erika had in mind. She frantically shook her head, but there was nothing she could do.

Erika smiled as she walked down the hall and Isabella’s muffled screams disappeared behind the large steel door.

Isabella looked exhausted but no less beautiful than when she arrived. Erika unlocked the handcuffs for the last time and handed Isabella her possessions.

“Don’t go getting yourself in trouble just to return here.” Erika crossed her arms and leaned against the wall while she watched Isabella get dressed.

“I don’t intend to,” Isabella said without looking up. “I just want to get out of here.”

Erika smiled. “I understand. By the way, I’ve put in a request to have an officer check out your boyfriend; the way I formulated it, they’ll make sure to find something to punish.”

Isabella looked at Erika with a furrowed brow. “Is that… is that legal?”

“He should have been here instead of you. At least it’s fair.”

Isabella nodded. “Can I go now?”

“Of course. You’re a free woman.”

Erika grabbed Isabella as she walked past and placed a kiss on the unsuspecting lips. “This is my address. You should look me up sometime, to continue what we started.”

Isabella looked at her with a puzzled expression. It seemed like she was about to speak, but she decided against it and ran out the door. Erika smiled and exited room C to continue another workday.


Thank you for reading. Reviews and ratings are greatly appreciated, and I hope you will take a look at some of my other stories. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.
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