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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


Erika approached the restrained girl slowly, making sure that every loud click of her high-heeled boots was allowed to ring out in between the coarse dungeon walls. Every step made her prisoner squirm, and the gorgeous body struggled in vain against the chains that held her. The girl begged for release, but Erika refused to grant it. The whip cracked across the youthful breasts, each lash adding to Erika’s own arousal.

Then the phone rang.

Erika woke from her daydream. The ringtone was playing the Imperial March from “Star Wars”, meaning it was her sister calling. She ignored it and closed her eyes while her hands continued the pleasant task of pushing the large dildo in and out of her pussy. She moaned to herself as waves of pleasure rhythmically flowed through her body. The phone finally stopped ringing and allowed her mind to find its way back to the beautiful girl in the dungeon.

The girl was exhausted after the whipping and fell to her knees when Erika unlocked the chain holding the girl’s handcuffs above her head. Erika was about to unlock the chain connecting the heavy steel collar to the wall when the girl jumped to her feet and grabbed Erika in a chokehold with the chain from the handcuffs.

“It seems the tables have turned,” whispered the girl. “The keys, please.”

Erika smiled as the girl unlocked the handcuffs and locked them around Erika’s wrists.

“Now it’s your turn…”

The phone rang again.

Oh, for Darth Vader’s sake, Erika thought. She pulled out the soaking wet dildo and picked up the phone.

“What is it, Fiona?” Erika stood up from the sofa and walked to the window. It was a beautiful summer day, and the street was buzzing a few stories below her. “Of course, I was masturbating. Don’t tell me you don’t get the toybox out when the kids are asleep.” She winked at a puzzled man in the apartment across the street and waved at him with the girthy toy in her hand, while she pushed her naked breasts up against the window to tease the poor, flummoxed neighbor.

“Yeah, I might take a walk later. I don’t usually get much sun during a workday…”

Erika finished the pointless phone call and looked at the dildo. Nah, this won’t cut it today. She checked her watch. It IS a beautiful day for a walk.

After a quick shower, Erika slipped into the black leather pants and black shirt that constituted ‘work-clothes’ and headed downtown. Every corner and café were packed with people, and she quickly regretted not opting for a shorter skirt in the heat. The only place not swarming with people was at the entrance to the Physical Education Department. A few tourists took pictures across the street and pointed at Erika when she entered the security checkpoint, but she was used to ignoring them.

Dave, the clerk, looked at her with a raised eyebrow when she signed in, but she just winked at him and walked to her office. She loved her job, but even a warden at the P.E.D. needed an office with a computer when the inevitable paperwork needed to be handled, a recurring, necessary sacrifice to the gods of bureaucracy.

Erika ignored the countless emails waiting for an answer and opened the P.E.D. database. Every prisoner, past and present, had a file with pictures and a summary of previous punishments.

“Dieter, Annabelle… Arsonist. She looks cute,” Erika mumbled to herself as she scrolled through the endless list. “Bradley, Brad. Who names their kid that? No wonder he ended up a bank robber. Nice eyes, though.” She smiled when an innocent, scared mugshot of a young girl appeared. “Ah, Isabella Atkins. That was a pleasant weekend.”

After a few minutes of searching and touching herself to the memory of some of the punishments she had graciously bestowed upon the helpless inmates, she finally found what she was looking for.

There were no screams in this part of the P.E.D., only prison cells. The Rainbow Wing of the massive structure was reserved for long-term prisoners, but even though the inmates here had the luxury of actual sunlight in their cells, it was still a far cry from the relative luxury of a standard prison.

Erika could feel her heart beat faster as she unlocked the heavy steel door to cell 415. The door opened into a cramped, grey cell with nothing but a thin mattress on the floor and a bucket with a lid in the corner. A naked man was sitting against the wall and looked up at Erika with a puzzled expression.

“Get up, prisoner.”

The man stood up. The shackles and manacles restraining his feet and ankles made a loud noise in the small room. A small ray of sunlight peeked through the microscopic window and illuminated a well-trained, broad-shouldered body. The man had pleasant, round features and a faint stench of sweat. Just the way Erika liked it.

“I haven’t been handled by a female warden in a while,” the man smiled. “Is Mike –“

The man cried out when Erika pushed the button to his shock collar.

“You know the rules. Now, shut up!” Erika pushed the man against the wall. “Inmate 45322, Anthony Brooks, I’m taking you for a physical education session in the dungeon.”

He smiled. “I bet you are.”

Erika liked a rebel, but she would never show it. “Get on your knees.”

Anthony was hesitant at first, but another shock from the collar made him oblige.

“It seems you need a little lesson in humility first. Lick my boots.”

He looked up at her with a frown. “Come on…”

“Do it.” She lifted the remote to the shock collar as a threat.

Anthony groaned and started licking Erika’s boots. She looked down on her unwilling plaything with a smile and bit her lip. The broad back was glistening with sweat, and Erika noticed faint, pink traces from the last time, Anthony had been in the hands of one of her coworkers.

“What the…” Anthony said when Erika pulled a hood over his head and forces him to his feet.

“Don’t try anything. This collar has a lot more juice to deliver than what you have already experienced,” she said as she unlocked his shackles and handcuffed his hands behind his back.

She took a step back and took in the view. Good thing Angela lobbied to have all inmates pictured in the system with a full-frontal picture, she thought while she gazed at the well-proportioned cock between Anthony’s legs, the real reason for her surprise visit.

“It seems the collar is not enough to make you behave,” she said and kneeled in front of the hooded man. “This should take care of that.”

“Hey, what the fuck!” Anthony yelled when Erika locked a wide, metal ring around his dick, behind the balls. The protest soon turned to a scream of pain when Erika pressed the second button on her remote and released a powerful electric shock into the man’s genitals.

“Can I expect you to comply, in silence, with my commands now?”

Anthony whimpered and nodded.

“Good. Now, let us go downstairs.”

It was a quiet day in the P.E.D. dungeons, but Erika had a feeling that would end soon. Anthony had, wisely, not said a word since his first experience with the Ball-Shocker. Erika was not certain about the name of the device, but since Angela had made it, she had the naming rights. Erika had often thought that nothing was more dangerous than an electrical engineer switching careers to work in a torture dungeon.

Anthony was kneeling in a dark cell, several floors beneath ground level; there was no sunlight here, and the naked body was shivering in the cold. His handcuffed arms were stretched behind him, connected to the wall, while a chain linked his collar to the ceiling. It was an unpleasant position, but Erika was not there to give him a good time.

“Not so rebellious now, are we?” She removed the hood.

Anthony looked at her, his eyes brimming with contempt.

“Silence? Very good, someone is learning.” Erika knelt in front of her prisoner. “Here’s the rules. I’m going to cause you a lot of pain. I don’t really care if you deserve it or not, I’m going to do it because I want to. Because it gives me pleasure.”

She could tell that Anthony had to fight himself to not speak.

“You will only speak when I ask you a direct question. Do you understand?”

He hesitated. “…Yes.”

He wants to hit me, maybe even kill me. Erika smiled. She knew he had it in him, but it only made it more exciting.

“Oh, just to clarify: Screaming is okay.”

Erika was rarely given the chance to torment the men incarcerated in the P.E.D. She did not mind, she loved her job, but sometimes, she just wanted to torture a nice cock. Anthony screamed again and again as floggers and riding crops found their way to his genitals, sprinkled with shocks from the cruel metal device. He could resist hits to his upper body and face with nary a sound, but Erika always found her way back to the tortured dick and balls.

“Have you had enough?” she asked after a while.

“…Yes… Please…” Anthony sobbed. There was no resistance left in him.

Erika could see the arm muscles tense up from the uncomfortable position. “Let us see how badly you want it.”

She took off her boots and pants and approached him. There were no protests from Anthony, and she could tell he understood right away.

Oh, he’s good, she thought as the tongue explored the vulva and teasingly grazed the clitoris. The stubby beard itched, but the proficient tongue-work easily made up for it. This was a man desperate to please. I wish we could get ‘tongue length’ into the profiles! Anthony’s long tongue found its way inside, changing between gentle, pleasant licks and frantic, intense force. Erika felt her body tingle with desire, and she pulled up her shirt and started playing with her breasts.

She forced herself away from the talented man, not willing to end their little session yet. “Well done,” she said and smiled. She felt flustered, but she doubted he would notice in the dark. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

She unlocked the handcuffs from the wall and tightened the collar chain, forcing him to his feet. His legs were shaking, and Erika caught herself feeling bad for him for a second before remembering why he was in the P.E.D. in the first place.

Pain was not the only tool in Erika’s bag of tricks. Anthony’s eyes widened in surprise when she started gently stroking his massive cock.

“It seems you’re enjoying this,” she said as she felt the erection in her hands. “Would you like me to blow you?”

Anthony looked at the door, as if he expected a form of trap. “Eh… yes?”

“Very well.”

Erika knelt and closed her lips around the hard cock. It filled her mouth, and she enjoyed the pleased, surprised groans coming from her confused prisoner. While her lips moved back and forth over the sweaty cock, her fingers massaged her pussy, filling the room with a choir of moaning.

He’s getting close, she thought. “That should do it for now.”

She stood up and looked him in the eye. “It’s a lovely piece you’ve got there. But now that it’s completely erect…” She pressed the remote. The scream was soaked in pain. “…this hurts a lot more.”

Erika locked a chain to the Ball-Shocker and connected it to the floor. Anthony now had the choice of choking on his collar or choking his balls, and neither seemed to please him.

“I’m going to leave for a bit.” She put on her pants and boots.

He shook his head in disbelief.

“But don’t worry.” She sent another shock through his tormented genitals. “I will make sure to send you a little reminder of my presence every once in a while.”

Anthony had been surprisingly happy to see her when she had returned an hour later. He even seemed pleased when she shackled him spread-eagle to a table. After standing up for so long, it was a relief for the poor man, but he should have known better.

Few things are as beautiful as a stretched, naked body, Erika thought as she let her hands slide over the quivering torso. She had stuffed a large gag into his mouth to quell any protests that might come; he would certainly want to object to what she had in mind. Her gentle touch was already having an effect; Erika could not resist touching the magnificent, rising erection, which was only made harder by the metal ring.

“You’ve had pain. You’ve tried pleasure.”

Anthony fought against his restraints when the cold, steel plug entered his ass.

“Let us see if we can combine them.”

She pressed a third button on her remote, sending jolts of electricity through the butt plug.

“No pleasure yet?” she asked with an innocent voice. She switched between the three buttons, shocking his neck, genitals, and asshole in turn, sometimes all at once. The screams went from anger, to pain, to pitiful whimpering and back again.

“How about now?”

Anthony had been so focused on the pain that he had not noticed Erika undressing and climbing up onto the table. He looked at her with an expression of fear, surprise, and sudden lust when she lowered herself onto his cock and started riding him.

This was worth the trip, Erika though as she felt the large cock fill her pussy. Every movement was pure pleasure, at least for her, and she moaned loudly while still shocking Anthony’s ass with the remote.

“New rules,” she said between her moans. “If you come before me, I turn the shocks up to double voltage… and leave them on.”

Anthony screamed into his gag, but Erika could not make out the words, nor did she care. She allowed herself to fully embrace the feeling of riding the giant cock of a man who was powerless to resist. She could feel his body tense up as he tried to hold back, tried to resist, but Erika knew she had the pussy of a goddess and that this was turning into pure agony for the poor man.

I bet you’d prefer the pain now, she thought.

“YEEES!” she screamed when her body finally climaxed. It felt like a dam had burst, and all the desire and lust she had built up since her interrupted masturbation session earlier in the day flooded her body. It was amazingly intense, a flurry of emotions and dopamine, and she almost fell to the floor when she managed to slide off Anthony.

“You did well,” she said, still panting after the ordeal. “Very well. Do you want to be let out?”

Anthony nodded furiously and begged her with his eyes, red from tears and exhaustion.

“I guess you’ve earned –“

“What’s going on in here?” Angela entered the cell and looked at Erika, who was still supporting herself against the wall, naked and sweating.

“Just a spot of exercise,” Erika said and smiled at her friend. “Anthony has been a good training partner.”

Angela licked her lips. “I’m sure he has…” She touched the still erect cock and shivered. “Mind if I take him for a spin?”

Erika shrugged. “I’m done here, he’s all yours.” She handed the remote to Angela.

As Erika left the cell, she heard Angela’s commanding voice: “If you come, I’ll make sure you experience pain like you’ve never thought possible.”

Anthony’s anguished screams rang through the stone corridors. Poor guy, Erika thought and smiled.

Just as Erika was about to exit the P.E.D. after a shower and a fresh set of clothes, she was greeted by her coworker Brooke.

“Hi Erika, what are you doing here?” The long-legged blonde raised an eyebrow and smiled. “I though this was your day off?”

“I just had a little paperwork to finish.” She winked at Brooke and slapped her on the ass. “Have a great day.”

Erika still had a huge smile on her face when she returned home. She took off her clothes, threw herself on the sofa and had just made the hard decision to order a pizza and play video games for the rest of the day.

Then the phone buzzed.

At least it’s not a phone call this time. She read the message and felt a slight tinge of arousal creep up through her body. She bit her finger and smiled. This is the best day ever.

A while later, after a delightfully greasy pizza and a few hours of relaxing gameplay, the doorbell rang. Erika turned off the TV and got up, checking herself in the mirror next to the front door.

Erika suppressed the excited smile and put on a serious, business-like expression before she opened the door. She looked down on the timid, beautiful girl kneeling in front of the door. Her golden hair flowed to her shoulders, like it had done the first time they had met at the P.E.D., and her hands were submissively kept behind her back, as instructed.

“Thank you for seeing me, mistress,” said Isabella and looked up at Erika with those gorgeous, expressive eyes.

Erika grabbed a pair of handcuffs from the coatrack and smiled. The pleasure is all mine.


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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