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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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Erika stared at the handcuffs in Abigail’s hand. She could feel her heart beat faster, feel the weight of the choice before her, but in her mind, the decision was made the moment Abigail has asked her; she loved being a warden, she loved dominating and tormenting the prisoners at the P.E.D., but she also enjoyed giving up that control to others.

She nodded. It was all she had to do.

“Splendid.” Abigail smiled. “Until I decide that we are done, you will call me ‘mistress’. You will only speak when spoken to, you will not complain. Follow these rules, and I will reward you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, mistress.” Erika could feel a shiver run down her spine. She had submitted to others before, but this felt more intense. Abigail seemed to grow in front of her, becoming more intimidating, as if her posture had changed the second, she stepped into the dominating role.

“Take off your clothes.”

Erika stripped naked and wondered for a second if Abigail might lock her up with the two girls outside, whose screams could still be heard whenever the thunder roared. She shuddered as she felt the cold steel restrain her slender wrists behind her back. Her body tingled as Abigail let a gentle finger run down her spine.

“Downstairs.”

Erika obeyed. She knew what awaited her in the basement, but she had no intention of backing out. Could I, even if I wanted to?

The basement was colder than the rest of the house, and though it had an impressive array of tools and furniture for a private dungeon, it was nothing compared to the dungeons of the P.E.D. The walls were made from old rocks and could have been called cozy if not for the rows of chains and shackles.

“Every slave needs a collar, won’t you agree?” Abigail started rummaging through a drawer.

“Yes, mistress.” Erika loved collars; she even wore one at home for fun sometimes, just because she liked the feeling and the looks.

“Ah, this will do fine.”

Erika’s eyes widened as Abigail approached with a collar so heavy, that she could barely carry it. The steel was thick and the collar tall, and Erika shivered at the thought of wearing it for the rest of the night.

“Kneel, slave.”

Erika kneeled. Her heartbeat roared through her body, as if it tried to rival the thunderstorm outside. The cold steel hugged her delicate neck tightly, and she could barely swallow. It was so tall and wide that she could feel it touch her jaw. They had similar collars at the P.E.D., but Erika had never tried them on.

This is intense.

“Are you grateful for your gift, slave?”

“Yes, mistress. Thank you, mistress.”

“Good. Pain is a gift as well.” Abigail’s voice had changed; it was colder, more professional. “When I strike you, you must show gratefulness as well. Do you understand?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Then stand up.”

Erika got back on her feet, but it was not easy as the weight of the collar threw off her balance. Her cuffed hands did her no favors either.

The first strike from Abigail’s cane hit Erika’s butt. Warmth and pain shook through her body like a wave of fire.

“Thank you, mistress.”

Erika knew the game, she knew pain, but this was different.

Another strike to the butt.

“Thank you, mistress.”

The blows came at precise intervals, each second counting down to the next wave of pain. And each time, Erika thanked Abigail with a voice that could not stop from shaking.

How is she doing this? Each hit was perfect, never the same place twice. Erika could feel the tears well up in her eyes, and all thoughts of Brooke sleeping upstairs, or the two miserable women outside disappeared. Her entire body was focused on managing the pain and fire in her body, that kept building up and threatened to break her.

“You have beautiful breasts, slave. So round and perky.”

Oh no.

The strike was calculated, precise, brutal.

“Tha… Thank you, mistress.” Erika could no longer hold back the tears. They flowed slowly and silently at first, but the strikes did not stop. Small yelps and groans started escaping her quivering lips.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

Erika obeyed. The world outside no longer existed, no part of her mind considered resisting Abigail. She screamed when the first strike hit her vagina. The tears turned into loud crying as the strikes continued, and soon, Erika Cole, the cocky, confident warden of the P.E.D., was bawling and shaking like a little girl.

When Abigail finally stopped, Erika’s body felt like the skin was on fire and ready to fall off.

“Have you had enough?”

Erika could only nod.

“You deserve a small reward.”

Erika gasped as Abigail slipped a finger up her tormented, burning pussy.

“Does this feel good, slave?”

“Y… yes, mistress.”

Abigail leaned in close and kissed Erika. The kiss was harsh and intense, full of raw lust. Arousal burst through Erika’s body and fought the burning pain from the caning.

“Show me how grateful you are.”

Abigail lifted her dress and leaned up against a nearby table. No underwear hid her clean-shaven pussy, and she gestured nonchalantly for Erika to kneel. Erika obliged and started licking her boss, but it was made difficult by the tight collar. She had to gasp for air, but she dared not stop, not even when Abigail started hitting Erika’s back with a whip. The strikes were not vicious and could almost be called playful.

Erika did have some experience with cunnilingus and used every trick she knew, but no moans sounded from the mistress she desperately wanted to please. Having forced others to do the same, Erika knew that Abigail likely held back and refused to show any hint of desire, but Erika still kept trying.

“That will do.” Abigail stood up and straightened her dress. Her cold, disappointed eyes spelled trouble. “You did not please me, slave.”

Erika felt her mouth dry out. Somehow, the rational part of her mind that knew, that they were only playing, that this was temporary, had shut off. In that moment, she was a slave, terrified at what her mistress could have in store for her.

“Do you deserve to be punished for this?”

“Y… yes, mistress.”

“I agree.”

Erika could do nothing but look at the long string of drool that hung from the massive, penis-shaped gag in her mouth. It tickled the back of her throat and triggered her gag-reflex, but there was nothing she could do about it. The heavy collar strained her neck, and the muscles in her arms were starting to cramp up from the brutal strappado; the handcuffs were raised up behind her, forcing her to bend over, and her legs were spread with a metal bar and manacles. Her nipples and pussy were already sore from the caning, but sharp, weighted clamps only made it worse.

Brooke endured this kind of treatment for two years?

Abigail kept pacing around her, adjusting the clamps, touching Erika’s trembling body, and occasionally adding sequences of caning or whipping. The tsunami of pain threatened to overwhelm Erika but sparks of lust and arousal kept peeking through; part of her was loving every second of it.

“Take a deep breath and feel every signal from your body,” Abigail whispered.

Erika’s brain struggled to decode every impulse, but when Abigail added a vibrator to her clit, the pain seemed to enhance the flood of lust. Her moaning filled the room.

When Abigail finally released the handcuffs from the ceiling chain, Erika collapsed on the floor. She could barely keep her head up, and she screamed every time Abigail removed a clamp.

Abigail unlocked all restraints and hugged Erika. It was the warmest, most genuine, hug that she had felt in years, and she started crying.

“You did well, slave. Do you want it to stop?”

I don’t know. “No, mistress.”

“I didn’t think so.”

Abigail locked a set of simple, shiny shackles around Erika’s wrists and locked a lighter, but still wide, collar with a chain around her neck. Erika was dragged upstairs and into a large bedroom, where Abigail locked her shackles to a ring on the headboard.

Erika gave in when the large strap-on entered her, filled her. There was no pain, only submission and ecstasy. No decisions to make, her pleasure was in the hands of her mistress.

Abigail was gone when Erika came downstairs the next morning. Brooke had prepared breakfast and looked at Erika with a coy smile.

“You couldn’t resist, huh?” she said and handed Erika a cup of coffee.

Erika blushed. “She’s a magnetic woman.”

“She is, I can’t blame you. Just… just don’t go down that rabbit hole. It took everything I had to get out of it.”

“I had my taste. I think I’m good,” Erika said and looked at the bruises on her wrists. Her entire body was aching, but some of the soreness was from the multiple orgasms that had ended the night before Abigail had left her. Her shackles had not been unlocked until early that morning, when Abigail left to head back to the city.

“You better button up your jacket when we go outside, looks like she used one hell of a collar on you.” Brooke nodded at Erika’s neck.

It was a cold, calm morning when the two women came outside. A few birds delivered the only sound, and no cars could be heard.

“Good morning,” Erika said when she opened the rusty steel grate above Jackie. The storm had filled the small hole with water, and only her face broke the surface.

There was no answer, and no protest sounded from the girl when she crawled out onto the muddy ground. There was no anger, no yelling, only visible exhaustion.

“Thank you,” she said when Erika handed her a plate of oatmeal and a bottle of water. No one would have recognized the prolific, temperamental influencer as she sat naked and shackled on the cold ground, eating a simple meal as if it was a five-star feast.

Brooke dragged a hunched Julia with her; the girl was covered in mud from head to toe, and she looked exhausted and sleep deprived. Erika thought that the silent humility was a positive step, but she had no intention of giving them a break; she wanted them broken before they returned to the P.E.D. that night.

Erika looked at the two prisoners who were barely able to stand up. They were still collared, shackled, and manacled, but Brooke and Erika had elected to drop the chain connecting the restraints. Instead, the two women had been put in steel chastity belts. The belts made sure that the large steel plugs, that Brooke had inserted into vagina and anus, was impossible to remove.

The two women were fiddling with the belts, visible uncomfortable with the plugs, that moved inside them whenever they took a step.

“You have a long day in front of you,” Erika said. “To motivate you to work faster, the plugs inside you are connected to this remote.”

The girls seemed to wake up at the sight of the remote, that looked like the one connected to their shock collars, but there were no protests; after a brutal night, where no one had responded to their desperate screams, the prospect of a hard day’s work in shackles with electrified dildos inside them probably seemed tolerable. Even Jackie bit her lip and held in her scream when Erika tested the remote and sent a mild shock through the two girls.

“When you’re done emptying the field of large rocks, the belts will be removed. Until then, you will be shocked every five minutes.” Erika smiled and set the dial on the remote, that was another of Angela’s devious inventions. “The frequency and voltage will increase, the longer it takes you to finish the task. Call it ‘motivation’.”

A few hours later, Brooke and Erika were sitting in a pair of old lawn chairs, looking at their prisoners frantically trying to rid the muddy field of rocks. Every few minutes, the two women paused as the increasingly painful shocks rocked through their bodies. The sun had decided to grace them with its presence, and Erika and Brooke had both removed their jackets.

“Sometimes, this is a very easy job,” Brooke said with a smile. She took a sip from her tea. “We should suggest that the P.E.D. uses inmates for physical labor more often.”

Erika nodded. “This is nice. But I do miss the dungeons a bit.”

“We’ll be back there soon enough.”

It had been an intense week, both for the two imprisoned influencers, but also for Erika. She looked forward to releasing the two girls and taking a few days off. The two women had been completely trashed when they returned from Abigail’s, and Erika and Brooke had decided to grant them a day’s break from severe punishment; the two girls had spent the day in cramped cells, still shackled, but they had slept like babies. The rest of the week had been fairly standard fare with whippings, sexual humiliation and other forms of strenuous torment, but Erika felt confident that the two had learned their lesson.

The familiar sounds of screams and whiplashes greeted Erika as she strode down the darkened corridor. Brooke was hard at work whipping the two women a final time when Erika entered the cell. The naked bodies were marked and bruised from a week of brutality, and deep, red marks in the pale skin peeked out from under the heavy steel shackles and collars.

Brooke finished and wiped the sweat off her forehead. “There. Your final whipping.”

“Thank you, educator Wilson,” the two women said with quiet, timid voices.

The two did not say a word as they were processed; they were allowed a shower, given back their clothes and escorted to the exit. They kept their heads down and did not make eye contact with Brooke or Erika at any point.

“Do you think we’ll see those two again?” Brooke said as the two women exited the P.E.D.

“Probably not. You can always keep an eye on the social media updates if you want to see where they go from here.”

Brooke yawned and looked at her watch. “Nah, I have better things to do with my time. I think I’m going to grab a nap in one of the cells before the next client on the day’s agenda. Are you going home?”

Erika nodded. “Yeah, I need some rest. Are you still coming over tomorrow?”

“Of course. A night of dumb movies and popcorn sounds wonderful, even with Angela commenting everything.”

The stairs felt steeper than usual as Erika dragged her home. She was exhausted; she had worked double shifts for a week, and her short experience as Abigail’s slave could still be felt in her sore body.

A shower, a pizza and then video games till I pass out… she thought as she unlocked the door and stepped inside the dark apartment.

Odd. I don’t remember closing the blinds before I left.

Erika did not have time to react. Someone grabbed her from behind, putting an arm around her throat and a hand over her mouth.

“Scream and I’ll kill you.” The raspy, deep voice sounded familiar, but Erika could not place it. “They finally released me from that hellhole. I’ve thought a lot about how I’d pay you back for the way you treated me in that dungeon. Let us find out together, shall we?”

Anthony Brooks. Prisoner 45322. Serial kidnapper.

This is not good.


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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