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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 windy day in the big city. People rushed from cover to cover as if they feared that a tornado might suddenly manifest and threaten to ruin their day.

Erika looked out at the grim-faced businessmen walking by, hands firmly in the pockets of their expensive jackets, trying to find a walking speed that signaled power and determinedness, rather than the faint desperation of a man wanting to preserve his gelled up hairstyle from the ravenous winds.

“Look at that guy over there,” she said and pointed like a rude child. “He picked a horrible day to air his combover.”

“It looks likes one of those inflatable tube men at the used car dealerships,” Angela said.

They had just finished a pleasant lunch in the business district together with Brooke and Mike. The four of them now sat deep in their chairs with the satisfied smirk of a well-fed group in no rush to get anywhere.

Erika gazed at her coworkers. Mike was smiling at a waitress, who did not seem to mind the attention of the chisel-jawed, dark haired man, who looked more like a fitness model than a professional torturer. Brooke and Angela had just received their dessert and were furiously consuming the piece of chocolate cake; they had decided to split it, but it quickly turned into an eating competition. The small group received many sideways glances from people walking by in the restaurant and from outside, but for once, it was not because of their P.E.D. uniforms. They were simply a normally dressed group of very handsome people.

We could almost pass for normal, Erika thought and smiled.

“I win!” Brooke proclaimed and raised her fork in a victorious gesture.

“Not if you count all the cake still left on your face,” Mike remarked after receiving the waitress’ phone number. “I’ve never seen anyone consume cake like you.”

“Eventually, age will cause my metabolism to shut down, I have to make the most of it until then.” Brooke wiped her face with a napkin and checked her long, red hair for trace crumbs. She nodded at the waitress, who had returned to her job. “I thought you were seeing that high school teacher?”

“High school teacher?” Angela took a sip of her iced tea. “I thought it was a receptionist?”

Mike frowned. “Both are long gone. It quickly goes south when I have to elaborate on what I mean when I say that I work as ‘sort of a personal trainer’.”

“You could lie,” Brooke said.

“I don’t want to. I like my job.”

“Most other people don’t like your job,” Erika said and smiled.

Mike nodded. “What about you, Erika? You haven’t mentioned anyone for a while. Taking a break from the whole dating scene?”

Erika thought of Isabella for a second. While it was not strictly against the rules to see a former prisoner outside work, it was frowned upon, and the relationship she had with the girl could hardly be called ‘dating’.

“I guess,” she said and shrugged. “I just don’t feel the need right now.”

Erika’s phone buzzed.

“Work?” Angela looked at the phone. “You’re on call today, right?”

“Yeah, but I wasn’t expecting to be called in.” Erika checked the message and smiled. “But maybe it’s not too bad. Look at this.”

“Two new arrivals?” Brooke’s eyes widened when she saw the pictures attached to the message. “Is that …?”

“Lucky you,” Angela said and licked her lips. “Save some for when Brooke and I come in tomorrow.”

Mike got up and grabbed his jacket. “I have a shift in an hour anyway, I’ll walk with you.”

Supervisor Abigail Hope was waiting in the staff lounge when Erika arrived. She had a way of commanding the room without even trying, and Erika could not recall ever having seen her in a good mood or wear any other color than black. The imposing woman approached Erika and handed her a tablet with the files of the new arrivals.

“How much do you know about these two?”

Erika shrugged. “I’m not big on social media, but they are some sort of influencers?”

Abigail nodded. “They are. They also have their own clothes brand. These are top-tier celebrities, educator Cole. It’s a high-profile case.”

“Two weeks sentence in the dungeon for reckless driving? That seems like a lot.”

“They were racing while filming it. They caused property damage when it inevitably went wrong, and a man broke both legs.” Abigail smirked. “They actually asked to be sent here themselves for the shorter sentence. The judge was happy to oblige.”

Erika raised an eyebrow. “Am I expected to go easy on them?”

“What do you think?” Abigail’s parted in a sadistic smile. “Quite the contrary. These women are role models. We have to ensure they do not become repeat offenders.”

Erika strode confidently into the room used for new arrivals. Usually, the people she met here were shaking nervously, crying or completely numb, but not these two. Both looked up at her with disdain emanating from the eyes beneath the painted-on eyebrows. They were both good-looking women, but every part of them seemed exaggerated and slightly unnatural, from the padded breasts and fake blonde hair to the heavy makeup and puffy lips.

“Julia Newson and Jaqueline Torres, sentenced to …”

“It’s Jackie,” one of them said. “No one calls me Jaqueline. We’ll be out in two weeks, right?”

Erika was not used to being interrupted and clenched her jaw. “Please, do not interrupt. What do you know of this place?”

The other woman, Julia, leaned back in her chair and crossed her arms. “We know that it means a shorter sentence, so we can get out in time for the fashion show. I have to walk the runway, you know.”

I sure hope you will not have to show too much skin, Erika thought and smiled.

“When do we get our phones?” Jackie asked.

“Your phones?”

“Yeah, our lawyers said they were working on making sure that we could access our social media accounts.” She rolled her eyes. “We have work to do, you know?”

Erika decided to play along and smiled meekly. “I’m sorry, I have not heard anything about that, but that is not standard practice here.”

“We’re not ‘standard’ in any way. Now, could you please go and find out when we get them?”

“I’ll get right on it after I finish processing you.”

Jackie snorted. “Is that public servant slang for ‘I’m a lazy bitch?’ You know, you would not look half bad with a little Botox in those lips.”

Okay, I think that is enough of this.

“Please stand up and put your hands behind your backs.” Erika pulled out two sets of handcuffs and approached the women. Julia obliged hesitantly and winced when Erika cuffed her, but Jackie was not prepared to go that easy.

“You’re not putting those on me!” she said and slapped Erika.

Erika could feel her temper starting to flare, but she resisted the temptation to strike Jackie and instead pushed a red button on the wall. Seconds later, Mike burst through the door, took one look at the situation, and pushed Jackie up against the wall. Threats of lawsuits, murder and castration flew from the offended, blonde snowflake, but at least she was now cuffed.

“A tad disrespectful, wouldn’t you say?” Mike held both women firmly by their arms and looked at Erika. “Take them to processing?”

Erika nodded. I’m going to enjoy this.

Julia, who was a bit taller and had shorter hair than Jackie, were less vocal than her friend as the wardens dragged the women to the room where they were forced to strip naked and sprayed with cold water.

“This is humiliating! This can’t be legal!” screamed Jackie while she trembled from the cold shower.

“It is legal, actually,” Erika said, unable to shake the grin off her face. “You asked to be sent here, remember?”

Jackie’s eyes burned with intense hatred. “I’ll have your head for this. Our lawyers will have us out of here before you know it.”

“I think you should get new lawyers,” Mike said. He found a wide steel collar and locked it on Julia, who was shaking fearfully. He locked Julia’s hands behind her back with a set of heavy handcuffs and forced her to kneel. He had to physically restrain Jackie while Erika collared and cuffed her.

Erika found it a rare treat to work with Mike, who was usually assigned to the punishment of violent offenders. He leaned in and whispered an idea in her ear. Oh, he’s diabolical too!

“It’s perfect,” she said with a smile. “This will be fun.”

Mike found another pair of heavy handcuffs and locked the two kneeling women’s ankles together, forcing them to move in unison. Erika connected the two collars with a short chain.

“Stand up. It’s time we found a cell for the two of you.”

“We can’t walk like this!” Julia had rediscovered her voice, but it was frightened, not angry.

“I’m not doing this, I’m not letting some low-paid worker bee with a grudge boss me around,” Jackie said and stayed on her knees. “Fuck off!”

Mike shook his head and smiled. “You don’t seem to understand that it’s not wise to piss off the people responsible for your stay here.” He lifted the remote to the collars, who both had the ability to give electric shocks. “And don’t insult the person holding this.”

The two women screamed in pain as the collars shocked their necks. They clumsily managed to stand up. They coughed as the connected collars choked them, especially since the girls were not the same height. Mike and Erika pushed the two girls out the door and down the hallway.

Erika learned a lot of new curse words on the way down to the darkest parts of the P.E.D. dungeons. She enjoyed watching the two entitled women stumble their way down the darkened corridors, and she would have loved to take a picture of their facial expressions when Mike opened the steel-barred door to their cell. It was not common practice to lock prisoners in together, but it seemed fitting. The cell was a cruel residence with no luxuries, not even a bed. A grown person could not stretch their arms between the cell’s stone walls, and even Erika had a hard time imagining how the two would endure the night.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” Erika said and locked the door.

“You can’t leave us in here!” Jackie said. The voice trembled with fear, but humility was still far off.

“At least take these restraints off!” Julia said.

“Normally, we would, but we think you could benefit from a little bonding.”

Erika’s ears still rang from the screaming when she reached the ground floor. Mike had stayed downstairs to get started on his schedule of torture and whipping.

“Miss Cole, what can I do for you?” Dave, the clerk, looked up from his crossword puzzle with a polite smile. “You still have a few hours left on the clock, don’t you?”

Erika smiled at the old man and nodded. “I just wanted to let you know that I intend to put in a fair bit of overtime over the next few weeks.”

“The new arrivals?”

Erika nodded. “Is that a problem?”

“Not at all! I wouldn’t stand in the way of the hard-working youth.”

Erika had not been surprised to see Brooke and Angela bright and early the next morning when she arrived at work. Beating the entitlement out of prisoners from high society was one of their favorite pastimes.

“Brooke, you cannot maintain that voltage for an hour, but if we vary the currents over ...”

Erika tended to zone out when Angela veered into technical explanations. The whiteboard was full of scenarios, punishments, and calculations. Being a federally employed torturer required a lot more math than most people realized; the P.E.D. had not had any accidental deaths in its lifetime, and the three women had no intention of breaking that streak.

The door to the small conference room opened. “Am I interrupting?” Abigail Hope asked. The question was merely a polite formality, ‘yes’ was not an acceptable answer.

The supervisor entered the room and looked at her hard-working employees. Brooke was in the middle of a very elaborate drawing on the white board, that made Erika’s fantasies run rampant, while Angela and Erika sat leaned back in their chairs with their feet on the table.

“What can we do for you, supervisor Hope?” Erika asked and took her feet down.

“Just checking in,” Abigail said. She looked at board and nodded. “Impressive work. I see you took my words to heart, educator Cole.”

“Three heads are better than one.” Erika took a sip of her coffee.

“Keep it up. Their lawyers are ringing me every hour.”

Brooke leaned against the wall and sighed. “Anything we need to be aware of?”

Abigail shook her head. “No. They’re laughably incompetent, but annoying. They are obviously more used to handling speeding tickets and defamation lawsuits, they have no knowledge of the P.E.D. side of the penal code.” She smiled and checked her watch. “I think they know they’ll likely be fired when their clients are released, so they’re desperate. Speaking of, they managed to get a meeting with the minister, so I better get going.”

Half an hour later, Erika was standing in the dungeon, looking at the two celebrities trying to eat their breakfast. She was impressed that they had managed to relieve themselves in the bucket during the night without much trouble but eating while collared together and handcuffed behind their backs was not an elegant display. After a horrible night, the two influencers had been unusually quiet, and hunger quickly trumped pride after a moment’s hesitation at the sight of the food bowls on the floor.

“I bet updating their social media is not the first thing on their minds anymore…” Erika said and fiddled with the clasp on her watch.

“I doubt a selfie at this moment would fit their image.” Angela, uninhibited as always, already had a hand up under her own shirt.

The two prisoners were dirty from their stay on the cold dungeon floor, and the blonde hair, that had been styled to perfection the day before, was a mess, albeit a sexy one.

“That will do,” Brooke said and sent a shock through the steel collars. “Get up, you have a long day in front of you.”

Jackie’s sulky face glowed with resentment. “It can’t be worse than this.”

Brooke’s red lips opened in a satisfied grin. “I’ll accept that challenge.”

They led the two girls into a large room at the end of the dark corridor. Rows of whips and restraints lined the walls, and racks, pillories, and crosses were strewn across the floor. The frigid air made the two naked women tremble, and they seemed to shrink at the sight of the torturous instruments.

Erika and Brooke uncuffed the two women and removed the cuffs from their ankles. Deep, red bruises were visible; they had obviously struggled after being left alone the night before. Erika could have sworn that she saw a hint of gratitude in Julia’s eyes as the girl massaged her arms.

“I… I’m sorry about our behavior yesterday,” she said, her voice barely a whisper. “Please… I can’t stay here; you have to let me out.”

Erika felt no pity for the girl, and while she had no doubt that Julia would suffer in the dungeons, she did not buy the pouty humility; this was a woman who had built a living on manipulation and wearing a mask. “Don’t do the crime if you can’t stand the torture, as we say down here.”

Erika held Julia’s arms while Brooke removed the short chain connecting the two collars and exchanged it for a longer one. Angela wore her feelings on the outside, whether it was anger, frustration or, in most cases, lust, but Brooke was a professional. Erika had grown to like the reserved redhead since her arrival a few months earlier; the gorgeous, elegant woman had a devious mind when at work, but she was a gentle soul in private, and she had quickly found her place in Angela and Erika’s twisted dynamic.

“We have two punishments lined up for this afternoon,” Angela said. She was holding a long, nine-tailed whip. “One is very painful. The other is… less painful.”

Erika handed each of the two women a whip of their own.

Angela continued: “Whoever manages to land the most proper blows to the other, wins, and will be granted the less painful punishment. Simple, yes?”

Julia and Jackie were standing in the middle of the room a few meters apart, the chain between their collars stretched to its maximum length.

“Don’t do it, Julia,” Jackie said and spat in Angela’s direction. “They can’t force… AAAAH!”

Brooke’s whip landed perfectly on Jackie’s back with a loud crack. Erika could see the tears come to the shocked woman’s eyes, but she tried to keep them in. Angela landed a similar blow on Julia.

“I think you see what happens if you don’t get started,” Angela said and let the whip fly again. Julia’s scream pierced the dusty air.

After a few more blows, Jackie was the first to swing her whip. There was no force behind it, but it was enough to make Julia stare at her friend in disbelief. Jackie did not wait for a response and swung again. As expected, the two women were soon engaged in a frantic battle of blows that quickly increased in force and precision.

Julia has used a whip before, Erika thought and smiled.

The sweating bodies danced around each other, the enhanced breasts bouncing to the rhythm of the rattling chain and the piercing screams of anger and pain. Jackie was ferocious in her attacks, but Julia was more precise and landed cleaner, more painful, blows. Their breasts and butts were red from the strikes, but the three wardens, who visibly enjoyed every second, had no intention of stopping it. Brooke and Angela did not need to encourage the two anymore, and Erika was caught off guard when Angela, in a fit of lust, grabbed her friend and started kissing her. Brooke merely smiled at her unprofessional coworkers while she observed the gladiatorial display in the middle of the road.

Angela’s experienced tongue explored Erika’s mouth, and she could feel a growing warmth in her genitals. Soon after, she felt Angela’s hand travel up beneath her leather skirt. She glanced at the two shouting, collared women, but none of the seemed to notice their wardens anymore.

After a while, a strike from Julia knocked the whip out of Jackie’s hand. Julia yanked the chain and pulled a choking Jackie out of reach of the whip and started wailing on her. Jackie fell to her knees, protecting her head with her hands, begging her friend to stop, but it was not until Brooke and Erika stepped in to disarm Julia and cuff her that the beating stopped. Jackie, crying and shaking from the ordeal, was cuffed as well, and the two women were forced to kneel.

About time that we saw the real Julia, Erika thought and shuddered. Most people would not have continued beating their friend like that.

“This… this is the reward for winning?” Julia looked at Erika with panicked eyes as the tight cage locked around her. Unforgiving steel encased her body on all sides, exposing it to the cold, windy air of the P.E.D.’s inner yard. She had no room to move, even her breathing was made difficult by the steel bars pressing on her chest.

“Your dear friend is currently being suspended by her wrists far beneath us,” Erika said. “Trust me, you are better off. Are you afraid of heights?”

The already wide eyes opened even further, and Julia’s lower lip started to quiver. “Y… Yes?”

“Too bad. Try not to scream too much, there’s a lot of prison cells facing this yard.” Erika smiled. “Then again, you do enjoy an audience, don’t you?”

She pressed a button on the nearby winch, and Julia’s frightened shrieks soon turned to fearful screams as the cage raised itself into the air, finally stopping roughly ten meters above the ground.

“I’ll see you later, dear Julia!” Erika shouted. She could not hear the response because of the wind blasting through the yard, causing the cage to swing and creak. “We’re just getting started!”

The punishment of Julia and Jackie continues in “Tales from the Dungeon 5: Back to nature”, where the wardens take the prisoners outside the P.E.D.


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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