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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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Whenever Erika Cole attended a party or met a stranger, she often had trouble answering the mandatory question of ‘what do you do for a living?’. The Physical Education Department had existed for almost five years at this point, but it was still only talked about in hushed tones, and most people steered clear of the black-clad wardens in public. If Erika felt like making the person asking the question uncomfortable, she would answer truthfully; that she was a warden at the P.E.D. and that her main job was punishing the prisoners in diabolical, painful ways. After the reveal, very few people had the desire to get to know Erika better, and she rarely got to talk about her other hobbies, mainly old movies, video games, playing the piano and crocheting.

Occasionally, she would say that she was a ‘student of human nature’. It was not a lie; Erika was fascinated by how different people reacted to the punishments in the P.E.D. dungeons and how it often changed them for the better.

‘Better’ might be a bit much in this case, she thought as she watched Brooke and Angela pull Jackie and Julia towards the tables in the middle of the dark cell. The two women had endured two rough days already, and while they were a lot quieter now, there was still the odd hint of resistance and disdain. The heavy shackles and ankle manacles slowed their pace, and they stumbled whenever the wardens pulled at the collar chain.

There was no need for the wardens to say anything; the girls had been shocked by their collars so many times by now, that merely pointing was enough to get them to obey. Their restraints, including the collars, were removed, and their beautiful bodies, toned by expensive private fitness instructors, climbed onto the tables. Several of the bruises from the first day had turned blue and yellow. Wide steel shackles bolted the two girls to the table, making them unable to move; their arms were fixed at their sides and the legs spread. Even their slender necks were bolted down.

“I might want to try this later,” Erika said while she watched Angela mount powerful fucking machines and vibrators between the legs of both girls. “It looks like fun.”

“It is.” Brooke started undressing. “Angela tested the setup on me yesterday. It was amazing, best orgasm I’ve had in months.”

“Do you think they’ll enjoy themselves?” Erika took off her clothes.

Brooke smiled and tied her red hair in a ponytail. “Maybe at first. At the end, they’ll beg to be put back in their cell.”

The two girls whimpered as the large dildos were inserted into their pussies. Their bodies twitched and tried to fight the restraints, but there was no give, no chance of escape. The whimpers turned to surprised moans shortly after, when Angela turned on the machines and the vibrators she had placed on their clits.

“It feels pretty good, doesn’t it?” Angela asked. She was standing between the two tables and looking down on the girls with a satisfied grin.

Neither of the two girls answered. Their facial expressions were torn between fear and arousal.

They’re trying to resist, Erika thought. Clever girls – they’ve learned something from their visit it seems.

“You’re probably thinking there will be some devilish twist to this pleasurable experience.” Angela placed her mouth on Jackie’s exposed breast and licked it. Jackie could not prevent a lustful moan from escaping her quivering lips. “And you’d be right. Just like before, this will be a little competition; the first one to orgasm will be punished.”

At that exact moment, Angela turned up the power on the two machines. The girls screamed out as the dildos started hammering them faster. They clenched their fists, tensed up their muscles, but it was obvious that they would not be able to resist for long.

Erika climbed onto Jackie’s table and placed her vagina on top of the girl’s face. Jackie was hesitant at first, but Erika soon felt a wet, eager tongue on her pussy. Erika looked at Brooke who smiled at her from her position atop Julia.

Erika could feel the vibrations from the brutal machines through Jackie. Erika disliked the blonde woman, but she had to admit that her cunnilingus skills were decent. She could feel the girl trying to postpone the inevitable orgasm with every fiber in her body, but she was close. Very close.

“We have a loser!” Brooke proclaimed as Julia’s body shook like an earthquake under her.

Seconds later, Jackie followed and screamed loudly into Erika’s pussy.

Screaming feels pretty good, Erika thought. Always does.

“Time for lunch, ladies?” Angela handed Erika her clothes as she stepped down from the table.

Brooke nodded and smiled while she put on her shirt. “Good idea. I could use a break.”

“Are… are you going to… leave us… like this?” Julia could barely speak as the powerful machine kept hammering her poor pussy. “This… this is…”

“Torture? I thought you’d understood that by now,” Erika said and closed the door.

This is beautiful, Erika thought as she looked up at Brooke’s latest creation. She really is an artist.

After a pleasant lunch, the three wardens had released the two exhausted women from their predicament. They could barely stand, let alone walk, but there were more punishments to come.

Erika looked up at Julia, who Brooke had suspended from two chains attached to leather straps around the girl’s large breasts. Terrified groans tried to escape the large gag that had been stuffed into Julia’s mouth. She was once again wearing the wide, shiny steel collar, and her arms were firmly restrained behind her back with handcuffs. A set of unusually heavy leg manacles weighed down the tormented body that writhed majestically above Erika. It was a beautiful punishment, and Erika made a mental note of asking Brooke to tie her up the same way the next time they had a slow day.

Brooke lowered Julia’s body slightly and started caning her strained breasts. Tears streamed from Julia’s eyes, but her muffled begging was unintelligible.

A moan of pleasure from the corner turned Erika’s attention away from Julia’s torment. Jackie was kneeling on the stone floor, her hands cuffed behind her back, while her steel collar was attached to a ceiling chain. The chain pulled at her neck, choking her, but it was not her moaning, Erika had heard. It was instead Angela, who had pulled down her pants and was forcing Jackie to lick her.

“You were right, she’s not half bad at this,” Angela said and bit her lower lip.

After a full day of tormenting the prisoners, Angela, Brooke, and Erika was sitting in a conference room trying to come up with a schedule for the coming days. They were all tired but determined.

“We’ve managed to knock them down a few pegs,” Angela said while holding an icepack to her shoulder; she suffered from an old tennis injury and had been a little too keen while whipping Jackie.

Brooke yawned. “I agree, but I think we can do more. They could benefit from learning a little humility.”

Erika leaned back in the chair and stared at the ceiling. She checked her watch; it was getting late. “Maybe pain isn’t the way to go.” She looked at Angela’s shocked face. “Maybe not the only way. What do women like this fear?”

Angela smiled. “Manual labor, of course.”

“That’s brilliant,” Erika said. “What should we have them do? Clean the cells?”

“I have a better idea, but we need to get permission from Abigail.” Brooke picked up her phone and dialed a number. “Mistress Hope? It’s Brooke, I’m putting you on speaker with Angela and Erika.”

Erika looked at Angela. They both tended to forget that Brooke had spent years as their supervisor’s slavegirl.

“How can I help you, girls?” Abigail Hope’s voice sounded friendlier than usual.

“Mistress, we would like to take our two prisoners on a little field trip, with your permission. We’re thinking a bit of manual labor and fresh air would do them good.” Brooke winked at the others.

“It sounds like a terrific idea,” Abigail said. “What did you have in mind?”

Brooke moved in her seat, as if it had suddenly become uncomfortable. “Do… do you still own that cottage a few hours from the city?”

“I do. And now that you mention it, I had intended to have a landscaper come and remove the rocks in the field…”

Erika could practically hear Abigail smile.

It was not standard practice for P.E.D. prisoners to be taken outside the premises. Some spent years inside the dungeons before they were let out, but Erika hoped it would catch on. She could feel a host of butterflies in her stomach, both at the prospect of tormenting the two girls under the open sky, but also because she was interested in seeing Abigail’s cottage. She knew the supervisor lived in a large house in the posh part of the city, but the presence of a remote cottage intrigued her.

Brooke drove the black van and had barely spoken a word since they had left the P.E.D. Erika looked over her shoulder at the two prisoners in the back of the van. A few hours in a van could have been a respite for the two exhausted women, but it had instead turned into a brutal predicament.

The women’s collars were connected to the van’s ceiling by short chains. Their wrists were shackled behind their back, and heavy chains around the ankles, knees and around the upper body made them completely unable to move. Every time Brooke took a turn, the girls had to struggle to keep their balance, and they often ended up choking until they managed to find their footing. They were still driving inside the city, and both girls were already begging for release through the large ball gags, and their tears mixed with their drool on the floor.

“Angela would have loved this,” Erika said. “Too bad she had to stay behind.”

“Yeah.”

Erika looked at Brooke. “Are you okay, Brooke? You’ve been quiet since we left.”

Brooke winced and shook her head. “Sorry… It’s just… I don’t know why I suggested the cottage for this. I don’t have pleasant memories of that place.”

“You never talk about your time with Abigail. Do you want to?”

Brooke smiled. “Thanks, Erika, but no. Not right now, at least. I’m fine, really, it might be good for me to revisit the cottage.”

A scream from the back interrupted them as Brooke took the van through a roundabout. Erika responded by sending a shock through both the collars.

After a few hours of driving, they arrived at a ramshackle, wooden fence, overgrown with vines and bushes. They had not seen another car or person for a while, and Erika was surprised that her elegant supervisor would ever stay there.

Brooke got out and opened the creaking gate.

“Doesn’t look like much, does it?” she said as they drove inside.

“It’s not what I expected.”

“It will all make sense in a bit, trust me.”

The narrow dirt road continued for what seemed like an eternity through dense forest and open fields before Erika spotted the cottage. It was a large, two story house but despite its age and the humble surroundings, it was well kept and inviting.

“Ah, now I see.” Erika smiled. No one would ever come here by accident.

Several cages were placed next to the cottage, and Erika saw numerous poles, probably meant for whippings. She shuddered to think what secrets the massive plot of land could hold. I bet Brooke wasn’t taken here for a pleasant holiday.

“How does it feel to be back?” Erika asked. She and Brooke had left the two prisoners in the van and was slowly walking around the house.

“Odd, to say the least.” Brooke knelt and opened a metal grate. “I once spent a week in this hole as punishment for spilling Abigail’s drink.”

Erika looked inside the small hole. The walls were concrete, and she had trouble imagining how Brooke, who was a tall woman, had been able to fit her body in there. “Sounds rough.”

“It was. I had to endure a hailstorm, and one night, it rained so hard I was barely able to keep my nose above water.”

“And yet you still work for Abigail…”

Brooke smiled. “It’s complicated, you should understand that better than most. I never want to go through it again, yet I can’t help but feel a little turned on thinking about it.”

Me neither.

“Abigail wasn’t kidding,” Erika said to change the subject. “There’s a lot of rocks littering this field.”

“We had better go get the laborers then!”

Jackie and Julia were pulled out of the van and put in shackles and manacles. A chain connected the ankle restraints to the shackles and collar, a little too short to allow them to stand fully upright.

“Not many prisoners are allowed fresh air,” Brooke said and gestured at the field. “Time to get to work. All the rocks on this field needs to be stacked here, next to the road.”

“That will take days!” Jackie protested. She was about to say more, but she stopped when Brooke pulled out the remote for the shock collar.

“You had better get started then…” Erika said.

Several of the rocks were large and heavy, and despite working naked in the cold autumn air, the two girls were soon sweating and panting. Every time they slowed down, Brooke shocked them or pummeled them with a cane. While Brooke kept an eye on the prisoners, Erika explored the impressive cottage; while the outside had a certain rustic charm to it, the inside was fully modernized and luxurious. Erika found a bedroom upstairs and placed her bags there before heading down to the cellar. She knew that she would find something there, but she had not expected a fully equipped dungeon, not unlike the destination at the end of her daily commute. There were a few cells, even some with plumbing.

I must borrow this at some point, she thought. I’d love to bring Isabella here.

The sun was setting when Erika noticed a car approaching the cottage. She was standing in the middle of the field, swinging a long whip behind the two girls who had long since expended their last energy reserves.

“Please… just… just put us in a cage or something, we can’t take anymore,” Julia said and fell to her knees in front of Erika. Tears were streaming down her face and created pink streaks on the dirty skin.

Erika pulled her to her feet and slapped her. “You’re not even halfway done. Keep going.”

Julia whimpered when the collar shocked her; she did not have the energy to scream anymore.

The large, expensive car parked next to the cottage. Erika was surprised to see supervisor Hope get out of the car.

“It’s been a while since I’ve had visitors here,” she said when Erika and Brooke approached. She winked at Brooke who winced and looked at the ground. “I figured I’d be a bad host if I didn’t come myself. Why don’t I go inside and make us dinner while you figure out what to do with the two delinquents while we eat?” Abigail looked at the darkened sky. “I think we have a storm coming, you two better get inside soon.”

Julia and Jackie’s legs and arms were trembling as Erika and Brooke removed the chain connecting their restraints, but they almost seemed grateful when they were shackled to a pole next to the cottage with their hands above their heads. Not even the severe whipping that followed at the hands of Brooke garnered any protests.

“Tha… thank you,” Jackie said when Erika shortly after allowed her a drink from a water bottle and a few bites of bread.

Erika looked at the prisoner in surprise. She was not aware that gratefulness was even part of the girl’s vocabulary. This trip is turning out to be very educational.

“How long have you had this place?” Erika asked and took another bite of the delicious meal.

Abigail seemed to ponder the question for a bit. “Fifteen years or so. I actually go here alone sometimes, despite what all the… equipment… might suggest. It’s nice to get away from time to time.”

Brooke ate her meal in silence and seemed to shrink in Abigail’s presence.

“How is the food?” Abigail asked and looked at Brooke.

Brooke looked up. “It’s wonderful, mistress.”

A rare smile lit up Abigail’s face. “Brooke, dear, you don’t have to call me that anymore. Please, call me Abigail.”

Brooke looked up in surprise. “Are you sure?”

“Of course! I might be your boss, but at this moment, we’re equals.” Abigail raised an eyebrow. “Unless you prefer a different arrangement?”

Brooke shook her head and blushed. “No thanks. I… I appreciate the time with you, but I think I had my fill.”

“You did have to endure quite a bit,” Abigail said before turning towards Erika. “Do you like this place, Erika?”

“I really do!” Erika took another sip of the expensive wine. “Did you… furnish it yourself?”

“Some of it. But I actually inherited it, so to speak. I spent a lot of my youth here, not unlike Brooke.”

“You were a slavegirl?” Erika blurted and almost spilled her wine.

“If you want to be the best, you have to learn from the best,” Abigail said and winked. “Maybe you should consider coming to stay with me for a year or two, Erika?”

Erika smiled and shook her head. “I’ll pass. But maybe a weekend at some point?”

After the delightful dinner, Brooke and Erika went back outside to check on the prisoners. The storm had hit, and the two girls were crying and begging for release. They were soaking wet and shaking, shrieking at every thunderclap.

Erika knelt and opened the grate that Brooke had showed her earlier. “What do you think, Brooke?”

Brooke smiled. “Not a bad idea, but it only fits one. Who gets the hole?”

Jackie and Julia stared in horror at the small hole in the ground, and Jackie started screaming when Erika unlocked the chain holding her shackles and dragged her towards the hole.

“No, please! I hate small spaces!”

Brooke had to assist Erika, and together they pushed the panicked girl down into the confined space that was already filling with water.

Erika turned towards Julia, who was squirming and pulling at her shackles to get away. “Now… what do we do with you?”

“She worked the hardest today, maybe we shouldn’t be too cruel,” Brooke said and unlocked Julia’s shackles. “Do you want to lie down?”

Julia nodded hesitantly.

Brooke found a pair of handcuffs and locked Julia’s hands behind her back. She then attached a chain to the girl’s collar and started dragging her into the middle of the rain-soaked, muddy field.

Not too cruel, Brooke? It would have been kinder to leave her shackled to the pole.

Brooke forced Julia down to the ground and locked Julia’s handcuffs to her ankle manacles before doing the same with the collar chain. Julia was now lying hogtied in the middle of a muddy field, her poor neck constantly choking on her collar, her arms stretched backwards. Every movement would pull on her neck and risked digging the body deeper into the mud.

“I told her to lie on her side, just to be safe,” Brooke said when she returned to Erika.”

“It sounds like you tucked them in for the night,” Abigail said when the two wardens entered the living room. Julia and Jackie’s screams could still be heard from inside the cottage.

“They’ll quiet down eventually,” Brooke said while and took off her jacket. “I think I’m going to call it a night, if you don’t mind?”

“Go ahead,” Erika said and dried her hair with a towel that Abigail had placed on the table. “I’ll check in on the prisoners before going to sleep if you’ll do it once or twice during the night?”

Brooke nodded and left.

“Are you tired, Erika?”

Erika looked at Abigail; the supervisor was wearing a tight, black dress that accentuated the curves in the graceful body. Despite the gray streaks in the ebony hair, Abigail was still in her forties and a beautiful woman. She had a playful glimpse in her eyes that sent a shiver down Erika’s spine.

“No, not really.” Erika hesitated. “Why?”

Abigail came closer. Erika could smell the lavender perfume. “I know you enjoy both sides of the game, educator Cole. Maybe you’d like a small taste of what Brooke has experienced?” She held up a pair of handcuffs and smiled.

Erika’s night with Abigail and the punishment of Jackie and Julia continues in “Tales from the Dungeon 6: Submission”


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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