Diane, pt.2, #2

Diane awoke when she heard her cell door open. Two guards entered. “Stand up, “ one said. She did. “Assume the position, slave.” Diane spread her legs, bent into a crouch, then put her hands behind her head, thrusting out her tits. 

The second carried a bucket, into which he now dipped a paint brush. He then proceeded to cover her body in baby oil. “Her cunt’s getting a little hairy.,” he told the other guard. “OK slave, go get those hairs removed first thing tomorrow,” the leader said. “Yes, Sir,” Diane replied. 

It was not an event Diane looked forward to. The man (to further humiliate the female prisoners, only male guards worked the cell block) took great pleasure in the painful process of plucking her pubic hairs one by one. Diane was expected to endure the agony of it without complaint or whimper. And to express her “great pleasure” in being ordered to go there, she was going to have to fuck three guards as a show of gratitude. 

“Stand up,” the lead guard ordered. She stood. “Hands by your side,” came his second order. She dropped her hands. The lead guard put a stiff, wide leather collar around her neck, while the second guard wrapped stiff bracelets around her wrists, then locked them in place. 

A chain was secured to the “O” ring on the left bracelet, then extended through the “O” ring on the collar, finally ending with a clasp on the “O” ring on the right bracelet. The chain was left loose so she had limited movement. Next, the guard pulled out one of the largest dildos Diane had ever seen. It also had an “O” ring on the end. 

She watched him grease it up with Vaseline. Then came the dreaded words, “Bend over.” Diane mentally focused on her children and did as ordered. First, Diane felt his probing fingers in her asshole, greasing that orifice with Vaseline. Then in went the dildo. Because of the large amount Vaseline, insertion was easier than expected. 

“Stand up,” the guard said. When she did, she could feel the dildo begin to slip. The guard noticed it too. Suddenly, and quite painfully, Diane felt him pull on her hair and violently yank her head back. He put his mouth close to her ear. “Listen, bitch,” he said. “I tried to do you a favor with the dildo by greasing it and your ass.  But if you drop it I will personally beat the shit out of you. Understand?” 

Having already been the subject of three of his beatings, Diane very much understood. “Yes Sir,” she said, as she tightened her sphincter muscle.  

