DianeIIpart3

The two guards pulled Diane by her hair into the hallway. There were 13 other women standing there, waiting. Each was naked. Each was covered in baby oil, like Diane. And each was chained as Diane, wrist to neck, with one exception. One woman faced one way in line, while the one behind her faced the opposite direction. Each woman had a dildo pushed up her ass. Like Diane’s, each dildo had an “O” ring. A small chain was attached from the “O” ring of the dildo in the ass of the woman in front to the dildo of the woman in back. Seven women faced a doorway, 6 faced the cell block hallway.  

Diane was given the 14th position in line facing the hallway. She felt the guard lock the chain into place on the “O” ring on her dildo, then felt the movement of the guard lock the chain onto the dildo of the 13th woman in front of her.  

A long, heavy chain was also attached to the “O” ring on each of her wrists. Diane could see that this chain ran from the first woman to the last, parallel to the floor. It kept the women together, so to speak. 

The woman at the lead of the line had large tits. So, in addition to the stress of moving forward, and tugging on the “O” ring behind (while at the same time trying to keep her dildo up her ass) she had to contend with the guards “stunning” her tits with a cattle prod. The weight of the chains on her wrists kept her from protecting her chest. She was screaming from the electrical shocks but, somehow, she started the line moving.

The door was opened and down the stairs the line of naked, well-oiled women went. This was particularly difficult for the women facing the same way as Diane. She had to turn her head and look over her shoulder to keep from falling down and, more importantly, not lose the well-greased dildo up her ass. 

Finally, they reached the basement and the dungeon area. When Diane went through the doorway, the guard slammed the door shut and locked it. He then proceeded to inspect each woman’s ass. He found that #7 had dropped her dildo. 

Each woman was unchained, then made to face #7. She looked good. While her tits were average size, she had a nicely shaped, well-proportioned body.  The daily exercise program had been good to her body. Diane guessed that her age was early 40’s. 

The guards started screaming at her. “WE GIVE YOU ONE SIMPLE TASK AND CAN YOU HANDLE IT? NO! JUST KEEP THE DILDO UP YOUR ASS, WE SAID. WHAT A FUCKING MORON.”

Then the lead guard said vary quietly but very viciously, “Bend over and grab your ankles.” The woman did as ordered. Then he pulled out three different switches and laid them on the floor, in front of her face. “Now, bitch, I’m going to try these one at a time until we reach 6. Then I’ll select one and use it exclusively until we reach 15.  Then you go on with your day, and I’ll go on with mine.” The problem, Diane knew, was that the woman would have a very sore ass after such a beating but she would be expected to “entertain” customers as if nothing happened. Any complaints from just one customer and she would be in big trouble. 

The second guard whispered into the lead guard’s ear and he said to the bent over woman, “Oh, yeah. I forgot. Regular rules apply.” Regular rules meant that the woman had to verbally count each stroke and then say, “thank you sir.” If she forgot just one time, the guard went back to the beginning and he started  his beating all over.   

He began hitting his bent over victim on her beautiful ass.

Thwacck! “One,” the woman yelled. “Thank you sir.”

Thwacck! “Two. Thank you, sir.”

Thwaack! “Three. Thank you sir.”

And on it went. Diane, having had several of such sessions during her training, knew that the pain was draining and to get through it, the slave had to keep her mind focused on other things and not the pain. 

After the 6th hit, the lead guard selected a mahogany switch that had absolutely no give in it. At least, the other two - one palm wood and one pine – had some give. Diane began to see the woman’s face drain from pain on the 11th blow. Diane knew that, if she weren’t careful, the woman would make a fateful error. 

Then it happened on the 14th blow. Her mind focused on the pain, and knowing she had just one more hit to go, she said, “14.” No “thank you sir” came out of her lips. The second guard had been waiting for just such an incident and he pounced. “She broke the rules.” 

The woman collapsed in a heap. Leaning over, the lead guard whispered in her ear, “You can lay there and I can tell the master that you decided that it was OK for him to harm your children – or you can get up and take your punishment like the slave slut you are. What’ll it be?”

Crying, the woman arose, bent over and grabbed her ankles. This time the lead guard used nothing but the mahogany switch. And, this time, the woman successfully got through 15 hits, screaming and crying all the way. 

Thwacck! “ONE. THANK YOU, SIR.”

Thwacck! “Ohhhh! TWO. THANK YOU, SIR.”

Thwacck! “Owww! THREE. THANK YOU, SIR.” 

And so on, until 15 was finally reached.  Then the daily distribution was begun. Diane was taken to a room with 14 naked men. Diane knew this was going to be a long day. 

