
The Order
by John Waledich
Copyright reserved 2003

Chapter 2: July 28th 2000: am.

MF M+F MM Mdom wife oral anal bdsm coerce cp cane rim scat viol nc

Synopsis: see part 1

The following piece of fiction is intended as ADULT entertainment and 
has been posted only to an appropriate group on the Internet. If it is
found in any other place this is not the responsibility of the author.

All characters in this story are fictitious, any similarity to 
persons living or dead is purely coincidental. The author does not
condone or endorse any of the activities detailed in this
story, some of which are dangerous or illegal. He does not condone 
actual violence against women or men, or non consensual sex. 
These stories are a sexual fantasy, nothing more.


Chapter 2: July 28th 2000: am.

So that was how I found myself, two months later, in a car driving through the Hertfordshire countryside with Joanna, on my way to the induction weekend into the acolyte level of The Order. It had been explained to me that those four girls and two men at the dinner party had been acolytes, trainees fulfilling their education. I felt decidedly uneasy. It was actually Joanna who had phoned my friend and told him that she wanted to join the order. She only told me that evening whilst we were having sex. She said she thought I'd be pleased. I wasn't pleased, I was jealous. I said she couldn’t go. She said she’d go anyway. I said she could only go it if I went too. Over a later drink my friend patiently and doubtfully explained that training as an acolyte meant being ritually humiliated, beaten and flogged, made to perform oral sex on strangers, and of course being fucked, by men as well as by women. Was I really ready for that, he asked? Being fucked up the arse? Well I had had a few exploratory gay experiences, when I was a young man; so the thought of anal sex didn't fill me with horror, although the initial shock of penetration was always difficult. In my few gay affairs I had rapidly gravitated to being the one on top, so as to avoid the pain, but I felt I could probably get used to it. In a way I was more nervous of what might happen to Joanna than myself, and more scared of my reaction to seeing her gang-banged, like the girl at the dinner party taking three men at once. But I wasn't going to sit at home thinking about what might be happening to her when I could be there. So I said I was up for it, and he finally agreed. 
One evening we went to a lawyer’s office in the city. We had to pay our cheques for the joining fee and cost of initiation. It was a bizarre concept, to pay for the right to be sexually abused. It was like prostitution in reverse. Then we both signed contracts that said that we entered into The Order freely and of our own volition, and that we agreed to abide by its rules. We also signed statements that we were both free from sexual diseases.
After the signing we both had to bend over the table and bare our buttocks. One of the witnesses to the contract mounted Joanna and fucked her violently. The other fucked me. It was a long time since I was last penetrated, and it hurt like fuck. But since Joanna didn’t make a noise, I was determined not to either, so I ground my teeth together whilst he fucked himself into orgasm up my arse. I did think that it was unfair that she could take it in her cunt, an orifice designed to take cock, but I had to have it up the bottom, which was far more painful and humiliating. But it was over in a few minutes and soon I was zipping up my trousers. The moment we got home Joanna demanded I tied her to the bed and gave her a good seeing to, which I duly did. I must admit I was more than usually violent with her, to try and punish her for putting me through being buggered by another man. She complained, and asked me to be gentle, but I pushed her face into the pillow and gave it to her as hard as I possibly could. On each jerk of my cock in her cunt I mentally got revenge on her, for being unfaithful, for being a slut. And when I came I must admit it was a hell of an orgasm. And after I untied her she didn’t seem to mind, so she must have enjoyed it a bit.
We had been told that we would be collected by car the following weekend, at dawn. The first weekend of the initiation would last from Saturday morning to Sunday 4 o’clock. So here we were, in the car, driving up a long track to a large old farm. It was surrounded by big barns and outbuildings, and absolutely miles from anywhere. The perimeter fence had big private signs and I swear I saw a man with a guard dog in the distance as we drove by. I glanced across at Joanna but she was staring straight ahead, watching the farmhouse grow larger. I looked down at her body. She was wearing a neat black skirt, demure, below the knee. Black tights and polished black shoes. A white blouse, tight across her breasts. I had watched her get dressed that morning and had seen her select her favourite black lacy bra, the one that really pushed her soft round breasts up to their best advantage. She had really wanted to look good. And she had followed instructions, dressing just like the waitresses at that strange dinner party, just as I had also dressed in a white shirt and black trousers. I had seen her naked that morning, as she came wet from the shower, and I couldn’t stop thinking about how many other people would see her naked again in the next two days. 
We drew close to the big house, but as we turned the corner of the drive I suddenly jerked in my seat. Tied to a huge old tree was a totally naked woman, her back and buttocks covered in crimson horizontal whip marks. She was embracing the tree like a lover, but I could see her white body was trembling all over. Whether from the cold or the lingering pain of the whipping, I could not be sure. A moment later we passed. I craned round in my chair to look through the back window. Then I glanced back at Joanna. If she had seen the naked woman she made no sign. What had I let myself into? The car pulled up at the steps of the farmhouse. 
My old friend had told us in advance the basic structure of the day ahead. Quite matter-of-factly he had explained that the first day was designed to break us down, through a mixture of whippings and enforced sex. Because we were a couple, the main thing was to get us used to seeing our partner fucked by other people. The morning, he said they would concentrate on one of us, whilst the other watched, and in the afternoon it would be the other. It was only if we got through that first day that we would go on to the greater challenge of the Sunday. That was when some of the senior members of the order would arrive and would want to try out our obedience and willingness. How many people would there be, Joanna wanted to know? Enough, my friend replied. Enough even for you. And she lowered her eyes as he smiled at her. 
We were escorted in to the drawing room of the farmhouse, and told to sit on one of the sofas. It was a large room full of well upholstered sofas and couches. At one end of the room were two whipping tables. They were frightening-looking heavy wooden contraptions with leather straps where the wrists and ankles could be secured. On a table in front of the whipping tables were rows of wicked looking implements, from riding crops and hazel switches to long bamboo canes. 
A man walked in, in his early forties, smartly dressed in a suit. He had the brisk no-nonsense manner of a Doctor or army officer. “Hello, good of you to come” he said. “I think you know roughly what’s entailed, but I need to make you aware of a few house rules. Firstly never speak unless asked a question. Secondly never look anyone in the face. You can look no higher than waist level. So you can both stop looking at me right now.” We both looked down at his feet as he paced quickly back and forth. “Thirdly if you ever refuse to carry out an order given to you, then you will receive twelve strokes of the cane, in this room. Fourthly any attempt at escape will result in confinement and twelve strokes on every half hour for a whole day. Fifth you refer to anyone who talks to you either as master or mistress. Today we shall break down a few of your basic inhibitions, and tomorrow the proper teaching in the rules and the rituals of the order will begin. We’ll start now, so could you both take off all your clothes from your waist down.” He waited whilst with downcast eyes we both stood up and stripped, leaving on only our shirts. “Good, sit down again. From now on in the grounds you will never wear more clothes than this. One white shirt. Your loins will always be bared so if anyone should want to take you then they are able to do so. Good. Now, so that you get an idea of our punishment regime I want you to see Justine here receive her twelve strokes.” The door opened behind us and a naked woman was lead in.  She was in her early twenties, slim, with short brown hair. One of her nipples was pierced with a single silver ring. As she walked past I could see that her pudenda was totally shaven, smooth and white. Once she was past me I could see that her back and buttocks were already criss-crossed with dark straight lines, the bruised scars of previous whippings.
She silently went round behind the whipping stool and bent over it, facing towards us, lowering herself down onto the wooden top and embracing the table. A man who had come in with her quickly belted her wrists and ankles to the table legs, picked up a long cane, went behind her and delivered a huge swipe across her buttocks. There was a loud crack and Justine jerked and cried out. “Watch her face please, both of you. Justine here was earmarked for a gangbang last night. Six men. She resisted. Silly really. Of course they made her do it anyway, but the main thing is that she disobeyed. We cannot have disobedience here. Or indeed outside of here, because once in the Order, the Order is everywhere. Isn’t it Justine?” After this little speech Justine received several more vicious strokes of the cane, but between cries she managed to reply “Yes, master.” By the eighth lash she was sobbing with pain. “Wait for a moment” the man instructed, and the executioner paused, breathing heavily. The man in the suit quickly unbuttoned his trousers, stepped up to Joanna, who was sitting next to me on the sofa, took his cock out and slipped it into her mouth. It was all done so quickly and so simply that I hardly had time to notice it happen. He did it with the same simplicity as taking a coin out of his pocket. From the corner of my eye I could see Joanna’s blonde head obediently bob back and forth along his white hard length, her hair swinging as her head moved. “Carry on” instructed the man in the suit. Whilst he watched, poor Justine received the remaining four whiplashes in quick succession across her helpless buttocks, whilst my girlfriend sucked on his cock. Her screams rang out through the room and then subsided into sobs. The pain of the caning must have been terrible. At that moment I resolved to make sure that whatever they did I would not end up attached to that whipping table, receiving a beating like that. “Right”, said the main in the suit, and took his still hard cock out of Joanna’s mouth. “Take these two to the second barn, David. They are expected.” “Yes master” said the man who had delivered the whipping. “And you can leave Justine here with me.” “Of course master.” As David led us both out of the drawing room I caught a glimpse of the man in the suit going round behind the still-restrained Justine, his hard cock in his hand. Then the heavy wooden door was quietly closed. 
As we were lead down a corridor I imagined his cock going up her and his loins slapping against her still stinging and bleeding buttocks, whilst she lay there and took it. He could do anything he wanted to her. He could put it up her cunt, her ass, her mouth, and she was powerless to prevent it. My balls crept and stirred at the thought. If he wanted to, he could whip her again. There was nobody to stop him. And if I passed my time as an acolyte I too would graduate and have that power over another person, a man or a woman submitting to my cock or my whip. But at the moment Joanna and I were as powerless as Justine. If we were tied down, like her, we too would be utterly unable to resist what was done to us. There was no appeal, and no escape.

10.00am
Out the back of the house was a farmyard, with outbuildings. There were no animals, no vehicles, and none of the smells associated with a working farm. This place hadn’t been used as a farm for a very long time. It was very strange walking across the deserted farmyard feeling the warm breeze on my legs and buttocks, my heavy balls and cock swinging between my thighs. It was odd to walk naked outside, or at least naked from the waist down. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Joanna, her long white legs striding, her exposed buttocks swivelling, and my cock twitched with a sudden moment of desire for her. She had sucked that man’s cock, as he had instructed, and now I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to feel her on the end of my knob. 
We went out of the sunlit brightness of the farmyard and into the barn. As my eyes adjusted I was horrified to see a wooden whipping table, just like the one in the drawing room. Behind it stood three men, totally naked. They wore black stocking masks on their heads, so their faces were flattened out of all recognition, into scarily squashed features. They looked animalistic, and primitive. Like savages, or elemental gods. All three of them had huge erections sticking up from their balls. They were like some kind of terrible faceless tribe, dedicated to just one thing. As we appeared they moved quickly. One of them came straight to me, and I could smell the sweat on his body. As instructed I tried not to look at his face, so I found his erect bobbing cock terribly difficult to ignore. I tried looking at his feet. He took my hands, put them together and fastened a pair of steel handcuffs round them. Then with his big hands on my shoulders he simply pushed me down onto my knees. His cock swung upright in front of my face, and banged against my nose. He gripped it with his hand and stuck it straight into my mouth. The strong taste of male knob filled my mouth, mixed with a distant flavour of stale urine and sweat. Obediently I started sliding my mouth back and forth along him. The skin of his penis was velvety smooth between my lips, and I could feel the skin moving over the hard bumpy surface of his shaft underneath. It was a long time since I had last sucked a man off, but I felt my own cock stir and harden at the thought of it, lifting slowly from my sweaty balls.
Next to me another naked man was undoing my girlfriends white shirt, exposing her bra. Out of the corner of my eyes I watched as he quickly and silently scooped her breasts out of the bra, and roughly tweaked and twisted her pink nipples. The third man picked up a huge silver pair of clamps, connected by a chain and a heavy weight. Whilst the second man held her breast pointed towards him the third swiftly closed the metal jaws onto her nipple. I heard her gasp with pain as the metal bit into her flesh. In seconds the other clamp closed round her right breast and they moved away. There she stood, the chain swinging below her breasts, each swing tugging on the clamps that dug into her nips. She stooped slightly forwards, trying to relieve the pain. 
Then Joanna was taken behind me, and I could no longer see her. I concentrated on sucking the cock in my mouth. Suddenly he pulled out of my throat and lifted me to my feet. I turned and saw that they had stripped Joanna and secured her face down across the whipping table, wrists and ankles secured. Her round breasts were squashed against the woodwork, the silver clamps twisted under her and torturing her nipples. The man lead me to her, and with his own hand guided my half erect cock into her mouth, which was perfectly presented at waist height. I felt the lovely wet warmth of her familiar mouth close round my cock, and she sucked me deep into her throat. I gasped and closed my eyes. But immediately I felt the man’s hands guiding my own hand-cuffed wrists forwards. I opened my eyes and found that they were guiding me to hold open her buttocks. I pulled her bottom apart with my hands, looking down over the familiar small asshole, ringed with tiny blonde hairs, like a furry down, glistening at the moment with a touch of sweat. I looked down her bum-crack to the pretty pink folds of her cunt lips, edged with pale blonde hair. Like all true blondes, my Joanna was blonde to the roots of her pubes. And her inner flesh was a light fresh pink, like coral reef, and quite unlike the dark purple-red of some girls’ flesh. These thoughts trailed through my mind as a man stepped up behind her and guided his cock up against her open vagina and slowly pressed it in. Joanna gasped gently on my cock as it went in, her breath blowing on my pubic hair. As his purple knob vanished into her body, right in front of my eyes, I realised that his shaft was glistening wet. This had to be the man that I had sucked, now sheathing his length into my girlfriend. He slid back and forth with long hard thrusts, his whole veined erection appearing and disappearing, her thin cunt lips gripping and sucking at it as it moved back and forth. Then he pulled out of her vagina, his knob now shining with the thicker fluid of her insides, slightly sticky with her arousal. Instantly he slipped his cockhead up the crack in her buttocks, which I was holding open for him, placed it against her asshole and pushed downwards. This time Joanna cried out properly as his knob sliced into her, and I felt her naked body buck against the table under me. Only once had she ever allowed me to put it up there, and that was when she was very drunk. I felt a pang of jealousy. She had never met him, but she was going to allow him up there.  Ruthlessly he pushed his engorged length up her bottom and started to fuck, whilst she groaned against my cock in her mouth. I watched him slide in and out of her clenching asshole, and slowly she relaxed under me as her muscles gave and expanded on him. She started to suck on my cock again, her mouth open and wet, breathing more easily, and I swore that underneath me she actually started to push her hips upwards slightly, back against him to meet his downward thrusts. She was fucking him back. She was actually enjoying it. I pushed my own cock harder into her throat, as though to punish her, but she swallowed and sucked on it with enthusiasm. 
Suddenly the man in her ass pulled out, and a second took his place behind her. I watched as the second cock glided effortlessly up into her cunt. I was so concentrating on the pleasure mixed with humiliation of watching men’s cocks sliding into Joanna’s rear that I didn’t notice what was happening until it was too late. The man who had just fucked her was opening my own buttocks with his hands and pushing his cock between them. I instinctively clenched my buttocks with fear, at the pain I knew was going to come. His sticky hard knob found my asshole, and pushed remorselessly inwards. In an attempt to escape him I found myself grinding my hips into Joanna’s face, choking her with my cock. But there was no escape. With an excruciating plop I felt my anus give way and his knob jerked up into my rectum. He gripped the table alongside my hips and forced himself up me. Hot from Joanna’s ass he was now moving back and forth inside me, remorselessly, like a mechanical piston, whilst I stood there helplessly. To try and ease the pain in my ass, I arched my back and tried to spread my buttocks, opening my ass to him just as Joanna had done only a few seconds before. With the extra angle he hammered into me with renewed force, his hips slapping rhythmically against mine, beating out a rhythm at odds with the thumping of the second man against Joanna’s smooth buttocks below me. 
And so it continued. I stood there and watched whilst the man transferred his cock to my girlfriend’s ass and fucked her there, then withdrew and allowed the third man his turn in her cunt and of course her bottom. All along this cock battered in and out of my backside, and Joanna’s wet mouth slid hungrily back and forth along my own cock. The pangs of jealousy I had felt at the sight of Joanna with another man inside her at the dinner party only a few weeks before had now disappeared. By the time the third man had finished his turn fucking her up the ass I was well and truly cured of my jealousy. Or so I thought.
The cock was pulled out of my ass and I was pushed out of the way, my cock springing up wet from Joanna’s mouth. He pushed his dirty cock into her mouth, in my place, and she sucked him clean without a moment’s hesitation. I hoped that I would be able to take a cock out of her ass straight into my own mouth that quickly, and without compunction or hesitation. If I didn’t, or refused them in any way, I knew that I would be punished in the room in the house. 
One of the naked men lead me round to a rope harness hanging from joists and pulleys in the barn ceiling. My handcuffed wrists were attached to ropes which were then hoisted through the pulleys so that I swung to and fro, almost on the tips of my toes. My cock jutted out in front of me, still erect as I watched Joanna continue to take it from both ends. The man came round in front of me and for the first time spoke to me. Up until now not a single word had been spoken, and the men had moved in silent routine to a pre-ordained plan. “You will watch what we are going to do to her. If you close your eyes or look away for a moment you will be flogged.” A Scottish accent, quite precise. “Firstly we shall each beat her for three minutes on her buttocks, and she will suck our cocks to thank us. Secondly we will fuck her in any way we want until we come. Finally you will lick her out. That is what will happen.” To amuse himself he picked up a short riding crop from the table and delivered several short swipes to my hard member, the hardened leather cracking into my shaft. I jerked and swung on the ropes, but I managed to make no sound. Then very gently he stroked my balls with the edge of the riding crop. “Never make us angry. Men have parts that are even more sensitive than women.” I swallowed and nodded. He delivered three more stinging slaps to my poor shaft,  then walked back to the table, bored by me.
The three of them went round behind her. One picked up a long wide leather belt, studded with silver; one picked up a riding crop, and one picked up a leather cat o’nine tails. Then they set off the kind of timing clock that chess players use, and each person had three minutes in which to wield their implement with all their force against her helplessly secured bottom. There was no escaping a single blow, attached as she was by the ankles and wrists, so all she could do was lie there and take it. Strangely it wasn’t that hard for me to watch her face whilst she was being flogged by them. I felt that she was in a way being punished for her lusts, for her desire to be fucked by lots of people. That was what had got her and I into this weird situation. I almost found myself turned on by the spasms of pain that crossed her face as the various whips bit across her buttocks,  the way she bit her lip to try and stop herself crying out, the tears that eventually ran from under her screwed closed eyes, wetting her lashes and trickling down her face. It was only towards the end that I realised that not only was I enjoying it, but my cock was sticking out even more rigidly in front of me. When the last man dropped his implement, chest sheened with sweat I almost felt disappointed that her whipping had ended. Perhaps when I got her home she would let me flog her with my belt. Then I could get my revenge on her for wanting all these cocks up her.
Joanna had to be helped down off the table, because her limbs had lost sensation. They turned her round, so that I could see the multitude of bright crimson marks across her bottom, then made her kneel. True to the man’s word she took each of them in turn into her mouth, one by one, and sucked them. Then one of them lay on the ground and held his cock upright. She was made to impale her cunt onto it, sitting right down so that it disappeared into her. Quickly the second went into her mouth, and the third crouched behind her and eased himself up her red bottom. Her back arched with pain as he went in and the two cocks moved inside her, then she relaxed and concentrated on sucking the cock in her mouth. For the first time in her life she had fulfilled her ambition of three pricks at once. She glanced across at me, the cock filling her mouth, and I could see her eyes smile triumphantly. Even though she had been humiliated, beaten and abused by the three of them, she had achieved her desire, and a small part of her deep inside was actually enjoying it. I felt a terrible stab of jealousy. Her beautiful naked pale body, which I had seen and enjoyed so often, now surrounded by all those men, mounted by their cocks, their hands gripping her, digging into her breasts and her thighs, using her. I closed my eyes, unable to watch.
A few moments later I heard one of the men move. I quickly opened my eyes in time to see him pick up the huge studded belt, march round behind me, and deliver a huge stinging thwack across my buttocks. He flogged me violently for several minutes, panting with the exertion, whilst I swung back and forth from the rafters, yelling against the gag in my mouth. It was the man who had been fucking her mouth who now flogged me, so as I stared at the naked bodies in front of me I was able to watch my girlfriend taking it up the rear from two men simultaneously. She didn't look up at me whilst I was beaten, she just hung her head, her long blonde hair falling in front of her face. Nor did she say anything to stop them. Not that they would have stopped, but I still hated her for her silence. I also hated myself for closing my eyes, for breaking a rule and causing the beating. I shouldn’t have been so stupid.
The flogging hammered a stinging heat into my buttocks, but it wasn’t unbearable, and after a while, as my skin of my arse started to numb, I felt the heat spread internally until my cock and balls were starting to throb with excitement. Eventually he dropped the belt with a clatter, loosened the ropes holding me up and lowered me down until I was on my knees. Tying off the ropes again, he came round in front of me, still breathing heavily, and slipped his semi-hard cock into my mouth. Staring into his hairy belly I sucked him, listening to the grunts of the two men fucking my girlfriend a few feet away. After a minute or so he was fully hard, pulled away and went round behind Joanna. He tapped the man in her ass on the hip and he pulled out, his cock making a big sucking noise as it came clear of her distended anus. The man who had flogged me crouched down and inserted his cock up her bottom. The other one turned towards me, took hold of my hair and held his cock upright in front of my face. The knob bulged a distended pink out the top of his shaft, which glistened here and there with specks dirt from the depths of my girlfriend’s ass. After several seconds of holding it for me to look at he guided it down into my mouth, and pushed it slowly in to the back of my throat. To my relief it didn’t taste of much, and I sucked on his length whilst trying to put to the back of my mind where it had been only moments before.
For the next hour or so the three men took Joanna in every possible permutation, standing, lying down, bent over; whilst I hung naked on my knees in front of them, watching everything. The end came when they took her back to the big table and took it in turns to come in her ass, facing me across the table, so that I could see every grimace on her face, as they screwed themselves into orgasm inside her. As the first man came out of her ass he came round to me on my knees to suck it clean, but he left my mouth in time for me to have an uninterrupted view of the next one climaxing in her. After all three had finished they pulled her up from the table and brought her round to me. They turned her round, and made her bend over and stick her ass in my face. I was to lick her out, I was informed. They carefully positioned her with her hands on her knees, bent over so that her ass cheeks gaped apart. Her little asshole was red from the repeated buggerings, and her dark cuntlips glistened wetly, where she had also been very well fucked. I could smell the juice of her arousal in the air. The crack between her white buttock was already speckled with bits of dark ooze that had crept out during the sodomy, and even as she bent over a thick white blob of sperm slipped out of her anus and trickled slowly down her crack. I put my tongue out and very slowly licked up and down her bum crack, trying to close my mind to what I was doing. After a few minutes of licking, my head was pulled back by the hair. "Push" she was told "push like you are going to shit yourself". "Please" I heard her say "no". “We’re going to pretend we didn’t hear that” said one of them and reached under her to her dangling breasts, grabbed hold of the swinging nipple clamps and gave them a brutal twist. She gave a high pitched cry, like a small animal. I heard her start to strain and push and right in front of my eyes her round swollen anus hole twitched, and started to open. A huge blob of sperm oozed out, chalky white, but coloured slightly yellow from inside her. "Again" said a voice and from her gasp I know that the nipple clamps were pulled again. Her anus spasmed, and suddenly a gush of spunk, almost a tablespoon, welled out of her bottom and trickled down her crack towards her vagina. "Lick it" I was told, and I leant my head forwards and licked, taking it all up on my tongue. "Swallow". I made it go down my throat, tasting the acrid mixture of male sperm and excrement. My face was pushed right into her bum crack, and I was made to push my tongue right into Joanna whilst with successive pushes she oozed a dirty mixture of fluids out into my mouth. "Well done" one of them said finally and I suddenly felt bizarrely proud that I had indeed done it. I had licked their come out of her ass. 
Jonanna was made to stand up and a dog leash was attached to the chain between her nipples. She was lead out of the door of the outbuilding. As she entered the sunlight she glanced back at me and I saw her eyes. They were slightly tearful, and full of concern for me, but also I could still see the triumph and the excitement in them. She liked this. I felt sick, and yet strangely pleased with myself. I had gone through with it, as she had wanted.

End of part two.

