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Synopsis: The progress of a young business woman through a secret order, from her first caning to her desperate departure.
The first time I ever saw her was at the signing of the contract. It took place in a small panelled room in a lawyer’s chambers in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, in the heart of London’s legal district. The heavy velvet curtains were closed against the early evening, and the rumble of traffic was dulled and distant. She was wearing a neat grey business suit, with an open-necked white shirt, and had obviously come straight from work. I remember the silent circle of five people witnessing the signing in silence, sipping crystal glasses of malt whisky, as she sat at the table and put her name on the paper. It was formal, but no more sinister than the signing of a property contract. They all watched as she replaced the lid on her pen, but no one spoke to congratulate her. 

One of the women, neatly dressed in a black evening dress, stepped forward and guided her to stand, then with one hand placed against the small of her back pushed her gently forwards over the table. She bent at the waist, and I heard the paper of the contract crumple slightly as her tummy laid down on it, trapping it to the table. The woman deftly lifted her skirt up onto her hips, rolling up the fabric so that we could all see her black knickers stretched across her bottom. She pulled the knickers down and with her long fingers separated the backs of her thighs and buttocks, so that the first of the male witnesses could step up behind her and slide his cock up her from behind. She watched closely as it went in, and the girl bucked slightly on the table as it forcefully separated the fleshy tissues of her passage. I left at that stage, not because of any squeamishness at seeing this smart young woman gang-banged by the three men and lick off the two women, but because I had a prior engagement at the opera which I was keen not to miss. I had seen these signings before, and anyway I knew I didn’t have long to wait before I would have a chance to try her out myself.

The next time I saw her was the following weekend at the house one of one of the members of the Order. When I entered the study she was standing as she had been instructed in the middle of the room, forehead resting on the leather-topped desk, bottom up in the air, legs apart. There was a neat pile of her clothes on the desk next to her: jacket, skirt, tights, knickers, and shoes. Her white shirt was pulled well up her back, so that I could see the straps of her bra, and her breasts hung beneath her, brushing the desktop. 

But of course it was her naked bottom that took my attention. Six neat red stripes, horizontal, turning purple. Already bruising. Vicious cuts across her white skin. The cane that had done it rested on the table next to her. I unbuttoned my trousers, and pushed them and my underpants down. Gripping my erect cock I  ran it up the in-rolling curve at the back of her thighs, over the parted lips of her labia, between her ass cheeks. I guided it between her scored buttocks, aiming at the brown hole of her anus. She whimpered as I pushed my knob into her bottom, but she didn't move an inch from her position on the table. Slowly I forced my cock all the way into her ass, until my balls were against her buttocks, but she ground her teeth and never made another sound. Slowly I started to fuck her, and the only sound in the room was my balls slapping against her buttocks. I couldn't even hear her breathe. Her instructions were that she should not make a sound, and under no circumstances whatsoever should she move from the position adopted on the table. I sped up, hammering my cock into her with all my strength, grinding my knob into the sticky depths of her rectum, but still not a noise escaped her. Very impressive self control.

Panting, I pulled my cock back out of her bum. There was a faint indrawn gasp, almost inaudible, as her anal sphincter spasmed closed. It must have hurt her, with no lubrication whatsoever on my cock, but she had been trained well. I picked up the cane and positioned myself next to her, resting the bamboo against her bottom. I saw her buttocks clench in anticipation. Then I hit her. The thwack was deafening, ear-splitting, but she made no sound. Her thighs trembled as she held her legs straight, trying not to spasm. A few seconds later I heard her release a breath, shaky. I tapped her sore buttocks with the tip of the cane, took it back and hit her again, with the full force of my arm. This time her whole body jerked, she couldn't help it. A bright crimson weal sprang up on her flesh as the cane rebounded away from her, blood springing to the surface. Her buttocks wobbled slightly from the impact, like firm white jelly. But still nothing more than a faint gasp escaped her lips. I had only one blow left, but I was going to make her scream. I was really going to make her scream. I placed the bamboo cane against the table top next to her, lifted it and smashed it down on the table, five times in quick succession. The noise was deafening, like gunshots. The girl twitched at each noise, but never turned her head, or lifted her brow from the table. By the third time I heard the bamboo crack, by the fifth it had splintered into several separate strands. I knew that each strand of bamboo would be razor sharp. There was no way she would be able to take this. No-one could. 

I resumed my position next to her and placed the splayed shattered end of the cane against her buttocks. She was shaking now, her hands clenched into little fists. She knew what was going to happen, but she couldn't guess how much it was going to hurt. I swung the cane back, and brought it whistling forwards across her ass with all my strength. There was a huge bang as it splintered across her flesh, the jagged tips curving round to cut into her far hip. The cane sprung back, one piece flying off across the room, broken clean off. There was a split second of silence and then a howl of undiluted agony. The girl leapt up off the table, spasming upright, her hands instinctively reaching back for her bottom. As her scream was choked back she regained herself and tried to bend back over the table to resume the position, but the pain was too great, and she couldn't bear to remove her hands from her lacerated ass. But she never looked at me, not for a moment. After a few moments she managed to get herself back across the table, re-assuming the instructed position, whilst I watched and waited. Her breathing started to calm down. She knew the punishment for moving off the table was an extra stroke. Once she was completely still again, bent over the table, I drew the cane back and gave her one last lash. It cracked violently across the lower edge of her bottom, where her buttocks rolled inwards, just above her thighs. There was a strangled cry of pain, but this time she didn’t move. 

I told her to get on her knees, and she knew what was expected of her. Still holding back the tears she dropped to her knees in front of me and without glancing up at me took my cock into her mouth. As she sucked me off, arms straight down at her side as taught, I leant over her, to look down her back at the damage on her buttocks. I was still looking at the bleeding marks of the cane as I came in her mouth and emptied the contents of my swollen balls down her throat. Gripping the hair on her head I buried myself to the hilt in her lips as the last few pumps shook my body and I could feel the cold wetness of tears on her eyelashes brush against my pubic hair and lower stomach. I held her face there until I had finished coming and she had finished swallowing. I took my cock out to check that it was clean, but some of her dirt still clung to the sides of my shaft, where I had buggered her, so I put it back in and guided her to lick it off with her tongue. When it was clean I zipped up again, and the girl stood, turned round and re-assumed her position bent over the desk, her trembling bottom sticking up in the air. I noted with satisfaction how the third lash I had given her was more enflamed and bleeding than any of the other vicious horizontal stripes. A fan-shaped arc of red lines was splayed across her other buttock and hip, where the bamboo had spread. 

I replaced the shattered cane on the table next to her and left her there, her scoured bottom raised up, legs spread apart. In five minutes another man would come in, fuck her, cane her three times, and make her fellate him to orgasm. I had been the third, although possibly the first to take her asshole. There were three more to go. The cane was going to get more and more damaged, and each lash would do her sweet little bottom more and more damage. By the end she would maybe even need medicine, especially if some of the blows hit existing wounds, but we had a doctor who would see to that, no questions asked. He was the one who had fucked her first. By the end of the evening she would be hardly able to walk, certainly not sit down, and she would have the sperm of six men in her stomach. Six anonymous men who had fucked her, caned her, and made her fellate them. And this was just part of her initiation.

When she left the house at the end of the night a global positioning device was attached to her wrist in a bracelet, similar to the tracking bracelets now used on remand prisoners, so we always knew where in London she is, at all times of the day and night. And if any of the members of the Order should come up to her and hand her a gambling token for 100, she would have to stop whatever she was doing and go with the man or woman to have sex with him, or whatever else he or she demanded. That was what her contract had said. If she should ever refuse she will be brought back here and given six of the best by each of us, this time with a six foot bamboo cane - the sort they use for whipping hardened criminals in the far east. Virtually every stroke cuts the skin. She is shown pictures of another woman who had been whipped like that, and there is a lot of blood. There are also pictures of the same woman tied down spread-eagled to a bed, surrounded by six or seven other men, queuing up to take their turn in her. When she saw what had happened to her she wouldn't resist us. So for the next calendar year she is ours, for whatever we want whenever we want. And so it happened, at her apartment (three of us turned up there one night and gang banged her all evening), at a restaurant, or even at her place of work (an office in the city). If after the year she had submitted to everything we could dream up for her, every indignity, abuse and torture, then she would be promoted from an initiate to a full member of the order. Then she too would be able to use the pool of initiates as her willing slaves for sex, whenever and however she wanted. One year was all she had to last. 

The next time I myself saw her was a month later. I had been working hard for a couple of weeks, and hadn’t had sex for a while. My thoughts turned to her, and the way she had taken her caning, so I resolved to go out that night and find her. With the help of my computer and her tracking device I traced her down to a bar in Soho. I arrived and saw her amongst a group of work colleagues at a table in the corner. I gave her the token and she immediately made her excuses and left her friends to have a drink with me in a nearby bar. Seeing her face close up I realised that she had lovely bright blue eyes that offset her long brown hair. I hadn't seen her eyes before. Whilst we had had a glass of wine I told her what I was going to do - that I was going to take her to the upstairs toilet and bugger her. And when I was finished she would then suck me clean. She nodded. I looked straight into her clear blue eyes and  told her that I had been the third man who had caned her, on the night of her first initiation. Despite herself, a look passed across her face, and I knew that she was remembering what I had done to her. She was probably remembering the agony of that third lash, the first to break her skin, and the pain of unlubricated buggery. Then she looked away. I asked her how many of the other men  had already contacted her. She said she had had four men since her caning and initiation. I nodded and then calmly told her to go upstairs.

Crammed into the toilet cubicle together there was scarcely room for her to undress. She unbuttoned her shirt and slipped her tits up out of her black bra, whilst I watched but made no attempt to touch them. She dropped her black trousers and her knickers, turned her back to me and bent over to rest her hands on the flat top of the white porcelain toilet cistern. I dropped down to my haunches to take a closer look at her buttocks. I could smell her. The cane had left several brutal weals, which a month later were still very vivid. She would probably always be scarred. Every time she will make love to a man in her life she will be embarrassed and have to explain the marks to him: and the scars left by a cane cannot be explained away as anything else -- they are too obvious. She would never have sex without knowing that we had had her, and owned her. I ran my fingers over the raised marks of the scars, her soft bottom skin pimpling with goosebumps under my touch, then I stood up and dropped my trousers. 

I separated her buttocks and put my cock in her bottom. She ground her teeth together and swallowed her pain as it went up her. It took about five minutes for me to bugger her before I came, and she never uttered a single noise. I was again impressed at her self control. When I had finished she turned round, pulled up her trousers, knelt down and sucked my dick clean of dirt. As she went back down the stairs ahead of me, I watched her bottom swivelling in her black trousers, and I knew that I had fucked her there twice and would do so again, as often as I liked. I had one year in which to make use of her, and by the end of that twelve months her anal passage was going to be well and truly opened up. 

A few months later the Doctor and I paid a visit to her office in the city. We phoned her in her office and told her to make excuses and leave. We were waiting downstairs in a white van. We drove her to a backstreet in the East End and took her into the back of the van. The Doctor pierced both her nipples and inserted silver rings. We told her that if any of us called for her and she wasn't wearing the rings in her nipples she would be taken to be flogged with the six foot cane. Then she knelt on the floor of the van and sucked him off whilst I buggered her from behind and played with the rings in her bleeding punctured nipples. She didn't know it yet, but later in the year we planned to have her labia pierced, and then a silver stud inserted in her tongue, so that she could give us better blowjobs. In the back of that van I gave her a really good fuck, taking it out and sticking it back in quick succession, guaranteed to torture her anus as much as possible. When I was ready to come I made her fellate me until I pumped down her throat. 

When she got dressed again, we made her sit on a dildo attached to a leather thong. It was about an inch and a half across, tapered at the base like a butt plug to keep it inside, and nearly half a foot long. It went right up her cunt, then the thong was pulled up in place and small locks attached it in place around her hips, so she couldn't get it out. I told her that I would be round her flat tonight to take it out for her, but she would have to wear it all the rest of the day at the office. We watched as she put her knickers back on over it, then her pencil skirt and tights, and the neat tailored jacket, and we drove her back to her office. I just loved the thought of her sitting at her desk with that huge great dildo stuck in her cunt, and nothing she could do to get it out. And as she walked around the office the rubber cock would move in her vagina and her breasts would bounce, making her sore pierced nipples rub against her bra, and it would remind her of what we had done to her that lunchtime. 

That night I took some hard SM videos round to her flat, and made her suck me off whilst I watched them on her television. When I had come I unlocked the dildo and made her lick it clean. Then I told her to bend over. She hesitated and then asked me in a small voice not to put it up her bottom. I asked her why and she said that her bottom still hurt from that lunchtime. She wouldn't look me in the eyes. I was pleased to know that my buggery had had the desired effect. I told her to look at me, and then I handed it to her and told her to put it up her own bottom, whilst I watched her face. Wretchedly she put the dildo down under her, squatted slightly and pushed it up into her anus. Her face spasmed with pain as her sphincter stretched round it, but she was too scared not to do as she was told, and slowly she pushed that big rubber cock right the way in between her buttocks. I checked that it was fully inserted then did up the locks and told her it was staying up her bum until the following morning. I always felt randy in the mornings. 

At 8 o'clock I rang her doorbell. I had told her to answer the door in the nude, and there she was, silver rings glistening in her pink nipples, the locked thong laced through her pubic mound. I took her into her kitchen and bent her over her table. Slowly I withdrew the dildo, watching her distended bumhole stretch out with it as it sucked outwards. The rubber knob popped out, and she gasped audibly with relief. The advantage of that dildo harness is that it also fits around the face, so I took it round in front of her and showed her the dirt on the end of it before telling her to open her mouth. I could see the involuntary look of disgust as the smell hit her, but she obediently opened her lips. I slid the dirty dildo into her mouth until it was all lodged down her throat, jaws gaping wide around it,  then I attached the harness behind her head. Then of course I went back round to her gaping buttocks and stuck my cock up her well stretched hole. The dildo must have caused her a lot of damage and pain overnight, or maybe her rectum was just full of shit, because as my cock disappeared up her ass her whole naked body jerked on the table and she whimpered against the dildo in her mouth. I quietly reminded her that she wasn't allowed to make any noise, and then I buggered her as hard as I physically could, to try and make her cry out. She smothered any noise by sinking her teeth into the dildo. Her asshole was indeed softer round my shaft after being stretched all night, and I had to make her lie down on the floor and put her thighs together so that I could get enough tight friction on my cock to come. When I had finished and emptied my testicles into her bottom, I took the dildo back out of her mouth and I could see the imprint of her teeth in the rubber. 

She sucked my cock clean, and I watched her get dressed for work, telling her not to wear any knickers or tights under her skirt. Then I made her walk to the tube whilst I walked a few feet behind her, just watching her buttocks swivelling under the tight fabric of her skirt, knowing that she had nothing on underneath, and that her anal sphincter had been stretched a whole inch and a half wide for a whole eight hours round that excruciating dildo. I watched her get on the tube and as the train pulled out she turned for a second and glanced at me through the carriage window, a pale face, the big blue eyes and dark hair, and then the train was gone. And I knew as I had looked at her, surrounded by ordinary commuters that I had fucked her ass. 

I enjoyed her perhaps more than I had enjoyed any of the initiates that I had tortured since I had myself become a full member four years before, after my own year of testing. So I was looking forward to fucking her ass some more, and was very disappointed to hear that she had withdrawn from the order. One night at the Doctor’s house she had been tied down with her legs apart, and whipped and caned so severely on her open cunt that she wet herself. He made her lick it up, and then tied her down again and resumed the cunt whipping. The following day she wrote to the master and asked to be withdrawn from the order and released from her contract. I was sorry because she had taken nearly six months of ritual abuse, so she was nearly half way through her year’s ordeal. If she had hung on just a bit longer, she would have been able to get her revenge on those below her. And to really deliver pain and humiliation you need to know how to take it. Her self control under pain had been some of the greatest I had witnessed, so I was sorry to lose her. However I knew I was to have one last chance to feel her ass on my shaft. Anyone seeking to leave the order had to submit to one last night. In many ways that was the hardest, because by then she knew she would get nothing out of it. 

I was informed that it was to take place in one of the member’s houses in Mayfair. I had asked to have her before the main session of the evening and that request was granted by the master. I gave instructions on how I wanted her to be prepared, and arrived at the house at 6pm on the dot. I went up the long staircase and already I could see her waiting, her pale face looking down at me. She was on the top landing. She had been bent over the metal banister, so that her face and upper torso hung down over the drop. Her wrists had been tied tight to the bottom rail of the balustrade. Her legs were spread wide apart and tied tightly on the other side of the balustrade, so that her ass was facing the landing. As I walked up the stairs she watched me come. 

I arrived behind her on the landing. Her skirt had been lifted right up over her hips, so her lower back, her ass, and her legs were all bare. They shone pale and white. Her ass was presented so high up in the air that her buttocks gaped open and I had a perfect view between them of her dark round anus, and below that the straight upright slit of her vagina, dusted with soft light brown hair. I could see her face hanging down between her open legs, on the other side of the banister, and I could see her beautiful pale blue eyes, staring at me, even with the red rubber ball gag jamming her jaws apart.

When I set eyes on her bottom I instantly felt my cock move in my trousers. I wanted her so badly that I felt sick inside, a deep queasy feeling in my stomach. No woman and certainly no initiate had ever made me feel quite that way before. All I wanted was to empty my turgid testicles into her body, and release the heavy lust that had been dogging my mind for days. I wanted to leave my sperm embedded in her body. 

But above all my thoughts came back to the brown eye of her anus. I wanted to put my cock in there, bury it into her shit and fuck her where it would hurt her the most. Where I was denying her very femininity, by fucking her as I could fuck a man, and denying nature by using a passage too small and tight for my cock. I would feel her sphincter rip apart round my knob one more time and there was nothing she could do to stop it happening. But I was going to save that for later.  I had other things to enjoy first. I came up behind her, and undid my trousers. It took my cock out, already hard, and pulled the foreskin down, watching the pink knob pop out the top like a big round mushroom. My cock was going to have that cunt first. I had realised that I had never yet fucked her in her cunt. I traced one finger tip down the crack of her buttocks, bumping over the slightly raised circle of her anal sphincter, then down through the pubic hair to slide her cunt lips apart. I pushed my knob down, lined it up with her slit, and felt the edges of her soft lips brush the tip of my cock. I slid my knob gently up and down her crack, resisting the desire to shove it straight up her. I felt her separate around me, velvety soft skin and the fur of her pubic hair caressing my knob. She was dry and unaroused, perhaps from apprehension at what was going to happen to her that night, but I felt her opening pull apart round me. She was trying to squeeze her muscles closed, but it only tightened the entrance to her cunt round my knob, which hardened me even more. So I gripped the soft sides of her hips, moved up so that my length was in line with her passage, and slowly forced myself into her. A tingling wave of pleasure engulfed my cock and coursed up my whole body, until my head span. I felt her helpless cunt open and part round my knob, and then grip vice like round my shaft as it slid inch by inch up her. She was as tight as hell from fear, but as hot as a furnace, and her vagina gripped my cock like a burning hand. 

Her white back arched as I entered her, and I heard her cry out against the gag. I saw her hands clench from the pain, but all I could feel was the exquisite head spinning pleasure of her cunt round my cock. I got it right the way in to my balls, so that looking down between her buttocks all I could see was my wiry pubes bristling round the base of my shaft, projecting out of her stretched cunt, just below her asshole. Then I jerked it deeper still and felt the wonderful hard pressure of her cervix against my knob. Her whole body twisted against the ropes and I knew that I now had every centimetre of her vagina stretched round my  cock. So that she didn't have time to stretch or lubricate against me I immediately started to fuck into her cervix, hammering my knob as hard as I could into the muscular flesh. I was slamming my cock so hard into her that I could feel her soft pubes and clit bang against my balls. She was writhing with pain, but she couldn't get away from my length inside her, skewering her to the metal banister edge and thumping rhythmically into her cervix. I grabbed hold of the banister rail to ram harder up her. Her round buttocks were cold and clammy against my hips as I fucked against her bottom, ramming it as deep as I could into her slit. I could feel the blood pounding in my cock, rigid as bone inside her soft body.

Her inner flesh was softening around my cock, opening up as I battered back and forth through it. Of course she wasn't lubricating, but even she couldn't stop her orifice relaxing, as it is designed to do. It meant I could shove myself deeper, but in time I wanted something tighter, and looking down the open crack of her bottom I knew how to get it. I wanted the buggering to hurt her as much as possible, to punish her for leaving the Order, so I pulled one buttock hard to one side, to get a clear aim, wiped my knob dry, to keep any lubrication off it, and carefully positioned it against the puckered hole of her anus. She realised what was going to happen and shook her head desperately, dark hair swinging around her face. With all my strength I forced my knob through her sphincter, and drove my cock right up her ass. I didn't stop pushing until my balls were sandwiched between her ass cheeks. She let out a high scream of pain against the gag that started when her anus tore round my cockhead, and didn't stop for nearly ten seconds. Her anal muscles had no time to soften or relax round my cock, so I immediately started buggering her as violently as possible, knowing that it would rip and tear her rectal tissues even more. 

Every time my cock shot up her ass her whole body would shake. The trick was to prevent her from having time to get used to it, so I buried it as deep as I could and gave several short punching jerks into her bowels, before suddenly wrenching it all the way back out. My cock leapt up, bright purple, bruised and distended from being hammered into her flesh, but I immediately pushed it back down against her twitching bumhole and shoved it back in her. The pain of her muscle giving way again made her jerk once more against the balustrade, and I gave her a quick back and forth with just the head of my cock in her rectum, snapping it back out again from time to time, sticking it up her cunt again, then alternating fast between the two orifices, before eventually sheathing it right the way back in to the hairy root in her anus. She was helpless, she was taking my cock up her ass, and I was going to fuck her so that she screamed and would never forget the pain. 

Tired of torturing her, and hearing her cries getting quieter, I decided to come in her, and finally release all that pent-up spunk. Her asshole gripped my rigid cock like a hot dry hand. My head was spinning with pleasure, as her ripping spasming muscles massaged my whole length. Wrenching her bumcheeks apart I could look down and see my shaft appearing and disappearing between them, right into her back. My knob hammered into the shit deep in her bowels, swelling and growing with blood. Sweat poured off my forehead and dripped onto the tiny hairs of the small of her white back. The excitement pounded in my head and I wanted to fuck her ass so deep that she would be unable to walk or sit down, I wanted to split her in half, so that her ass became her cunt, and she had one ripped hole underneath her, between her thighs and her buttocks, one gaping hole to fuck, and with a groan of pleasure I exploded into orgasm. It felt like it would never end, as though I was pumping my jerking dying soul up her backside. And still it came, pouring myself into her, pissing sperm into her ass, feeling it shoot out of me into her helpless tied body. 

The pumping slowed down, a last couple of spasmodic spurts into her, making my whole body jerk and my head spin, and finally her rectum was filled with seed. Slowly I drew my length back out of her stretched sphincter, watching it spasm closed behind me with a loud wet farting sound, trapping my sperm inside her anal cavity. My cock was smeared with brown from the depths of her body. I wiped it clean on the back of her thighs, squeezing the last drops of milky sperm onto my fingers and shoving them up her wrinkled cunt so as not to waste them. My cock drooped over my empty testicles and the beautiful body that had so filled me with lust was now a shaking naked girl, shivering with cold, traumatised from the double rape of her cunt and her ass. Where before she filled my cock with rigid lust, now she was a beaten piece of drained meat, and she could do nothing for me. Somewhere deep inside her bruised bowels my seed moved. But even once she had expelled everything from her ripped ass, and once her flesh had mended and healed, still part of her would hold the memory of her rape and beating, and part of me would always be deep inside her. 

Her bumhole had looked so small and pink that I could hardly believe it had taken my cock. But it had, many times. I did up my trousers and left her there, walking back down the stairs below her. I left her there with her bottom still gaping open to all comers. I knew that night would still hold for her several more men, a few women, and probably a whipping from the Doctor, She would be taken to several different rooms and had over different tables or chairs. But I left the house, leaving it and her behind, not willing to watch the rest of what was going to happen now that I had emptied myself so thoroughly. 

And that was the last time I ever saw her. 

