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The Initiation

Beth and
Jamie were my two closest friends in the world. We had known each
other for a few years since we had met accidentally whilst trying
to attend two different seminars in the same lecture hall at
university. They were in the year above me on my course and it
turned out that I was in the wrong and had not noticed that my
lecture had been moved to an alternate room. However, the encounter
must have left a lasting impression on the two of them because a
couple of nights later they spotted me on my way home to my
apartment at the university halls of residence and invited me out
for a drink. Being a shy young thing, I reluctantly accepted by all
that evening I could think of little else than the coursework that
lay on my desk top waiting to be completed and handed in the
following week. Still, it was a testament to how pretty they were
that they were able to drag me away from my work in the first
place. I was never one for gallivanting around town in a state of
inebriation, but that night I stayed out longer than ever before,
which wasn’t difficult I’ll admit. As a lesbian, I became so
enraptured by their angelic voices and the plummeting necklines of
their tops that I was fawning over them all night. It seemed that
their gaydar was working perfectly, though, as the reason they had
noticed me and invited me out was not merely through
friendship.

They
were lovers and they were looking for someone to share their bed
that night, and to my shame I didn’t put up any fight to their
seduction. It was the most incredible night of my life and through
it we formed a strange relationship whereby they would
occasionally, nay frequently, call upon me to join them as a sort
of third-wheel fuck buddy. I was more than willing to play along,
though, as they sex was beyond anything I’d ever felt with my small
handful of comparatively disappointing ex-girlfriends. We became
such good friends that after graduating university they rented a
house and invited me round several times a week for intimate
threesomes. However, there was another, much darker side to their
sexuality that I knew nothing about, and which was destined to
become very apparent to me. Whenever I went round to join them, we
experimented a little, but more often than not we became so
distracted by each other’s bodies that whatever new thing we were
trying that evening got lost amidst the mess of sweaty drenched
flesh and limbs as we writhed together on their bed.

Then,
one evening I was kneeling between the two of them, kissing Beth
with Jamie behind me as she played with my tits. I could feel her
fondling them and I was already so turned on that my nipples were
standing to attention. I could sense that they wanted to either ask
me something or trying something new, but didn’t have the courage
to suggest it. Suddenly, I felt a sharp twinge in my left breast as
Jamie momentarily pinched my nipple. My reaction sealed my fate;
letting out a brief but very noticeable whimper of excitement as I
spasmed between them. They looked at each other over my shoulders
and winked with a pair of gleaming white smiles as they began to
conspire behind my back. We played around with a few toys that
evening, trying a little light spanking with the twisted implements
they had bought, but it was only a few weeks later that my eyes
were truly opened to that realm of sexual pleasure. Unbeknownst to
me, they had been secretly attending some sort of exclusive sex
club once a month and their little pinching experiment was just a
test to see if I would be a suitable candidate to join them.
Naturally, not wanting to look like a loser and also burning with
curiosity about what might happen at such a club, I accepted their
invitation.

The
night came remarkably quickly and I went to their house first
before setting off for the big evening. I had no idea what was in
store, but they had told me to wear something cute and virginal, so
I slipped on a white silk gown that I’d bought especially, along
with a pair of sparkly crystal-laced shoes. Along with my petite,
slender figure and my strawberry blonde locks, I was sure to set
the place on fire with the slightest of glances in my direction. I
turned up at their house to find that they had dressed quite
differently, donning black dresses instead and wearing vivid red
lipstick to contrast with their pale skin and dark hair. Beth had
always had something of a gothic appearance, but Jamie had clearly
had to dye her brown hair and had powdered her face considerably to
match her lover’s complexion. They almost looked like sisters,
although from the way they were kissing and fondling each other
when I turned up I doubt anyone would have mistaken them for
siblings. We set off for the club with little old me sat between
them in the back of the cab, almost like they were blocking me in
and stopping me from escape through the doors. I assumed that it
was simply the dress code; new members wear white, old members wear
black. While I was correct, there was a very specific reason for
the code.

“We’re
here!” proclaimed Jamie; her foot half way out of the door before
the car had even come to a standstill. I had no idea where we were,
as my mind had been swamped with the possibilities of what sordid
events might unfold once we were inside. The building itself was
fairly unassuming; a large converted warehouse somewhere beyond the
city limits with a small smattering of women arriving at the door
and being whisked inside. As Beth, Jamie and I approached the
clipboard wielding man on the door, he snapped his fingers into the
shadowy entrance as if to signal our arrival. For some reason I
expected a complimentary glass of champagne, but what I got was
something else entirely.

“New member?” asked the burly Gorilla on the door, unable to
take his eyes away from my modest heaving cleavage. I nodded and
reached out to take clipboard and pen he foisted in my direction,
starting to read its ridiculously small print. Insurance companies have nothing on this
place, I thought.

“Oh come
on!” urged Jamie, tugging on my arm to get me to sign it quickly.
My father had always told me to thoroughly read everything I sign,
but with the two of them spurring me on and the persistent itch of
my clitoris becoming more and more prominent; I gave in and
scribbled my signature on the bottom line without a second’s
further thought.

“Thank
God for that!” groaned Beth as they pulled me through into the
entrance. There was a long corridor stretching out before me with a
luxurious red carpet beneath our feet on top of the cold stone
floor, but I didn’t get very long to admire its beauty or the
flickering candelabras on the walls ahead. As we walked along the
passageway, the two of them made sure to remain disconnected from
me, which was strange since they had kept their arms locked around
mine like a prize ever since we’d climbed into the taxi. I was
trailing slightly behind them as their pace suddenly quickened, and
then without any warning whatsoever the already dark corridor
turned completely black. The lights ahead hadn’t been extinguished,
though. No, it was a black duffel bag that had been whipped down
over my head in the blink of an eye and fastened around my neck.
Before I could even scream or reach up to remove it, I felt a mass
of hands descending around me as my arms were yanked back and my
feet were lifted off the ground. I was unable to kick and in the
chaos I didn’t even think to cry for help. In fact, as they carried
me off, there was something oddly arousing about the way they were
manhandling my body. I almost wished that one of their hands would
move down between my thighs and grope at my crotch.

They
carried me into a room somewhere in the building and pushed me up
against a metal pole with my arms bound with rope around the back
of it. I tried to pull away, if only to relieve myself of the cold
metal pressing against my exposed back above the dress, but I felt
a claw pushing me against it and forcing me to remain in place.
They lifted up the hood for a moment, allowing me to glance down
and see a few of their feminine hands, with one pair in particular
drawing my attention. They held up a red ball connected to two thin
leather straps and wedged it between my jaws, fastening it around
the back of my head beneath the hood without ever raising it enough
for me to see their faces. Then, after a brief patter of footsteps
they left me alone and slammed the door behind them. Finally able
to catch a breath, I fruitlessly tried to look around and dislodge
the bag from around my head, but it was too well fastened. I could
hear the dull thud of a music beat somewhere in the distance,
beyond the thick walls of the chilly back room in which I’d been
placed. It would have been a terrifying experience were it not for
the trust that I had in Beth and Jamie. I figured that it was all
part of some elaborate initiation ceremony and that at some point
they would whisk the bag off my head and shout
“Surprise!”.

After a
little while, my heart beat calmed enough that I could hear the
breath of another person somewhere else in the room. In fact, as I
listened carefully I was sure that there were two other people
somewhere nearby, but with the hood still attached I could only
roughly position them somewhere to my right. I tried to mumble
something, but the gag prevented me from speaking clearly. There
was a pause and then an equally muffled reply, and although I
couldn’t decipher their words, I could tell that there were indeed
two separate voices. They each whimpered dejectedly and waited for
whatever lay ahead, and almost an hour passed before anyone came to
collect us. I had slumped down onto the floor when a mass of
footsteps thundered up the passageway outside the door and burst
in, hoisting me to my feet and releasing the rope around my wrists
to once again carry myself and the other two girls off to another
room. I couldn’t have fought even if I wanted to, as my arms and
legs were held firmly between several sets of hands with my body
being carried horizontal to the floor. I could hear the murmur of
voices engulfing me as they set me down on my feet, this time with
nothing behind me. They forced my arms behind me again and placed
them one on top of the other against my back as they wound the rope
around them, binding them firmly together.

I was
forced to stick my chest out in front of me, causing my breasts to
heave inside my dress. Even worse, I had become so aroused with
their brutish manhandling that I could feel my nipples poking
through the silk fabric, giving away my excitement. Not only that;
I had elected not to wear panties and the slow trickle of my juices
seeping from my labia down the insides of my thighs was making me
shiver almost as much as the nervous tremble that had overtaken my
body. A cacophony of terrible thoughts were steaming through my
mind; some involving horrific torture and ritual sacrifice, others
involving grotesque penetrations and spilled blood. While the truth
wasn’t quite as extreme as my imagination, what I was about to
experience was far more intense than a mere nipple pinch or spanked
ass. I felt something flop against my shoulders and then constrict
around the front of my neck, tugging on the back of my head enough
to force me to my tip toes. It was a noose and I was being hung
like a thief in the gallows while a group of people watched on. I
could hear them, and as the hood was finally whisked off from
around my head I could finally see them as well. I winced as even
the golden glow of the candles light pierced my retinas, but as I
acclimatised to the light I could see that there was over a hundred
of them; all women and all dressed in the same kind of elegant
black outfits as Beth and Jamie. I tried to pick them out in the
crowd but I couldn’t find them, and my attention was quickly drawn
to the woman stepping up onto the low wooden stage on which I was
perched.

She was older than me, most likely in her 40s and with the
posture of someone who knew exactly what she was doing. I presumed
she was the proprietor of the club, although I wondered if she wore
the same black leather dominatrix cat suit to her business meetings
as well. She stepped up in front of me and drew a knife from her
belt, instantly setting me on guard even though I was powerless to
resist her. My dark thoughts came rushing back as she held it up to
my neck and pressed the sparkling silver blade against my skin,
moving it down to my cleavage without leaving a mark. I gulped with
anxiety and watched with a glint of terror in my eyes as she
slipped the knife between my breasts and tugged at the silk fabric.
Then, with a single sharp thrust she ripped the sharp blade down
the middle of the gown, splitting it in two to release it from its
loose grip around my chest. I jolted in horror, partly because I
thought she was going to stab me, and partly because the miser in
me couldn’t believe I’d wasted so much money on the dress.
They could have told me not to spend too
much, I thought to myself. It fell to the
floor, leaving me completely naked all of a sudden and with my
freshly waxed pussy on show for the swarm of horny women to
see.

The
dominatrix moved to my right to strip the clothes of the other two
girls, who had also been strung up on the wooden stage beside me.
We each stood there in a line, moaning as the nooses gently choked
us and our toes became tired. It was only the beginning, though,
and as their dresses were violently cut away from their bodies I
could just about see that they, too, were as visibly excited as me.
Our master picked up a riding crop from the side of the stage and
proceeded to tap it between my thighs, ordering me to spread them
apart. My toes had become so exhausted that I could only tread them
apart very slowly, which instantly angered her as a burning fury
enflamed her eyes. She raised the crop and lashed it down over the
side of my thigh, eliciting a loud shriek through the ball gag in
my mouth. I moved quicker, but not quickly enough for her. She
whipped me again and again, alternating between my thighs until I
had stretched my legs as far apart as they could go. I stood
awkwardly with my legs parted and my toes only just touching the
wooden slats beneath me while the women watched intently, groping
each other and kissing as the show got under way.

A small
tear formed above each of my eye lids, distorting my view of the
crowd even more so it was impossible to see Beth or Jamie’s faces.
I didn’t care, though. The knowledge that so many women were
touching themselves and each other at the sight of my distressed,
bound, gagged and hung body was enough to send the juices gushing
to my pussy. My clitoris was tingling like a pneumatic drill had
been set to work around it as the dominatrix forced the other girls
to spread their legs. With the three of us stripped and fully
restrained, it was time for the real fun to begin.

“We are
here to initiate three more despicable whores into our sisterhood!”
she bellowed; her voice carrying easily across the ocean of face
that lay before us. It was only then that I noticed the lavish
decoration of the enormous hall in which I found myself. The
building’s exterior was a far cry from the gothic looking stone
walls and pillars that lay inside and the flickering candelabras
made it look like a medieval castle. An army of servants filtered
in through several archways behind the gathering of darkly dressed
women. They each held two large trays that were brimming with all
manner of whips, crops and paddles. The women each took one of the
toys in their hands and stood around waiting for the master to give
the word.

“The
banquet is open!” she declared, stepping down into the crowd as
they all circled in around us. They moved around the back,
surrounding our bodies with their whips and paddles ready to strike
at any moment. The anticipation was almost impossible to bear and
as terrified as I was of being brutalised by the gaggle of horny,
sadistic bitches, I couldn’t wait for it to begin.

“Do not
leave a single square inch of peach coloured flesh!” she commanded,
snapping her fingers once. Before the echo had finished bouncing
off the stone walls, I was swarmed with strikes from three
different whips, each hitting a different part of my body. One
lashed at my tits, another at my right thigh and a third over my
stomach, and before I could make the briefest of pathetic whimpers,
I felt another series of intense thrashes that came so thick and
fast I couldn’t keep up the count. Not a single second went by
without one of them cracking a whip over my bare flesh from a few
feet away. I shook violently with every strike, contorting my body
in every direction to avoid the burning lash of the whips, but no
matter which way I went I couldn’t escape them. They were
everywhere and the other two girls were having an equally difficult
time. That said, despite her awful cries as the women tortured her
body, the girl on the end sounded like she was on the verge of an
orgasm. Sure enough, moments later I heard her breathless squealing
as she came. The whipping didn’t let up, smacking every inch of her
body as her hips went into spasms. Although I wasn’t at quite the
same level as her, I couldn’t deny that the rumblings of an orgasm
were definitely brewing inside me and as they began to beat my ass
with massive leather paddles, the forceful jolts of pain shuddering
through my cheeks pushed me ever closer to the ecstatic light at
the end of the tunnel.

I
didn’t know how much more my body could take. I felt like my skin
had been doused in petrol and set on fire. My skin was so sore from
the relentless whipping and spanking and just as the dominatrix had
commanded, they hadn’t left a single bit of my skin with its
original colour. I looked like I’d been bathing in a pool of blood
and only my face remained untouched; they weren’t
that sadistic. Still, no
matter how much I moaned and whimpered through the gag, nor how
many tears rolled down my cheeks, they didn’t give in until finally
she returned and ordered them to stop.

“That’s
enough!” she commanded, and while I was relieved that my punishment
had come to an end, I was so close to an orgasm that deep down I
really just wanted a few more seconds. It was a perverse thrill
that scared me almost as much as it turned me on, but I could tell
from her voice that it wasn’t over just yet. They discarded their
whips and paddles on the floor and crowded around once again, only
now their sexuality had been ignited by the sight of our tortured
bodies.

“Let us
feast on these ripened fruits!” she bellowed, stepping over to the
girl in the middle and standing directly in front of her. She moved
her hand down between the girl’s thighs and gripped at her pussy,
looking her straight in the eye as she slid her fingers up inside
her. The girl moaned and shivered with the sudden injection of pure
pleasure, knocking her head back as far as the noose would allow as
she enjoyed the slippery digit rubbing against her g-spot. Our
master spent almost a minute fingering her, taking her time with
her subject as she quivered before her. The others slowly moved in
around me and the other girl, who was still moaning with the
twitches of orgasmic bliss at the other end of the gallows. A mass
of hands enclosed around my body and began to touch my burning
skin, paying no attention to my screams as their fingers groped at
my raw breasts, stomach, thighs and crotch. One of them crouched
down in front of me and extended her tongue, ready to flick my
exposed little clitoris with the tip. The slightest touch of her
slippery tongue felt like an explosion of pleasure in my pussy and
almost single-handedly made me cum right there on the spot. She
slid her two middle fingers inside me and began to grind them over
my g-spot, making me thrust gently towards her to meet the pressure
of her fingers. It felt so good that even the incessant rubbing of
my reddened skin couldn’t overwhelm the feeling of elation washing
over my body.

Another
woman crouched behind me and gripped my ass cheeks, spreading them
wide apart so she could bury her mouth between them. I no longer
cared about the stinging sensation as they touched me. It felt like
a body suit made entirely from pain and anguish and after a while
my flesh simply turned numb and allowed me to concentrate all my
energy on the two tongue lashing over my clit and my ass hole. The
fingers inside my pussy were met with another two working around
the rim of my anus, sliding inside using the juices that were
streaming down the insides of my thighs. I thrust my hips forward
to grind myself on the fingers and tongue in front of me, and then
back on to the ones behind me, feeling an endless tide of pleasure
coming in and out of my body. Still on my tip toes and bound with
rope around my arms and neck, the three of us were like toys made
for their pleasure and anything we felt was merely a bonus. They
swapped around, allowing other girls to gorge on my cunt and my ass
hole, none of whom I had ever met before. The idea of my body being
used by so many other girls was so arousing and the feeling of
their tongues, one after the other sucking on my exposed clit and
licking up the juices around my delicious pink vulva was rapidly
sending me towards an orgasm.

There
was one final stage of my initiation yet to come, though, but it
didn’t begin until every single one of the women had tasted one of
our soaking wet pussies or our puckering ass holes. We were like
bags of meat strung up in a butcher’s window for the customers to
gawp at and that feeling of being used continued to propel me
towards the blistering orgasm that I had felt building inside me
ever since we’d entered the building. The women backed away with
the exception of three who remained on the stage by our sides; one
for each new member. The others knelt down in groups and proceeded
to strip away their fine dressed and gowns to reveal the pristine
flesh underneath. A sea of naked bodies emerged from beneath the
material and one by one they lay back on the plush burgundy carpet
and began to make love to each other. I wanted so desperately to
join them and slide my body in amongst their writhing flesh,
feeling their breasts and licking their pussies just as they were
doing to each other. I finally caught sight of Beth and Jamie,
although they were no longer together and had found other women to
play with at opposite ends of the host of bodies. Beth sank her
mouth between one woman’s thighs while another snacked on her ass
hole from behind, and Jamie was riding on top of a woman’s face
while two other’s groped at her breasts by her side.

It was a
carnal orgy of glistening flesh and being forced to watch it unfold
without being able to join in was the ultimate torture. No amount
of whipping or paddling could come close to the level of sadism
that I felt in that moment. The women by our sides were handed two
large objects by the dominatrix. One was a strap-on dildo, which
they proceeded to attach to their waists as soon as they had
removed their dresses. They each squirted some lube onto the shafts
and stood behind us, giving only a moment to brace ourselves as
they moved in closer and spread our ass cheeks wide open. The
nooses were lowered slightly, allowing them to bend us forward and
expose our ass holes ready for penetration, and then pressed the
heads of the dildos up between our cheeks. I felt the cold slippery
substance rubbing over my anus as she nudged it slowly through the
tight, pink hole; splitting open no matter how hard my muscles
fought it. The hard plastic shaft slid inside me and pushed out the
walls of my rectum. It was so thick that I could even feel the deep
thrusting emanating through the walls of my vagina.

The
second item was a large ball-headed massager, which she held around
the side of my hip and pressed against my clit. As soon as it made
contact with the fleshy hood, I started to shake rapidly from side
to side, restrained only by the noose tightening its grip on my
neck. I had no control over the pleasure that was surging through
my veins and as the orgy unfolded before my eyes, I could feel my
soul dissolving into the aura of sexual bliss around me. As she
plunged the dildo relentlessly in and out of my ass, the thunderous
pounding of her body against my sore cheeks was the only thing
dampening the intense bursts of ecstasy flowing through my veins,
and after a while even that couldn’t contain the orgasm that I fell
into. My hips began to convulse and I let out a series of loud
cries around the sides of the gag. Many of the women looked up and
watched as I came, but didn’t stop riding the strangers’ mouths
beneath them or grinding themselves on each other for a second. I
was a mere spectacle for their arousal and it seemed that they were
enjoying my agonising screams considerably. In fact, the whole room
had become filled with the sound of groaning and panting as they
all fucked each other, almost overwhelming the sound of my
exasperation. With one final explosion of pleasure, I went limp and
started to hang from the noose with no way to support myself. At
that point, they cut me down and left me reeling in the most
amazing state of agony and ecstasy, writhing on the stage as the
party continued around me. Eventually the dominatrix came up and
tenderly stroked my hair back over my ear.

“Welcome
to the club.” she said softly, wiping the tears from my cheeks with
her thumb. She leaned in to kiss me and then guided me down onto
the floor amongst the others. I had been accepted into the group
and even though my skin still felt like it was on fire, I could
think of nothing else than making love with the throng of horny
women around me. My initiation was over, but the night was only
just beginning!

THE
END






Thank
you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you enjoyed it.
Please will you do me a favor and review “The Initiation” so I’ll
know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
appreciated, thank you.
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