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Blackmailed Part 1




I’m nervous as fuck.  A man (shit, is it a man?) I’ve never met or spoken to is coming to my hotel room to fuck me.  At least, I hope he’s coming to fuck me, let’s face it, he’ll be able to do what ever he wants to me and I’ll let him. 

Two days ago I got my instructions for Saturday in a large Amazon box.  I dare not disobey them.  I have to get this right to the letter.  If I don’t my blackmailer will release some of the videos he’s got of me.  And I can’t let that happen.

My orders are explicit, nothing has been left to chance, there is no room for misinterpretation.  First I showered and shaved, if he finds so much as one hair on me, other than my head, I can expect a severe beating – based on previous experiences I’m kinda expecting that anyway.  Next I placed the ball gag into my mouth and fastened it tightly. 

I secured the four sets of handcuffs to the ends of the hotel bed.  One last look round the room, everything is set up, the door is unlocked and I’m ready.  I secure my ankles, forcing my legs open wide, my cunt on display.  Next I force the hood over my head and zip it into place.  There are little holes for my nose which I line up so I can breathe.  Then I place the collar round my neck, over the hood and padlock it into place.  As if that wasn’t tricky enough, now I have to get the handcuffs over my wrists, without being able to see.  I twist at the waist and can use my right hand to get them onto my left wrist.  The one on my right takes a few attempts but eventually I manage it.

I’m secured to the bed as ordered, my legs open wide, my tits out on display and I’m certain I’ve obeyed all my orders.  Inside the hood I can’t see anything, I can barely hear the traffic in the street.  I start thinking, two months ago this seemed exciting.  Now, now I’m terrified and want this to be over.  Will he release me at the end?

Six months ago I was eating breakfast with my step dad (we live alone since my mother died) and reading the news on an iPad.  There was a story about a man being prosecuted for blackmailing a young woman.  He had filmed her in ‘a compromising position with another person’ (i.e. fucking) and was getting her to perform more and more lewd acts, all the time with the threat of the video being released if she didn’t comply.

I guess that most people reading it would be disturbed, would be sickened.  Fuck, I was excited!  To be made to do acts you didn’t want to do with the threat of being exposed on the internet if you didn’t?  I excused myself and went up to my room – I had 20 minutes before school and that was enough time to masturbate, all the time thinking about what could happen, what else had this woman been forced to do?

At school I couldn’t stop thinking about it and as soon as I got home I wanked again to the idea of being forced.  I couldn’t let it go and a couple of weeks later I decided to act on it.  I’d spent some time on “alternative” dating websites, reading the adverts before I drew up my own.

Dear Sir,

I’m just 18 and can’t stop thinking about being blackmailed.  I want to be forced to do things, what ever you can think of, knowing that if I don’t you’ll expose my photos and videos to the world.  What will you make me do?  How will you control me?  Let me know.

Zoe

Zoe isn’t my real name, I’m not that stupid.  But I’m not as clever as I thought I was.

I left my ad for 2 days before I checked the replies.  95% were shitty one liners “I’ll make you fuck me, slut” or variants of that.  I was looking for so much more.  Of the rest 99% were from what appeared to be screw balls and nut jobs (though they did have some good ideas).  The ideas were good enough to keep me ‘entertained’ for another month or so, but eventually I got bored of just masturbating to their ideas and I had to act on one. 

I picked one from the possibles (about 20 made the final cut) and I chose Zack, mainly as he claimed to be from the same state as me.  He claimed to be 45 and experienced in BDSM, he claimed to be single (I’m not so naive as to think everything he said was true).  We started with emails, before building up to chatting online.  That was weird, sitting watching TV with my step dad and discussing how I’d like to be controlled by a man I’d never met.  After a couple of weeks I decided I had to take things further and I agreed to be blackmailed by him.  He made it clear, if I ever disobeyed him or didn’t complete one of his instructions to his absolute satisfaction he would release compromising material that he would take of me.

His first instructions were simple.  He wanted a list of email addresses of ten of my friends and ten photos of me naked – they must not be blurred and it must be clear that there were of me.  These were to be held by him as a way of making me do the next task.  I had two days to comply or he would drop me.  Oh, the simplicity of those early days!

The next evening I showered after school, styled my hair differently (all before my step dad came home) and took 20 or so photos of myself, holding the phone at arms length.  As instructed there were clear photos of my tits and pussy, with close ups of my face.  From these I selected the ten best and emailed them to my blackmailer.

I wasn’t that worried, let’s face it half of the internet is made up of naked women, all he’d got was a fake name, ten made up email addresses and ten photos of me naked.  I’m pretty good looking but nothing easily identifiable and I was pretty sure that I could pass them off as someone who looked like me, should they ever come to light.

I reset my hair and went about my day, hoping that I’d pleased my blackmailer, wondering what he’d ask me to do next but not that bothered.  That night I masturbated, thinking of what he’d ask be to do.  I had limits, but I felt pretty safe.  I could always back out.

3 days later I got an email from him:

Sarah,

So far so good.  Your next task is to film yourself masturbating.  I want you to buy a dildo, at least eight inches long.  You are to suck it and fuck yourself with it hard.  You are to spend a minimum of 15 minutes masturbating before you cum.  If you don’t comply I will release the photos of you to your friends, and not the bullshit email addresses you gave me.  You have one week to comply.

Your Controller

Shit, what?  I read it again.  Sarah, fuck, how had he got my name?  And my friends, fuck he’d listed 20 names of people I actually knew.  Suddenly I was frightened, what had I got myself into?

I ignored the email for three days before replying, saying that I wanted out of the game.  I hit send.  Less than five minutes later I got a reply.

Sarah,

You disappoint me.  You punishment is to film yourself hitting your tits with your hairbrush, hard.  You are to strike each tit six times and before each strike you must state your full name and state that you are a stupid cunt.  I expect to see bruises.  This is in addition to you previous task.  You have 24 hours to comply or I release your previous photos to your friends, your father and your teachers.

Your Owner

I started crying, what had I got into?  This was no longer exciting for me, this was frightening.  But what choice did I have?  When I stopped crying I stripped off my top and bra and set the phone on a stand and started filming.  I picked up the hairbrush and looked into the camera and stated my name.

I brought the brush down into my tit hard.  I cried a little in pain and added, “And I’m a stupid cunt.” And I repeated the action on my other breast.  I hit myself 10 more times and I was crying steadily by the end.  I mailed him the film.  I didn’t get a reply.

I did some research that night.  I never knew that location data was embedded into photos, which must be how he’d traced me.  He must have got a location, then hung around to see me entering or leaving the house, researched who lived there and found me on Facebook.  Shit, I should have kept my settings more private.  I changed everything and removed geolocation from my phone, but it was too little, too late.

At the weekend I went to town and found a sex shop where I bought a huge dildo.  I took it home and placed it under my bed for two days, getting the courage to perform this task for him.  With one day to go I stripped off and got on the bed.  I checked the clock, started the camera and started to masturbate.  I started with my sore tits, still bruised from my earlier punishment.  I careful caressed them, pulling my nipples to hard points.  I opened my legs wide for the camera and stroked two fingers along my labia, pulling them apart before touching my cunt.  Fuck, I was soaking.  I was caught in two minds, I wanted out but I also wanted to obey and please.  I pushed one, then two fingers into my soaking wet hole and gasped in pleasure and surprise as they slid straight in. I kept finger fucking myself, my clock was visible on the wall.  After five minutes of this I reached over and picked up the huge nine inch dildo.

I’d never had anything so large anywhere near my pussy, or mouth or hands for that matter.  I raised it to my mouth and sucked on it.  I managed to get four or five inches into my throat before I gagged on it.  I fucked my mouth with it for a couple of minutes before lowering it to my cunt.  I took a deep breath and pushed it in.  Despite myself I groaned in pleasure as the huge object penetrated my vulnerable hole.

My orders were clear, I pushed it as hard and as deep as I could.  I fucked myself for upwards of ten minutes before I put my other hand on my clit.  I’d worked for this and I started to moan in pleasure, forgetting about why I was doing it as I neared orgasm.  I started gasping, begging, yelling as I got nearer and nearer to my orgasm.  When it arrived I screamed in delight, pushing my legs together to prolong the pleasure.

When I started to relax I pulled it out and sucked it until I remembered what I was doing.  Fuck, I was a dirty slut.  I sat up on the bed and stopped the recording.  I showered and watched the video back to myself.  I’d seen worse porn and I was clearly identifiable in the video.

Later that night I mailed it to my blackmailer.  Despite hating myself for what I did, I also loved the excitement of being controlled in this fashion.  I wondered what I’d be required to do next – fuck, was what I’d just done good enough for him?  Three days later I got my answer:

Sarah,

Your next task is simple.  On Friday night you are to be at the north entrance of the park near your house at eight pm.  There you will strip naked (you may wear shoes if you want).  You will place your hands behind your back and walk to the south entrance.  Once there you will sit on the bench for two minutes before walking back to the north entrance.  You may not dress until eight thirty pm.  You must stay on the path at all times.  I will be watching you at some point.

Your Master

I would do no such fucking thing.  At that time of night there would still be dog walkers in the park.  I emailed him straight back.  I got no response.  When I got up on Saturday morning there was an email from him.  All there was was a link to a video on Pornhub.  Nervously I clicked it.  I knew what it was before I clicked, but I had to be sure.  There was no doubt, it was the video of me masturbating with the dildo.  On Monday I had another email:

Stupid Cunt,

This is no game.  Your previous orders from last week stand.  If you don’t obey I’ll email the URL to every one of your friends and everyone at your school.  This is your first and final warning.  In addition to your previous orders you will also allow anyone who wants to fondle/finger you to do so.  You must offer this service.  You may not kiss, blow or fuck anyone.

There was no signature.  I cried, what had I got into.  But I would have to do it. 

On Friday I told my step dad I was going to see friends and slipped out just after seven pm.  I walked slowly to the park, my knees barely holding me up.  I got there with five minutes to spare.  Just before eight I took one last look around and removed my dress – I hadn’t worn underwear to make removing clothes as fast as possible.  I stashed my dress behind a tree.  I was standing naked in the late evening sunlight and I started to walk.  Quickly at first, but I soon slowed down.  I was barely five minutes in when I saw a dog coming towards me.  I slowed to a halt, this could only mean one thing.  I looked longingly at the bushes, desperate to dive in and hide, but my orders were explicit on this.  I looked around, I couldn’t see anyone but … and then round the corner came a man.  He must have been about 70.  He slowed down and stopped, staring at my naked body.

He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out.  We stared at each other, me resisting the urge to jump into the bushes or pull my arms from behind my back.  Neither of us were moving and I realized I’d have to do something.  So, I started walking, very slowly at first then speeding up.  He didn’t take his eyes off me as I walked towards him.  When I was very close I stopped and our eyes met.

“Would you like to touch me?” I asked, my voice full of shame.

He hesitated and looked around before answering. 

“Is this for real?” he asked me.

“Yes, please touch my tits and cunt.  Please.”  I closed my eyes and swallowed hard.  I was begging this old man to touch me.  Gingerly, he reached out a hand and placed it on one of my tits.  He squeezed, gently at first before a second hand grabbed my other tit.  Despite his age he had strong hands and was soon hurting me.  I gasped in pain and he stopped, looked around and started again.  He took one hand off my tit and jammed it between my legs, touching my slit.  He brought it straight out and held it to my mouth.  I could smell my pussy on his fingers.

“You dirty slut, you’re enjoying this aren’t you?” he asked.  I could only nod.  He slipped his fingers back inside my cunt and I started gasping in delight.  I was being finger fucked my a man who was 50 years older than me and I liked it.  It didn’t take long before I was moaning, grinding my clit against his hand.  I started begging, pleading to cum.  It didn’t take long before an orgasm came over me.  I separated my hands from behind my back before I recalled I wasn’t allowed to move them and I re-crossed them.  I wanted to hold this man for support, but I couldn’t move.

Eventually he removed his hand and raised it back to my mouth.  I sucked eagerly.  He looked at me.  “I’d love to fuck you here and now, but at my age I need two hours notice and Viagra,” he said, smiling, “maybe next time eh?”

“Maybe,” I replied, and then added “and thank you.”  I turned and felt his hand slap me hard on my ass.  I walked away, feeling his eyes on me the whole way until I was out of sight.  I made it to the other entrance without meeting anyone else.  I sat on the bench and waited for a few minutes.  A couple of cars went by, one slowed down and I could see the people in there watching me.  When my time was up I stood up and walked back to the other entrance.  I only had to wait for a minute before I slipped on my dress and walked home.

When I got home I went straight to my room and pulled out the dildo.  I hiked up my dress and slipped the huge member into my soaking cunt and rammed it in and out for all I was worth.  It didn’t take long, I covered my head in a pillow to hide my screams as the second, then third and fourth orgasm of the night took over my body.  I was a dirty fucking slut and I loved it.

Sarah,

Your last performance was acceptable.  Being finger fucked by the old man made a great video.  Your next task is to blow one of your teachers at school.  You must be topless and clearly identifiable in the video.  I do not have to see the teacher’s face.  You must swallow his cum – you must open your mouth to the camera to show the cum and again after you have swallowed.  You have 10 days to comply.

Your Controller

He’d attached a video, it was clearly me being fingered in the park.  Jesus, he must have been close by, probably in the bush I’d intended to hide in.  More blackmail material for him.  As for the next task, this was not going to be easy.  Or was it?  My math teacher had always seemed to be interested in me …

It took me until the next week to get the courage up, and I sneaked some vodka to school as well.  My usual jeans were swapped for a microskirt and I added a low-ish cut top (not too low).  My teacher, Pete, about 50, should notice me.  Math was the last class of the day.  Before the lesson started I downed the vodka for courage.  During the lesson I fixed my eyes on him, blinking slowly when we made eye contact. When the bell went everyone made for the door but I hung back.  When the room was clear I stood up and we made eye contact.  I turned from him and bent over, exposing my panties I was sure.  I looked at him from behind my legs, he was staring at me.

I wiggled my ass and smiled, he took his eyes off my ass and we made eye contact, before he looked away and blushed.

I straightened up and walked over to him, rubbing my breasts through the thin top.  When I was five feet away I dropped to my hands and knees and crawled over to him.  I knelt in front of him and kissed the growing bulge in his trousers.

“Sarah … I … I … I can’t do this.” He stammered.

I ignored him and unbuttoned his flies, his cock dropping out of his trousers.  He made no effort to stop me.  I smiled and took his member into my mouth and sucked.

“Fuck.” He said and pulled off me.  Shit, was he backing out?

No, he just crossed to the classroom door and locked it, before starting back.  As he crossed the room I removed my top and bra, waiting for him.  When he sat down he tried to kiss me but I refused.  He looked at me.

“Please, all I want to do is blow you and swallow your cum.  In return, all I need is that you film me and the classroom – you can keep yourself out of the film.”  He looked nervous.  “Please, just film me, you never need to get your face in the film.  Please?”  I begged him.

He thought for a moment before answering.  “Shit, yes Sarah, Yes.”

I unlocked my phone and gave it to him.  He pointed it down and I smiled for the camera, before starting to my task.  Thankfully his cock wasn’t huge but it was thick and more than once he forced it into my throat, making me gag.  I started rubbing myself with my free hand while I sucked him -this was exciting.  It didn’t take long with me sucking and wanking him before he blew into my mouth, I reached orgasm at the same time.  When he finished cumming, I looked up at him and opened wide, showing the cum to the camera.  I closed and swallowed and opened again to show the cum had gone.  I took the phone off Pete and stood up, turning round to keep filming to show the classroom off. 

I turned the camera off and got dressed, Pete zipped himself back up.  He asked if this was to be a regular event, I told him I didn’t know. 

I’d missed the bus and had to walk the two miles home.  As soon as I got in I uploaded the video and waited for my next instructions.  I was enjoying this, it was just what I’d been looking for when I placed my ad. all those weeks ago. 

I masturbated again that night, looking forward to my next task.  I hoped I wouldn’t have to wait for too long.  I got my wish, overnight my next task arrived:

Sarah,

You have done well.  Your next task is to find two2 guys and fuck them.  You must film the whole occasion.  At some point you must have one in your cunt and one in your mouth.  You have two weeks to complete your task.

Your Blackmailer

Shit, two guys at once?  This was going to be exciting.  How hard could it be to find two guys to fuck my hot young body?  The only problem was where?  My room was out of the question, I’d have to plan this carefully.  But first, I opened my bedside table and took out the dildo.  Two guys at once?  This was going to be incredible.

A week went by while I planned.  I told my step dad I was staying at a friend’s on the Friday night – I told him we were watching a late movie and I’d be back in the morning.  He was OK with this and let me have the car.

I’d booked a hotel, a cheap one in a crap part of town.  I set up two motion activated cameras in the room and got changed.  I had to pick up two guys, fuck them and film the action.  I put on a short skirt and a low cut top, applied some bright red lipstick with matching nail varnish.  Some heels finished off the outfit.  I looked at myself in the mirror.  Picking up a guy should be no problem.  Two shouldn’t be that much harder.  I picked up my bag, double checked that my fake ID was in my purse and I went out to a bar round the corner from the hotel.

I’d been in bars before but never looking for sex, well, not explicitly.  I sat at the bar and ordered a drink, handing over my ID as I ordered.  The bartender looked at me, my ID and shrugged before getting me a beer.  I’d barely sipped it when the first guy approached me.  The conversation was short, he was there on his own and thus not for me. 

I was on my third beer when I caught the eye of a guy sat at a table.  He wasn’t alone.  I smiled at him and he smiled back.  I picked up my beer and walked over and sat down.  We exchanged names and pleasantries.  He was called Joe and his friend was Steve.  Both were about 25 to 30.  After I’d been there for 15 minutes or so Steve could see what was developing and started to make an excuse to leave.  They were both surprised when I asked him to stay.  After one more beer I cut to the chase.

“Joe, Steve, let me honest with you. I like you both.  I’ve skipped out on my parents for the night.  I want to fuck you – both.  No strings attached, one night only.  I only have one requirement, at one point I want to be on all fours with one of you fucking me from behind and the other fucking my mouth.  What do you say guys?”  There was no way I could have imagined making this speech three months ago (or for that matter three beers ago).  They looked at each other and Steve spoke first.  He was up for it.  Joe agreed as well.  We finished the beers and Joe paid.  As soon as we were outside Joe placed a hand on my ass and Steve wrapped his arm round my neck, turning my head into his.  He pushed my head towards his and we kissed.  He was brutal, his tongue went straight in.  Joe took his hand off and inserted it into my skirt, inside my panties and a finger into my cunt.  This was going to be brutal.

At the hotel they took me straight to my room.  I put the lights on and turned to face them both.  I smiled and removed my top, then my bra.  Joe stepped towards me and grabbed one of my breasts with both hands.  He crushed it between them and I winced in pain.  He looked at Steve and then slapped me hard across the face.

Menacingly, he spoke to me.  “Shut up bitch or it will get really bad for you.”  What the fuck had I got myself into here? 

I nodded and spoke softly, “whatever you want.”   Steve grabbed my hair and pulled hard, the pain was intense but I kept silent.  He forced me to my knees and I unbuckled his belt.  He grabbed and pulled it out from his trousers.  He then looped it round my neck and pulled on it, lifting me up slightly.  Joe grabbed one of my wrists and placed his cock into my hand.  I started to wank his already erect member.  Steve pulled his pants down and I took his dick into my other hand and started wanking him too.

There was a blow on my back, Joe had removed his belt and was whipping me with it.  “Faster, cunt.” he yelled at me.  I moved my hands faster.  “And get some spit on it.”  I turned and spat onto my hand.  Joe pulled at my hair, forcing my mouth to his now erect cock.  I opened and he forced it in.

“Better.”  Joe said.  I turned slightly to make sure this was being recorded from a good angle.  Steve was pulling at my skirt and panties, I raised my hips so he could pull them off.  When he’d managed it he pulled on his belt, pulling Joe out of my mouth.  I knew what to do and took Steve into my mouth.  Fuck, what a slut I was becoming.

Joe moved closer to Steve and pushed his cock towards my mouth.  “Open wide bitch,” he ordered me and he pushed, forcing his cock into my mouth along with his friend’s.  Two cocks in my mouth at the same time, I could barely breathe and my jaw was aching as they abused it.  They fucked my mouth for a couple of minutes, I was busy playing with my cunt.  Steve pushed on my head hard, forcing me from my knees onto the floor.  Steve fell on me and started to fuck me, mauling my tits, sinking his nails into them. Joe dropped to his knees and lifted my neck, I tilted my head back and opened my mouth as he pushed his shaft into my mouth.  He started to slap my tits, hard with his hands, yelling in delight at how I let them abuse me. 

I forced my arm between me and Steve and rubbed my clit, Christ I was loving this.  It only took seconds for me to cum, gagging with a fat cock in my throat and another buried in my pussy, with pain searing through my tits as Joe continued to abuse me.

Steve spoke, “you really are a fucking slut aren’t you?  Cumming like that.”  They both pulled out of my holes.  Steve lay on his back and yelled at me “ride me, Sarah.  Like the slut you are.”  I climbed on top of him, positioned his cock and sank down, inserting him into my cunt.  He grabbed the belt round my neck and pulled hard, pulling me down onto his chest.  Joe walked behind and lined his cock up with my ass.  I opened my mouth to protest and got slapped for my efforts.

I was terrified, I’d never had anything up my ass before.  Joe didn’t take it slow, there was no finesse or gentleness.  He just placed his hands on my hips and thrust straight into my hole.  I screamed in pain as they pumped me, abusing my holes.  Joe took hold of my wrists and pulled them behind my back, crossing them.  Steve placed one of his hands over my mouth in an attempt to keep my screams down. 

I could feel their cocks inside of me, pushing against each other.  The sensations of them against each other through the thin skin separating my ass and cunt were incredible.  The pain from being penetrated had subsided and I could feel that I was getting close to cumming again.  I stopped screaming and started moaning as they rode me.

“Please … please … I’m so close … please!” I begged.  Neither of them was going to help me so I ground my cunt down, cumming hard.  The contractions deep inside me pushed Joe over the edge and I felt him cum hard inside me. 

Joe pulled out first, it was quite painful as he left my ass.  I climbed off Steve and Joe grabbed my hair, pulling me to up his cock.  I took it straight into my mouth and sucked hard, the taste of shit and cum on his cock mixing.  Steve pulled my legs out and lined up, fuck he wanted my ass too.  He fucked me hard as I sucked on his friend.  It didn’t hurt as much, I guess due to the cum lubricating me.  He put his hands on my tits and mauled them, abusing and crushing them in his grasp.

It only took him 20 thrusts or so before he came with a guttural scream of delight.  He stayed with his dick buried in my ass as I continued to suck Joe’s cock clean.  When Joe pushed me away Steve quickly pulled out and spun me round to suck him clean.  Joe went to the bathroom.  When he came out he started to get dressed and Steve pulled out of my mouth and pushed me to the floor.  I lay there, putting my hand to my cunt and masturbated as they dressed.

Steve looked at me and spat on me, “you really are a dirty slut aren’t you?” he yelled at me.

“Yes, I’m a dirty slut and I love it,” I said back.  He removed his belt from my neck and lashed my tits with it three or four times before putting it back on.  He found my phone and put his number into it.  Then he took his out and took some photos of me.

“Call me next time you want to be abused, girl,” were his final words as the two men left the room, closing the door behind them.  I stayed where I was on the floor, rubbing my clit hard until I came again.  When I came down from my high I stood up and went to the bathroom.  My makeup was all smeared, I had red lines down my jaw from where my lipstick was streaked.  My tits and belly were a mass of welt marks from where I’d been hit with their hands and belts.  I showered and climbed into bed.  I’d watch the film in the morning to make sure it was good enough.  I fell into a deep sleep.

In the morning I watched the two films, one from each camera.  It wasn’t great but you could clearly see it was me, being fucked anally and having two dicks in me at the same time.  I attached them to an email and sent them off.  I checked out and drove home.

A few days went by before the next email arrived.  It was time for him to fuck me.

Sarah,

A box will arrive for you this week with instructions in it.  This weekend I will fuck you on Saturday afternoon.  Make sure you are alone and don’t try anything.  I’ll do the filming, not you.

Your Master

The door opened and I heard someone come in.  They were heavy footsteps, I was convinced the owner was male.  I heard him walk round the room, picking things up and putting them down.  I was glad I hadn’t tried to hide a camera, he would have found it.  After a few minutes I felt him sit on the bed next to me.  His placed a hand on my belly.  I breathed deeply.  He ran his hand up my body, circling one breast and then the other.  They were still sore from the abuse they had suffered the previous week.  He circled one nipple, then the other.  He took his hand off me for a moment and next I felt something red hot on my nipple.  I screamed in pain, but nothing came out.  I was wrong, he’d put some ice on my nipple, it was freezing.

He rubbed the ice cube on one and then the other nipple before he moved it down and over my pussy lips.  I gasped, this was pleasurable.  Next he held it against my clit and started to rub it with the ice cube.  He pushed the ice cube inside my cunt.  This was a new sensation for me.  Abruptly he took his hands off me again, leaving the ice cube to melt inside me.

I heard him remove his clothes.  He was about to fuck me. 

Wrong!  He pushed something against my pussy lips and I felt it vibrate.  He moved it onto my clit, this was incredible.  He was being so soft and gentle, the exact opposite of what I had expected.  Excitement started to build in my body, I started grinding my hips, pushing against the vibrator on my clit.  I was drawing in deep lung fulls of air, clenching and unclenching my hands as my orgasm got ever closer.

And then nothing, he removed the vibrator from my pussy and I heard him laugh.  My cunt exploded in pain, I tried to close my legs but the cuffs held firm.  He was whipping my cunt with something.  He landed blow after blow on my cunt.  Behind the gag I was screaming but I don’t think he cared.  I was thrashing my head from side to side as he kept hurting me.  I have no idea how many times he hit my tender slit.

Then it stopped.  I relaxed a little until felt something sliding on my body.  He was running the whip up and down, just softly not inflicting any pain.  He lifted it off and brought it down onto my still tender tits.  Fuck, this was worse than on my cunt.  I had nowhere to escape to, no ability to ask for mercy (and I knew I wouldn’t get any anyway).  When he stopped I was crying inside the mask. 

Next he moved up onto the bed and put something into my hand.  It took me a moment to work it out, it was his dick.  It wasn’t huge but I knew what to do.  I started wanking him.  There was a shot of pain in one of my tits.  I winced and stopped moving my wrist.  Instantly he lashed my tits with some unknown implement and I started wanking him again. 

The pain kept coming, I couldn’t work out what he was doing.  There would be a shot of pain in one of my tits, it would last for several seconds before subsiding and then replaced somewhere else.  I just kept wanking him.

He put the vibrator back on my clit and the sensation was incredible, the pain and pleasure mixing in my mind.  This time I was going to cum, I tried to hold back the signs, I didn’t moan as much, I kept wanking him.  He inserted a dildo into my cunt and kept vibrator on my clit.  Before he could stop I came, my orgasm washing over me.  I thought he’d punish me for this and I was right.  Bastard kept the vibrator on me, there was no respite.  My clit is hyper sensitive after I come and I was trying to move my body away but he moved the vibrator with me, keeping me cumming for ages.

When he stopped I was so happy, it was blessed relief.  He pulled his dick out of my hand and climbed over me.  There was no subtly with him, he was straight in and fucking me.  It didn’t take long before I felt his cock twitch and throb as he unloaded his balls into me.  After he’d finished cumming he lay on top of me, inside of me, his hands on my tits that he’d just been thrashing minutes before.

He pulled out of me and I heard him getting dressed.  He unlocked my right wrist and placed the key in my hand.  I moved as quickly as I could but he was gone before I managed to release my left cuff.  I removed the collar and hood and looked down at my body.

Fuck, he’d been dripping hot wax onto my body, that’s what the little dabs of pain were.  He’d gone to town on my tits, they were red and raw, my cunt was in a similar state.  I dragged myself into the shower and cleaned up before leaving the room.

I was in no doubt.  This was going to be my life from now on.  I’d gone too far down this road to quit.  I would do anything for this man, anything to ensure that my films were kept secret.  Would I have started down this road if I’d know where it would lead?

The honest answer was yes.  I lay in bed that night with the dildo in my cunt masturbating, thinking of the day I’d just had.  I was looking forward to my next task, no matter what it was.  Hopefully I wouldn’t have to wait long.


Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. 







If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon (even an anonymous rating would be wonderful), or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx







https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond




paige.bond.author@gmail.com
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Praise For Author

[Blackmailed]

I couldn't put this book down for a second even though it is a little twisted at some points I loved it.

- Georgina

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

I can’t wait to hear more a great story

- Gary

[5 Days in San Fransico]

This is the first time I've bothered to pen a review, and the first time I've read this author. I've read quite a few ponygirl/ hucow stories and other sort of dom/sub stories. To date it is the best and I will most certainly be revisiting the world of this writer. The mix of what is realistic and what is oft written about, but not realistic is nicely balanced and flows well. 

- Jonel

[5 Days in San Fransico]

Well written. Ideas were nicely executed.  Characters were real.  Details well imaged.  Will read more by this author. Folsom street fair. Described well.

- Lorin


Books By This Author

Blackmailed

The story continues as Sarah descends into slavery.

Sarah is a young, naive girl who lives with her step-father. She thinks it will be exciting to offer herself to an unknown man to obey his orders and perform his tasks while she is filmed, he will then use the film to blackmail her to perform more and more degrading tasks. Soon, Sarah finds herself playing a game in which she is no longer in control and afraid of the consequences if she doesn’t obey. Over the months her blackmailer takes total control of Sarah's life, making her perform more degrading and disgusting acts, each one more demeaning than the last.

Sarah,

Your next task is simple. On Friday night you are to be at the north entrance of the park near your house at eight pm. There you will strip naked (you may wear shoes if you want). You will place your hands behind your back and walk to the south entrance. Once there you will sit on the bench for two minutes before walking back to the north entrance. You may not dress until eight thirty pm. You must stay on the path at all times. I will be watching you at some point.

Your Master

5 Days in San Francisco

India is a young English girl crossing America after leaving University. She's broke and looking for somewhere to stay in San Francisco for 5 nights. Mason's in his mid 30s and recently single looking for some fun. They meet on Tinder and strike up a 5 day romance. India wants to experience San Francisco's alternative scene.

Over the course of their 5 days together Mason shows her the best that San Fran has to offer, she stars in a porn film shoot, they attend a BDSM orgy and the Folsom Street Fair, where India is paraded round the streets naked.


“Are you hungry? Shall we get something to eat?”

“Yes please sir, I’ve not eaten since yesterday lunch,” she replied, then in a seductive tone she added, “and what you have planned for later sir?”

Mason smiled and reached into his bag. He took out a thin steel collar with a ring at the front. He unlocked it and opened it, moving the device towards India’s neck. She half stepped back, looking around nervously.

“Don’t worry, this is San Francisco. We’re a couple of blocks from Fulsom Street. No one will care. Where we’re going for breakfast I doubt anyone will even notice – hell, they might say that you’re underdressed.”

He continued to smile and after a moment she nodded.

“Have you ever worn one before?” he asked.

“No sir,” she replied, “but I’ve often thought about it.”

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

Lisa is stuck in a dead end job, living with an abusive boyfriend. Her only escape from her dreary life is 2 afternoons a week working at a stables. Lisa is envious of the horses, of the pampered life that they lead. One day she's browsing porn and comes across a video that changes her life : Pony Girl porn. Lisa becomes obsessed with pony girl porn and contacts Rachel who trains pony girls. Before long she signs up for a pony girl trial, 13 weeks living and working as a pony girl, devoid of human rights, devoid of human speech.

Rachel extended a hand on Lisa’s chin and raised her head up slightly.

“Is there anything you want to ask me Lisa?”

Lisa thought for a while. “Have you ever been a pony girl?”

Rachel laughed, “Of course. Maybe seven or eight years ago? I did a one week taster, then came back for the full 13 weeks you’re about to experience. I didn’t really want to be pony, I wanted to be a trainer. But Travis won’t allow any trainers who’ve not experienced what it’s like to be a pony.”

“What’s it like?” asked Lisa. Her face was full of desire about being a pony.

“It’s hard work, don’t be fooled for a moment. It’s also incredible, you’ll drive men – and women – wild with desire.” Lisa smiled at that, she found it hard to believe that she could drive anyone wild with desire, six months of Adam putting her down had left a mark on her confidence. Rachel could see the doubt.

“You will, you’ll lose weight, get more defined, and with your hair,” Rachel added, running her hands through Lisa’s long red hair, “Don’t doubt yourself Lisa, everyone will want to fuck you.”

“Do I get any choice in who fucks me?”

“No.”

Lisa was taken aback at Rachel’s abruptness. She thought for a moment. “What happens at the end of the 13 weeks?”

“You’ll move into the house for two weeks. I’m guessing you don’t have any ties to here, so will you let your accommodation slide?” Lisa nodded. “In those two weeks we’ll help you find somewhere to live, set you up with interviews, jobs if that’s what you want. And generally get you used to be being a human again.” Rachel smiled at Lisa. “Any more questions?”

“No.”

Poker Slaves

Susie forgot her fake ID so what to do on a Friday night? A few beers later and Willow comes up with the idea of playing strip poker. Four room mates and their girlfriends start a wild few weeks of playing for higher and higher stakes until the final game, when the losing girl will become the winning couple’s slave for the weekend. There’s everything to play for and everything to lose.


Friday night, time for the regular game of poker.

“So,” I said shuffling the cards and looking at Mia, “Last week we got to see you fully naked.” Mia blushed – hell, I’d got to see a shit load more than that. “Same again, or do we take it further?”

“How much further can we go?” asked Abi. Stupid question. You can always go further.

“How about,” asked Mia, “We play until two girls are naked?” Susie blushed and looked down, surely Steve had to lose at some point – I’d love to see her naked, only 18 years old with long blonde hair. Natural blonde too, according to Steve.

“Seems tame,” I said, “how about we go a bit further.”

The girls all looked at me.

“What are you thinking of Jay?” asked Mia. I was surprised that Willow hadn’t asked that question.

“How about we play until two girls are naked, and then we all move to the living room, where they have to make out for five minutes.” The girls started to look at each other as I spoke. Mia would do it, I think Abi would agree if Willow did, Susie would if the other two did so that Steve wouldn’t have to miss out on the show. I continued to talk. I was enjoying coming out of my shell and leading the group a little, made a change from Steve deciding everything. I continued.

“And I mean proper making out, lots of tongues, kissing each other’s breasts . . . .” I let my voice fade out as I finished the sentence. I looked directly at Mia. “Are you up for it Mia?” Mia looked at Jon who nodded. Mia then looked back at me.

“Sure,” she said with a sly grin on her face.
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