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Blackmailed Part 3

I was sat with my step father watching the TV, playing with my phone when the next email arrived.  I was being blackmailed into performing degrading acts and I loved it.  I was nervous and excited

Slave,

A delivery will arrive in the next few days.  Contact me when it does.  In the mean time there is a strip joint on the road out of town – you know the one.  You are to get a job there as a stripper.  All the money that you earn is to come to me.  I expect you can earn over $1,000 by the end of the month.   You’ll work out what you have to do to earn that much.

Master

Not a word complementing me on fucking Cindy.  Still, no word was better than a bad word.  Shit, strip for money?  How much did these girls earn?  What did he mean by you’ll work it out?  The next day I borrowed the car and drove out to the club.  I sat in the lot, it was early but there was a steady stream of men going in and out.  I took a note of the number and called it.  There was no answer – I guess I’d have to call to during office hours.  The sign said that they were always looking for girls.

I called the next day.  A woman answered and we spoke.  I told her that I needed money and was prepared to strip to earn it.  As I spoke to her I could feel myself getting wet at the thought of hundreds of men watching me naked, dancing for them on a stage.  She made an appointment for me to meet the manager in a couple of days time.  That evening I went to bed early and watched videos of girls in strip clubs.  It didn’t take me long before I opened my draw and pulled out my dildo and started to play with it.

The next evening I borrowed the car again and drove out to the club.  I dressed in a revealing outfit with some makeup on.  It was early, just gone five when I opened the door and walked to the entrance.  The club didn’t open until six, so I rang the bell and waited.  A couple of minutes later the door opened and a girl of about 20 opened it.  I told her why I was there and she smiled a sad smile to me.

“You sure you want to do this honey?” she asked me.

“I need the money,” I replied.

“That’s why we all do it,” she said and I followed her in.  She took me upstairs to an office.  There were six or so guys in there, four were wearing tuxedoes, I guessed that they were the door staff, and two were wearing cheap suits.  One of them was behind the desk, he was huge, must have weighed 250, 300lbs.

He stood up and thrust out a greasy hand.

“I’m Max, you’re Sarah, right?” he asked.

I nodded.

“So, Sarah, you know what we do here right?”

“Yes.”

“Great!  Take you clothes off.  All of them, now.”

I hesitated and looked round the room.  Fuck.  I unbuttoned my blouse and let it fall to the floor.  I reached behind and unzipped my skirt letting that fall to the floor too.  All the men were looking at me.  I shrugged my shoulders and removed my bra, my breasts falling free.  I hoped that was enough but I could see from Max’s face that it wasn’t.  I stuck my fingers into my panties and slipped them down.  I was now naked, surrounded by six guys I didn’t know.  I moved to cover my tits and cunt.  Max saw this and shook his head.  Instead I put my hands to my side.

Max turned to one of the bouncers and nodded.  He walked over to me and grabbed my tits.  I didn’t resist.  This was terrifying and exciting in equal measures.  He ran his hand down my body and pushed between my legs.  I gasped as he rubbed my slit, before lifting his fingers out.  Max spoke.

“Sarah, this ain’t a classy joint.  Guys come in here and expect to handle the merchandise.  You OK with that?”

I nodded.

“Good.  Now for the rules.  You need to learn to dance, a good strip tease should last about ten minutes.  You’ll need to dance about one an hour.  I don’t pay my girls, you live off the tips.” 

When he said he didn’t pay the girls everyone laughed a little.  I didn’t know why then, I do now.

“You’ll earn $50 to $100 for each dance in tips, depending on what night it is and how good you are.  I take half of that.  A shift lasts from six pm till two am when we close, so you’ll get about $400 a shift.  You can only work one or two nights a week – guys get bored seeing the same girls all the time.”

My face must have fallen, I was going to get groped for $50 by fuck knows how many men.  And shit, $400, I’d have to work there three nights a week to earn the money I needed, and there weren’t three nights until the end of the month.

“You got a problem with that Sarah?”

“I … I need more money that that.”

“Hmmmm.  How far are you prepared to go, Sarah?”

I breathed deeply.  We all knew what was coming.

“You prepared to suck cock?”  I nodded.  “To fuck?”  I nodded.  “Anal?  Lesbian?  Groups of guys?”  I nodded to everything.  “Make it simple for me Sarah, what aren’t you prepared to do?”

“I don’t know Max – I need money and I don’t know how far this will go.”

He rubbed his hands together before opening a box on his desk.  He took out a cigarette and lit it.  He took a deep drag on it and pushed his chair back.

“Get over here and show me what you can do.  And this is on the house Sarah.”

I took 2 steps towards him and stopped.  I smiled at him and dropped to my hands and knees and crawled, making sure to bend my waist to maximize the wiggle in my ass as I moved.  When I got near him I could smell the sweat on his gross body mixing with the smoke.  I pushed his legs apart and put my mouth close to the bulge in his pants.  I looked up at him as I ran my hands over his crotch.  Next I licked the growing cock through his trousers, before I undid his belt and opened his pants.

His cock was still growing as it flopped out.  I started with his balls, licking them gently.  I could smell his cock, it was disgusting, I don’t think he could have washed it for days.  I licked up and down the shaft before taking the end into my mouth.  I nearly gagged at the taste as I moved up and down.  His dick was still growing, must have been eight inches long and getting bigger.  I sucked hard, taking as much as I could in, all the time I was feigning delight and moaning gently.  As soon as I took him out of my mouth I spoke gently as I wanked him.

“I can’t wait to get that in my cunt, it’s huge.  Tell me you’ll fuck me hard please.  Please fuck me hard?”

“Shit, you’re a natural at this girl.” 

I stood up to fuck him but he stopped and handed me a rubber.  I opened it and put it onto his cock.

“Can’t be too careful with a whore like you can we?”

Whore.  Fuck, I was a whore.  I just smiled and climbed onto him, sinking his full length into my cunt.  I must have been soaking.  He stubbed his cigarette out and grabbed my tits hard, pulling me into him by them.  I was straddling him, bouncing up and down, gripping his cock hard with my cunt.  It didn’t take long before I felt him cum inside me, grunting hard as I rode him. 

When I climbed off he spoke.

“She’s all yours boys.”

They didn’t need to be told twice.  The one who’d fingered me before was first.  He grabbed my hair and pulled me up by it, bending me over the desk.  He pushed my head down to one side, face hanging just over the edge of the desk.  Another guy was straight there, my head level with his crotch.  He opened his flies and stuck his cock out.  I opened my mouth and he thrust in.  Behind me the other guy grabbed my arms and folded them behind my back, holding them in his massive hands.  He lined his cock up and thrust into me.  They started fucking my mouth and cunt for all they were worth.  It didn’t take long before the one behind me came with a huge grunt.  He pulled out of me and as instantly replaced by a second cock.  I was being used with no consideration to my pleasure.  Despite this I was getting excited, I was gyrating my hips as much as I could.

The guy using my throat started to grunt.  He was getting close.  As he came he pulled back and shot his load over my face.  My arms were now free, I slipped one under me and started to rub my clit as another cock entered my mouth.  I was squeezing my cunt hard, I wanted the third guy to cum in me fast.  I was getting close, this felt amazing being fucked at both ends.  It didn’t take long before I came hard, grunting as much as I could with a fat dick in my mouth.  The guy behind me came and was instantly replaced by another dick.  I couldn’t help it, I came again as I was used by these guys.  The one in my mouth came and I swallowed every drop.  As he pulled out the one behind me came with a scream of delight.

I had just satisfied six men, I had cum twice.  I was a dirty slut and I loved it.

I got off the desk and looked round the room.  All the guys were smiling.  Max spoke to me as he handed me a Kleenex.

“You’ve got talent Sarah.  We’ll need to teach you to dance, but shit, guys that come here ain’t expecting much.  We didn’t discuss a price for sex – there’s a set rate.  Basically you’ll get $20 for a blow job, $35 for a fuck, $50 for anal.  That’s what you’ll get after my 50%.  Novelty stuff I’ll arrange a price.  Condoms are mandatory – I’ll supply them.  You’ll fuck a guy and get cleaned up, should be able to manage that inside of 15 minutes, ready for the next one.  Dance well and you can spend the next hour fucking.”  He smiled to himself.  “Sarah, you could earn about $1,000 to $1,500 a night.  How does that sound?”

“That sounds great Max.”

“’Course, I take half of that.  Get here on Saturday for ten am, we can start on your dance lessons then and you can work Saturday night.  We’ve got all the outfits you’ll need.”

“See you then Max.”  I put my clothes back on as they watched and went back to the car.  I couldn’t believe what I’d just done.  Not only that I’d just fucked six guys but that I had enjoyed doing it.  I hoped my blackmailer was going to be satisfied.

At home I had a quick shower and joined my step dad in the kitchen.  He handed me a box.

“This came for you today Sarah.”

I put it to one side, I wasn’t going to open that in front of him.  He looked a bit surprised that I didn’t open it so I made a quick excuse about what was in it.

“It’s a text book for school.”

“Ah,” and he went back to cooking.  After we ate I took the box upstairs and opened it.  It was a huge dildo, very bendy.  It must have been about 2 feet long, it looked like a snake or massive worm.  What the fuck was I supposed to do with this?

I emailed my blackmailer to tell him the box had arrived.  I got a response within minutes.

Whore,

Hope you enjoyed your session at the strip joint today.  You need to practice your skills.  You have until the end of the month to get 18” of this down your throat without gagging.  I want a video of you deepthroating this.  If you fail some of your films will be released.

Master

I looked at the dildo in horror.  I opened my mouth and pushed it in.  I got about five inches in before it hit he back of my throat.  I pushed a bit harder and started to gag.  I pulled it out.  Surely this wasn’t possible?  15 minutes on Pornhub assured me that it was possible, but it wasn’t going to be easy to learn, and I had less than three weeks to do it.  I quickly Googled how to do it and found a website that explained how to get my gag reflex under control.  Start small was the secret – start with a toothbrush, push it in until I was at the gag point, hold it there for ten seconds and pull out.  Repeat ten times a day.  After a week I should be gagging less and could push it in further.  I went to the bathroom to get my toothbrush and start practicing.

In the bathroom I did as the website suggested, holding it in place, waiting before pulling it out.  After the tenth depression I went back to my room.  I’d try again just before bed.

In the morning I tried again, it was easier to hold in place.  As an experiment I pushed it a little further but this just led to me gagging and spluttering.  I hoped my step dad couldn’t hear me gagging in their.  I packed the toothbrush to take to school, I could discretely practice at lunch and between lessons.

The rest of the week passed quietly, I met up with Cindy on Friday and we fucked on her bed.  I had no orders to film it so it passed easily enough.  I went home late.

On Saturday I made an excuse that I was off out with friends and walked a couple of blocks until I was out of sight and ordered an Uber to take me to the strip club.  The driver was eyeing me up in his rear view mirror so I flashed him a view of my tiny panties in lieu of a tip.  I arrived just before ten and rang the bell.  A girl I hadn’t seen before let me in.  As I followed her she spoke to me, to make sure I knew what I was getting into.  She told me how to ignore the guys faces, that most of them would lead you on, telling you what to say almost.  I’d have to fake orgasms to re-enforce to them how good they were in bed, no matter how shit they were.  “After all, they’re paying for you,” she kept reminding me.

Backstage she gave me a bikini and we went out onto one of the stages.  First she stripped slowly to the music, to show me what to do.  I’d been watching videos and practicing at home, so this wasn’t that hard.  When it came to my turn she got a couple of guys to come and watch, to make it more realistic they grabbed at my tits and ass as I gyrated on the stage.  Next she showed me how to lap dance, to tease them until one would ask to fuck me.

After six hours of practice I felt I’d be ready.  I wasn’t going to be great on my first night, but I was young with a great body and that would get me by.  The girls were OK with me, we weren’t going to be friends but they showed me what to do.

The club opened at six and there were people queuing up before it opened.  To ease me in I drank a couple of vodkas (which was made plain that the cost would be deducted from my earnings that night) and dressed in stockings and suspenders with a tiny black dress over the top with a belt round the waist.  The dress barely covered my tits and ass.  At six thirty I was ready to go out.  My first task was just to walk the floor, to get used to it. 

As I walked out I noticed how bright the stage was compared to the area for the customers.  I walked past my first table and one guy slapped my ass hard.  I stopped and he held his hand there.  My instinct was to turn round and slap him back, but he was entitled to treat me like this, as long as he paid.  I let him rub my ass for a minute before I turned round to face him.  I bent over at the waist and extended my arm, placing a finger on his chest.  He looked at me, then down to the finger.  I ran it up his chest and neck, over his chin and to his lips.

“If you like what you see, “I purred at him, “you can look out for me later.”

And with that I walked away.  I was revolted at myself for how easily I’d slipped into the role.  I reckoned he’d be paying for me later.  The next 20 minutes passed in a similar way, guys having a grope as I walked past.  At one point another working girl grabbed my waist and we kissed in front of a table to cheers from the guys there.  I felt one grab my belt and he inserted a $10 bill.  My first earnings (though I still owed $20 for the drinks I’d had and Max would be taking $5 of that $10).  When I walked backstage I was stopped by a man in a Tux who took the $10 off me and made a note of it next to my name.  It was time to go out on stage.

I was announced as “Houston Delight” as I came out to rapturous applause.  The compere told them how I was just 18 years old and ready for anything (i.e. available to fuck).  I went onto the stage and the music started.  I tried to move to it in time but quickly abandoned that idea.  I grabbed the pole, put my feet at the base and held on with one arm, swinging around on it.  I’m pretty flexible and as I faced away from the customers I leaned back over myself.  The dress could no longer contain my tits and it came down over them to more cheers and applause.

I held the pole with 2 hands and lowered myself onto my back.  I shuffled to the edge of the stage where one group of guys were holding out $5 bills. I lay there, playing with my tits as they threw money at me.  I’d been told not to pick it up, it would be swept up between dancers.  One guy reached out for me and grabbed one of my tits, I didn’t complain or move away so another one grabbed my other one.  After a minute I pushed them off and whirled round, opening my legs to flash my cunt at them.  I got up onto all fours and crawled to another part of the stage, cunt on display to them and tits waggling at another group.  I hated how degrading this was, but I was enjoying the attention.

I allowed the next group to grope my tits and remove my belt.  I placed it round one guy’s neck and pulled him in close, his head between my tits.  The guys were hollering in delight at my slutty actions and they threw more money at me.  When I released the guy’s neck I told him to unzip me. 

I stood up, facing away and lowered my dress.  I let it fall to the stage and turned round, covering my tits and pussy with my hands.  I scanned the stage, there was maybe 20 bills lying there.  I walked to another group who didn’t offer me any money so I went back to the pole.  The song was coming to an end so I used that as my reveal, sitting on my ass with my legs spread wide, hand behind my head.

“All right, let’s give it up for Houston,” said the compare, “and if you want to get to know her better just ask – you know where.”

There was another round applause as I left the stage.  Backstage I relaxed, one of the other girls took me to one side to tell me where I’d gone wrong.  I’d stripped too early, she told me.  You want to keep yourself covered up for longer – that way they’ll pay more to get you naked.  But, she added, for a first time not bad.  Not bad at all.

One of the guys in a tux grabbed me next.

“Time to earn your money Houston,” he told me.  He took me into a small room with a double bed in it.  An older lady was leaving as we walked in, she had her arms full of laundry.  She smiled at me.

“Right,” the guy told me, “one of us will bring the customers down to you.  We’ll tell you what they’ve paid for and you perform.  They get 15 minutes.  Everything is being watched, if you’re in trouble we’ll be here quickly.  Ready?”

“I’m ready,” I replied.  Internally I was shaking and nervous as all hell.

He closed the door and was gone.  In less than a minute he came back with the first guy who’d slapped my ass.  The staff in the tux spoke.

“He’s paid to fuck you,” and with that, he closed the door.

This guy was about 50, greyish hair and, judging by his fingers, married.  Sex before had always involved kissing, foreplay, hell even the two guys in that hotel had kissed me.  Not this guy.  He just stood at the door and smiled.  I smiled back.  Then he ripped his trousers down and walked over to me as I sat on the bed.  He sat on it next to me and placed a hand on my head, pushing me into his cock.  I opened and took all of him into my mouth – it was easy, he wasn’t hard yet and sucked for all I was worth. 

He grew quickly in my mouth as I sucked and moaned in delight.  His dick wasn’t long, but it was fat.  When he pulled me off he grabbed my tits hard and pulled, again I just moaned in fake pleasure and told him I couldn’t wait to get his fat cock in me.  This was too much for him and he ordered me to kneel up at the side of the bed, bent at the waist.  I told him of course, once I slipped a rubber onto him.  I got one from the bowl at the bed side and pulled down his shaft.  He wasn’t happy about it, but he knew the rules.  Once it was on I resumed kneeling as he’d told me and he pushed me down hard into the bed.  He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head back.  This hurt, but I just yelled ‘Please fuck me’.

I didn’t need to ask twice, he lined his cock up with my cunt and started to fuck me hard.  I squeezed my cunt muscles and moaned, pretending to get closer and closer to cumming (of course I was nowhere near).

“Please fuck me, fuck me hard with your fat cock.  That’s it, that it, yes … yes … please ... I’m so close … cum with me, cum in me,” I begged him.  I was hating this but trying to fake it well.

“Fuck I’m cumming in your tight little pussy.”

“Oh god, yes … please … I’m cumming,” and with that I started to shout in delight as I faked the world’s best orgasm.  I felt him contract inside of me as he came.  He released his grip on me and pulled out.  I got up onto the bed to face him and he smiled again, then slapped my tits hard.

“Your cunt is so tight … I’ll use you again,” he told me as he got dressed.

“I’m looking forward to it already,” I said, playing with my tits with my hands.  I wanted to leave, to go home.  This was awful but I needed the money and there was no way I was having my videos uploaded.  For the first time since I started down this path I really wanted to quit.  All I could do was think of the advice the other girl had given me.  Just close your eyes and forget the faces. This was just physical, two people conducting a business transaction.

He opened the door and left.  A couple of minutes later another guy came in, this one for a blow job.  And so the night went on.  Dance for ten minutes, fuck until the string of clients ran out then dance again.  I quickly lost count of how many I fucked and sucked.  I was now a whore.  When time allowed I cried a little about my fate.

When the club closed I ordered an Uber and got my money.  I’d earned almost $400 in tips and $900 from fucking.  That was $1300.  Then they deducted half for Max’s share, $30 for drinks and I was left with just under $620 for the night.  Subtract the taxis and I’d be making $570 for a night’s work.  I’d have to come back once more.

As I waited Max came to speak to me.  He wanted me back next Friday.  I felt disgusted with myself as I nodded and lied to him.

“I can’t wait to come back Max.”  He looked at me, both of us knowing that I was lying.

I got home just before three am, showered and went to bed.  Despite the long shower I still felt dirty.   In the morning I practiced my deepthroat skills in bed.  On Monday I’d pay the money into the bank and wait for my next orders.  I hoped they’d be less disgusting.


Thank You

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this.  If you’d like to read what happens next do get in touch at paige.bond.author@gmail.com and let me know.  I love getting feedback.

If you enjoyed this check out my other books here:

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