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Blackmailed Part 4

Two months ago I was a normal all American girl, working hard at school with a dark fantasy.  Now I was living that dream, fucking to order, anyone I was ordered to (or who paid to fuck me).  I had willingly submitted to be blackmailed and my controller had so many videos of me I had to obey.  Every act he made me do was worse than the last, every act was filmed and kept to ensure my continued obedience.  Last night I’d worked as a whore to satisfy his demand for money.  As I lay in bed disgusted with myself I pondered on what he would have me do next.  I already had less than two weeks to work out how to get 18” of a dildo down my throat.  Speaking of which, I picked up my toothbrush to practice while I played with my phone.  As I was gagging on the handle a new email arrived:

Whore,

You were disgusting last night.  I’m so glad you’ve taken to your new life.  I want you able to satisfy anyone with your skills.  Keep at it!

Your next tasks are simple.  I’ve made an appointment at a tattoo artist for you next Saturday at 10am.  Everything is arranged, just turn up and they know what you want. 

Today however I have a new task for you.  You’re going to hurt your own tits.  First you’ll get four clothespins and put two on each of your nipples, then tie them together.  Next you must get a candle and drip hot wax all over your lovely tits, then when it’s set beat it off with your hairbrush.  Finally grab the string and pull the pegs off your nipples.  You must film this and upload it to Pornhub – the film must be one long take.  I expect to see you mouth in the film, but you can keep the rest of your face out of it.  Send me your account details as well so I can change your password afterwards!

I look forward to your email later today,

Master

Ps – here’s a film I know you’ll enjoy.  Download and watch.  If you don’t obey me I’ll upload this.

What more did this guy want from me?  I clicked on the dropbox link and downloaded the file.  It was a huge file.  I watched the video in disgust.  It was from last night, with me in the strip joint.  There were three scenes of me on the stage, stripping, and I lost count of the number of shots of me blowing and fucking guys.  How had he got hold of this?  Or was my controller someone who worked in the strip club?  Hmmmm …

Absently mindedly I realized that I’d pushed the toothbrush far deeper into my throat than previously.  I pulled it out and pushed it back in.  I gagged a little but kept pushing – I got all of it inside my mouth.  I was improving!

Still, task for the day.  The house was quiet, my step dad must be out jogging or working in the garage.  I slipped on my robe and went downstairs.  I found the clothespins and put them in my pocket.  Next I got the string, a couple of candles and some matches.

In my room I stripped off and set up the camera pointing at me.  I knelt down and filmed for a bit, then watched it back.  My head was too high, my mouth was out of shot.  It took a couple of goes but eventually I was kneeling with my mouth in shot, my nose just out.  I started the camera and got into shot.  I’d have to stay very still to avoid getting my whole face in.

I’d already tied the clothespins together and I pulled my own nipples until they were erect.  I picked them up carefully, I looked down but didn’t move (this was going on the internet after all) and found them.  I put one on at the base of my left nipple and winced in pain.  Next the second one went on, I couldn’t help it I bent forward and swore as it crushed my tender bud.  I thought about starting again but the pain was too great, no way was I doing this again. 

I waited a moment before applying the other two to my right nipple.  I was better prepared this time and kept my head still as they bit into my tender flash.  I pulled on the string between them – it was going to hurt like hell when I pulled them off.

Next I felt for the matches and candle.  I lit it and raised it up above my tits.  I’d had wax on before and thought that the higher it was the cooler it would be when it hit me.  I took a deep breath and tilted the candle.  Pain shot through me as the hot wax hit my tit.  I swore again but kept still.  Over and over I repeated this, dripping the painful liquid onto myself.  It got better as the candle burnt down, I was able to drip the wax onto parts of myself that were already covered.  It took me about 10 minutes to burn the candle down to a stub.

I blew the remains out and felt for my hairbrush, when I found it I picked it up and breathed deeply again.  I looked down, raised it up and brought it down into my tit, gently at first but this had no effect on the wax.  I gritted my teeth and hit myself harder and harder.  At first I waited between each blow, but that just let the pain build up.  Soon I was hitting myself over and over, barely waiting between blows.  This made the pain more manageable.  It took maybe 100 blows to get most of the wax off.  I was crying my eyes out at the end, tears running down my face.  Eventually I decided that I’d got enough off and put the brush down, ready for my final act.

I grabbed the string and pulled.  I screamed through me tears as the clothespins came flying off.  The pain of them coming off was bad, but as the blood re-entered my sensitive nipples the pain just built and built.  I looked down at my tits, the skin was bright red where the wax had hit me and underneath it was starting to bruise where I’d hit myself.  I stayed where I was, on my knees holding my battered breasts until I stopped crying.  I stood up and turned the camera off.

I got onto my bed and hugged myself, this was harder than I imagined.  Then I started to think about the film I’d just made.  By tonight it would be live and people would be watching me.  That was kind of exciting.  Without realizing what I was doing my hand was on my pussy, rubbing my clit, thinking about people watching me as they wanked themselves.  I opened my draw and took out my dildo.  I pushed it into my mouth as far as I could, then pushed a little more.  I gagged but it slipped in further than ever before.  I started to fuck my own face with it as I fingered myself to an intense orgasm.

Later I cleaned up the wax (I should have put a blanket down) and watched my own film.  Despite having leaned forward I couldn’t be certain it was me.  I  created a Pornhub account and uploaded the film then mailed it off to my blackmailer.  In the evening I tried to access my own account, he’d changed the password.

At night in bed I tried to deepthroat the huge bendy dildo, I could get it past my gag point but it kept hitting the back of my throat and sticking.  That was a problem for another day.

The week passed uneventfully, my bruises had mostly subsided by Friday for my shift at the strip club again.  I earned over $700 for the one night, after deductions.  I’d got the money I needed and could quit.  Max tried to talk me into staying but I refused.  He said the door was always open if I wanted to return.  When I got home I ran a bath, even though it was three am, to wash the men away.  It didn’t help.

I was up for eight on Saturday, despite the lack of sleep.  My step dad passed comment on how late I was staying out, I just told him that as it was close to the end of the school year it was party season.  He was OK with that, as long as my grades weren’t suffering.  Cindy texted me, she wanted to meet up and we set something up for later in the afternoon. 

To save money I caught the bus into town and I went to find the tattoo parlor.  I arrived just before ten.  There was a pretty woman on the counter, maybe about 25, she was covered in ink.  Her arms, her legs, what I could see of her chest.  Every part of her bar her face and hands were covered in ink.  She made me sign a waiver and fixed me a coffee.  Just after ten the tattoo artist came out from the back, I was the only person waiting so he called me through.  He picked up the job sheet, read it and looked at me.

“Seems simple enough,” he said, “remove your clothes and get into the chair.”

He was about 50, big and bald with a white goatee beard.  He had even more tattoos than the girl on the front desk.  I had no idea what he was going to do to me, but it looked like I’d have to be naked to have him do it.  Three months ago I’d have been terrified at the prospect of this, being naked in front of anyone, but now it was the least of my worries.  I stripped off and climbed into the chair.  Roughly he pushed my legs apart and pulled my labia open.  He looked for a while then turned round and picked something up.

“Sure you want to do this honey?” he asked.  I still had no idea what he was going to do, so I just nodded. 

“OK then, I’ll start with your nipples, then you belly button.  Last piercing will be your clit.  Finally I’ll tattoo the chain and padlock onto your left ankle.  Should take about an hour for the lot.

I didn’t think, just nodded in acceptance as was resigned to my fate.

He picked up a tool and clamped it onto my left nipple, pulling it out.  It took him a couple of goes to get it right, then picked up the piercing gun.  Our eyes met and he smiled, then looked down and pushed it through my nipple.  The pain was intense and I made a noise.

“Relax honey, your clit will be far worse,” was his only comment.  Great.

Next he picked up my jewelry, just a simple bar and slid it onto the tool, pushing the metal bar through the hole.  He then screwed the cap on and released the clamp.  There was only a small dribble of blood.  He grabbed my tit and massaged it, I wasn’t sure that that was required.  He nodded to himself and repeated the procedure on my other nipple.  I just winced this time.  The belly button didn’t hurt much, just a little prick. 

“Ready for your clit ring?”

“Yes.”

“Great, open wide,” he smiled at me.  I smiled back and opened my legs.  He put them into birthing stirrups and locked my ankles in place.  The procedure was similar, he pulled my clit out and clamped it.  If I thought that hurt it was nothing compared to the pain as the piercing needle went through it.  I screamed in agony and I desperately tried to pull my legs together, but the restraints held firm.  He slotted the ring through the hole and then left me to calm down.

When I stopped screaming he released my bonds and I looked at myself in the mirror.  Yesterday I only had my ears pierced, now my nipples, belly and clit were done.  I had to admit it though, it was hot looking at my new adornments.

“Put your clothes back on and let’s get you ankle done.  It’s going to hurt, but not as bad as the clit ring,” he told me.  I was suddenly aware that I was standing naked in front of this guy and I quickly got dressed.  I got back into the chair and he cleaned my ankle before picking up the tattoo gun.  He worked quickly, each stab wasn’t so bad it was just the sheer number that made it painful.  I spent about 40 minutes in the chair as he worked on the chain and padlock round my ankle.

When it was done I couldn’t help but admire it, he’d done a great job (but I’d rather it wasn’t there).  He wrapped it and told me to keep the clingfilm on for the next day and he’d see me in the front.

In the front of the house the girl on reception smiled at me and handed me the bill. 

“Four piercings, two bars, two rings and one hour for the tattoo comes to $327.67, including tax.”

Fuck, oh fuck, the email said everything was taken care of.  I’d taken this to mean including the bill.  I backed away and sat down.  I looked at the door, thinking about running.  But she must have realized what was happening.  She moved from behind the desk, blocking my exit.

“We take credit cards honey.  Or cash.  But it’s $327.67, now.”  She raised her voice.  “Brett … BRETT.”

The man came out from the back.

“What’s up?”

“She can’t pay.”

Brett turned to me. 

“Is this true girl?  What did you think this was, charity?  Phone the police Rachel.”

The woman at the desk pulled a phone from her pocket and started to dial.

“Please, no, there’s some mistake,” I begged, “I’ve got the money, just not on me.  PLEASE?  Surely we can come to some arrangement.  PLEASE?”

Rachel put down her phone and looked at me and then Brett.

“What d’ya think Brett?  Can we come to some arrangement with her?”

Brett looked at me, then barked an order.  “Get in the back girl.”  I didn’t hesitate and turned for the back.  Then I heard him speak, “And close the shop up Rachel and get in here with us.”

I swallowed, this didn’t look good.

In the back as soon as they joined me I slipped a hand inside my clothes and eased my dress off.  I was about to whore myself out and $320 for 2 fucks was good money – shit, I hated myself for even thinking that.  I smiled and spoke softly.

“Can we come to an arrangement maybe?”

“Maybe,” replied Brett. 

We started to discuss.  Initially I offered to let him fuck me but that wasn’t enough.  Eventually we settled on I would stay in the shop until two, they would both get to use me in anyway that they wanted.  I agreed to this happily, it was just another fuck after all.  I signed the agreement he offered and he smiled.

“Rachel, get the camera.”

Great, he was going to film it.  I was surprised when she returned with a still camera.  Brett saw the surprise on my face.

“Oh, we’re going to fuck you, but first some photos for the shop.”

I started to object but Brett killed this by threatening to phone the police.  I removed my clothes and he started to shoot me, fully naked with close ups of my tits and cunt.  He shot me lying on my back, legs apart, face clearly visible.  He shot me with Rachel, her face obscured but mine fully visible, though with her ink I thought she might as well show her face.  After a couple of hundred shots he put the camera down.

“If you bring me my money I’ll wipe them all,” he said.

“What guarantee do I have that if I bring you the money you will?” I asked.

He smiled and laughed.  “None, now get on your knees and suck my cock bitch.”

I did as he ordered, crawling sexily over to him.  Behind me I could hear Rachel starting to strip off – I was glad of my experiences with Cindy now, at least I had some experience with a woman.  I undid his pants and pulled out his cock. I stared at it, it was huge, must have been ten inches long.  I licked the base and he grabbed my hair.

“That’s going all the way down your throat bitch,” he told me.  I was doubly glad of the deep throat practice I’d been putting in.  I started to suck his balls and he threw his head back.  Rachel walked to stand beside him, he started to grab her tits and they kissed.  I decided to see how much I could take.  I moved my head up and took him into my mouth, I closed my lips on his cock and groaned in delight.  Next I slid him in, slowly, inch by inch until I had about half of it in my mouth.  He was touching the back of my throat, right on the gag point.  I held him there, took a deep breath and grabbed his ass, pulling my head down.  I gagged a little, this seems to excite him more but succeeded in getting another couple of inches in until he hit something in my throat.  I was happy, I knew that when I got home I’d be able to push that bendy dildo down my throat.  I pulled him out and breathed, then started a rhythm.  In to my gag point, hold, then take another couple of inches in.  Out and repeat.  Above me I could hear them kissing.

I kept at it for a while, five minutes or more before he pulled me off.

“Not bad, but you’ve more to take than that.”

He ordered me to turn round, to grab my ankles with my wrists, open my legs, push my ass down and throw my head back.  He lined his dick up and sank it into my mouth.  At the gag point he held it and then thrust slowly, sinking more and more in until his balls were resting on my eyes.  I couldn’t breathe, I just kept concentrating on not gagging and keeping my mouth open.  He pulled back, letting about 4” out.  I still couldn’t breathe and he started to pound my throat.  I stayed in position for as long as I could before I collapsed down, desperate for air.  He left me there until I recovered, Rachel gently licking his cock.  As soon as I resumed position he started to brutally fuck my throat again until I collapsed once more.  We repeated this seven or eight times until he lifted me up. 

He put his hands on my waist and lifted me up, then spun me upside down.  He was standing with his legs apart, Rachel sucking his ass, holding me with my face level with his dick.  I knew what to do and took him back into my throat, this was getting easier with every use.  I felt his tongue on my pussy, licking my soft labia and my sore clit, permanently out now, held there by the metal ring.  This was incredible, I’d never been inverted before, but it wasn’t going to be the last time.  We only held that position for a minute of two before he lowered me down. 

Rachel moved and was on the floor in front of me, legs open wide.  I moved towards her and climbed over her, ignoring her pussy.  We kissed, gently at first.  Behind me I heard Brett move to the floor.  He lifted my ass up and started to rub his cock against my cunt.  I groaned in delight as he lined his massive shaft up with my tight, teenage hole and he sank his cock in.  Fuck, that felt incredible!

He put his hands on my waist and pulled me back, every inch of him inside me.  I moaned in delight as he fucked me slow, then hard, then slow.  My face was level with Rachel’s heavily tattooed breasts and I started to lick them, pulling them together with my hands as I moved my tongue from one to the other, loving the way she was running her hands over my hair and her breathing was getting deeper and deeper.  I wanted to suck her pussy so I started edging down her body, Brett’s massive cock still inside me.

When I was level with her pussy I pulled her labia apart to reveal her clit, which was pierced like mine.  Brett was fucking me hard, pushing my head in and out.  I licked her as hard as I could, rewarded with moans of pleasure.  She put her hands on my head, holding it in place.  I slipped one hand down onto my clit.  Fuck, I was so close already.  I started to rub and tease it – I wanted to cum, but I had to make sure that they came first.  Soon Rachel started begging.

“No … No... No... Fuck, no, NO . . . . GOD NOOOO.”

Her voice trailed off as she came hard, squirting on my face.  I couldn’t take it any longer and I started to cum, hard under my finger and Brett’s cock.  His control was incredible, as soon as I started to cum I felt his cock pulsing hard as he came and came.  That sent me into a second orgasm which went on and on.  When he pulled out I turned round to take him back into my mouth, loving the taste of my pussy on his cock.  Rachel moved and started to eat his cum from my cunt.

Brett’s cock shrank, despite my best efforts and the three of us sat naked on the floor for a while.  He spoke first.

“That was incredible girl.  You ever want another tattoo you can pay us like that.”

Rachel nodded her agreement.  I started to stand up and he pulled me down.

“You’re going nowhere, we’ve got you until two”

I looked at the clock, it was just before 12.  I didn’t mind, I could think of worse ways to spend a couple of hours. 

When I got home I filmed myself masturbating, showing off my piercings and tattoo.  I made sure to use the new bendy dildo and push most of it down my throat, while using my old one in my cunt.  Satisfied with the film I mailed it to my controller, showered and went to meet Cindy.  How would she react to my new look?


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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