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Blackmailed 8

The weeks and months passed quickly for me.  Almost weekly my blackmailer would set me tasks and I would complete them, usually to his satisfaction.  A typical month would involve fucking him once.  I tried to elicit a reaction from him when we met, but he always, always stayed completely silent.  Most weekends I’d meet with my girlfriend, Cindy, and as much as I was turned on by the helplessness of being given a specific task and a deadline, we were exploring sex together.  I usually managed to film a couple of fucks with her, with her consent, as she dominated and abused me.  I loved the dark side of her that had come out.  Almost weekly I had to abuse myself on film, either deep throating a dildo, hurting my own tits or fucking myself in some way.  And I loved it – especially the self-abuse as my master would always upload those videos to Pornhub.  I knew he would as I performed and it excited me, knowing that guys, and presumably some girls, would be jerking themselves off watching me.  I had to work so hard to keep my face out of shot when I abused myself, it always felt incredible.

My blackmailer always contacted me via email, he never responded to my requests or demands, just ignored them completely.  When I did ask him for something he either ignored me or punished me by uploading a new video to my channel, so I quickly learned that our relationship was one way – he commanded me and I obeyed without question, eager to please him.  That’s the way it should be for a slave-slut like me.

Overnight a new email arrived from him:

Slave,

Your last video disappointment me.  You were ordered to fuck two guys over 60 at the same time.  You did not have two cocks inside you at the same time.  If you cannot follow simple instructions like this you will be punished.  Get a piece of root ginger, at least four inches long.  Remove the skin and carve it into a butt plug shape.  Film yourself inserting it into you asshole and keep it there for 15 minutes.  You can cum afterwards.

Master.

Fuck, wasn’t fucking two dirty old men at the same time enough?  I’d worked so hard to get them to cum on me, I’d not realized that he wanted both of them inside me at the same time.  Fuck, fuck, fuck.  I must pay better attention.  Would pushing a piece of ginger into my ass hurt?  10 minutes on Google assured me that it would be agony – apparently it’s an old form of medieval torture called figging.  Fuck.

I called in at Whole Foods on the way home and bought a huge piece of ginger, at least six inches long.  I wasn’t going to take any chances.  My step dad was still at work when I got home, so I went to the kitchen and picked up a small knife and removed the skin, shaping it into a finger shape, with a ridged lip at one end to stop it going all the way int.  To make sure I could remove it later I punched a small hole in one end and pushed a piece of string though it, tying it off in a loop.

I went upstairs and set up the camera.  I lay on my front, raised my ass up into the air, face away from the phone, exposing my cunt and ass to the camera.  I parted my knees to further expose myself.  Nervously I started on my pussy, getting my fingers wet.  I then slowly pushed one, then a second finger into my ass.  I fucked myself with my fingers for a few minutes, partially to loosen my ass, partially to put off the inevitable.

With my left hand I picked up the root ginger and brought it round to my ass hole.  I held it up to the phone, placing it against a ruler to show its length.  I pulled my fingers out and lined up the torture device.  I took a deep breath and pushed the ginger in slowly.  The first few seconds weren’t too bad – naively I thought I could do this.  As I pushed the vegetable started to burn.  There were less than two inches in and my ass was on fire.  This was pain on a whole new level.  I put one hand over my mouth to try to control my voice, it was no good.  I clearly spoke, shouting obscenities to the world.  And I still had another three inches to go.  I started to cry.  I pushed harder, involuntarily my ass clenched the ginger, trying to push it out.  This just made the pain worse.  I tried so hard to relax but I couldn’t do it.  I just gritted my teeth through the pain and the tears and pushed and pushed. 

As the last inch slid in my ass closed round the rim, locking it in place.  My whole body was moving and gyrating – I looked up at a clock to check the time.  This wasn’t going to stay in me for one second more than it had to.  I was crying and screaming at the pain it was causing me, it felt like my ass was on fire as it burned into me.  I was pleading for it to be removed but to no avail.  I had to keep it in.  I checked the time again, fuck, less than 40 seconds had passed since I inserted it.  The tears were flooding down my face, it just burned and burned.  If I relaxed my concentration for even a moment my ass muscles tightened, making it worse and then it took super levels of concentration to relax again.

The time passed so slowly, each second felt like a minute as it burned and burned into me.  I could barely make out the clock through my teary eyes.  With five minutes to go I nearly pulled it out, thinking that no matter what else he made me do it had to be better than this.  Somehow I managed to resist, the clock ticking the time down slowly.  I wiped my eyes to watch the last few seconds pass.  As the 15 minutes were up I counted to 10 then pulled it out. 

I cried out again, the pain of pulling it out was worse than leaving it in.  My ass opened slowly to allow it out.  As soon as the widest part was out I pushed with my ass and it plopped out, falling to the floor.  I just lay there, remaining in position, body exposed to the camera, crying as the pain subsided.  Without thinking I picked up my dildo and inserted it into my cunt.  I rubbed my clit, I winced in pain, shit I used the same hand I held the ginger with.  The stab of pain felt good, it helped take my mind off the burning in my ass.  With my other hand I pushed the dildo in and out.  It took me less than a minute to climax, screaming loudly again, this time in a mixture of pain and pleasure.  As I came I fell to the floor.  I lay there for a few minutes as I came down, before getting up to turn off the camera.

I showered and cleaned up, leaving the ginger dildo on the floor.  When I came back to my room I picked it up.  I should have thrown it in the trash, instead I just held it, wrapped it in a Kleenex and put it in my drawer.  I edited the video and mailed it off to my master.

A couple of days later I took it out of the drawer and shaved the edge off to clean it up and refresh the ginger’s power.  Without being ordered I lay on my back, tied my legs to the bed, put a pillow over my face and filmed myself masturbating, using the ginger as a dildo in my cunt.  The pain was intense but I fucked myself with it until I came twice.  I mailed that to my master as well.

I checked Pornhub at the weekend, he had uploaded both videos.  I now had over 100 subscribers.  I wanked myself off again watching my own films.  Later that day I went back to Whole Foods and bought another piece of ginger and some chilli oil.  This was addictive.

I didn’t get any contact from my master for almost two weeks.  I was lost without instructions, I wanted that challenge, the thrill of being controlled and given bizarre and dangerous tasks to perform.  Fucking myself with ginger and using chilli oil as lube wasn’t good enough, I wanted more. When the next email came it gave me the thrill I was seeking.

Slave,

I believe it’s your high school prom in four weeks’ time. A dirty whore like you is bound to have a date.  Cancel it.  You’re going as Cindy’s date.  You will wear a dress that shows your ankle tattoo.  You will wear your collar.  Anyone asks you will explain exactly why you are wearing them – to mark you as property.  It’s time that everyone in your town knows you for what you are.

Master.

I put my phone down and put my hand in my jeans.  Everyone was going to know I was a lesbian, well, a bisexual, guys there would faun over us and girls would be disgusted with us.  I came in seconds, my jeans soaking up my cum.  Only one problem, I had to persuade Cindy.  How would she react?  Fuck, how would Lucas react – would he throw me out of the house?

We met again at the weekend.  I refrained from cumming for the next three days so that I’d be desperate when I saw her.  On Saturday I waved my step dad away as he went for a weekend with some old college pals.  Lucas had left me $50 and a pile of food.  No sooner was the car disappearing up the road than I messaged Cindy.  She was round within 30 minutes.  I made sure I was ready and waiting for her.  I stripped, put on simple make up and my collar, put a gag, a leash and whip on the sideboard then knelt by the front door and waited.

When Cindy came in she look incredible.  Her long dark hair half hid her face.  She was wearing a low cut top and skinny jeans.  She looked at me kneeling, waiting for her.

“Feeling submissive today are you Sarah?”

“Yes Mistress,” I replied, “I’m yours for the weekend Mistress, yours to command.”

Cindy walked over to me and ran a finger up my throat.  I bent my head up to look at her.  Our eyes met and we smiled at each other.  She bent down and we kissed passionately.  When she stood up she ran her eyes over the sideboard, noting the various implements.  She walked into the house and looked around.

“Get my bag from the trunk Sarah,” she ordered me.

I stood up and walked to the hat stand.  I picked up a thin summer jacket and started to put it on.  Then I cried in pain as the whip bit into my skin.

“I said get my bag from the trunk Sarah, I did not say put a jacket on and get my bag did I?”

“No Mistress,” I replied meekly.  Cindy was going to do this properly.  This was very exciting.  I made for the front door when Cindy called me back.  She picked up the ball gag from the side table.  I opened my mouth wide and she pushed it in, tying it tightly behind my head.

“You’ll only remember the pain from that whip stroke for an hour.  So you can wear the gag for an hour as punishment.  Now get my bag.”

I opened the porch door and looked out.  Cindy’s car was bathed in the morning sunlight.  I looked up and down the road, there were some people in the distance but they were walking away.  I took a deep breath and walked slowly to her car, fully aware of my naked skin.  When I got to her car I popped the trunk and removed her bag.  It was just a small overnight bag.  I picked it up and returned to the house.  When I got back into the house Cindy barked an order at me.

“Take that to your step-father’s room.  I want to sleep in a big bed tonight.”

What else could I do but obey?  I walked up the stairs with the bag, placed it on Lucas’s bed, opened it and returned to Cindy’s side.  She was in the sitting room.  I went to her.  Cindy didn’t look at me, she just pushed her shoes off and ordered me to rub her feet.

I knelt at her side for the next 30 minutes or so rubbing her feet.  Cindy had really sensitive feet and she loved me caressing them.  When she was fully relaxed she had me fix her a coffee.  Cindy didn’t give me any orders about coffee for me, so based on this morning’s punishment I didn’t make one for myself.  When I handed her her drink she continued to ignore me, so in the absence of any orders I just knelt at her side while she played with her phone.

When the hour was up Cindy removed my gag.  My jaw ached after being forced apart for an hour and saliva stained my chest.  Once she had removed it Cindy hiked up her skirt and opened her legs wide.  She didn’t say anything but I knew what she wanted.  Cindy pointed her phone at me and filmed me as I brought her to orgasm using my tongue and my fingers.    As she came she almost dropped the phone, just managing to hang onto it.

We spent Saturday as Mistress and Slave.  Cindy was freer with the whip than she had ever been before.  If I hesitated slightly, performed poorly, or she just felt like it, she would use the whip on me liberally.  For my part I cared for her every need, getting her drinks, cooking and then feeding her.  I was perfectly obedient to her.  When night fell I followed her up to Lucas’s room and got her off again.  She made no attempt to pleasure me in any way.  Instead, as soon as she came she re-inserted the gag into my mouth, hogtied me and fastened my collar to the bedframe.  She left me there on the cold wooden floor while she curled up and went to sleep in my step-dad’s bed.

I didn’t sleep at all that night, in the morning when Cindy released me she whipped me half a dozen times to get me to move, my body was in so much pain and suffering after being tied all night.  Cindy ordered me to my knees and it took me nearly three minutes to get into position in front of her, all the time with her landing blow after blow on me.  There was a huge pile of spit on the floor where I’d drooled all night.  I was loving the way she treated me, it was all a slave-slut like me deserved.

When I got returned to her with her morning coffee (nothing for me again) she was sat up on the bed.  Cindy had been to my room and had come back with the giant dildo that I used for deep throating.  She held it up in one hand, coffee in the other.

“Tell me Sarah, what do you use this for?”

I couldn’t speak, I was still gagged.  Cindy just laughed and ordered me to remove my gag.  It had been in my mouth for almost 10 hours.

“I use it to practice my deep throat skills Mistress,” I told her, stiffly.

“I thought you were a lesbian Sarah?”

“I’m bi-sexual Mistress,” I replied meekly.  Shit, I’d have to tell her if she asked me.  But she seemed satisfied with my answer.

“Can you take all of this then Sarah?”

“Yes Mistress.”

Cindy put her coffee down and picked up her phone.  She started to film me, I leant my head back and opened wide.  Cindy lined up the huge dildo and pushed it into my mouth.  I breathed deeply and held my breath as she pushed it further and further into my throat.  Normally when I did this I’d hold onto one end, meaning that four inches stayed out of my throat.  Cindy just kept pushing until the full length of the monster was in me.

When it was all inside me Cindy put her hand over my mouth and laughed.  I started to panic a little.

“That’s incredible Sarah, I had no idea you could take so much.”  Cindy pulled the dildo out and I breathed deeply. “Tell me Sarah, does a slut like you enjoy sucking cock?”

“Yes Mistress,” I replied, my face flushing in shame.

Cindy stopped to think for a while.  She put the phone down and ordered me to the bed.  We started kissing, she was firmly in control.  She pushed my head down to her breasts, I loved the way her nipples reacted to my attentions, growing firm as I licked and sucked on them.  Cindy’s breathing was getting shallower as she enjoyed my actions.

I kissed down her body, jamming my tongue into her belly button.  Cindy gasped when I did this.  As I started to lick her soft, wet pussy she handed me the dildo.

“Get this in your cunt Sarah,” Cindy ordered me.

I took it off her and pushed one end as deeply as I could into my pussy, all the time licking her cunt.  Over a foot was still sticking out.  Cindy grabbed my hair and pulled me away, flipping me over and up onto all fours.  Cindy did likewise, crawled round the bed until our assess were cheek to cheek.  She reached between her legs and grabbed the free end of the dildo and inserted it into her cunt.

“Fuck me Sarah, fuck me with your cock … aaaaah,” Cindy was lost in her own world.  I gripped the dildo with my cunt muscles and started to fuck her, sliding the dildo in and out of her.  When our asses met I could feel her hand on her clit, rubbing herself hard.  It didn’t take long before she started to cum, hard and loud as she came under the combined attentions of the dildo and her hand.  When she came I slowed right down, to just fuck her gently, maximizing her orgasm.

When Cindy recovered she lay on her back and pulled me close.  Cindy spoke to me, running her fingers though my hair.”

“I don’t understand you Sarah,” she said.

“I love being dominated and controlled Mistress,” I replied, honestly.  I hesitated and then spoke to her again, “Mistress, could we go public with our relationship?  Would you take me to the high school prom?  As your date?  As your slave?”

Cindy looked hard at me.  She didn’t speak for a few minutes.

“This is a small town, everyone will know.  How will Lucas react?  My parents won’t care, I doubt they’d even notice if I moved out, but you’re close to Lucas aren’t you?

“Please Mistress, I want the world to see this.”

Cindy kept running her hand through my hair, in return I cupped her breast and gently fondled her nipple.  She was lost in thought.  Eventually she spoke.

“Alright, but it’s under conditions.  We go as a date, but I expect you to obey my orders and wear your collar.  If anyone asks you’ll tell them that you are my slave.  And I’ll make you prove that you’re a slave to the whole school.  You’ll be degrading yourself in front of anyone I order you to.  Understand?”

“Yes Mistress, and thank you Mistress.”  This was working out better than I had expected.  I could obey my blackmailer and meet his demands.  How I dealt with the shame of what was to come at school was for another day.

Cindy left just after two, Lucas returned just before six.  That gave me a few hours to tidy up.  He took me out for dinner, just to Arby’s, nothing fancy.  He could see that there was something bothering me and slowly he dragged it out of me.  Finally I just spoke.

“Lucas, I’ve got a date for the prom,” I said.

He smiled at me, “An attractive girl like you?  That’s no surprise Sarah.”

I hesitated, playing with my food.  I put the fork down and looked at him.

“Cindy is my date Lucas.” 

There, I’d said it.  I’d told him I was a lesbian.  Lucas paused and then he put down his fork.  He scratched his ear and removed his glasses before speaking.

“Sarah, I’m … I’m not that surprised.  You’ve been spending a lot of time with her recently and, well, I wondered.  Is this something serious between you?”

“I don’t know, it might be,” I replied.  He’d taken it very well.

“OK.”  And with that he started to eat again.  You can never tell with some people.  We discussed it further in the car on the way home, I expected Lucas to shout, to tell me what a disappointment I would have been to my dead mother but he didn’t do any of these things.  He just kept pointing out that we lived in a small town in the south and when this came out people would react.  I knew that they would (God only knows how he would have reacted if he’d seen my Pornhub channel.

Next weekend Cindy came over and stayed on Saturday – Lucas was very understanding and let us sleep in my bed together.  As soon as I was alone with Cindy I put on my collar on and she started to control me.  After we’d fucked she secured me to the bed and we slept side by side.  In the morning she left me there while she went for the coffee, which surprised me.  She was away for over 30 minutes – when she came back she told me that Lucas had wanted to speak to her.  After we drank the coffee Cindy left me secured to the bed while she climbed onto my face.  I licked and sucked for all I was worth, Cindy used her body to restrict and control my breathing.  After she’d cum we showered together, deliciously, before joining Lucas for breakfast.  He was quite uncomfortable as we held hands whilst we ate.

Over the last few weeks many guys had asked me and Cindy to the leaver’s prom, we’d said no to them all.  As the big day approached we were both nervous.  School had ended on the Thursday and it felt strange knowing what was about to come.  Cindy came over for lunch on Saturday and we showered together.  It felt very strange knowing Lucas was downstairs.  We spent all afternoon getting ready.  Cindy placed my collar in her bag and we took photos of each other.  We were wearing opposite colored but identical dresses, me in black contrasting with my blonde hair, her in white with her dark hair.  Our dresses were above the knee, showing my tattoo.  We looked hot.  Fuck knows how the guys at school were going to react.

Lucas took us to the school, outside he cautioned us that we didn’t have to do this, if there were any issues to call him – and don’t get too drunk!  As he drove off Cindy took my hand.

“Ready for this Sarah?” she asked me.

I took a deep breath and looked at the school, boys and girls flooding in in their tuxes and gowns.  We held hands and walked towards the school.  I asked Cindy to put my collar on, there was no mistaking it for a choker but she refused.  Let them deal with one shock at once she said. 

I don’t know what I expected as we walked in – I thought the place would go silent and people would start laughing at us.  But we just walked in and found our place. We started talking to some couples that we knew – I quickly realized that we weren’t the only all girl couple there (the school did have more girls than boys after all).  We ate and talked and then started to dance.  Cindy and I danced closer than was normal for girls (naturally the boys sat on the edge and just watched).  After a while I needed to use the bathroom and Cindy and I went. 

Inside Cindy took out the collar and put it on me, locking it in place.  Now I was happy, I’d met my blackmailer’s condition.  When we came out there were 10 or so guys stood around.  I recognized some of them from the school football team.  One of the jocks spoke to us.

“So Cindy, Sarah, we couldn’t help noticing you dancing – close.”  He laughed a nervous laugh, then added, “so, any chance of watching you kiss?”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you Bill?” Cindy replied.  Bill didn’t speak.  Cindy turned to face me and put her arms on my shoulders.  We smiled at each other and leaned in, starting to kiss.  From where I was I couldn’t see any of the boy’s faces but I could feel their eyes on us.  We kissed passionately for a while.  When we broke off none of the boys spoke, we just walked between them and back into the hall.

Word quickly got round the room.  Next time we went to the restroom half the guys in the hall followed us.  Cindy made a point of tying my hands behind my back and leading me out of the restroom on a leash.  The gathered crowd hollered and cheered as Cindy pulled at my leash and we kissed.  She unzipped my dress and pulled it down, exposing my breasts and pierced nipples.  The crowd went silent as she licked my nipples.  When she straightened up she spoke to them.

“Follow me if you want a go boys,” she said, leading me off down a corridor towards the gym.  I looked behind me, terrified to see 20 or so guys were following us.  What was Cindy’s plan – did she plan for us to fuck while they watched?  Turned out, her plan was much worse.

When we got the gym she led me into the changing rooms and towards the showers.

“Strip Sarah,” she ordered me.  I glanced towards the crowd.  I knew most of these guys and now my secret would be out.  I took a deep breath and removed my dress.  I wasn’t wearing underwear.  I thought about covering my tits and pussy with my hands, but I knew that Cindy wouldn’t allow it.  I stood there, naked in front of all these guys and tried to put a brave face on.  Cindy turned to the crowd.

“Sarah is my slave-slut, she does whatever I tell her to – don’t you Sarah?”

“Yes Mistress,” I replied, my face flushing red with shame.

“And today Sarah, you’re going to fuck anyone who wants to fuck you.  Any objections?”

“No Mistress,” I replied quietly.

Cindy pushed me back against the showers.  She lifted my arms above my head and secured them to the shower head on the wall.  Next she took out a lipstick and wrote on my body.  She started on my chest, one word to a line and wrote ‘Sarah School Slut’ on me, the word slut across my tits.  Next she knelt down and below my belly button she added ‘Please fuck here’ with an arrow pointing down to my pussy.  Cindy stuck a finger inside my pussy, brought it out and licked it.

“Nice and wet, what a slut you are.”  She was right.  Finally she applied a blindfold to me.  She pulled out her phone and started filming.

“She all yours boys,” Cindy said walking backwards.  No one moved for a few seconds before I heard one of the guys walk forward.  He walked up to me, put one hand on my face, tilting my head up.  With his other he unzipped his pants and within seconds had his hard cock inside me.  The guy must have been 18 years old, he only thrust 20 times before I felt his cock pulse inside me as he came hard inside me.  He made no effort to pleasure me in any way.  As he pulled out I felt his cum start to slide down my leg.  He’d only been out for a few seconds before the next guy took his place.  This one was more brutal, he crushed my tits in his hands as he fucked me hard.  I cried in pain and he just laughed.

“Don’t worry about her boys,” I heard Cindy say, “She likes it rough.”

The crowd laughed and I knew my night was about to get worse.  This guy fucked me hard, cumming quickly again.  When he let go of my tits the relief was immense, however the next guy slapped my tits hard as he walked up and continued to slap them as he used me. 

The pattern continued all night, I lost count of the number of guys that used me once I got past 50.  And like the slut I am I even came a dozen times or more.  I was being used hard and I loved it.  The prom was due to end atone am.  When I was no longer being used as a cum dump Cindy released me.  My tits were red raw from the abuse, my legs and the floor were covered in cum.  As she released me she kissed me, then gave me an order.

“Get on your knees and eat the cum Sarah.”

I looked at the floor, it was covered in sticky white semen.  I dropped to the floor and started to lick it, Cindy filming the whole thing.  The taste was revolting, cum mixed in with dirt off the guys shoes.  When the floor was clean I stayed where I was.  Cindy turned on the shower and the ice cold water hit me.  She let me shower for a few minutes, getting the remains of the lipstick off me.  While I was showering she found a towel in the lost property and gave it to me.  I was shivering as I dried off.  Cindy let me put my gown back on.  She led me back up to the prom hall where I got a round of applause off the guys in the room and verbal abuse from the girls.  I hoped that I’d never see any of them again.

Cindy and I caught an Uber home.  She made me sleep on the floor while she took the bed.  In the morning she went for the coffee.  My phone bleeped while she was out.  It was an email from my master.

Dirty whore,

Time for you to make a choice, the last choice you could ever make.  You can either continue with your life and never hear from me again.  Or you can chose to leave your life, your family, your girlfriend and come live with me.  If you chose option one I will upload all you films and email the links to your family and friends.  If you chose option two you will never see your family and friends again.  You will surrender your life to service me.  I will continue to debase and degrade you in every way I can.  All your films will be uploaded but I won’t tell your family and friends about them.

I expect your response by this time tomorrow or I will commence the upload.

Master,

Fuck, fuck, fuck.  What the fuck should I choose?  I loved the life I was leading, I loved the humiliation, the abuse, the degrading stuff he made me do.  On the other hand I loved Cindy and she was settling into her role of dominating to me.

I had one day to decide.

Fuck.


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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