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Blackmailed 9

I was lying on the floor, a collar on my neck, chained to the bed.  My life as a blackmailed slut was coming to an end.  My blackmailer had sent me a final email.

Dirty whore,

Time for you to make a choice, the last choice you could ever make.  You can both continue with your life and never hear from me again, or you can chose to leave you 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.

My girlfriend Cindy was downstairs getting morning coffee, no doubt she was talking to my step father, Lucas, again.  Four weeks ago he had found out that I was bi-sexual and Cindy was my girlfriend.  He’d taken it well.  Last night at the school prom Cindy had paraded me in front of the school, collared and on her leash.  Then she’d tied me up and let any boy fuck me that wanted to.  The final humiliation was not only that she filmed the whole thing, but that she had me drop to the floor to eat up cum.  I was a disgusted, degraded cum-addicted slut and I loved it.  The email was hard to swallow – I wanted to keep living this life, not have to give it up.  I had learned over the months to not argue with this man, if I did he either ignored me or punished me (or both).  I had to choose.

Cindy came back into my bedroom with two coffees.  She put them down and climbed into bed.  I didn’t speak or move, she picked up one and started to drink.  She played with her phone and ignored me.  When she’d finished the first one she put her phone down and looked at me.

“Get on your back Sarah.”

“Yes Mistress,” I replied.  I lay on my back and waited.  Cindy got out of the bed and sat on my face.  She used her legs to crush my arms and render them useless.  She pushed her pussy down into me and I started to lick at her soft, sweet folds.  Cindy grabbed my tits and started to pull hard on them as I licked.  It didn’t take long for her to cum, squeezing my head between her legs, depriving me of breath.  When she released me I gulped in the air.  Cindy didn’t speak to me, she just climbed off and back into bed.  She picked up the other coffee and drank it, ignoring me completely.  I just lay on the floor, thinking about my options.

Lucas had taken the news of my having a girlfriend well, but I was sure that if he watched my films that would be the end of our relationship.  We’d never been close, I suspect that since my mother died he had let me live there with him out of a sense of responsibility or duty, rather than because he wanted to.  Would he miss me if I walked out?  Would he throw me out if he saw my films?  I had over 100 subscribers now on Pornhub.  Some films showed my face.  If I stayed I was pretty sure that my master would upload all the films, then he would know.

And what about my name around town?  Last night I’d been fucked by God only knows how many guys.  Sure, some had probably gone multiple times but even so it must have been 70 plus.  They would talk, people round town would know.  I wouldn’t be able to go out, my chances of getting a job would be zero.  Who would employ a slut like me?  I could go back to the strip club, I supposed.  I lay on the floor in silence thinking about my options. 

When Cindy left for a shower I picked up my phone and made my choice.

Master,

I will leave my life behind and come to serve you.  Please tell me what to do next.

Your Slave,

Sarah.

I showered and dried myself.  Cindy wasn’t in the room when I returned.  I dressed quickly and went downstairs.  Lucas and Cindy were sat at the breakfast bar, eating pancakes.  I joined them.  Lucas asked about the prom, how people had reacted.  Cindy smiled.

“I think it went well, Sarah was very popular and people accepted us for what we are,” she replied.

After breakfast Lucas took Cindy home.  While he was out I got my next email.

Slut,

You will receive your orders for next weekend.  Spend this week writing a goodbye letter to your parents and another to your girlfriend.  You will not see them again.

Master.

This was very real.

I spent as much of the following week with Cindy as I could.  Lucas took us out several times as well, we weren’t close but it was nice to spend some time with him before I left.  Cindy continued to dominate me when he wasn’t around.  We were both fresh out of school and she still only had a part time job in a 7-11.  When she was working one day I wrote my goodbye letters in my room, tears were flooding down my face as I wrote them.  To each I told them that I’d met someone online and was leaving to live with them.  I asked them not to look for me, maybe I’d be back at some point, but not for a long while. 

Friday night came – this would be my last night with Cindy.  Over the last few weeks she’d pretty much moved in – her parents didn’t seem to care about her.  We went out for dinner, Cindy insisted that I wore my collar.  I hoped to pass it off as a necklace or choker, but one look in the mirror and I knew what it was and what it represented was obvious.  I loved being dominated by her, but as this was our last night together I wanted to spend it with her, just talking and being with together.

I didn’t get my wish.

We went to a dive bar on the edge of town.  As two single girls in there we could expect to be hit on, Cindy took it to the next level.  We’d only just arrived and had our (fake) ID checked when she dragged me into a dark alcove.  Once there she ordered me to my knees and to open my mouth wide.  Cindy removed my top and bra, then tied my arms to the table, forcing me to stay in place.  She took out her lipstick and wrote on my face, then on my body.  I couldn’t see what she’d written but she took a photo of me and showed it to me.  She’d written SLUT on my forehead, WH on one cheek and RE on the other, with my mouth making the O of WHORE.  Across my chest and tits she’d written “Abuse me and fuck my mouth”.  I started to cry and Cindy just slapped me hard.

“Cut that shit out slut or you’ll be here all night, not just for the next three hours.”

“Yes mistress,” I replied, struggling to make the words through my gag, “I’m sorry.”

“You will be.”

Cindy stepped back to admire her handiwork.  Then she turned and walked out of the alcove.  I was alone for about five or ten minutes, saliva dripping down my face, when a guy walked in.  He was huge, must have weighed 300lbs, he just walked up to me and unzipped his fly, pushing his cock into my mouth.  I knew what to do and started to suck and lick as best I could, he fucked me hard and it wasn’t long before he came hard into my mouth.  As he pulled out I swallowed his load.  He grunted as he pulled back and look down on me, then spat on my head.

“Fucking whore,” he said as he walked away.  As his enormous bulk moved out of the way I could see a long line of men ready to take his place.  This was going to be a long night. 

I spent the next few hours on my knees, my arms tied tightly in place.  As soon as one guy had fucked my mouth and I swallowed and another would take his place.  My jaw ached as took cock after cock into my brutalized mouth.  I was crying most of the time, not that any of these guys cared – my tears just seemed to turn them on.  Somewhere inside the bar Cindy would be laughing at what she was doing to me.  Laughing as she saw me being abused, laughing as she knew I loved to please her, laughing as she knew I’d do this for her.

Eventually the stream of guy started to slow down and when there was no one waiting Cindy came back.  She photographed me on her camera before releasing me.  As I stood up she whispered into my ear “I make just under $10 an hour in the 7-11, you’ve just earned me $700, whore.”

So she’d been whoring me out to all these guys.  I didn’t know what to say, so I stayed silent as she dragged me to my feet.

“Nothing to say slut?” she added.

“I’ll money whore for you any time Cindy,” I replied.

She snorted, “Yes, yes you will Sarah”.  Cindy re-tied my hands behind my back and led me out into the bar, naked from the waist up.  I flushed with embarrassment as she walked me into the lot and into the car.  She stopped the car 10 blocks from my house and ordered me out.  She drove on and I walked slowly, diving into the shadows when I saw or heard something.  When I got home I let myself in and went to my room.  Cindy was in the bed, she’d left a note for me.

Don’t wake me slut or you’ll regret it.

I wanted to climb in bedside her, but instead I just lay on the floor.

In the morning I awoke first and slipped out of the room.  I showered to remove the cum and lipstick from my body, then returned to the room with a coffee for us both.  Cindy was awake and sat up in bed.  I handed her one of the coffees and she told me to get in next to her.  Cindy ran her hands through my hair.

“I’ll never understand you Sarah,” she said to me, “you’d let me do anything to you, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, yes I would Cindy, I love obeying your orders,” I replied.  We sat on the bed drinking our coffee and talking.  Once we had finished Cindy pushed my head down and I started to suck on her sweet pussy.  I teased her, wanting it to be slow.  Twice I brought her to the brink of orgasm before pulling away and denying her.  On the third time I let her climax, and she orgasmed, bucking on my face, taking handfuls of my hair and pulling hard, keeping my face embedded in her cunt as she came for what seemed like a minute.  When she let go I kissed my way back up her beautiful body, spending ages sucking her nipples before we kissed passionately for a long while.  Cindy made no attempt to pleasure me, but why should she?  I loved serving others, it’s what I was made for.

Cindy eventually broke off the kiss and made for the shower.  She had to start working at the store soon and had to get ready.

“Despite what you earned for me last night,” she said on the way out of the door, “I still need to go to work.  See you tonight?”

I smiled.  I’d never see her again but I just nodded and choked back my emotions, “see you tonight.”

After she left I started to get dressed when an email arrived.

Slave,

I hope you’re fit.  I’m going to run you all over town watching you to make sure you’re alone.  I’ll be following you by your phone tracker as well.  Wear sneakers, shorts and a good bra and running top.  Be at this location for 11am.  Don’t be late – you don’t want to piss me off before we even meet.

Master.

I checked the clock, just gone 9:30.  I went downstairs and had breakfast with Lucas.  I wanted to say something to him, about how kind he’d been since my mom died but couldn’t find the words.  After breakfast I went to my room, tidied it up and put out my notes to Lucas and Cindy.  I told Lucas I was heading out for a long run as I closed the door.  He waved me off.  I gave him a weak smile as I closed the door.  I started to cry, this house had been my home for 16 years, it was all I knew.  I started to run.

I made it to the rendezvous point on time.  At exactly 11 I got a new email with a new place to be.  The pattern repeated itself as he made me run all over town.  Once he ran me past a water fountain so at least I could get a long drink.  I was never late (it was very close sometimes, but never late).  I was exhausted.  In the late afternoon he ran me into the woods near the hotel where I’d given a father and son a blow job.  When I reached the designated point my phone bleeped.

Strip naked (you may retain your shoes and socks).  You have 30 minutes to get to the next location.

Shit, it was almost two miles away.  I stripped quickly and dumped my clothes behind a bush.  I ran/walked as fast as I could, down paths and taking short cuts between trees.  The wood was quiet and I only had to hide twice.  I made the co-ordinates with less than a minute to spare.  I stood there, bent over recovering my breath when my phone beeped.

Look around you.  You’ll find a large holdall.  When you locate it reply to me to say you’ve found it.  Then turn your phone off.  Inside the bag you will find further instructions.

I looked around, it took me about 15 minutes to find but eventually inside a large bush I found the bag.  I pulled it out, it was about three feet long, wheels at one end and an extendable handle at the other.  I opened it up and there was an envelope inside.  I looked around, shit I’d not obeyed the instructions to the letter.  I couldn’t see anyone.  Quickly I replied to the email, then turned my phone off.  I opened the envelope.

Slave,

Read this letter to the end, then obey it.  Open the box.  You will find a ball gag, a pair of handcuffs and a padlock.  First put on the gag – fasten it nice and tight, you don’t want it coming out.  Next you are to climb inside the bag, then zip it up.  Once zipped you will padlock it on the inside.  Finally cuff your arms behind your back.  Turn off your phone and leave it in the front pocket.  I’ll be along to collect my slave soon.

Master.

This was it, the point of no return.  Until this instant I could have backed out.  It was too late now.  I unzipped the bag and took out the box. I opened it and removed the gag, sliding the huge ball behind my teeth.  I buckled it behind my head as tight as I could get it – there was no way that was coming out.  I turned my phone off and placed it into the front pocket of the bag.  Next, I climbed in, clutching the padlock and handcuffs.  It was cramped in there, I had to double my knees up into my stomach.  Slowly I managed to zip the bag closed.  The material was thick so I couldn’t see through the bag and make out the zippers.  I struggled for a long time to find the holes on the zip pulls and get the padlock through. 

Finally I managed to maneouvre my arms behind my back.  I pushed the cuffs over one wrist and locked them in place.  I paused for several minutes, thinking about what would happen next.  Suppose this man never showed?  I would die in the bag.  The thought of this gave me a little thrill – Jesus, how sick am I?  I took a deep breath and locked the cuffs in place.

It was dark inside the bag – this was the height of early summer and I was warm inside the bag.  Through the small gap between the zippers I could see the light and a little air trickled through.  It was just after four when I sealed myself in, Cindy would be back by now and would have read my letter to her.  I cried, thinking of her and Lucas, they wouldn’t understand what I was doing.  I wasn’t sure I understood – I had no idea what my life would be like but I was getting so wet just thinking about the uncertainty of it all.  I really am a dirty little slut.

It started to go dark, I’d been in that bag for almost four hours when I heard footsteps.  Someone walked up and kicked the bag, hard.  I took the blow on my back and grunted in pain.  The person outside made no noise.  He extended the handle and lifted it up onto its wheels. 

Fuck, why did I not think of this – my head was down at the wheel end.  The blood started to rush to my head and I started to panic.  I made some noise and the man just dropped the bag.  He kicked me again through the thin walls.  I learned my lesson and just panicked in silence.  He dragged me for what felt like an age through the woods.  Eventually the wheels started to turn, we must have been on a pavement.  He pulled the bag for a short distance.  He dropped the bad down and I grunted as it hit the deck.  He let that slide as I heard a car trunk open.  He lifted the bag and manhandled me into the trunk, before slamming the lid down.  I heard the car door open, he got in, started the engine and drove off.  This was infuriating, I still hadn’t heard him make a noise.

We drove for what felt like hours, some of it on small roads interspersed with highway driving.  Eventually the car pulled off the road and into a driveway.  The man got out and opened the trunk.  He pulled the bag out onto the driveway before extending the handle and pulling me up to what I presumed was his house.  We went down into a basement.  In the basement he dumped the bag and left it, leaving the same way he came in, slamming the door behind him.  I waited for him to come back, but he didn’t so I tried to get some sleep.  He would get back to me soon enough.  I had no idea how long it was before he returned.

When he did I must have been asleep.  He woke me by kicking the bag.  I tried to move but the long confinement and the bag made this impossible.  He pulled the zipper apart and lifted the padlock through the hole.  He unlocked it and I looked up.  The lighting in the room was so bright I was blinded.  He opened the holdall further, I was blinking and trying to see.  As soon as I was out he slipped a bag over my head.  He dragged me to my feet and pulled me across the room.  He forced my legs apart and secured me to something.  Next he grabbed my hair and pulled me down, bent me at the waist.  I was in so much pain I couldn’t struggle even if I wanted to.  He released my arms, then pulled me up straight.  Each arm was secured into a harness – I know now he had me secured to an X cross, with my arms and legs spread wide.  I’ve spent many, many hours since secured to this thing.

I heard a click and he pulled the bag off my head.  The room was pitch black.  He removed the gag from my mouth and I closed my mouth slowly – the pain in my jaw was unreal.  He slipped 2 fingers into my cunt – despite all he had done to me my body betrayed me once again.  My pussy was soaking wet and I started to push against his hand.  It wasn’t long before he pulled his fingers out and replaced them with his cock.  He thrust into me over and over, cumming quickly inside me.  As soon as he came he pulled out and left me there, his hot cum dripping down my leg.  Once again he left me where I was, for what felt like several hours.

When he returned he had some water.  He held it to my mouth and I drank it, it must have been over a day since I last drank.  I heard him move back and a large TV screen or monitor was turned on.  The screen showed the words: ‘Are you my slave?’

I spoke without thinking.  “Yes Master”

Can I do what I want with you?

“Yes Master”

I heard typing.  Do you have any limits?

“No Master.”

What should I do if you fail me?

“Punish me Master.”  The words were coming from me without thinking.  This is who I am, it was what I wanted.  All I wanted to do was obey and serve.

And with that he was gone.  I was desperate to use the restroom but at the same time I didn’t want to give him a reason to punish me by wetting myself.  Once he had gone the TV started and it was showing my films.  Not just one the ones he’d uploaded to Pornhub, but all of them.  He’d clearly spent a lot of time editing them and I was so excited watching them back.  I was hot!

He left me for several hours like that before he returned.  Before he came in he turned some lights on.  They were all facing me, tied to the cross.  I was on display and I couldn’t see him behind the lights.  I heard him pull up a chair and sit down.  He sat there watching me for a long time.  When he spoke I was shocked.

“You’re a shameless slave slut, just like your mother was.”

I was speechless.  I recognized the voice immediately.  Lucas.  LUCAS!  My step-father!  He was the one tormenting me for the last 6 months.

He stood up and walked out into the light.  It was Lucas, but not as I knew him.  I’d always thought of him as a dull man, middle aged, always wearing a long sleeved shirt and usually a pullover.  He was wearing tight leather trousers, a leather waistcoat, showing his muscular arms.  I’d never realized how well built he was.  I started to speak.

“My mother?  What do you ...” He cut me off by hitting the side of my face hard.

“You will remain silent at all times unless you are spoken to.  Do you understand slut?”

I hesitated and he hit me again.  I blurted out “Yes Master, sorry Master.”

“Better,” he replied, “but yes, your mother was my slave for almost 12 years, until she was killed by that drunk driver.  We were discussing how to tell you just before she was killed.  She suspected that you were like her.  She was right.”

Lucas walked up to me and showed me a ball gag.  I opened wide, knowing what was expected.  Once it was secured Lucas pulled out his phone and sent a text.  A couple of minutes later I hear more footsteps.  I suspected I was about to be used by a group.  I was wrong.

Out of the lights stepped someone smaller.  For the second time in 10 minutes I was shocked as Cindy walked out.  She was wearing nothing but a tiny bra and panties.  She walked up to me and smiled.

“Hello slut, now you know.  Lucas and I have been controlling you for the last six months, well, Lucas has.  I joined in about four months ago – I inspected your emails and traced the sender.”

With that she removed her clothes and backed onto me, opening her legs wide.  Lucas walked up to her and started to fuck her.  I could feel her against me, her back against my body.  My mind was doing cartwheels, how long had they been together?  Cindy must have sensed my thoughts.  She turned her head to look over my shoulder.

“Oh, I’ve been fucking Lucas for months now slave.  When you were out whoring for us we’d be back here fucking.”

She didn’t speak again, she just lifted her legs and wrapped them round Lucas’ waist as he fucked her hard, pushing her into me.  It wasn’t long before they were both close to cumming, Cindy screaming in delight, Lucas reaching behind her to sink his nails into my tits.  My screams of pain seemed to drive them both onto to an intense orgasm. 

When Lucas released Cindy she climbed off him and the turned to face me, holding his hand.  Lucas spoke first.

“From now on you speak when spoken to, you address me as Master and Cindy as Mistress.  You are our slave.  You will obey without question or hesitation.  You chose this life Sarah.  You’re going to be famous.”

I just nodded, what did he mean by famous?


Epilogue

That was five years ago.  Lucas had watched me at the breakfast table that fateful day and seen me react.  He didn’t know what I was reading, he picked the paper up as soon as I left.  He’d known what I was immediately, way before I did.  He’d changed the internet connection at home – everything went through a man in the middle, so he could see my browsing history, my emails.  When I placed my advert he intercepted it and the responses to filter them, to make sure that the only ones I got to see where his.  He’d written hundreds of responses, must have taken him days.

Almost as soon as I started seeing Cindy so did he – she’d taken my phone, read my emails and traced the sender back.  She had approached Lucas, telling him she knew.  He was rather surprised when she said she wanted in on the action, and in return he’d start fucking her as well.  They controlled me throughout, leading me to the inevitable conclusion.

Since then my life of blackmail has continued, well, it’s not really blackmail anymore.  Now its a master/slave arrangement.  I’ve lost count of the number of guys (and girls) I’ve fucked.  I’ve got tens of thousands of subscribers to my Pornhub channel.  For money I do requests – nothing is off limits.  I work one or two nights a month at the strip club as a dancer/whore.  Cindy has quit work, as has Lucas.  I earn enough to keep the three of us going.  They live together as man and wife – the age gap has caused some talk around town but they don’t care.  Why would they?  They have a hot young slut to serve their every need.  And I love being their slave.


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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