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Blackmailed
I sat aghast at the dining room table, staring in horror at
the photographs now strewn across the gleaming wooden surface. A
wave of dizziness clouded my mind, setting the butterflies in my
stomach fluttering so wildly, I almost fainted. The worst thing
imaginable had finally happened. The photographs told a terrible
story, depicting me arriving at a motel one afternoon and entering
a room with a woman. The problem? It wasn’t my partner, Elise, but
rather, another woman with whom I’d been spending more and more of
my time over the past month. You see, I’d been with Elise for
almost an entire decade, and although for a long time, we could
barely keep our hands off of each other, as her work commitments
increased, our relationship began to dwindle. She was the head
surgeon at St Agatha’s Hospital, which was all the way over on the
other side of town. With so much responsibility heaped upon her
shoulders, not just to her patients but to the staff serving under
her, the job kept her busy and distracted, even on the odd occasion
when she finally made it home for an evening. Sadly, there wasn’t
that much room for me and even though I still loved her with every
beat of my heart, my longing for physical comfort eventually led me
down a dark and shameful path.

As much
as I fantasised about sex with other women, it was only when an old
flame from high school got in contact that I actually succumbed to
my carnal instincts. It was the spark that finally ignited the
months, even years of unfulfilled lust that had been gradually
building inside me. Her name was Miranda and in the twenty years
since I’d last laid eyes on her, she had hardly aged a day. I was
instantly jealous of her slender figure and still beautifully firm
bust, and it didn’t take long for her to seduce me. We’d only met
for coffee at lunch time but a couple of hours later, we were
shacked up in a motel room a few blocks away, stripping away our
clothes and feasting on each other’s naked flesh. It felt so wrong
and terribly naughty, but the adrenaline pulsing through my veins
was more than enough to block out any sense of guilt just long
enough to enjoy the moment. Even after we’d gone our separate ways,
the memory lingered so strongly in my mind, I couldn’t resist the
urge to contact her again. And so it began; my illicit affair with
my former lover - meeting up at least twice a week for a string of
steamy encounters. Covering my tracks didn’t seem like much of a
challenge as Elise was so rarely around to catch me in the act.
Still, there was no denying that somebody was aware of my
deceit.

Included in the envelope was a single shred of typed paper,
which simply read: Estrada Hotel, Thursday
9pm, room 912. My mind raced through a long
list of suspects, each one less likely than the last. I wondered if
it might have been Sarah, the bitch from work who had noticed me
leaving early for “lunch” one afternoon, or maybe even the manager
of the motel trying to make a little extra cash on the side by
blackmailing his customers. After all, we can’t have been the only
ones who took rooms for a couple of hours during the day. My
fingers trembled so vividly that I could barely grasp the paper and
I quickly became so light headed, I almost fainted from
hyperventilation. Whoever it was, it was clear they meant business
and there was only one way to proceed. As much as I wanted to be
unburdened from my sins, I couldn’t bear for Elise to discover what
I’d done and the only way to prevent that from happening was to
follow the instructions.

So, the following night, I found myself clinging onto the hand
rail of the Estrada hotel’s elevator; my back pressed up to the
mirror lining the back wall as I tried to steady my nerves. I
couldn’t tell if my quivering, jellified knees were shaking from
the soft vibration of the lift or my own anxiety. The elevator
pinged and the doors whirred apart before me, presenting the ninth
floor’s main corridor. I could barely take a single step without
toppling to the lush gold trimmed burgundy carpet beneath my feet
and had to pause and lean against the wall to capture my breath for
a moment. Get a hold of
yourself, I kept trying to drum into my
head. Eventually, my racing heart began to settle and I was able to
make my way along the corridor, scanning each sparkling silver door
number until I came across the dreaded ‘12’. It took every ounce of
strength in my body to muster up the courage to knock tepidly on
the door but as my finger knuckles touched the solid oak, I
realised it was already laying just ajar. I pressed the tips of my
fingers flat against it and slowly pushed it open, peering into the
dark abyss that lay beyond the threshold. I stood in the doorway
for a minute or so, glancing back down the deserted corridor a
couple of times. I’d come straight from work and had sat in my car
outside for a few hours, hoping to catch a glimpse of someone I
recognised. It had itching at the back of my mind ever since I’d
opened the package and as I hovered just outside the room, I wasn’t
sure if I had the conviction to confront whoever might be
inside.

I took a
long, deep breath and stepped through, squinting into the darkness
for some a human-like figure. A single shaft of moonlight filtered
through a gap in the curtains, landing squarely on the double bed,
which lay against the opposite wall. Even in the suffocating
blackness, I could tell the room was exquisitely decorated, from
the lavish artwork on the walls to the giant flat screen TV in the
corner. It was certainly a step up from the motel rooms I’d shared
with Miranda. Still, as my eyes adjusted slightly to the shadows, I
realised no one was there. The only other room was the en-suite
bathroom, and the door was wide open with no one inside. I began to
relax slightly, wondering if I’d imagined the whole thing and that
the package and the note was all just a hallucination; my mind's
way of punishing me for my actions. Then, the light coming in from
the corridor outside suddenly began to dim and with a heart
stopping click, the door closed shut behind me. I froze in horror,
almost like I was in a scary movie. I could hear the ever so light
ruffle of clothing near the door but I was too afraid to turn and
face them, no matter how much I’d anticipated the
moment.

“Who are
you?” I whispered into the darkness, but there was no reply. I
could hear shuffling sounds, like a bag being placed on the carpet
and a few footsteps moving around, raising the hairs on the back of
my neck. I winced and clenched my bottom lip between my teeth as
the footsteps grew closer, holding my breath in a state of absolute
tension. I felt something slipping down over my eyes, followed by
the snap of elastic pinning my shoulder length brown hair to the
back of my head. It was a blindfold, clearly meant to stop me from
ever finding out who was blackmailing me. I could detect the faint
scent of some unfamiliar perfume lacing the air around me, further
adding to my confusion. I had no idea who it was.

“What do
you want from me?” I asked, “If you want money, I don’t have
much...”

“I don’t
want your money!” came a heavily distorted voice from behind me.
Whoever it was, they were using some sort of voice changing device,
further masking their identity. It sounded mechanical like a robot,
but with the accent and vocal inflections of a person – a woman, no
less.

“Then,
what?” I insisted, “What are you going to do?”

“You
mean with the photos?” she asked.

“Of
course, the photographs!” I growled, quickly tempering my voice so
as not to annoy her.

“That
depends...” she said, “What would Elise do if I sent them to
her?”

She must know Elise somehow, I
thought. Maybe she’s a colleague who’s
jealous of our relationship and wants Elise for herself.

“She
would be devastated...” I sobbed, slinking my head from my
shoulders, “She’d never forgive me!”

“Then,
why did you do it?” she asked, “Why would you betray
her?”

“I
didn’t think...” I said.

“That
she would find out?” she interrupted.

“No, I
just... didn’t think.” I explained, “I just wanted to feel
something that wasn’t frustration. I wanted to feel the warmth of
someone beside me. I wanted her!”

There
was a long pause, with no sound apart from the flutter of footsteps
passing by on the corridor outside.


“Please!” I begged, “Don’t show them to her! I’ll do
anything!”


“Anything?” she asked, “It’s funny you should say
that...”

The hum
of a long zip purred through the air behind me, setting the goose
pimples soaring across the flesh of my back. I thought for a second
that it might contain more damning evidence of my indiscretions,
but the reality was something much worse. I hadn’t been summoned to
that hotel room to deliver a ransom. I was there to be punished by
the mysterious person and even more frighteningly, I was beginning
to like the idea.

“W...
what do you mean?” I stuttered, my jaw flapping nervously as I
heard all manner of whirring and clanging behind me. Every noise
splintered down my spine, leaving my teeth chattering and my
fingers dancing uncontrollably at my sides. I felt their
presence.

 

“Well...
it seems you’re in something of a bind.” she continued, “Wouldn’t
you agree?”

I nodded
and felt her closing in behind me, radiating the warmth of her body
through my ass as she pressed herself against me. I could feel the
heaving mounds of her breasts squashing against my shoulder blades
as she leaned in, parting the hair aside to kiss my neck. It was so
incredibly tender and erotic and even though I had no idea who she
was, all I wanted was for her to continue. I’d become intoxicated
by her delicate fragrance and as her lips pressed to my skin, an
electrifying chill spread through my body. She wrapped her hands
around my stomach and proceeded to pop the buttons of my office
blouse, slowly working her way up over my breasts until the sides
were hanging loosely from my shoulders with my softly jiggling
cleavage on full show. She peeled the blouse over my arms and then
with a deft click, I felt the straps of my bra suddenly slacken
around my chest. It fell from my shoulders, leaving my breasts
completely exposed and my rapidly firming nipples pointing like
bullets toward the bed. My skin prickled with the cool air in the
room, as if a field of static had engulfed my body. I’d never felt
so alive or as aroused as I was in that moment, and as her fingers
gripped the zip of my skirt and slid it down over my thigh, I was
about ready to surrender myself to her.

The
skirt fell to the floor around my feet and then moments later. I
felt her fingers pressing into my skin as she gripped the sides of
my g-string. I let out a little quiver as she gently tugged the
lacy fabric down over my thighs, and couldn’t help but notice the
persistent throb of my clitoris as they passed my knees and dropped
to my ankles. Finally, she slipped my feet out of my high heels,
leaving me completely exposed and at her mercy. The idea that she
was looking at my naked flesh for her own enjoyment gave me a
perverse feeling of submissive pleasure. Through my guilt, I
yearned for punishment and that it might please my captor only
added to my arousal. I could feel the juices beginning to
accumulate between the lips of my pussy and I would have given
anything to reach between my thighs and release some of the
pressure. She left me standing there for what seemed like an
eternity as she shuffled around behind me. I had naively assumed
she would use my body for her own satisfaction; to use her position
of power to fuck me and leave me. Her intentions were considerably
darker than that, though, as I was about to find out.

I heard
the sudden hum of something whirring through the air behind my
back, instantly setting me on edge. It happened again, sweeping so
close to my body that the hair draped over my shoulders began to
sway in the air to my right. Then, she swung it again, only this
time is made contact. With a thunderous crack, a dozen or so thick,
braided suede tassels sliced across my ass, sending the flesh
rippling out in every direction. I yelped and gasped as the pain
spread through my skin, clenching my teeth tightly shut as I winced
in agony beneath the blindfold. I took a step forward to escape its
wrath, but my knees immediately knocked against foot of the bed in
front of me. The pain lingered around my cheeks for a little while,
slowly fading to a tingly numbness as a series of deep red lash
marks formed across them. The logical part of my mind wanted to
remove the blindfold and turn around to confront whoever she was,
but my lustful curiosity was keeping me pinned to the floor right
there at the end of the bed. The tassels came roaring through the
air again, lashing straight across the small of my back with a
deafening thud. The sound of them hitting my flesh alone was enough
to make my clitoris throb harder, quickly harmonising with the
frantic beat of my heart. She whipped me again and again, each time
landing the knotted ends of the tassels across my bare flesh; down
the back of my thighs and repeatedly over my ass.

The
thrashing became so severe that, with the blindfold obscuring my
vision, I quickly became disoriented and could find no other option
than to allow myself to topple forward onto the bed. I reached out
to cushion my fall and held myself steady as she continued to flay
my skin. I could barely feel my own skin by the time she finally
stayed her hand and I whimpered pathetically, bent over the foot of
the bed as she stroked her hand across my ass. The touch of her
fingers caressing my ass felt almost loving and tender, and
completely the opposite to the brutal whipping she’d just unleashed
upon my flesh. In a strange way, I felt almost proud that she was
giving me a moment of softness, as if I’d earned it somehow. I
couldn’t explain it but as I remained there huddled over the bed, I
felt like a pet or a slave waiting for my next command. Even more
bizarrely, I wanted her to continue using my body. I heard the
handle of the whip drop to the carpet with a dull thump as she
stepped away and then the distinct shuffling of her fingers rooting
through the bag once more.

“Get on
the bed.” she ordered, still completely masked by the mechanical
device in her hand. It didn’t simply obfuscate her real voice; it
also emphasised her authority over me and I didn’t even think twice
before doing as she commanded. I climbed up onto the bed, feeling
my way blindly across the bed sheets to kneel on all fours
somewhere vaguely in the centre, hoping it my placement was
satisfactory. Then I waited, and waited, hoping for some sign that
I had pleased her, aching to know that my inflamed skin satiated
her desire. She said nothing, though, and instead, she grabbed me
by the wrists and yanked them back down next to my feet. My head
dropped helplessly to the bed and pressed against the sheets as she
wound some thick rope around my left wrist and ankle, followed by
the right. She coupled them together, making it impossible for me
to move other than to spread my legs apart. My breasts squashed
against my knees with every shuddering breath I took and I could
feel my moist pussy lips peeling apart to reveal the glistening
pink petals of my vulva. I heard a brief murmur of satisfaction
coming from behind me, without the aid of the masking device. It
was the first morsel of her real voice I’d heard, and it sounded
oddly familiar. I couldn’t put my finger on it, because it was
barely audible to begin with, and my mind was quickly distracted by
the intense sting of something else hitting my scorched
flesh.

It hit
with a much louder crash than the suede tassels of the flogging
whip and with such blunt force, the impact sent me bolting forward
as far as the rope around my wrists and ankles would allow. I let
out a long, exaggerated howl and clenched the bed sheets between my
teeth, biting down hard on the fabric as immense waves of blazing
pain shot through my bones. Tears began to well up behind my eye
lids and spilled over, rolling down my cheeks and soaking into the
sheets crumpled up around my face. She allowed me a second or two
to digest it, giggling softly behind me as I writhed on the bed for
some semblance of comfort. It was a paddle of some sort – long
enough to slap across both of my cheeks at the same time and
slender enough to slice through the air in the blink of an eye. She
swung it again, landing the flat leathery surface against the back
of my thighs. The initial thump almost felt like a jolt of
electricity shooting up my legs directly to my clitoris. My elated
gasp faded into a guttural, heaving groan as the pain overwhelmed
the excitement but then, as the fiery twinges dissipated, the
tingle of my clit came back to the fore. It was like a battle for
supremacy being fought within my body.

“Oh, my
God!” I screamed, unable to conjure any other words. I had so many
things I wanted to say; to ask who she was, to tell her to stop,
yet also to beg for her to continue. She pounded me again, lashing
the thick, sturdy paddle across my ass over and over again until
dark speckles of purple bruising began to form beneath the ocean of
crimson fury. Each whack of the paddle caused me to shudder
violently on the bed and the longer it went on, the greater the
urge became to somehow toss myself over onto my back or even
dislocate my thumb to release a hand from the rope. I’d almost
reached breaking point when suddenly, she stopped and dropped the
paddle, leaving me reeling from the waist down. She was far from
finished with me, though.

“You
disgust me.” she said, raising her foot to press her heel against
my tender ass cheeks, “You’re a dirty little beast, aren’t
you?”

“Yes!” I
sobbed.

“Yes,
mistress!” she barked, the harsh sound of her voice drilling
through my ears and reverberating down my spine toward my aching
clit.

“Yes,
mistress.” I repeated, gently attempting to clench my buttocks in
the hope of squeezing some pleasure from my tingling groin. As
fierce as the pain had become, the persistent throb of my clitoris
had grown so strong that the juices were now seeping from my pussy
like a dripping tap.

“Look at
this!” she growled, cupping my pussy in her hand. She rubbed her
two middle fingers over my clit with her palm nudging at my
engorged labia, instantly making me groan with pleasure.


“Please...” I gasped, though even I couldn’t tell if I wanted
her to set me free, or to continue touching me. She pulled her hand
away and although I couldn’t see what she was doing, the thought of
her raising her fingers up to her lips to taste my warm juices gave
me such an incredible feeling of worth. It wasn’t just the sordid
eroticism; it was a perverse longing to be controlled that I’d
never even realised was there, and the idea of her gorging on my
sweet, sticky nectar only made me want to please her even more. She
stepped away and left me squirming for more on the bed, still
feeling like I was trapped in the middle of a raging inferno. I
heard the sharp strike of a match being lit and worried for a
moment that the fire on my flesh was about to become somewhat more
literal, but then I caught the scent of burning wax and realised
she was lighting a candle. The anticipation was immense and my skin
was crawling anxiously as I listened intently to every sound she
made. She placed the candle down on a table for a moment as she
rifled through the bag again.

“What
are you going to do to me...” I whimpered, “Mistress?”

“Nothing
you don’t deserve!” she replied after a brief pause. I felt
something cold falling into the crevice of my ass cheeks, causing
me to shiver softly on the bed. Then, as she smeared her fingers
around the puckering ripples of my anus, I realised that it was
lubricant jelly and that she was preparing my ass hole for
penetration. I felt the blunt head of a butt plug nudging against
the rim, slowly prising it open as she slid it inside my ass. My
anus spread around it as it passed into my rectum, popping shut
around the short stem between the plug and base. The tightness of
my anus locked it inside with only a small circle of plastic
protruding from the hole, wedged between my cheeks. Every little
movement of my body caused it to press against the walls of my
colon, endlessly moving around inside me as I groaned with a
strange mixture of satisfaction and discomfort. She retrieved
something else from the bag, and I hear the clink of metal buckles
and the rustle of straps being fastened behind me as I waited
patiently on the bed. I’d heard similar noises before and was all
too familiar with the sound of a strap-on dildo being attached to
her hips. The bed depressed slightly as she mounted it behind me,
tapping the insides of my thighs to part them even wider so she
could shuffle herself closer. I could barely contain my excitement
and quickly spread them as wide as my arms would allow.

“You
like being fucked, you filthy animal?” she hissed, pressing the
head of the chunky rubber dildo up to my quivering pussy lips. It
instantly became coated in my juices, allowing her to easily slide
it between them. As I felt the many veiny, ribbed edges passing
over the nerve endings inside my pussy, I let out a long, blissful
moan and began to pant ecstatically, occasionally biting down on
the bed sheets again to control the surges of pleasure flooding my
system. It was so thick and filled up every inch of my pussy,
splitting my labia wide open around its impressive girth. My
delighted squeals grew even more pronounced as she began to slide
it in and out, thrusting the full weight of her hips against my
ass. Even the pressure of her body smacking against my sore cheeks
wasn’t enough to dissuade me from the tremendous orgasm that now
lay ahead of me, like a light at the end of a long tunnel. I
shuddered with every masterful thrust, gasping “Thank you,
mistress!” every time my pussy lips kissed the base of the dildo.
She dropped the voice masking device to the floor and I could hear
her moaning softly behind as she fucked me and once again, I
couldn’t help but notice how oddly familiar her voice seemed, even
without speaking any real words. Still, I couldn’t focus on her for
more than a second as each enormous wave of pleasure soared over my
body, causing my own breathless panting to eclipse her delicate
noises.

I should
have known she wouldn’t allow me such heights of sexual ecstasy
without balancing it with a healthy dose of punishment and sure
enough, after a couple of minutes of hard fucking, I realised why
she hadn’t been holding onto my body at any point. She held in one
hand the candle that had been slowly burning away beside the bed,
forming a pool of molten wax beneath the flickering flame. In her
other hand, she held the flogging whip from earlier. I heard a
devilish giggle, which was immediately punctuated by the splash of
the scalding hot wax hitting my bare back. I bolted forward and
then back, impaling myself deep onto the dildo as I wailed in
agony. The heat of the wax quickly faded, leaving a persistent
tingle in its wake. As she waited for the pool of wax to grow
again, she raised the flogging whip high into the air and brought
it crashing down onto my back, sending flakes of cool, dried wax
flying off onto the bed beside me, like some sadistic snowfall. The
rope around my wrists kept me in place no matter how violently I
shook, and she didn’t cease the momentum of her thrusting hips for
a second, either. She continued to fuck me harder and faster,
plunging the dildo as deep into my dripping wet pussy as she could
as I gasped and moaned on the bed before her.

She
couldn’t wait for the wax to melt and cracked the flogger over my
back again, moving her target gradually up toward my shoulders with
every strike. As the tassels sliced against my flesh, they wrapped
around the side of my chest ever so briefly and lashed the side of
my left breast, setting them jiggling chaotically even as they
remained squashed between my body and my knees. She thrashed me
again and again, lathering my back with burning red impact scars
until it was almost as beaten as my ass cheeks. Then, she tilted
the candle again and poured another round of hot, steaming wax onto
my back, moving it forward to drip the wax along the ridges of my
spine. I tried to wriggle free but the ropes held firm. I was
secretly thankful, as even though my instinct was to try to escape,
some dark, twisted part of me wanted to stay and take it. With the
dildo grinding endlessly against my g-spot and almost thumping at
my cervix deep within my pussy, there was no way I could move away,
not even an inch. Even through all of the pain and anguish, I’d
inched myself closer and closer to an orgasm and after a few more
lashings of the flogger, I found myself balancing precariously on
the edge of a blistering climax.

“Don’t
you dare cum!” she growled. Only this time, she spoke without the
aid of the voice masking device. It was only then that it dawned on
me. Like a tsunami of truth sweeping me up where I stood, I
realised my captor was not just some random person, but Elise
herself. I tried to speak to confirm my suspicion, but I was so
breathless and subdued with ecstasy, the only noises that escaped
my lips were a string of elated breaths. I needed no confirmation
anyway. It all made so much sense and the idea that it was Elise
punishing me for my sins only made the situation that much hotter.
The sense of relief was matched only by the overwhelming swell of
sexual desire, and it was only because Elise had commanded me not
to cum that I was able to summon the strength to do as she asked. I
held on for dear life, biting my bottom lip as she pounded me from
behind with the dildo. She blew out the candle and tossed it aside
along with the flogger, allowing her to grip me by the hips and
fuck me as hard as she her body could muster.

I rocked
back and forth on the bed, heaving with each colossal insertion as
the dildo pummelled my soaking wet cunt. The sound of it sliding in
and out of my pussy mixed with the persistent slapping of Elise’s
flesh hitting my ass and her own excited moaning was making it
impossible for me to resist cumming. She spanked my ass repeatedly,
as if the barrage of abuse she’d already unleashed upon skin wasn’t
enough to torture me. I could hear her edging herself closer and
closer to an orgasm, with the base of the dildo thumping against
her clitoris every time the dildo plunged inside me. Sure enough,
after a couple of minutes she, too, was moaning so noisily, I knew
it couldn’t possibly be much longer. The only thing I cared about
was making her cum, not just because it would mean I could too, but
because it would seal her forgiveness of my betrayal. I wanted
nothing more than to feel the warmth of her body and her love for
me and as she rammed the dildo inside me over and over from behind,
I felt like she was teasing me with a gift she knew I wanted.
Finally, with a long, breathless wheeze, she leaned over my back
and grabbed my hair, tugging back on it as she began to
cum.

“Cum
with me!” she moaned softly, still fucking me with the dildo as
hard as ever. She had barely whispered her final word before I
tipped over the edge, and together, we writhed in a sweaty heap of
flesh and limbs; mine a much darker shade than hers. Even with the
heat of a thousand broiling lashes of the flogging whip, the only
thing I felt in that moment was the monumental euphoria of Elise’s
loving embrace. The smell of her sweet breath and the warmth of her
arms wrapping around me as she delivered a few final thrusts into
my pussy only added to my state of utter bliss. The bed began to
quake beneath us as our bodies thrashed and flailed uncontrollably,
but neither of us cared for a second. We were reunited as one and
as she held on to my body, I could feel our love being reaffirmed.
With one final deep, hard thrust, she collapsed onto the bed beside
me and after a long, breathless pause, she opened her softly
wilting eyes and stared into my soul with a forgiving
smile.

“So...”
she said, picking up the flogger laying at the edge of the bed,
“You like this, huh?”

The
memory of my indiscretions were of almost no concern to her, it
seemed.

“I
guess...” I answered cautiously, “Did you like whipping
me?”

She
nodded, lifting the handle to playfully graze the tassels across my
back.

“I’ll
have to think of some more reasons to punish you then!” she
laughed, before untying me. I didn’t know what excited me the most;
the knowledge that I’d been absolved in her eyes, or the idea of
feeling the furious lash of the whip again. Our relationship hadn’t
just been saved, it had changed dramatically in ways I never could
have expected, but which I could wait to explore!






The End
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