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Chapter 15


I saved everything on my phone. I
didn’t even go home after work. I went right to Sandy’s place. I
kept trying to calm myself down, but someone had gotten a hold of
these photos and I was going to find out who.

I had gotten to the point where I
would just walk into Sandy’s home when I arrived, but he was
usually expecting me. I was supposed to show up later today after I
stopped at my place. His door was unlocked. I stomped in. He was at
his desk, typing away and seemed genuinely surprised when I marched
up to him with my cell phone and showed him the photos.

“Have you seen these?” In
retrospect, it wasn’t the best opening I could have
used. 

He looked at my phone and the
pictures. “Yeah. You look hot in them. Eileen took them.
Remember?”

“I fucking remember! Why
the fuck are they on some shitty porn site.”

His brow furrowed and he took a second
look at my phone. “Shit,” he muttered under his breath and put my
phone on his desk. He opened a new browser window on his computer
and carefully typed in the site’s address. “Shit,” he
repeated.

“Yeah! Fucking
shit!”

He zipped through the photos. “They
did a terrible job blurring the faces.”

“I noticed
that.”

He opened some special function on the
website or the browser and started typing furiously.

“What are you doing?” I
asked.

“Website is hosted outside
of the US,” he muttered under his breath while continuing to work.
“Not going to be able to do much with that. We can file a police
report and a takedown request, they may not respond at all. Shit,
shit and shit.”

“Why the fuck did Eileen
do this?” I demanded of him. “Or did you fucking do
it?!”

He turned to me, leaving off the
computer screen for the moment. “I didn’t put your photos on this
site or any site. I have them stored safely on my secured drive. I
like looking at them.”

Deep down inside, I sort of liked that
others could see me naked and having sex, especially kinky sex, but
if I had done it, I would have done it completely anonymously. I
wouldn’t have put my name on every fucking photo.

“Then it must have been
Eileen!”

“Or someone she shared
them with,” he pointed out.

I burst into tears. “This is a fucking
disaster.”

Sandy proved he was a good man. He
stood up and put his arms around me, holding me, not saying or
asking anything until I had cried myself out.

“What are we going to do?”
I asked as my sobs slowly faded away.

“There’s not much we can
do…the one good thing is that this is pretty mild porn. This is a
tear in a salted sea situation. It’s going to get lost.”

“It fucking would have if
someone hadn’t anonymously sent the link to everyone on
Facebook.”

“A wretched hive of scum
and villainy, that’s Facebook,” Sandy said.

“Not helping,” I
muttered.

“Sorry. Did you deny
it?”

“Yes.” I quickly
summarized my conversation with Cece. 

“Have you talked with
anyone else yet?”

“No. I turned off messages
and phone calls for my phone.”

After taking a breath, Sandy said,
“Turn them back on. Do you still use Facebook?”

“Occasionally. Not
much.”

He nodded. “Put a post on Facebook
saying you know about the faked photos and you’re dealing with it.
Send text messages to your family members saying the same
thing.”

“That’s a lot of fucking
work.”

“I’ll help.”

Sandy did help. Action helped. It all
sucked. We both knew we were lying when I said posted the pictures
weren’t me, that they had been faked, and that someone (not Sandy)
was trying to cause me grief. It seemed to take forever. I didn’t
reply to any messages or texts or phone calls because it was going
to be too much work.

“I should never have done
any of this,” I said when we were done. I was exhausted, but not
the pleasant sort of exhaustion that came after sex, after the
really fucked-up, kinky sex that left me trembling. This was true,
body-draining exhaustion that was a half-step away from
pain.

Sandy stood up from his chair,
stretched his back, and looked down at me. “I made you do
it.”

I shook my head. “No. I wanted to. It
was a stupid decision on my part.”

Now it was his turn to shake his head.
“No. I made you do it.”

“Even so, I’m the stupid
one because—”

Abruptly Sandy unzipped his jeans and
pulled down his underwear far enough to show off his cock and cage.
“I told you to do all of it. It’s just as much my fault as yours.”
He gripped his caged manhood and shook it at me. “You did it
because you agreed to be a good submissive while I wore
this.”

“I should have had more
common sense…”

“Stand up and take off
your clothes,” he barked at me.

“What?”

“Stand up and take off
your clothes,” he repeated.

“Why…?”

“Because I’m the dom, I’m
wearing my cage, and you can do as I say or you can leave my house.
Forever.”

I wasn’t certain if he was
serious.

“I’m too tired,” I
protested.

“Then you need to
leave.”

Somehow I managed to struggle to my
feet and slowly began to remove my clothes. I was still in my
scrubs so it went quickly. Top. Bra. Bottoms. Socks.
Panties.

I stood before him naked and
waiting. 

“Well?”

“You’ve got great tits,”
he told me.

I was feeling vulnerable and crossed
my hands over my breasts, hiding them away from him. He could still
see my pussy, but I didn’t have any shame there. “Don’t,” I warned
him.

Sandy grabbed my wrists and pulled
them away from my chest, displaying my tits to
him. 

“We’re going to the
bedroom and I’m going to spank your ass.”

“No,” I said
firmly.

He dropped my wrists and tucked his
cock back into his jeans before zipping up. He pointed in the
general direction of the front door. “Then leave,” he said. He
walked out of the home office, leaving me behind.

I stood there a minute not knowing
what to do.

Eventually I gave in and followed
him.

Sandy was waiting on his bed, seated,
a small paddle in his hand. I froze. 

“Where’s your princess
plug?” he asked me.

“I-I-I left it at home. I
don’t wear it to work, usually.” I stared at the paddle. It was
about a foot long, thin, no wider than three inches, made of wood
and sported a leather-wrapped handle.

He patted his legs. “Lay down,” he
invited me.

I was scared. His hand was one thing.
The paddle was another.

“It’s going to hurt,” I
said.

“Yes. But you need
this.”

I had my doubts about that. Even so, I
lay down across his lap. It felt like my skin was electric. I was
anticipating this all too much.

He rested his left hand on my bottom,
gently caressing it in a circular motion. 

“We’ll have to make sure
your plug is always available,” he mused.

“Maybe I don’t want it
in,” I griped.

He parted my buttocks with his fingers
and touched my asshole. “Don’t lie to me,” he said. “I know you
love it.”

I tensed as he touched me there, but
then I relaxed when he didn’t penetrate me, though I would have
welcomed that. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m just nervous.”

“Don’t worry. This will
only hurt a little bit. And I promise you’ll like it.”

“Just go ahead and do it.”
I steeled myself. 

“Just relax, it’ll be more
enjoyable that way.”

I focused on breathing and not tensing
all my muscles.

When he brought the little paddle down
on my ass, it didn’t really hurt. There was a bit of a sting, but I
didn’t mind it. 

I let out my breath. There was a
pleasant burn on my skin.

He did it again. And again.

“You have such a lovely
ass. Big and full but not fat.”

“Uh-huh.” I was focusing
on my body. I felt so alive. Everything else was
forgotten.

He continued to paddle me. I deserved
and loved it.

I could feel myself becoming aroused.
That was fucked up, but I went with it. 

Soon it felt like my ass was on fire
but I didn’t ask him to stop. And yet he stopped. He forced my legs
apart so he could touch my pussy.

“You’re so wet,” he said
softly.

“I know…”

His fingers trailed back to my
asshole. I wouldn’t mind it if he penetrated me now, but he was
just teasing back there.

Sandy just rolled me off his lap and
onto the floor. I managed to catch myself. 

“Get back on the bed, on
your back, and spread your legs.”

I did what he asked. I was ready to be
fucked. Of course, he couldn’t do that because he was still fully
dressed and had his cage on, but I figured he was going to go down
on me, maybe use a dildo or vibrator he had hidden away, or maybe
even use his hand and make me squirt.

I was ready for all of
that.

The sheets gently rasped against my
tender ass. I was ready for anything.

I wasn’t ready for when he abruptly
slapped the paddle down on my exposed pussy.

At first it felt good. Really good. My
body immediately flushed hot and felt fully alive. I heard the wet
impact of the wood against my flesh. My pussy was leaking amrita at
an alarming rate, but that was good. There was a bit of a sting,
but that was to be expected.

I came. It was a sharp, intense orgasm
unlike any I had ever had before. I screamed a little. I screamed
louder than I realized. There was pain, but I didn’t care about the
pain. I liked the pain. My clit took the impact directly and it was
the most wonderful thing in the world.

As I screamed I rolled to my side and
put my hands protectively over my pussy. I hated that. I wanted him
to hit me again. My flesh was too abused. I wasn’t ready for
more.

I realized my body was trembling with
pain. It was trembling with the aftershocks of my orgasm. I wanted
this experience to last forever.

“That fucking hurt,” I
scream-sobbed into the pillow.

“Did you cum?” Sandy asked
me.

I waited for as long as I dared to
answer him. 

“Yes.”

“Then it was worth it,” he
decided for me. 

“The hell it
was.”

“You came,” he pointed
out.

“Doesn’t mean I liked it.”
My pussy and clit were throbbing in pain.

“Did you like it?” he
demanded of me.

I didn’t answer him. I couldn’t lie. I
mean, I could have lied, but I didn’t want to lie to Sandy. That
would be breaking a confidence.

“Sort of,” I finally
relented after a minute.

“Don’t worry, I’m not
going to do it again.”

“Good.” I took a deep
breath and rolled back over to look at him. I carefully took my
hands from my pussy and looked down at myself. Since I kept my
pussy shaved, I was always fully exposed. When I was aroused, my
pussy got very pink. Right now it was bright red, as if it had been
slapped. It was swollen too. My clit was still throbbing. “Do you
want to have sex now?” 

“Are
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