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I looked around the narrow entrance hall. I
had never been in one of these brownstones before. I used to admire
them across Brattle Street when I was younger, the way the light
glinted off the ivy and burgundy stonework of their facades. It was
strange to think that Connor owned one, now, as if in the two years
we had been apart he had become privy to some foreign world of old
money and respectability.

I heard him speaking quietly on the phone
down the hall. "Make yourself comfortable," he had said before
leaving me. "I won't be long."

I breathed in deeply, consuming the still air
and relishing that I was back with him again. Nothing was certain,
of course. Nothing had happened yet. But when I had called him he
had answered, had sounded positive, and had asked me to stop by.
These were positive signs. These were signs that something good
could happen tonight.

I walked forward, my low heels clicking
distressingly loudly on the hardwood. Every sound seemed magnified,
as though I were standing in a much larger space.

The dull egg-shell woodwork of the door
frames seemed to glow slightly in the ambient glimmer of light
thrown down from fixtures that were recessed somewhere out of view
near the ceiling. Every passing moment built upon the hanging
surrealism of the evening: everything that had happened and
everything that promised to happen.

He had seemed different when he came to the
door. He had only said that he was in the middle of a phone call
and wouldn't I come in and make myself comfortable, but even in
that short interval I could tell that he was different. There was
an authority in his voice that had not been there two years ago.
There was an easy strength to the way he moved and gestured and
smiled.

I was both perplexed and intrigued. It seemed
so strange to think that tonight had begun as a simple, cowardly
relapse - turning to an old boyfriend when I was lonely and had
nowhere left to turn. This was not returning to anything I had ever
had before. This was new.

"Regina."

I turned with an embarrassing sort of jump. I
smiled at him. I didn't remember him being so handsome, either.
It's funny the things you forget. Or maybe it was just the way he
was leaning on the door jamb, suave and in control.

He was wearing a crisp black suit, his three
button jacket open and his pant hem just barely brushing the
polished black leather of his shoes. It was clear that he had not
changed from work. The only concession he had made to comfort was
to remove his tie and unbutton his collar. His dark hair was cut
medium-length and pushed loosely off his forehead.

"Hey," I said. The word came out quieter than
I expected and I realized that I had not breathed.

"You look good," he said. "You look like
you've been well."

"Thanks," I said, flushing a little. "You
look great, too."

I liked how he didn't apologize for the phone
call. It gave this a sense of informality - of intimacy, even -
that I clung to in the unfamiliar building looking at a man I used
to know.

"Can I get you something?" he offered.

"I'd take a glass of something," I said.

"Of course," he said. "Come."

I followed him back into a warmly lit kitchen
and sat at the high table as he poured two glasses from a bottle of
Bordeaux. The polished marble surface felt slightly cold beneath my
fingers. I kept forcing my hand down as it tried to work its way up
to play with a stray lock of hair.

"I'm not going to beat around the bush,
Regina," Connor said as he turned around. "I'm going to be very
direct in this because I don't want any mistake about what I am
saying."

I sat up straighter and tried to meet his
gaze. Things had become serious in an instant. "Alright," I
said.

"What we had last time - it wasn't working
for me. It couldn't work for me. If there's going to be anything
between us again it would have to be very different."

I looked at him apprehensively. "What exactly
do you mean?"

He handed me one of the glasses and set his
own down on the table beside where he stood. His eyes studied the
glass on the table for a moment as he rotated it absently with two
long fingers, and then his eyes returned to me. "Regina, I remember
how it was when we were together. I remember how every day was a
constant fight for respect and autonomy in our relationship. It was
as though you felt that my being involved with you gave you a say
in every aspect of my life."

I remembered him telling me as much when he
ended it, but the fact that it was still his dominant recollection
of our time together hurt more than I had expected it to. Why was I
here, if that's how he felt?

"It was good, too, sometimes, wasn't it?" I
prodded, half reproachful and half pleading.

"There were good times," he agreed, "but not
a single memory of our time together passes through my head without
my also remembering why I ended it."

I took a drink from the glass to avoid
responding.

"But I am not that man anymore," he continued
when I remained silent. "I have come to terms with why I let you
treat me the way you did. I was not being true to myself. I was not
being fair to you, in bottling myself up, in restraining myself and
hating myself for it, and you." He studied my face, being sure I
understood him. "I grew from that. I came to terms with my own
needs. I came to terms with what I expect from a partner."

Still I was not sure what to say.

"I want you to know that I don't hold any of
this against you. I am grateful for the experiences that have
brought me to where I am now. And I know that it was my behavior,
my leniency, which allowed our relationship to become that way. I
say all this not to dishearten you but simply to make clear that it
will not be that way again."

There was a certain steel in his voice that
shocked me a little bit, and I looked up. It was not anger. He was
simply ... implacable.

"Yeah?"

"Yes," he confirmed.

I stared into my glass, taken aback by how
this was all playing out. "It wouldn't need to be like that," I
said at last. "I just remember it being fun, sometimes, is all. I
thought maybe we could try again. Feel it out. It could go a
different way, if you want it to."

He considered me, his gaze direct. I shifted
uncomfortably and tried to shake the feeling that he was looking
through me - as if my thoughts and purposes were somehow naked
before him. A self-conscious flush came into my cheeks and I looked
away, no longer able to take it.

"If you truly feel that way, then perhaps
this is something worth exploring," he said.

"I do," I said quickly, relieved and eager to
please.

"Finish your glass, then," he said. "And I
will show you what I mean."

He set his own empty glass by the sink, not
waiting for me. He walked out into a hallway beyond the kitchen and
I struggled to gulp the remainder of my wine. I almost choked as I
got the last of it down and then hurried after him.

I stopped abruptly after rounding the corner.
I stood in a long, low hallway, lit much the same as the entrance
way. At the end of the hall a door was cast ajar and he stood
inside the unfurnished room it opened into. His back was to me and
his hand was fiddling with something overhead which I could not
quite see.

I shivered slightly as anticipation and
sudden anxiety clashed within me.

"Come here, Regina," he said without
turning.

I walked towards him hesitatingly. Even as my
angle of sight into the room improved, no furniture became evident.
I laid a hand on the door and stepped into the room, again hearing
the click of my shoe on the floor.

"What do you want to show me?" I asked simply
to cut the silence. My voice echoed loudly off the walls of the
near-empty room.

He turned to face me and then gestured at the
wall behind me. Leather straps dangled from brackets in several
places. A whip and a flog hung from nails embedded in the bare
plaster. Several lengths of chain and strips of leather were coiled
on a shelf in the corner.

I continued turning in a full circle and
realized that the room was only half the size I had originally
taken it for. The wall to my right was a single enormous mirror, of
the kind you might find in a health club exercise room.

"You know what these are used for, don't
you?"

I blushed slightly. "Of course."

"Well, then. We don't have to waste time.
These are my expectations. These are my terms."

I studied the items, unsure of what to think.
I felt very on the spot, as though the seconds were moving too
fast. "What do you mean?" I asked.

"I am not attracted to people who do not know
their place - who try to reach above themselves. I am not attracted
to people who scrabble for power in order to feel bigger than they
are."

I looked at my reflection in the mirror. My
face was drawn into a rictus of confusion and shock. I consciously
relaxed my features.

"And that's what I was doing?" I asked.
"That's what ended our relationship two years ago? Is that what
you're saying?"

"It was, as I said, not your fault. I take
full responsibility. It was I who allowed the behavior. It was I
who did not move to stop it. But now I will. Now I will stop it,
even the slightest hint of it. When I am with someone, now, I ask
of them that they be true to their natural place in our
relationship."

"Submitting to you," I finished for him.

"Yes."

I took a slow breath, fighting the urge to
turn and gaze again at the instruments on the wall behind me.

"And that's the only thing you want."

"I want other things. But that is the
foundation of my relationships that I will not forego."

His new demeanor was beginning to make sense:
his assurance, his confidence.

"Regina, I hope that you don't dismiss this
out of hand."

"Why shouldn't I?" I looked up and fought to
hold his gaze. His eyes bore into me steadily. It was not an unkind
stare. It was not belligerent or in any way trying to overpower me.
He simply watched me. Studied me. Everything he said, he said with
the easy straightforwardness of a man accustomed to getting what he
wanted. If it was not me who gave him what he wanted, it would be
someone else.

"What else is there for you?" he asked, his
eyes not leaving me.

"What do you mean? I just called, is all. I
have plenty going on." The words sounded pathetic as soon as they
were out of my mouth. If it were true, I would not have needed to
say it.

"Let's not play games," he said. "I knew when
I sent you away, when I was too tired of your overbearing ways,
that you would do the same thing with man after man and none of
them would put up with it the way I did. Just like me, they would
not know exactly what bothered them so much about you, but they
would not put up with it. And I knew that someday, if you didn't
learn better, you would come crawling back to me begging to try
again because you had nowhere left to turn."

I tried to meet his eyes, tried to imply by
my nonchalance that what he was saying wasn't true. Instead,
looking into the eyes of a man who seemed to know everything
without the slightest hint from me, I quailed, faltered, and looked
away.

"And I'll tell you why it's happened," he
went on. "I'll tell you why you did it and why you are here and why
you are so uncomfortable with what I am proposing."

"Oh yeah?"

"Yes. It is because you are petty. It is
because you are small and afraid. It is because you have never had
the courage to give yourself entirely to another person, and thus
have never understood the privilege of someone doing likewise for
you. Again, I do not blame you. I am here to help you."

"Help me?"

"That is why I asked you here tonight. I
could have very easily left you out of my life. I am not the one
driven to making phone calls to ex-boyfriends at two in the
morning."

"I didn't call you at two in the morning. I
called you this afternoon."

"And you think I don't recognize your number
on my caller id."

I flushed. But it was the old, comforting,
familiar Connor that I had been trying to reach with those late
night calls that ended in frightened hang up. Not a man with chains
in a back room of his home. Not a man who explained my own motives
to me and expected me to change for him. And yet . . . was he wrong
in the things he said? I couldn't pretend that he was.

"So what exactly does this entail?" I asked
tentatively, as if I was simply curious.

"It is very simple. All I ask is a
relationship based on trust and accountability."

"Those are pretty good euphemisms."

"They are not euphemisms. I refer to those
very things. What's here in this room is simply a means to an end.
And a means to a little fun, too, I suppose."

I looked around again. I could not lie to
myself. I had always been a little bit curious about what was out
there beyond the narrow world of simple, normal sex I had always
been familiar with. It had always seemed like there must be
something more to explore in my sexuality than a few soft words and
a caress or two under the covers.

"I'm not really - I mean, I'm new to all of
this stuff," I said.

"That's alright," he said. "We will start
where we start, and move from there."

I breathed, trying to slow my heart rate
down. I took a walk around the room and ran one of the leather
straps between my fingers. The soft, grainy texture played across
my finger pads and the smell of the leather was rich in every
breath I took.

"Tell me more," I said.

"There is nothing more to be said. If you
want to know more, then the only thing left is to show you."

I let the leather strap fall limp and placed
a palm against the wall.

"So it's yes or no?"

"That's right."

I turned and looked at him, both eager and
fearful. Who wouldn't be a little apprehensive in my shoes? But who
wouldn't be at least a little turned on, too? His face was intent,
hungry but restrained for the moment. It was clear that he wanted
something to happen as much as I did. It was just - he had set the
terms and it was to me to accept them.

"And how would - I mean, what would happen
first?"

"First you must commit yourself to the idea.
It will not work - I will not let it work - if you try to wade in
ankle deep. This is for your sake. You won't enjoy it unless you
throw yourself into it - unless you commit yourself to the emotions
and sensations of submission. I'll help, but I can only do so much
for you."

My stomach felt very light in my abdomen as I
tried to weigh options. Everything seemed to flit through my head
much too quickly to make sense of. All I knew is that no matter how
much my conscious mind balked, my instincts drew me towards what he
was offering me. Assistance, compassion, trust, structure. And all
of these mixed up with a sexual aggression, hedonistic and almost
depraved, but seductive. Impossibly seductive. It seemed to offer
so many things that had been missing.

"Okay," I said.

"You want this?"

"Yes."

"Enough to give yourself to it? To me?"

"Yes."

"Tell me how much, then."

"I want it very much," I said. "Sir."

He raised an eyebrow, but he did not object.
I mused and explored the word silently with my tongue.

"Then Regina, I'm afraid that our first order
of business is your outstanding debt to me."

"Debt?"

"I cannot simply forget how you behaved when
we were last together. If we are going to be good together, then we
must work to ensure that you never, ever think of behaving that way
again."

A lump of dread formed in my throat, and I
struggled to swallow it. "That's the only way?"

"You will thank me, I suspect. People often
find it very moving to be punished for their misdeeds. It's much
better to externalize the pain and discomfort than to remain
trapped in self-criticism."

His eyes were intent on me as he moved to
stand directly in front of me. I opened my mouth to object, but his
hand reached out and closed it.

"That's enough," he said. "You deserve to be
punished, therefore you will be punished."

I kept my mouth closed as he withdrew his
hand. My eyes were locked in his.

He allowed a silence to develop as I lost
myself in his gaze, and when he began to speak again it was very
softly.

"When you are in this room, I ask that you
restrict yourself to your uniform. Do you know what your uniform
is?"

I shook my head.

I felt him playing with the top button of my
blouse. His hand worked its way down and I felt the fresh air on my
skin as it opened progressively under his touch. When it was fully
unbuttoned, he pushed it over my shoulders and down off my
arms.

"Fold this and put it in the corner," he
said, holding it out in front of me.

I took it from him and did as instructed,
bending down and folding the garment against my knee before walking
over to place it neatly in the corner. I smoothed it once, and then
returned obediently to him, my hands at my sides and my eyes once
more on his face and his eyes on mine.

"Turn around," he said.

I did as told and felt him detaching the
clasp of my bra. It loosened and my breasts slipped out, exposed to
the slight chill of the room. I felt my nipples begin to stiffen,
and my hands twitched upwards in the instinct to cover my
front.

"Here," he said, indicating for me to turn
back to him and then offering me the bra dangling from his hand.
"Put this with your blouse."

I took it, did as told, and returned to
him.

He admired me for a moment before reaching
out a hand to lightly brush at my left nipple which stiffened
further under his touch.

"I had forgotten what nice tits you have," he
complimented me. "Have many other men enjoyed them since we have
been apart?"

"What?"

"How many men have seen your tits since last
we were together, Regina?" he asked.

I flushed slightly, half from being exposed
before his roving gaze and half from the intentional invasiveness
of his question.

"Four," I answered after a pause.

"Four in two years?"

"Yes."

He ran a light finger between my breasts,
then down over my stomach and coming to rest on the waistline of my
skirt. With a slow, deliberate touch he undid the button and zipper
on my hip and allowed the skirt to fall to the floor.

"Take it and put it with the rest."

I stepped out of it, picked it up, and
carried it over to the corner and then walked back to him.

He stepped back from me and looked me up and
down.

"Those are very nice panties, Regina. Did you
pick them out especially for me?"

 

"Yes," I answered after an embarrassed
pause.

"They are your best pair?"

"Yes."

"Good. I am glad that your instincts are to
put on your best for me. We will hope those instincts do not
change." He put a finger to his lips as he regarded me. "You
addressed me as sir, earlier. I like that as well."

"Yes, sir."

"Now take the panties off and put them with
the rest of your clothing."

I slid slightly shaking fingers into the thin
waistband of the panties, pushed them down, and stepped out of
them. Again my shoes made their soft clicking across the floor as I
carried out his instructions.

"Now," he said. "Look in the mirror."

I turned and saw myself, pale and feeling a
little gangly as I stood with nothing but shoes on in this strange
building and in this strange room. My face was flushed and even
across the room I could see the erectness of my nipples. Next to me
stood Connor, still in his suit and his intense eyes alight. Though
I didn't entirely understand why, it was incredibly arousing to see
myself naked and vulnerable beside this man, handsome and powerful
and well-clothed.

"This is your uniform," he explained. "When
you are in this room, this is how I expect you to present yourself.
You are to be available to me in whatever way I deem necessary,
whether for punishment or satisfaction or reward. Do you
understand?"

"Yes, sir," I said quietly.

"Good. Then go and bring me that chair
against the wall."

I turned and noticed for the first time a
grey folding chair propped against the wall. I went and brought it
to him. The metal was cool against my fingers and my hip as I
carried it.

"Set it here," he instructed, indicating
directly in front of him.

I unfolded it and set it on the ground. He
took a seat in it.

"Now lie on my lap, here."

I regarded him nervously, but when I
hesitated his eyes rose to meet mine, coolly expectant. I took in a
shallow breath and then bent over and draped myself awkwardly over
his knees. My stiff nipples brushed over the soft cloth of his
pants and I rested my palms against the floor in front of my face.
My ass was pushed high in the air by the posture, becoming the most
prominent part of my body. My hair fell forward and over my face,
and my toes rested against the floor on his other side.

I stifled a gasp as I felt a hand caress my
ass cheek and run down the back of my thigh.

"This is going to be a simple atonement
today," he said. "This is to make the nature of our relationship
clear to you."

I breathed deliberately, waiting for the pain
to begin.

"Regina, when you are being punished or are
about to be punished and I am speaking to you, I would like you to
respond to me by saying 'yes, sir.' I want to be sure that you hear
and understand me, and that you never become so pre-occupied by
what we are doing that you cannot learn the lesson you are here to
learn."

"Yes, sir," I said to the floor, already
partially distracted by the sensations of his fingers on my
skin.

"Thank you. You are learning very quickly.
Don't think I do not recognize and appreciate that."

I felt a small warmth of pride at his
compliment. His hand was cupping my ass.

"Now, I would like you to tell me what is
about to happen is about to happen."

"What do you mean?" I asked. "Sir."

"I would like you to tell me why you are
being punished." His hand moved smoothly across my sensitive skin.
I noticed how wet I had become. I did not entirely understand why I
was so aroused.

"Because of how our relationship was two
years ago, sir," I said.

"That is true," he agreed. "But tell me why
exactly, Regina." He pinched me experimentally and I jumped
slightly on his lap.

"I - ah -" I began, struggling to ignore the
sensations of my lower body. "I was controlling, you said,
sir."

"This is not about what I say. This is about
what you did. I want you to consider your own actions and tell me
why you deserve what is about to happen to you."

"Yes, sir," I said. I reached back in my
memories and tried to recall when things had begun to sour between
us. His fingers were exploring my inner thighs, closer and closer
to - but I needed to think. "I was petty," I said. "You gave me
what I asked because you wanted to make me happy, and I wasn't
doing the same for you, sir."

"And why were you doing that?" he asked.

"I was selfish, sir."

I felt a sudden burning impact. He had
spanked me very hard. He struck my other cheek, and both were now
on fire. He struck again and again. Four times in total. I sagged
over his legs and moaned in pain. Well, perhaps the moan was not
only out of pain.

"Is that all?" he asked.

I fought to breathe and the throbbing ebbed
to a manageable threshold. I tried to think what answer he was
looking for.

"Because, sir, I was insecure," I said at
last.

"Oh? How so?"

"I was afraid I wasn't good enough, sir."

"And that made you behave the way you
did?"

I took a shuddering breath. "I thought you
were better than me. I thought that if I could hurt you then it
meant I wasn't powerless. If I was taking advantage of you then you
couldn't be better than me. Sir."

I felt sick to say it. It sounded so awful
and useless. I curled against his legs, wanting to be small and
invisible and somewhere else.

"Good. This is good. So you understand that
you deserve this, now."

"Yes. I do, sir."

He struck again. Four blows again. I writhed
on his legs, my body instinctually trying to escape the
punishment.

"Thank me for it then, Regina. Show me that
you understand the necessity of this and that you are grateful that
it is happening."

"Thank you, sir."

"You are glad that I am punishing you?"

"Yes, sir. Thank you for punishing me,
sir."

His hand returned to my backside, caressing
my wounded body.

"But you have not been punished enough yet,
have you?"

"No, sir," I answered very quietly.

"So you would like me to punish you
more?"

"Yes, sir."

"Ask me nicely, then."

"Please punish me more, sir. Please punish me
harder, sir."

He obliged. I gasped as each blow rocked me
across his strong, muscled thighs. There were six this time, and
the pain of each individual impact led together into a general
sense of intensity. Pain, adrenaline, and arousal combined and
raged in my body.

When he had finished, it took me a moment to
see the floor. The burning began to lessen, and I could feel his
hand caressing me again.

"Now tell me," he said, "why you are
here."

"Why I'm here, sir?"

His fingers were between my thighs, and I
gasped as they moved further inwards. They slipped between the
lubricated lips of my pussy and probed forward. They drew very
close to my clit before they receded. A moan of need escaped my
lips.

"Tell me what brought you to call me. Tell me
what has happened in your life."

My breathing was fast and shallow, but his
fingers did not return. I had become a quivering body of pain and
need and desire. I was incapable of lying, least of all to this man
who was playing my body so expertly, as though it were a toy he
knew better than I did. "I was - I was lonely, sir."

"And these four men."

"It didn't work out, sir."

"Why not?"

I felt his fingers moving up the inside of my
thigh, drawing close to where they had come before but at the last
moment pulling away and pushing gently across the back of my leg. A
hot, wet surge of disappointment flooded me.

"I did not treat them well, sir," I admitted
after a pause.

"No?"

"I was selfish, sir."

"And they left you," he finished.

"Two of them did. I lost respect for the ones
who didn't, and eventually left them, sir."

My groin was positioned directly against his
leg and I could feel a slight damp spot forming in the fabric of
his pant leg beneath me. I could smell my own arousal intense in
the air, fusing with Connor's own musk of body and delicate
cologne.

"It was a dead end, then. Your selfishness
was sabotaging you."

"Yes, sir." I could feel anguish and
humiliation building in me.

"It was lucky for you, then, that you came
here to a man who understands how a woman like you must be handled.
Isn't that so?"

"Yes, sir."

"Perhaps you do not yet understand how lucky
you are. But you will."

"Yes, sir." Tears were standing in my eyes. I
was so ashamed that it had come to this and ashamed at how right he
was.

"But if you tell me again why we are here,
perhaps we can make real progress. Did you take advantage of the
gentleness and kindness of other men, Regina?"

"Yes," I said with a tremble in my voice.

"You abused the trust and respect that was
afforded to you."

"Yes," I sobbed. Suddenly I wanted to tell
him everything. I wanted to confess to all my insecurities, to hear
them said aloud, and be punished for them. It was a cleansing that
I needed. It was retribution. "Punish me for it, sir," I cried
out.

His hand came down again and again. The air
was filled with the heavy thud of his punishment raining down on my
body. I was screaming out, partly from the pain and partly calling
for more. My lower body was on fire. My body was tensing and
collapsing and writhing, at a loss to respond to this
bombardment.

At last the blows ceased and I sagged over
his legs, gasping and clinging to him and with my cheeks streaked
with tears.

"Thank you," I was saying in a choked
voice.

I had slid crooked and disheveled across his
legs. I moved to reposition myself and my side moved closer to his
crotch. With a slow-witted surprise I realized that his cock was
hard in his pants.

As I embraced his legs I became aware of how
aroused he was. I pictured myself, raw and pink and vulnerable
thrown across his lap with my ass in the air. More than that, my
pain and my gratitude for the pain he gave me seemed to turn him on
to an intense degree. I had been so wrapped up in my own sensations
that I had not noticed it. His hand was on my ass again.

"Thank you for punishing me, sir," I said
again, my attention on the feeling of his fingers running over me.
"Have I been good to let you punish me?"

"Sir," he said.

"Sir," I repeated.

"And yes, you have taken it well," he agreed,
a bit breathily. His fingers were kneading my smarting flesh.

"Do you reward good behavior, sir?" I asked
the floor.

He laughed. It was a fond sort of laugh, a
what-will-I-do-with-you laugh, and it made me feel very warm in a
way that I had not felt in a long time. His fingers were between my
legs, almost touching me where I wanted them to.

"That is something that I give when it seems
appropriate, Regina. Not something that I give upon request."

"Yes, sir."

"But," he said. His fingers were rubbing
between my lips, over my opening, spreading my wetness. "In this
case, yes, I suppose we should do something to reward you. Good
behavior does not become a good habit unless it is reinforced,
after all."

"Yes, sir," I said, wriggling pleasurably
under his touch. I could feel my wetness spreading through the
cloth beneath me, but if he minded he did not say so.

Suddenly, I felt him seize my hair from
behind and pull me back and upwards so that he could bring his face
down to mine. I winced and breathed with difficulty as my back was
forced into a tight arch.

"But I will tell you, Regina, that my rewards
are often not much gentler than my punishments, so you must be
careful what you ask for."

I gritted my teeth and stupidly tried to nod,
but was unable to.

He stood up abruptly, releasing my hair and
causing me to tumble to the floor. I landed painfully on my side
and rolled onto my back, throwing my hand out to stop my momentum.
I gazed up at him as he stood over me, his eyes alight and
hungry.

He removed his jacket and shirt and threw
them over the chair beside him. Through his undershirt I could tell
even more clearly that he had improved his physique in the past two
years. He pulled the undershirt over his head, and I confirmed it,
drinking in the sight of his muscular torso gleaming with the thin
perspiration of our exertions.

He undid his belt and pulled his pants off,
stepping over and straddling me as I lay sprawled on the floor. He
was wearing boxers and they were pulled outwards by his erection
such that I could see up beneath them from where I lay on the
ground.

"You know," he said, standing over me, "I am
very good to you. Aren't I, Regina?"

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. Please be good to
me now, sir. Please."

He took hold of himself and freed his cock
from his underwear, allowing the thin garment to fall to the floor
and kicking it away. Looking up at him from below made his cock
seem unusually large and stiff, profiled against the ceiling and
his upper body.

With a rough push from his foot, he rolled me
over onto my stomach. He gripped my hips and lifted me onto my
hands and knees.

I gasped as I felt him enter me. He filled me
and thrust deep, deep into me. I moaned, already brought perilously
close to orgasm by all that had already happened.

"I can see it turns you on to be treated this
way," he said. "You are a dirty, depraved little slut, aren't
you?"

"Yes," I gasped.

"Well that's alright," he said. "I know how
to treat dirty sluts like you." He drove into me harder. He grabbed
a fistful of my hair and pulled me ever more forcefully onto his
cock.

I was moaning unintelligibly, and the force
with which he was fucking me made the noise come out high-pitched
and oscillating. I could hear him gasping behind me. I squeezed my
feet against his calves and curled my toes against him. I was
yelling something.

And then I came powerfully. The ecstasy
poured into me from every inch of my hot, perspiring, abused body.
I sagged and my arms buckled at the force of it, but he gripped my
hips and held me on his cock as he continued to pound me.

After a few more moments passed being
violently used, I felt him come inside me. He stayed rigid against
me for several moments and then sank back, letting me fall forward
onto the ground. My eyes were closed as I relished the lingering
glow of what had been the most powerful orgasm of my life.

After a minute I heard him getting up and
heard the rustling of cloth. I rolled over limply and gazed up at
him getting dressed. I wasn't sure how he wanted me to behave, so I
remained silent, simply watching him.

"We'll make arrangements for you coming to
stay with me," he said.

I smiled languidly, not entirely hearing.
"Yes, sir."

He reached down and stroked my cheek fondly,
and then withdrew. "But we are done for now. You did well." He
turned to leave. "And Regina," he said, turning back, "I'm glad you
called. This is a good thing. I think we will be good
together."

I sat up, feeling the deep soreness in my
ass, and watched him leave the room.
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