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Chapter 1

Excited to be out of the office for the weekend, and early, even, Mandy Andrews turned the corner onto Spruce and saw her husband Eric’s car in the driveway. That’s odd, she thought. When she’d tried to call him earlier, before she’d left, to see if he wanted her to pick up something for dinner or if he might like to go out she hadn’t gotten an answer on his cell which usually meant he was stuck in a meeting at work, yet again.

Eric worked way too hard; he was the CEO of the software company he’d begun fresh out of school, with a little help from a loan from his parents, a loan which he’d paid back within the first year as his product, a video game which appealed to both kids and adults, had become all the rage quite suddenly. Needless to say, he had a reputation to uphold and he took his job and his position very seriously.

Mandy, couldn’t remember the last time Eric had beat her home, or the last time they’d made love, even, only that it had been at least a month. She felt a little thrill that began deep in her pussy, and spread outward, like liquid lightning, warming her, heating her suddenly.

Maybe today would be the end to that long dry spell. Maybe he’d fill her with his long, hard cock, instead, which was a thing of beauty and extreme pleasure when the man wasn’t off somewhere too busy working to use it or bring her the pleasures he had when they’d first married.

Even more excited now, and noticeably wet already between her legs, Mandy pulled her Ford Explorer to a halt in front of the house and bounded out the driver’s side door and up the walk making a beeline for the front door, not even bothering to check the mail on the way up.

Whatever might possibly be in there waiting, a bill, or a circular or other piece of junk or even a letter from a dear friend could just wait a little longer, Mandy figured. She had bigger, harder, much more pressing matters to attend to, at least she hoped so, anyway.

She’d run a bubble bath, light some candles, relax and get in the mood, more in the mood, anyway, since she was already there. But, she wanted to look good, and smell even better. She had plenty of sensual scents she was just dying to try, and here was the perfect occasion.

She’d soak and slather her body in creamy lotion, maybe jasmine or sandalwood scented and then she’d dress in some sexy lingerie. She would seduce her husband good and proper, she grinned, thinking of how surprised he would be.

And knowing how utterly sexy she would be, Mandy figured the poor man wouldn’t even know what was about to hit him. She’d knock his socks off, have him regretting the dry spell they’d had just as much as she had. She’d make him want it, and her, every night, just like the good old days. Just like it should be.

Unless, of course, Eric happened to be handy when she came in, in that case she might just jump his bones right then and there. It had been too long, and she wasn’t about to wait any longer than necessary for a little, no, scratch that…a lot of satisfaction! She deserved it, and so did her sexy as hell man.

She stuck the key in the lock, and turned it, grinning even bigger now. She almost hoped Eric wasn’t around when she came in. She was liking the idea of her stealth attack, even more, and she knew the waiting would certainly heighten her desire, honing it to an even sharper edge. She knew they would both be seeing stars literally tonight. She could feel it already…

It had been a long time, a damn long time, and they both deserved this, they deserved a night like no other, a night to remember. It would be a new beginning for the both of them, and Mandy couldn’t wait.

As Mandy turned the key, opened the door, she heard voices. Her baby must be in the living room, watching TV, she supposed, although the voice sounded somewhat familiar for some reason. She paused a moment and shook her head, thinking.

Mandy couldn’t recall exactly where she’d heard it before, only that she surely had. Perhaps it was one of those sit coms she’d watch with him occasionally, insanely ridiculous things.

Mandy didn’t really care for most sit coms at all, although, from time to time she would indulge Eric and his fondness for them , watching a night’s worth alongside him on the big comfy couch. The quality time together was more important than the quality of the programming to her, and so if you had to suffer a little for love, so what? Wasn’t that what you were supposed to do?

Through thick and thin, through richness and poorness, through shitty television programming and academy award winning shows?

Mandy turned the other way, with a sly smile and slid silently through the hallway, making her way to the bathroom…to implement her little plan.

She started the tub, running the water good and hot first then shoving the stopper in. She dumped in enough smell good stuff to make her smell even better than roses tonight and then opened the connecting door leading into the bedroom to grab something sexy to put on after her bath…

Did she have any garters, any nylons that didn’t have a run in them? Eric was always so playful and so enthusiastic, so aggressive, even, when they were in the middle of a good lovemaking session she often just had to trash whatever sexy little thing it was she’d worn to begin with. It was hell on lingerie, but she and Eric could afford it, and it was heaven where it counted.


Chapter 2

The doorknob turned and Eric turned his head, startled, staring at the door, as if wishing it to lock itself, immediately.

He had no such luck, of course and since he hadn’t bothered to lock it himself the stupid thing wasn’t going to lock itself, and apparently it just wasn’t his day for miracles.

“Oh, baby…” his personal assistant, and current favorite Mistress, Amy, hissed.

She had a knowing look on her face and a smile playing at the corners of her lips. Lips which were trying hard to look frightened, shocked, anything but the pleased look that they were currently trying poorly to disguise.

She sucked in a long breath.

“…it’s your wife!”

She batted her long mascaraed lashes and flushed an appropriate enough shade of pink which could have been embarrassment…or pleasure. Who knew, and furthermore, who cared?

Amy paused mid swat with the neon green flyswatter held in her delicate hand as Mandy, the evil bitch wife, she supposed the two lovers, which was exactly what they obviously were, judging by their scarcity of clothing, would refer to her as.

Hell yes, bitch wife was exactly right. And she hadn’t been evil before, not even close, but she was about to become the evilest bitchiest wife on the planet.

Mandy stared at the slut’s gorgeous long sculpted nails on her pretty little hand that held the swatter. She fumed, inwardly, but made no comment. Not on the nails, anyway. She was pissed, though. Those had no doubt been paid for by her husband, either out rightly or through the bitch’s pay which she certainly didn’t deserve. At least unless you considered the payment for services rendered.

Mandy herself, had forgone such unnecessary little expenditures for quite a while, at least as long as she’d forgone orgasms with her husband. She’d been too busy being the good little wifey, trying to help out, trying to help keep expenses down while her obviously cheating bastard of a husband told her things were tight, but only for a while.

Eric had said he was launching a new line and needed all his assets he could scrape together to do it and do it big-time which would make for a hugely successful launch. The company had been having a bit of a hard time lately, with so many competitors popping up.

At least that’s what he’d said. And  Mandy had been more than happy to do her part. She’d wanted her husband to succeed, just as much as any wife did. But, then, that was before she’d discovered her husband was just a big fat lying cheater. And to think, she’d bought it all, hook , line and sinker.

And why? All because she was a loving, trusting, stupid wife…

But, no more.  Mandy strode forward purposefully, entering the room like a whirlwind. Her face was hot, flushed, and not with a lick of pleasure in it. Her eyes blazed fire and her mouth was a hard fine line that almost disappeared completely from existence.

With a flick of her wrist Mandy snagged the flyswatter right out of little Miss Bitch’s hand, the heifer, and threw it to the ground where it clattered to a stop in the corner by the bed. Lightning quick, she balled her fist and caught Miss Hoe Bitch with an uppercut that flung her stupid little head up, like a ragdoll for a moment, giving Mandy some sort of satisfaction, finally, and then the girl stumbled backwards almost falling.

Eric just stared, taking it all in. He was probably surprised the two women were fighting for him, fighting over him… little did he know, Mandy didn’t give a fuck one about him right now. All she cared about was getting this bitch out of her house,  and out of their life, for good. She’d deal with her man later. Like he was even worth it, she thought, still steaming. 

Was he? And if so, why? She struggled to think… to remember something good about this worthless two timer. There must be something…

But, at this moment, Mandy couldn’t think of one single solitary reason not to smack the fuck out of him, too…

He certainly deserved it.

The only thing stopping her, was the thought that, he might like it…considering what she’d caught him and Amy up to. And, there was no way she was going to do even one little thing he might like, not now, maybe not again ever. It all depended on him… and if she could even stand to be around him after all this.


Chapter 3

Whoa, Eric thought. These two women really were fighting over him!

It was a thought that made him feel warm and tingly inside and made his dick even harder than it already was, despite, or perhaps because of the current  embarrassing little incident.

And then, right on top of the last thought…

Where in the hell did Mandy learn to fight like that? And when?

It kind of scared him, just a little, since he was a man and they didn’t really get scared. But, what if Mandy got pissed at him, turned on him like that? She sure didn’t look like a happy camper right now.  But, he was proud of her, all the same. And he was pleased that she still wanted him, wanted to fight for him. Why else would she have kicked Amy’s ass like that?

Although he’d always simply assumed he was too cleaver to get caught, that it would never and could never happen to him, Eric always figured if Mandy had ever found out about his indiscretions, and about his dirty little secret… that she’d leave him high and dry without a second thought. You just never knew, did you?

Just when he thought he knew everything there was to know about his sweet and doting little wife there was something new to be learned. He was glad this new little revelation was a good one, as in good that she was kicking butt for him…though he wasn’t sure why she was. He’d thought she’d pretty much given up on the marriage years ago… just like he had.

He’d needed more fun, more excitement, and more sex. More than one mere mortal woman could be expected to provide, surely, and when his fantasy women hadn’t come to life to help him out with that he’d done the only thing a man could be expected to do, he’d set about entertaining himself at the expense of whatever little plaything he happened to have handy.

Today, it was Amy.  Amy…who didn’t look so good right about now…not so good at all.

Tomorrow, who knew? Amy meant nothing to him, anyway, so it wasn’t a big loss there.  She was just another station on TV to flip through…for a little well deserved entertainment. Who could blame a guy?

Amy was glaring at him, like she thought maybe Eric would do something, say something in her defense. Better luck next time, sweetheart, he thought, avoiding her eyes.

With a huff, she turned her glare on Mandy.

“You could have broke my jaw…I’ll sue your ass…”

Mandy stared the younger woman down with a hard glare, one that would have perhaps seared through one of the polar ice caps. She planted a fist on each hip.

“I’ll break your ass if you’re not gone in two minutes…”

Amy must have taken her serious on that as she quickly grabbed her jacket, a long trench coat which she’d shown up wearing with nothing but stockings and garters underneath and a peekaboo bra which let just her luscious nipples poke through the red satiny fabric.

“Fuck this shit,” Amy muttered, gathering stray stockings rather indignantly, still managing to sway her sweet ass in Eric’s full view, perhaps to flaunt what he wasn’t going to be getting. Bitch.

“Screw you, Eric,” she hissed, as she passed.                       

The woman was not much more than a girl, now, Eric realized, now that she was here and was this close to a real woman. She wrapped the jacket around herself and tied the belt with a theatrical flourish. She grabbed her purse and stalked toward the door, which Mandy moved aside just enough to allow her to pass unscathed…as long as she stayed within her allotted time window.

Eric had a feeling, somehow, that Mandy had not been kidding about the two minutes or about the ass breaking.

“Screw you, too, “ Amy shot back at Mandy after she was half way to the door, and well within running and having a chance of making it distance…

Mandy just stared after her, like she was a piece of shit and wasn’t worth going after anyway. And then she was gone, out of his life, just like that.

It wasn’t a big loss. Except, maybe, for the sex. Where the hell was he going to get another personal assistant on such short notice, or one open to the kind of unusual job requirements he looked for and demanded?

Eric sneaked a peek at his wife, and saw that she sure as heck did not look like she was feeling frisky right now. He figured his chances of seducing her right about now, so he could at least get his rocks off tonight, were most likely slim to none.


Chapter 4

Mandy strode purposefully across the room to the corner, bent down, scooping something up off the floor then stood upright again.

Her eyes still blazed, and her cheeks were still flushed crimson with fury, but it began to fade just a little, at least, and a smile actually crept across her face, turning up the outer edges of her otherwise pretty lips into a cruel sort of smile, one that made Eric even more worried.

Then he saw what she held in her hand, and choked back a laugh.

She was holding the little green flyswatter that his “mistress” had been about to commence smacking his ass with moments ago. It was a game, erotic fun, and that was all it had ever been meant to be.

Somehow, though, in Mandy’s strong and capable hands, it looked more like an implement of destruction, a torture device, than it had ever looked in little Amy’s girly little hands.

All of a sudden, Eric thought of the strength behind Mandy’s punch, and he felt his balls try to shrink right up right then and there.

What was she going to do with that thing? She surely wasn’t going to use it on him…

He met her eyes, saw she looked even more pissed off now, if that was even humanly possible…than she’d looked when she’d been dealing with the girl.

Oh shit! He was in for it now!

“Don’t you move a muscle, Mr. Man,” Mandy said, softly, enunciating each and every word loud and clear.

She accented each word with a hard swat to Eric’s bare ass, which was still up in the air and his hands and feet were still bound to the bed with fluffy cuffs that were Velcroed, so he could certainly have excaped had he thought to, earlier, but shock and then fear had kept him firmly locked into place on the bed, staring, watching to see what was going to happen.

And now, his wife’s words locked him there just as securely, for one thing Eric didn’t want to do right about now was piss his wife off even one little bit more. She might come unglued or something and he realized his perdicimant wasn’t exactly the best at the moment.

And so it was really more like…

“Don’t…” Swat!

“You…” Swat!

“Move…” Swat!

“A…” Swat!

“Muscle!” Swat!

And, as uncomfortable as this whole thing was, Eric was helpless to it, letting it happen to him as if he couldn’t just walk away, as if he must submit to his wife’s rule, at least on this one little thing. And he did, for he sure as hell wasn’t about to argue with her not now, maybe never. She looked like she’d punch his lights out in a hurry if he even thought about giving her any trouble.

And, even more uncomfortable le, Eric found himself growing harder and harder with each swat, and he was pretty sure Mandy could see how hard he was getting, too, if she only looked… oh, yes, there…she had to have seen…

And he liked the idea of her looking, seeing… because for once, once in a very long time, he was getting hard…so hard…all for her…

“Mandy…” Eric began, tentatively, in a low voice… trying tossing one of his winning smiles at her, which made her smile back although her smile did not make it to her eyes.

Her eyes still looked mad, or perhaps disappointed, Eric didn’t know which. He was a computer guy, not a Psychologist or something.

He sighed as she failed to reply or even look at him. In fact, she pointedly looked the other direction, folding her arms over her chest and tapping her foot.

After several long moments he heard her take a big breath, blow it out, and then Mandy turned to face him. At least he thought that now she looked at least a little bit more sane. That was a good thing, right?

She looked calm, cool and collected. He tried to imagine that as a good thing, but his inner voice kept murmuring to him… whispering…

…telling him that maybe calm wasn’t always a good thing.               

Furthermore, maybe right now it wasn’t a good thing at all…


Chapter 5

“I’ve apparently mistaken you somehow for a smart man…” Mandy began, staring Eric down before he could even get his sentence out.

“So…I’ll tell you flat out. I’m calling the shots now, around here. Get it?”

Eric nodded, willing to acquiesce now, was he?

Mandy turned, held up the swatter, aimed…and his ass was on fire! He’d kind of liked the first few rounds, they weren’t too hard, were kind of playful and fun, maybe a bit harder than Amy had ever dared smack him, then again, he was still her boss, even when they played.

“I…” Swat!

“Can’t…” Swat!

“Hear…” Swat!

“Your…” Swat!

“Head…” Swat! Swat! Swat!

“Got it?”

“Yes…” Eric choked out, breathless now, but breathless partly due to the hard swats, that he was sure were going to leave marks… husband abuse, he thought, and almost laughed, although he somehow stopped himself just in the nick of time. It didn’t seem like a very prudent thing to do today, not right now, anyway.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes…Mandy?”

Swat!

“That’s not my name.” She spoke clearly and unhesitatingly.

And Eric didn’t have a clue what she meant. She must have lost her marbles. Maybe his indiscretion had thrown her over the edge? He couldn’t imagine that happening, though, as Mandy had always been a fairly level headed kind of gal, one of the reason’s he’d married her, but now…well, now he didn’t have a clue what was going on in her head.

“Of course it is… “

Mandy strode in front of Eric, standing right smack dab in front of his face. Staring down at him. Glaring down at him.

“You like this shit? Well, from now on I’m the boss and you’ll call me Mistress. “

Eric kind of liked the sound of that, and even though he’d always envisioned his ideal mistress as a much younger thing, blonde, big boobs, lush lips that looked good wrapped around his cock… he was starting to think his wife could definitely fill the bill, too. She had a commanding air, about her, that sent delicious chills down his spine.

But, still, he just couldn’t wrap his mind around it. No way. It could never be.

“You’re my wife, baby…”

Mandy stuck her face right in front of Eric’s and he lost his voice… he could only stare wide eyed at her.. her gorgeous eyes… just inches away, but out of reach…her peachy pink lips, covered in the rose lipstick that she favored much of the time…

“I’m not your wife…” she said, and then shook her head, almost sadly.

Then a look of resolve took over her features and all was calm again.

“All that ended when you took on a Mistress.”

“No, “ she smiled, “I’m your Mistress…now. Nothing more… now. And, I’m the only one you’ll ever have again.” 

Eric dropped his gaze. Yes, he was a cheater… a naughty, naughty boy…

Shouldn’t a real Mistress punish him for such infractions?

Oh yes, he suddenly realized, she had definitely replaced Amy as his Mistress, all in one fell swoop. All in the course of just a few painful moments.

His cock was so hard now it was becoming painfully uncomfortable beneath him and he wished madly that she would take it out, stroke him, maybe take it into those peachy lips. Do the things Amy would have done.  Those days are long over, though, his mind told him, and he was afraid not to listen.

It was the first time he’d been this turned on by…his wife… in years! How many? Eric didn’t have a clue, he only knew that he liked it very much. That was about to change, though as Mandy strode purposefully to the closet, pulled down Eric’s rows of belts and walked towards him with a big smile on her face that was just a little bit more than a whole lot unnerving.

What was she going to do now?


Chapter 6

“Hey…”

Before Eric could even get more words out, before he could even begin to form them in his mind, Mandy was at his right arm, binding it tightly with the first belt which she pulled loose, securing his arm to the bedpost. He didn’t fight her, what would be the use?

But, then, after she’d secured the first arm, then the first ankle…moving around the bed to the other side… he realized that maybe he should have fought…while he’d still had a chance to…

Shit… he was stuck now… and… where was she going now? Mandy walked around the back of the bed, moving out of site… unnerving him…

Eric was more surprised than hurt when the leather belt smacked across his ass cheeks, making him cry out.

“Ouch!” He shouted, indignant. That was about enough, he thought. She had some kind of nerve. Mandy could just get over all of this right now.

He felt a swoosh of air, then another stroke across his other cheek, she’d switched sides, apparently, and was just as good at beating his ass left-handed or maybe it was backhanded, who knew? All he really knew is she’d gotten him good… and that it hurt like a motherfucker. She had no right, not to do something like this.

All husbands cheated, after all. Didn’t they? As far as he was aware they did. And, if they didn’t, they ought to. At least to keep the boring out of their married life… although Eric was starting to see that his life right at this moment was about the furthest thing from boring that was humanly possible… 

And, he felt his cock twinge, tingle, fill with blood, a little more…. Excitement making his blood pump faster, harder, especially…there…

“How do you like this?” Mandy asked, mockingly.

Well, he did like it, but Eric figured he probably shouldn’t say that. That could only get him in trouble, right? Or worse yet, she might stop. If it was meant to be a punishment… which it was, obviously, because she’d caught him being a bad boy…

And so, he could only imagine she’d stop if she knew just what kind of effect she…and all of this, was really having on him. He was delirious with lust… wanting her to stop…wanting her to untie him… to stroke him, kiss him, love him like a  lover would…

And, on the other hand… he wanted her to keep on swatting him, making his cock harder and harder with each and every swat, until he was ready to burst, ready to shoot his load everywhere, coming in raging spurts of pleasure and shooting streams of white come everywhere. He’d watch her lick every drop, too, clean his hot rod with her hot mouth… lovingly, and oh-so carefully, not missing a single centimeter of his willing flesh.

At least in his fantasies that was what happened…

In reality… Mandy landed about a half a dozen more hard strokes and he was ready to give up, give in, call for mercy. Beg if he had to.

“Baby… please….” He choked out… finding his voice at last.

His request was met with another hard smack, this one hitting both cheeks equally.

“Jesus, Marcy,” he groaned, knowing he wasn’t going to be sitting down for a week or so. How the hell was he going to work? How the hell was he going to do…anything? Shit!

“Mistress…” Marcy said, her voice a low growl that sounded as menacing as any dog’s rumble of warning.

“It’s Jesus, Mistress… to you!”

“To you…worthless…” she paused, trying to think…

She rolled her eyes after a moment, meeting Eric’s gaze and letting out a small harsh laugh.

“Why…I can’t even think of a name that’s bad enough for you right now…”

She was that pissed?

He snuck a look, not daring to meet her eyes directly.

Oh yes, she most certainly was.

She started to turn, looked like she was starting to go, maybe to get a breath of air, take a moment, center herself, maybe simmer down her anger a bit…

She turned, took three steps… and tripped over a sock…one of Eric’s hastily discarded socks …

She picked it up, studied it. It was one that she’d laid out just that very morning for him, just like the good wife that she was… but no more!

Mandy balled up the sock in her hand, the stinky sock  her husband had obviously worn all day and walked around the bed and faced her man.

“Open up,” she commanded, and he was too startled to argue, doing just as she said, for once in his miserable life.

Mandy stuffed the sock in Eric’s surprised mouth and watched with pleasure as his eyes opened wide with shock and then she saw his nose wrinkle as the scent hit his nose at the same time he was hit with what she was certain would be a lovely flavor of sweaty socks on his tongue.

She shrugged, and watched his face, daring him to spit it out. He didn’t… but he didn’t look happy about it either. His eyes beseeched her silently and almost made her regret this last, perhaps unnecessary insult…

And so, for the good of all involved, she turned away. He needed to learn a lesson, after all. He never would if she kept babying him.

“For god’s sake, Eric. You really must learn to pick your own socks up someday.” Mandy giggled, unable to control herself. “Maybe this will help you to remember in the future.”

“In the future, whenever I find one of your socks…this is what’s going to happen? Capiche?”

But, of course, he couldn’t speak, couldn’t reply, not with his mouth full of nasty ass sock, and that was just the way Mandy liked it. He’d always talked too much and not listened nearly enough. It was a refreshing change…for her.  Eric really hadn’t been that good of a husband, even before all this. But, maybe this was why…

Mandy didn’t know, she only knew that he didn’t deserve her. He didn’t deserve a good wife. Not anymore. He deserved everything he was going to get.

He deserved…a Mistress!


Chapter 7

Mandy fumed, she was hot. She thought she could just about kill her husband right about now, but she wouldn’t, that would be too easy, to quick, to painless for the bastard. He deserved to live, and suffer. He’d promised her everything and lied. He wasn’t a husband,  not a true husband, a protector, a provider, a lover who didn’t need to look elsewhere… who wanted to please.

No, he was just a dog. No, she thought, not even a dog. Dogs had their good points, lots of them, actually. They beat the hell out of men sometimes, especially slimy cheating bastard ones like this one right here.

And, she wasn’t his slave anymore, she wasn’t his good little wife anymore, who did everything for him. Those days were gone. Do everything for a man and just see where it gets you, she thought , wryly. Why, they just shit on you, that’s what they do.

She pulled out the thickest belt, turned it over in her hands, marveling at the craftsmanship, and enjoying the scent of the good leather in the air. It was made of  fancy Italian leather, and she knew Eric had paid a small fortune for it on one of their little vacations…back in the day, back when they were still madly in love with each other.

What went wrong? She didn’t know. Could you ever know? Pinpoint the exact moment and place where things just began to fall apart? Mandy didn’t know that, either, but one thing she did know was that right now she was about to make things right again. Whether it would work, well, that was another story, but, she knew she had to try.

Judging by the circumstances in which she’d discovered her husband’s indiscretions, as well as by the obvious and huge erection he couldn’t conceal, she figured he must like this dominance stuff quite a lot… she should have done this a long time ago. But, then again, a long time ago she hadn’t known what a strong taste he had for it…

Or, what a strong reaction it would cause in her… she could feel herself grow wet, hot with desire and long repressed longing… for his delicious cock. Why, she hadn’t even seen it in ages… too long…far, far too long.

She was about to take back her marriage, take back her husband and all of his luscious body which rightfully belonged entirely to her…to do with as she pleased. And, it was going to be fun…for her.

Mandy swished the belt through the air, knowing Eric could feel the breeze it made on his b are buttocks. They were so nice, or had been until she’d begun her ruthless attack on them with the swatter. They were red and looked sore as heck right about now, and she found herself wanting to caress them, soothe them, stroke him there…and other places… but she couldn’t. She didn’t dare.

Besides, he didn’t deserve any of that. Not now, maybe never. It was all up to him now. He could please her, or he could suffer. It was just that simple now. Black and white. There was no longer such a color as grey, not in his world. Mama was happy or you made her happy…if you knew what was good for you. She wasn’t taking any shit off of anyone anymore, especially not this worm.

The belt looked black and scary looking, to her, and was heavy feeling in her hand…it would be…just right.

“This is going to hurt you more than it’s going to hurt me…” she warned, in a playful teasing voice.

“And I’m not sorry about that one bit.”

She gave him a hard stroke, then, three more, quickly, watching with glee as his head bobbed, as his body shook, as he fought to breathe hard now, with the sock in his mouth.. She took pity, then, and took it out, threw it back on the floor, in the corner this time so no one would fall over it.

“You’ll pick that up, put it in the laundry, first thing when I untie you,” Mandy said, menacingly. “If I untie you…”

But of course she would, she had to. She couldn’t keep him in bondage for life now could she?  Besides, she needed him to do some things for her that he just couldn’t do, tied up. But, not now. Right now he was just fine where he was and how he was.

“You don’t have to…” Eric began.

“Shut up, Eric.”

Mandy swung the belt, and hit home, making Eric yelp in surprise.

“I didn’t give you permission to speak.”

“That hurts!”

“It’s supposed to,” Mandy replied smugly, thinking she ought maybe to give him an extra  stroke for speaking again. She wouldn’t, she’d let it slide, this time. After all, he was new to all this, and so was she.

“That’s the point,” she said, then began slinging the belt in earnest, lashing angry red stripes across his pretty ass cheeks. Oh, that’s going to hurt in the morning, she thought, and stifled a giggle.

She found it easy enough to ignore his protests, a cinch, really, to ignore his cries of pain, outrage and anger. After all, he’d brought it all upon himself with his actions.

The bastard deserved this… and, she could see him wriggle around, arching, rearing up as much as his bonds would allow, could see how excited it was making him, despite his protests…

She could feel the effect it was having on her, too, and slid her non belt slinging hand down, rubbing herself furiously. God, this was good… she’d have to beat him more often. She found herself almost hoping he’d continue misbehaving and give her reason to…

But, then she realized her true power now. She could punish him whether he did anything to deserve it or not. She had that right now, had taken it for herself and she wasn’t giving it back any time soon. Not that she thought Eric would fight her on that one.

He seemed pretty happy with the current arrangement…wasn’t protesting nearly as loudly now, and she heard a low moan on the last stroke…oh yeah, he was liking this… too.

“Thirteen!” Mandy announced, as she gave Eric one last good hard strop with the belt.

“One for every miserable year I spent married to your worthless ass!”

Eric opened his mouth, started to protest, and, noticing the look in his wife…now his Mistress’s eyes, thought better of it and snapped it quickly shut again, fixing her with an adoring stare instead.

The look wasn’t lost on Mandy, hard ass that she was, that she’d become, because she had to be. No, she could tell Eric loved her, maybe even more now…and she knew in her heart she still loved him just as much…

Maybe more, she thought, idly, imagining just how much fun dominating him was going to be…

“Do you think you could be a good boy now?”

She fixed him with her warning stare. She could certainly convince him to, if need be, if he wasn’t ready to cooperate this very minute.

Eric smiled, “Yes, Mistress.”

Since he’d sounded so sincere, Mandy decided to take pity on him, to really let him have a chance to show her his words weren’t totally worthless.

She unfastened the belts binding his arms, his legs and watched as Eric rubbed the chafed skin there. Then she smiled bigger as he tried to sit up, grimacing, and decided to stand instead.

She’d make him kneel, that would be the thing for him to do, since he obviously was in no condition to sit, but not now.

Right now she had better things for him to do.

“Come to bed…with me…” she commanded.

Then she giggled like a schoolgirl as Eric lifted her up in his strong arms, held her to him, kissing her mouth hungrily…then laid her down ever so gently on the bed.

“And make it worthwhile…” she grinned.

And he did, sliding his rock hard cock into her without further coaxing, fucking her good and proper, making sure she came, time and time again, slowing, halting his movements as needed to avoid his own climax, in order to prolong hers.

“That’s a good boy,” she crooned.

She smiled, softly stroking his hair, then digging her nails into his back as he shoved into her one last time, harder and stronger, more forceful than ever…and with a shudder gave her all of his come, washing her warm wet walls with it… until they were both a gooey, sticky mess…

“That’s a really good boy,” Mandy said, and she meant it.

She couldn’t remember the last time they’d done had sex, or when it had been that good, only that she wanted it like this, always.

It, and he, wasn’t perfect yet…but it was a damn good start. She knew with a little training this man could be the husband she wanted, the husband she deserved.

He could be a well dominated man.
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