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Chapter 1

Being a well dominated man was right up Eric Andrew’s alley, at least on most days. Even the bad days were still pretty damn good. Perhaps he was just a little pain slut, maybe he thrived on humiliation…who knew?

But, as they always say, if something’s working, don’t fuck with it, and so, when Eric’s wife Mandy finished beating his ass, he fucked the shit out of her, just like she told him to. He didn’t really have a choice anyway, right? 

All the same, the fucking was good, great, actually, and he knew it was made all the sweeter by the sweet tingling of his ass where she’d stropped him good. Something which, he freely admitted, now, anyway, that he’d deserved for a very long time. 

His cheeks burned, too, as he suffered the humiliation of being treated like her toy, like her little plaything, like her servant…whatever role she currently expected him to fulfill for her. He didn’t care. He loved each and every one.

 Well, maybe not the housecleaning role. That one kind of sucked because the dusting made his allergies act up, making him teary and making his face puff up if it was too bad, and that always made him look like he’d just gotten a good whipping, even when he hadn’t. 

The only good thing about that one was the outfit, which was all frills and satin and racy black lace which he’d bought for Mandy years ago, and after a wear or two, and the consequent ripping off and throwing on the floor in throes of passion after a little feather dusting here and there was promptly forgotten.  

Until now. Just this week, she’d re-discovered it lurking deep within her lingerie drawer and promptly pulled it out, planning to put it to good use. That, she’d done, and he’d cleaned his ass off in the last week, just because she liked watching him, liked looking at him frolicking around in the girly little thing just as much as he liked wearing it. 

The lawn work was the worst on his allergies, though, and so not nearly as fun as the housecleaning. 

“Why can’t we just get a lawn care service to do this? “ He’d beg, pleading with his stoic and unmoving wife. 

Mandy just stared down at him with an amused look on her face. She said nothing. But, when her foot started to tap, Eric knew she was about at the end of her nerve’s end and he would surely be punished if he kept on bugging her like a naughty little boy begging for a candy bar or a new toy at the store. 

She was his candy bar, all his to eat, licking and sucking and tasting and teasing with his tongue, his lips, poking and prodding with his fingers, allowing himself even greater access to all of her sweet treats….when, of course, she chose to let him have a lick. Or a suck, or a fuck, even. 

It was now always and utterly up to her. Every little thing. What they did, when they did it, how they did it… for how long and how hard. He’d fuck her slow and languidly, for hours on end, inching in and out of her wet swollen hole, when she wanted that… when she wanted to be teased mercilessly, knowing it teased and tortured him even worse. 

She’d laughed about the lawn care service idea, though, finally. 

“Why should we pay someone when we have you? “ She’d prodded him with her sexy bare foot, teasing. He was still on his knees, having given her the best foot massage of her life, or so he hoped. He kind of wanted to earn himself a little reward today… even though he knew that even thinking something like that was bound to get him in trouble. 

After all, pleasure, all of it, was hers to give, and he could only dream, and yearn for it. He didn’t earn her favor, she granted it…like a queen or something.

Like a Mistress should. And whenever she did, it always caused a surge in blood to his nether regions, a surge that was always appreciated and fully enjoyed to it’s fullest extent by her. As it bloody well should be. Any pleasure he got, from the act, whatever it was she’d currently assigned him to do, was simply a derivative pleasure, something he felt from giving her pleasure. 

Kind of like when you donated money to a charitable cause anonymously, You got that feel good feeling and got to enjoy it even though no one else knew, because of what you did. But his real pleasure was from pleasing her, from seeing her happy, fulfilled, sexually satisfied, confident and vibrant…just like a good wife, a good Mistress should be.

He must be doing something right, and so he vowed to keep right on doing it, to try to do even better… always better. Mandy deserved that much from him, at the very least. 

He’d put her through hell, through so much, in the first years of their married life, even though she didn’t even know it, at least not right away. No, she naively believed him, and his lies. What could he say? He had no excuse. He was…just a man, after all. 

But, all that was behind him, behind them. He knew better now. He knew who the boss around here was, now. In clear, no nonsense, nonnegotiable terms Mandy had made herself more than clear of that. She was…and he loved it. 


Chapter 2

Eric loved it most of the time, but, unfortunately today was the day to do the yard work. The rain was forecast for the whole rest of the week, and it was coming quick, due to begin during the night, and so there wouldn’t be any possibility of putting this dreaded chore off until tomorrow, of trying to beg off, promising to get up early, do it first thing…tomorrow. 

Mandy had seen the weather forecast just as good as he had; she knew exactly what was going on. There was no pulling the wool over this woman’s eyes. And, Eric liked that just fine, too. He fussed about it from time to time, and thought bad things in his head about it sometimes, like when he had to do his chores and couldn’t get out of them, or some other distasteful task… but, it was reassuring, in a weird way, too. He liked her telling him what to do, when to do it and exactly how she expected it done…to the letter. 

It was a strange revelation to realize just how liberating such a thing can be. Especially, when you, like Eric, were used to being the boss, used to telling other people what to do all day long, used to having them ask “how high?” when you tell them to jump…and do it on the way up!

But now, it was Eric’s turn to jump, and it was his day to jump outside, and get his least favorite task over with for the week. That also, was a bit of a relief, knowing that in just a few short hours it would be over with…

At least Mandy was a reasonable woman, a reasonable Mistress and she let him dress normally to go out and do the work in the front yard, where he was on display for the neighbors and the whole world to see.  The back yard had a full perimeter of privacy fencing and was a totally different ballgame all together.

 There, it was up to her imagination and her whim what exactly he’d wear, usually while she sat on the generously padded chaise lounge, sipping some kind of drink with a miniature umbrella sticking out of it and a chunk of fresh fruit, a lime wedge or a fresh strawberry, something, on the side. 

She’d be reading a romance novel, the newspaper, especially if it was a Sunday…tapping her pen and staring off into space searching her brain for one of the answers to that week’s crossword puzzle. 

She looked so pretty then, so normal… wearing a pink and black string bikini and sitting by the pool, wearing a matching shade of pink on both her fingernails and her toes which he’d done with precision that surprised even him.

Who knew he could learn to do those cute little designs, hearts, flowers, leaves… stripes and checkers… all the things the most stylish women wore? Him?! !! He felt proud, knowing she looked so good, at least partly due to his handiwork. 

The best part though was being there, kneeling at her feet, holding those pretty soft dovelike feet of hers in his hands, massaging them, stroking them, rubbing cream into her soft smooth skin, making it even softer and smoother. 

Sometimes, some lucky times, she’d even let him kiss her feet, lap her toes, stroking his tongue through and between each her lovely little toes. He hadn’t liked that at all at first. Hell no. 

The idea was, something else. He’d bristled at the notion, which, of course had just made her want it more…and whatever Mandy wanted, Mandy got. End of discussion. When was he ever going to learn? When would he learn to disguise his dislike for something? Because, obviously whenever he showed it he ended up doing it all the more.

Luckily, in some cases, like this one, it all worked out for the best. He loved doing her nails now, and loved massaging her feet whenever she came home from a hard day at work or shopping, or whatever she did and wherever she went. She often went out without him, a little thing he didn’t really care for, but had no power over whatsoever. 

He felt greedy, taking ,needing so much from his wife. He felt like he was sucking up so much more of her attention than might be in another so called “normal” relationship, and while that bothered him just a little bit, it didn’t bother him nearly enough to even consider stopping. Like he could… He chuckled to himself, thinking of that. 

It wasn’t up to him…not at all. And he was glad, because if it was…he just might decide to…stop, simply in order to give her some of her freedom, her life back. 

Being a Mistress was a hard job, it was a full time position that could take a lot out of you, Eric supposed,  but, he figured if it was anything at all like being dominated by one, it was more than worth it…on all counts! 


Chapter 3

But, now, now was not one of those lovely licking times. Right now he wasn’t going to have a chance of licking those toesies or her lovely inner folds, suckle her clit. No, no such luck. Luck was a bitch sometimes and she certainly wasn’t on Eric’s side today. 

He stroked his Mistress’s lovely feet, longingly, wanting to linger there longer, maybe forever. Stalling, that was what it was, he realized, all of a sudden, when his blissful reverie and fantasies of what he would do with his pretty little wife if he had a chance… all that was brought to a screeching halt as he felt a light nudge against his side. Tap. Tap. Tap. 

Reluctant, but knowing only too well what it meant, get off your ass and get going, the taps said, and he looked up, meeting Mandy’s eyes, and saw the same message loud and clear there. 

“You don’t have all day…” she said, gracing him with one of her wicked grins. 

What did she have planned, for later? God only knew, and He sure as hell wasn’t spilling the beans today, at least not to Eric. 

Damn woman could be so mysterious sometimes. Of course, he knew he had to do the chores, take out the garbage, vacuum, do shopping if necessary, plan and prepare an enticing meal for his Mistress to enjoy when she returned, whenever that was… he’d have it hot and ready, waiting…just like him…for her to savor, for her to enjoy…at her leisure. 

A cold dinner, well, that would mean consequences. Consequences which could prove severe, even, especially if she’d happened to let him know what time to expect her on that particular day. Oh, shit you did not want to screw up then. 

The last time he’d served a cold meal, one that wasn’t supposed to be served cold, he’d been made to sleep in the dog house for a week afterward. They didn’t actually have a real dog house, yet, but Mandy made it clear often that if Eric misbehaved she would see to it that they got one, right away. She would not put up with a lick of insolence from man nor beast. And, since they didn’t own a dog, Eric knew who’d be stuck in there. 

The worst part of the thought of being stuck somewhere like that, maybe, probably outside, even, in the backyard, wasn’t concern for the cold or the heat or the weather, rain or snow even or even the dark. The worst part would be being away from her. 

Eric knew he couldn’t stand being away, being punished with her absence for a second longer than he had to put up with it already. He really was a greedy little bitch as Mandy often told him, often playfully, but still…the words rang true, he realized. 

Oh, well. Eric shrugged. He’d own that little comment, he might as well because he knew it was the absolute truth. He was greedy… and he could certainly be a little bitch sometimes, couldn’t we all? But, he didn’t care about that, it was the greedy part that bugged him. 

He already got so much from his wife, she gave so much to him, yet he craved more and more yet. Every day he felt a deeper longing, a deeper desire to do more, be with her even more, serve her more fully…and better than ever before. 

But, it was the way he felt, and the feeling was true to his heart, coming all the way from the depths of him…arising fervently within him whenever the chance to serve her in a new, different or even a tried and true way…surfaced.

It arose just like his hard cock that he could feel poking into his leg…right now… and he wished again that he could poke it into something else…like her pretty red lips, lips she painted brighter hues now, perhaps to entice him…and it worked…oh, so well. Gone were the pale pinks, the barely there peaches, she’d worn so frequently in the past, in favor of bright, vibrant, entirely enticing shades.      

Shades like amazing apricot, which was a deep shade with a shimmer of orange glitter in it and made him want to lick her lips… Shades like ruby red, the classic that made him imagine his cock buried between those enticing lips painted in a harlot’s screaming red. Shades like Fuck Me Fuchsia which made him, well, want to cover them with his own lips, kissing her breath away as he buried himself balls deep in her dripping caverns. 

Today, she was wearing an entirely new shade. It was a barely there nearly nude color that made her lips fade out, but since she’d heavily mascaraed her eyes and drawn on smoky eye shadow and liner the eyes were the focal point of her face…drowning out everything else as he stared, transfixed, lost in their deep pools. 

Mandy slid in closer, grabbed Eric by a stray tuft of hair, tugged his face where she wanted it…which was…amazingly, between those long and lean tightly toned thighs which were spread, wide and from his position kneeling he could see straight up her long lovely legs…casting a furtive glance, since, of course, she had pulled him there…and so he obviously had permission to be there… 

His heart beat faster in his chest as Eric realized Mandy wasn’t wearing panties under her black latex skirt. She’d worn stockings… with lovely black garters that accentuated her curves, drawing his eyes upward to her freshly shaved snatch. 

Another of Eric’s little bits of handiwork, Mandy couldn’t be bothered with shaving herself now, what Mistress would? And Eric was more than happy to oblige with that little chore…even knowing that when he did this task, she rarely let him play with his handiwork afterward.

Sometimes she would, toying with her folds, with her lovely long manicured nails, stroking, tugging, opening herself wide, so wide he imagined he could see her cervix, but knew that could not really be true. But, he liked thinking maybe he could see it, be that close, that intimate with her. And he liked thinking about his cock shooting a hot load of come deep inside her, of it washing over everything inside, leaving his mark there…

Like the dog that he was, Eric liked the idea of leaving his mark on her, marking her as his property. 

He was hers, yes, but, damn, that meant she was his, too, didn’t it? Not really, but in a way it did. And he chose to enjoy what he had. Wasn’t that what life was all about, anyway?

Mandy smacked him on the top of the head, hard enough to get his attention, and quick, but not hard enough to hurt, not hard enough to rattle his teeth or his brain or anything like that. 

“Lick, dog,” she said, smiling and spreading her thighs even further apart as Eric moved forward, into position. She let him get her warmed up, sliding his tongue along her luscious creases, feeling her open up, feeling her grow wet with wanting… 

And when she was hot enough, good and hot and ready for a good hard fuck, she stood up. Patted him. 

“Sorry, but I’m going to be late if I don’t get going soon.” 

Late? Where? But, Eric knew better than to ask. Was she just teasing him? The bitch, he began to think…but then he decided hell he didn’t care. He’d enjoyed every second of her cunt in his face in his mouth, he always did…she tasted so good, so sweet, so salty and sweet like those salted caramels that melted on your tongue. 

She melted on his tongue, too, usually. 

But, damn, today…where the fuck was she going? Couldn’t she just stay here with him…and enjoy life… a little longer… 

And where the hell was she going dressed like that? That was even a bigger worry. He didn’t think, hadn’t ever thought she would ever cheat on him, Mandy wasn’t like that. Was she? He couldn’t imagine it, not for a second. 

But, yet, thinking about it all now, he’d never once in his life imagined her for a dominatrix either, and she was a god damned adept one. She could make him squirm, she could make him writhe in pain…and in pleasure… and he wasn’t about to lose that to some other asshole…

…and…if she was…just what the fuck was he going to do about it… the weight of his powerlessness hit Eric harder than any blow his beautiful wife had landed upon him…

Suddenly, the weight of all it bore him down, making his legs so weak he almost sunk to the ground, would have, but she was still there, watching, waiting, expecting him to maintain his kneeling position, at least until she released him.

At which point Eric thought he just might fall right over…he felt that weak right now. Worse than that, he was scared. Scared shitless of losing her. She was the only thing he had that really mattered to him. She was his life. 

How had this happened? Dammit, Eric didn’t know, only that it was a stealthy thing, creeping up on him at some point along the way…and now discovered, he couldn’t shake the notion, not for his life. Oh, it was going to be a crappy day, Eric realized. This sweetness…was just a tease…and she’d be gone in minutes…leaving him alone with his thoughts. What an evil bitch, he thought. 

Why did I ever fall in love with her? 

He shook his head, couldn’t think…couldn’t think of all the tiny reasons why, all the little and the big things that had added up over the years…to equal love. 

All he knew is that it was true, truer than anything else he’d ever felt in his life, and that scared the pants off him, or would have, anyway, had he been wearing any. 


Chapter 4

“Oh, Christ, Eric, don’t just sit there staring at me,” Mandy admonished him. 

“Didn’t I tell you already that you have a lot to do today?” 

He nodded, then remembered his voice, licking his lips which still tasted like her, although they’d become dry, so dry. He could barely make the words come out. 

“Yes, Mistress,” he finally croaked. 

“Don’t you know what day it is?” 

Eric didn’t. Shit. Had he forgotten something? Forgetting things was never a good thing to do… not in this lifetime, Eric mused, and especially not in this house. 

Unless, maybe he got lucky and she decided to give him a spanking with her bare hand. That could still hurt quite a lot, and it did…but it felt so freaking sweet, too, and she’d lay him over her lap, maybe he uncovered lap… he’d feel her dewy moisture as he slid forward, back, with each blow, his buttocks stinging, but the burn that lasted…that one was in his groin…and it lasted long after the spanking.

Maybe he could try to piss her off today, he thought wickedly. Maybe he’d get lucky. 

It was a short lived pipe dream, though, as Mandy strode across the room and pulled back the curtain, letting a flood of sunshine in.

“Well?” 

Well what? Eric thought. He studied the view outside, the sunny day. Not a cloud in the sky. The birds were up this morning and already chirping up a storm. He was glad, he supposed, that Mandy had forced him to stay with his early to bed and early to rise schedule he’d kept back when he’d gone to the office to work. Nowadays he could do most of his work at home, per Mandy’s request…command…whatever. She wanted him here, probably to wait on him hand and foot, maybe just so she’d have a sex toy handy, would never need to buy batteries again… 

That thought made him grin, and Mandy smiled, seeing his grin. 

“Did you figure it out?” 

He shook his head. “No…I was just thinking…something funny…” 

Mandy quirked an eyebrow at him. 

“Something bad? Something naughty?” 

She’d made herself clearer because they both knew now how so many bad things could really be good…very good. It was the naughty ones that got you in trouble, though, and it was never the good kind of trouble when you were naughty. 

Eric shook his head quickly. “No, Mistress, not naughty…”

“Good, “ she told him, stroking his head then patting his back. 

“The yard, silly,” she said, finally, probably realizing that apparently Eric wasn’t going to figure out this little mystery on his own and since Scooby Doo was no where handy she’d help him out. He was glad, too. He didn’t like feeling like a dunce. He wasn’t used to it, and didn’t care for the feeling at all. 

He followed her gaze and saw the scraggly lawn, and almost groaned. 

Fuck! He’d so hoped it would have rained…rained a frigging storm…

He’d imagined puddles of standing water pooled all around their lawn…all of which would have made it physically impossible to do a lick of lawn care today. 

But, of course, Mother Nature had fucked him over today with a bright and sunshiny sky without even a cloud to be seen on the horizon. 

Fuck you, too, Mother Nature, he thought, and smiled. 

Mandy stooped down, stared at his face and shook her head as if to clear it…

“You’re…smiling…” her voice trailed off. 

Then, suddenly, she broke out in laughter. 

Mandy poked him with one French manicured nail tip. “Don’t tell me you actually like yard work now?” 

Eric shook his head. “Hell no, Mistress. Never.” 

He laughed then, too, her laughter infecting him.

“I only do it for you!”

“Then why were you smiling?” 

Eric shook his head, “Oh, that…I just cussed Mother Nature out…in my head…that’s why…”

“I should have known, you silly boy,” Mandy grinned, but she bent, stroked Eric’s cheek, making him purr…and making him want more… more he wasn’t getting right now, because suddenly she was gone, waving a quick wave, grabbing her bag and slipping into her heels. 

“Gotta go…” she shot back over her shoulder. 

“If you’re good…I might have something special for you when I get home…” 

Eric felt his cock stand at attention… Something special… all he wanted that was special was walking out the door, her heels clicking smartly on the tile floor. 

Fuck, whatever it was he was going to have to wait, and Eric hated waiting, for anything. 

He wanted to reach down, stroke it, get himself off, it wouldn’t take much the way he was feeling right now, she’d gotten him so hot and bothered…

But, Eric didn’t dare. He wasn’t allowed to touch himself, never, not even washing his cock himself unless Mandy approved. He peed sitting down so as to avoid having to hold himself, which was forbidden anyway, but even if it hadn’t been, he wouldn’t dare. You don’t want to start something you can’t finish. Not unless you want a long, hard, miserable day of waiting… 

Eric didn’t want that, and so he wouldn’t disobey, wouldn’t touch anything down there… but still, he could do nothing but wait… and wonder what Mandy might have for him when she got home. He hoped it was something good…you never knew, and of course sometimes things that sounded good, weren’t so good, like a spanking… which really sucked when it got you all hot and bothered and then you weren’t allowed release… that sucked big-time. 

And sometimes things that sounded bad, like being switched, ended up being incredible. They’d only done that once, since they didn’t own a proper tree...and it was a messy sort of occasion to do such things anyway… but the one indulgence had been heaven… heaven after the first six or eight or ten swats, that is. His ass had felt like it was on fire, literally, but when the adrenaline kicked in he was feeling no pain…not real pain anymore… all that really hit him then was the pleasure.. 

And when Mandy had finished, she’d untied him, letting him fall into her arms, cradling him on her lap. 

“Does that hurt?” She’d crooned. 

She rubbed, gently, ever so gently, circling each ass cheek, caressing it with her soft cool fingertips, tracing big circles that grew smaller, smaller, running her hand up, over, across, bending, tracing a line along his burning red stripes… laying a trail of kisses over all, kissing her way along the delicate crease where his ass ended and his upper thigh began. Licking, kissing, working her hands on his cock as she did so, and finally, she tugged him over, laying a down cover across the bed, pushing him back gently onto it. 

“Lie back…” she commanded, and he had no choice but to obey… and when she’d knelt between his legs, bobbing her head, dipping down and catching the head of his hugely erect cock in her mouth, he groaned… and she moaned…but her moan was barely audible as she had a mouth full of his big fat cock and wasn’t letting up on it any time soon…

Which was fine by Eric. He hoped that maybe her surprise tonight might be something like that… he could deal with the lawn for something like that. 

He stood up, his knees sore and popping from being on them too long. Mandy often said she’d have to get him a kneeling pad someday, a cushion or something… to make him a little more comfortable as she liked having him at her feet so very much. Only, he thought maybe she didn’t…maybe she forgot…so often…and for so long…because she also liked seeing him suffer for her.

Whatever the reason, Eric didn’t care. He didn’t mind suffering for his Mistress. When you suffered for your Mistress…well, that wasn’t really suffering at all, was it? No, that was just a different kind of pleasure…one he was growing more and more used to each and every day. It was one he was starting to develop an even greater hunger for. 

Was that crazy? Eric wondered sometimes, but didn’t spend much time on trying to figure it out. What was, was what was, wasn’t it? 

He stretched, and strode purposefully to the bedroom, deciding on appropriate gear for lawn work. He rarely got to wear clothes, as Mandy didn’t allow him to wear anything inside the house unless she specified it. She liked his body, naked and hard, and she wasn’t about to go without what she liked. 

Eric didn’t mind, he loved her eyes on him, her hands on him. More than anything. 

Still, it was one of those little luxuries throwing on a pair of his old faded jeans and a t-shirt to mow the front lawn in, and he was damn well going to enjoy it today. 

After all, it was about the only thing that was good about yard work.


Chapter 5

Eric got outside and cranked up the mower, after carefully checking the oil and gas levels. He had mowed across half of the front yard before he stopped, becoming too hot, and killed the engine. 

He walked back to the house, starting to feel a little sniffly, already, and his nose was feeling stuffy, too. How can you manage to be both sniffly and stuffy at the same time, he didn’t know. He only knew that working in the damn yard could do it. He figured someday when he died, it would probably be the blasted yard work that did him in. 

He was over heated, too, which didn’t help things. He slipped into the house, eying the cold beers Mandy had put in there, probably just to taunt him. Since when did his little wifey start drinking beer? He shook his head. 

Eric found he hardly knew who she was sometimes, he mused, but he vowed he would learn. And if she drank beer now, so what? It was good shit, after all. Only, she’d always preferred wine, and he saw there was still plenty of that chilling, too. 

Sadly, Eric tore his gaze away from the beer, feeling like a dirty boy, feeling like he’d been ogling another woman or something. Mandy definitely wouldn’t approve of that, and she wouldn’t approve of him drinking a beer, either, especially not without her invitation. Eric didn’t take a shit without Mandy’s approval, literally. 

Now that had taken a little getting used to, he remembered, with a cringe, He stood stock still in the fridge with the door wide open still, staring at the contents, but mostly soaking up the delicious cold air blasting out of the damn thing. 

He was glad they had a brand new fridge, and a brand new air conditioner unit, too, as if the summer was going to be anything like today it was going to be hotter than hell for the next three months. 

After several long, cool and refreshing moments, Eric finally decided that Mandy probably wouldn’t approve of him running the daylights out of the cooling unit on the fridge by leaving the door open like that, even though they could damn well afford to buy a new one any damn time they pleased. 

She’d grown up poor, in a family that never really had enough to take care of the four children properly. Why her parents hadn’t had the god given good sense to quit after one or two, he didn’t know, especially when her father…

Eric refused to call that lazy man, her dad… to him… a father could be…anything…could be a sperm donor and nothing more, like him, but, to be a dad, now that was something special. A dad was there for you, a dad sacrificed for you, a dad loved you when no one else cared, a dad was always there for you. You could count on a dad. 

And, since Eric knew Mandy had never really had that, growing up, he’d always tried to be, at least a little bit, as much of a dad to her as he could. He tried his best to make sure she didn’t want for anything, and, with a grin, he realized he was doing a pretty darn good job. He felt that way, anyway, and he’d swear Mandy did, too. Even now. 

He worked his job still, never missing a day, in the beginning, at least. But, as his company grew, Mandy had insisted he relinquish some of his control at least, in that department, too. In order to free more of his time, and more of himself… for her. 

He grinned, thinking about that. Now, who was the greedy bitch now? He laughed, but, he didn’t mind her greed one bit, not as long as it was for him…and, so far, at least, it always was. 

Suddenly Eric remembered how Mandy had been dressed today, to the nines, and, hadn’t she been wearing a new scent… something deeper, darker than what she usually wore. Something just a little sinister, with what smelled like a touch of leather… mixed with…what, he didn’t know. All he knew is that it had been just a little bit more…erotic… than her usual sandalwood, her usual floral with Jasmine notes….

Was she going…

Eric hated to even think the though, but was powerless not to…once the idea hit his brain he couldn’t just wish it away… 

Was she going…to meet…someone…else? 

His pulse pounded, his heart racing in his chest, pumping blood like a son of a bitch and his body fought to absorb the sudden change. 

He shook his head, trying to shake what was surely an absurd notion out of his mind…


Chapter 6

Absurd or not, the unsettling idea gnawed at Eric all day, lurking just behind his conscious thoughts, and by the time he finished the front lawn, whether from the heat or perhaps because of worry, his stomach was unsettled, threatening to do a summersault, expel his lunch, to his chagrin. 

Somehow, he forced himself to stay calm, take deep cleansing breaths, recite his mantra which always reassured him, especially when Mandy wasn’t around to do that. 

I will obey…I will obey…I will be a good…little…boy…just like she would want me to do…

She, was, of course, the only she that mattered in Eric’s life. His Mistress, and he forced himself to think of something, anything else but her in the arms of some other, unknown man. 

He went inside, blatantly ignoring the beer this time, and snagged a cold bottle of spring water, twisting off the cap then downing half of it at once. A moment later, his already agitated stomach fought back, cramping up on him, but, thankfully, not expelling his ham and cheese on wheat he’d snarfed earlier. Thank the gods, he thought. That was all he needed, a mess like that to clean up…when he realized he didn’t really know when Mandy would be home today…and he still had the whole back yard to do yet. 

Shit! 

He took another sip, two, of the icy cold goodness, before recapping it and setting it back on the shelf in the fridge. 

I’ll be back for you, soon, baby, he thought, relishing the idea of chugging the rest of the quenching fluid but knowing he must wait. Like everything else today, he sighed. He must wait. 

Eric sneezed, ripping a paper towel off the roll just in time. He shuffled into the bathroom, grabbed a handful of tissue, just in case, and threw open the cabinet prepared to grab the bottle of allergy medicine, down one or two, dry if he had to, or with a mouthful of water from the sink. He had to do something about these freaking allergies or he’d never get the blasted yard done in time. 

His hand grasped an oddly light, soundless bottle and he shook it somewhat like a baby exploring a new discovery. What was this…strangeness… he shook it and there was nothing there, no telltale rattle of pills, not even one rolling about in the bottom somewhere.

Knowing better, Eric wrenched open the top, peered in and, of course, there was a big fat zero pills in the bottle. Who would leave an empty bottle of pills, an empty bottle of anything in the damn house? Why the hell wouldn’t you just throw the frigging thing away, go to the damn store buy another bottle, better yet, buy a case so you never have to worry about running out again?

But, no. That wasn’t what had happened here. Hell no. And, of course he knew who had done it. After all, he did live in the house with no one else but his stunning, and sometimes outlandishly maddening wife. 

What the fuck? And, why???

But, of course, he knew why, didn’t he? 

After all, Eric had been married to the woman for enough years to know so very many things… he loved that … but some of her habits, like this one, still left him fuming, even after all these years. Still, it was somewhat of a condolence, however small, to know why, to understand her… 

She hadn’t been sleeping well lately, so of course when she couldn’t sleep she popped one of his allergy pills and slept like a baby, for at least four hours guaranteed. Fuck, and she’d used them all. The bottle was there, of course, because she always left the damn bottle or package there, to remind her to buy more. God, couldn’t the woman just make a list like everyone else in the world? Couldn’t she use one of the five hundred shopping list apps out there…or something. Wasn’t there a delivery service somewhere that did your shopping for you? Well, yes there was…but, not for Mandy. 

For Mandy, Eric was the shopping list. He was her personal shopper, he was her everything, at least when it came to getting shit done…and he hoped to God he was still her everything in all other departments, too. 

He sighed, trying not to worry, still slightly sniffly, but mildly amused about the whole incident. That was good, right? That you could laugh about such things? He shrugged the whole thing off. Fuck, he’d finish the lawn without the use of drugs. Hell people did it every day. Not him, of course, but other people. And, they always survived, right? 

He would, too. He’d survive and he’d have dinner done on time, too.  Hell yes he would. 


Chapter 7

Shit! Eric hated, absolutely hated being such a little sissy like this, being all worried about what Mandy was doing, and who she might possibly be doing it with, or to…

The sneaky thought that pounded him now, just as relentless as Mandy could be with that strap on strapped securely to her taunt thighs.. was this…

What if she was…humiliating…another man…letting another man serve her, in the ways he served her…he was a jealous husband, always had been, even though she’d never given him pause to wonder before…but now, he was wondering, all right. 

And he wondered if she was letting some other man belong to her… like he did. 

That, he realized he simply could not bear, and so he was either confronted with worrying about it forever, possibly driving himself mad… or simply letting it go…trusting her.

He chose the only choice he really had…to trust. 

He downed the other bit of water, finishing it off greedily, then donned his back yard lawn mowing gear, which consisted of a saucy little G-string which Mandy had hand picked out for him herself. It was smooth and sexy feeling riding between his ass cheeks, caressing his asshole instead of rubbing, chafing, like some cheaper ones could do. He was well pleased with the choice and more than happy to wear it, for her. 

It was a shame she wouldn’t be here to witness his fine muscles flexing as he bent, stooped, lifted and stretched, mowing and edging and trimming, carrying bags of grass cuttings to deposit in the appropriate bin. The thought made him a little sad, too. The work wasn’t nearly as much fun without her playful teasing, her taunting, her touching… 

He reached for the sunscreen bottle and his hand fell away just as soon as he touched it. 

God, damn! It was empty, too. There was no way one could do lawn work on a day like today, in the near buff… not without sunscreen! How was he going to manage this? He waffled for a moment, but finally decided he must, absolutely must get the lawn in order, and in time. But…what could he do? He scratched his head, and presently a naughty thought came to mind, sliding in like a big fat dildo sliding into his tight anus, filling him…taking him over completely. 

He didn’t think twice about it once he’d made the decision. He threw on his t-shirt and jeans once more, in order to avoid the sunburn at least somewhat…and got his ass to work on that lawn. 

He still had dinner to prepare, after all. He was burning daylight here! 

Two hours later, hot and sweaty, Eric finished up the work, sliding into the house to shower, prepare his body for his Mistress…and then get his butt going on getting her dinner done…

He grabbed the hand towel from the kitchen, wiped sweat away from his eyes, his forehead, his face was covered in it… and turned, almost running right smack dab into Mandy, who was standing there tapping her foot now, staring at him coolly with a disapproving look on her face. 

Oh, shit. 

In her hands, she’d had a bag, which she tossed to the counter unthinking. 

“What’s this? Why aren’t you wearing your approved outfit? “ 

“It…it’s hot…out…” Eric began, feeling very small, in front of his Mistresses gaze, yet parts of him were not small at all, were growing bigger as he paused…as she spoke. 

He noted her eyes glance there, too, and saw her mind note the change. A small smile tried to quirk up the corners of her luscious lips, but she bit it down. Honing in on him instead, and his disobedience. 

“So?” 

“And…we were out of sunscreen…Mistress…” 

Surprisingly, she nodded, turned to face him squarely. “All out?” 

He nodded, shuffling his foot uncomfortably. 

After a long moment of silence, Mandy broke out with a girlish fit of laughter. 

“Why… you would have burned your delicate skin…” she said, running a finger under his chin, forcing him to meet her eyes. 

“And, you know how much I love your delicate skin…” she winked, and then covered his mouth with hers…grabbing onto his strong manly arms…

“Good thinking…” she murmured in his ear… licking there, too, nipping, making him want to scream out… making him want to bury his raging hard on so deep inside her he would have her screaming his name all night long…and it would be music to his ears… 

“You saved your delicate skin…all for me…” Mandy smiled. 

“Why don’t you take me to bed now? Show me what you can do to please your Mistress?” 

She shrugged, waved a hand at the bags… “I brought dinner… since I got home early…I thought you wouldn’t have to cook… but now? I don’t give a fuck about dinner. All I want is my big strong handsome man fucking me senseless. Dinner can wait…” she paused, meeting his eyes. 

“If that’s ok with you?” It was a question…and one they both knew he wouldn’t refuse. He never refused his Mistress. What sane man would? Definitely not one as well dominated as Eric.

He wrapped an arm around Mandy’s warm sleek back and with his other arm grabbed her under the knees, lifting her up like a schoolgirl, and in that short skirt he could see her pussy was bare now, for him…all for him. She looked like a naughty little schoolgirl and he was going to take her to bed, fuck her good and proper, just the way she wanted.

He’d barely lowered her body to the bed, and he was upon her, wet hungry kisses that could never get enough of her…and for now…she was letting him have his fill. And it was heaven. 

He pulled the silver zipper down, opening the skirt up, tearing it away from her heated flesh, exposing her to his greedy eyes, and hands, and lips. 

Eric bent over her, caught a perky nipple in his mouth, gently bit it, making his Mistress moan softly… then his mouth was on hers, covering hers, smothering her moan… sharing her breath and her saliva…tangoing with her tongue. 

“What else can you do with that tongue, boy?” she purred…and Eric didn’t even pause, simply lowered his head, found her pulsing mound already warm, wet and simmering with heat so hot it practically radiated off of her… 

Then he licked his lips, and with a grin, lowered his head and slipped his tongue along a thigh, teasing, tasting, kissing his way up to…heaven…and when he slid his tongue in her cunt, she screamed his name, and her body arched, forcing him deeper in…exactly where he wanted to be…

He was in this deep, all of it, all in her, too, now, and forever. And that was just fine with him… 

She came, convulsing around his mouth, his chin, her ass cheeks held firmly in his hands quivered too… and then she was pulling him up, over, onto her, guiding his huge cock that could not get any harder… right into that warm, wet place … covering him with her juices mixed with his saliva… 

And he fit fine, perfectly, sinking in one inch at a time, lowering onto her, but after a moment her eyes flashed open, stared, and she shook her head. 

“All of you…now!” And Eric shuddered, and sunk his full length inside her, more than happy to oblige. 

After all, he was a well dominated man!
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