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"Y' know," Mul e began as he gazed over the top of his

hal f-gl asses, "if there's a story in 'domnation and chocol ate,’
then *you* can wite it." He continued readi ng sonething boring
about quality and software testing as | contenplated his

ot herwi se di sconnected pronouncenent .

Doni nati on? Chocol at e?

Those two topics were certainly near and dear to me so | gave it
proper consideration. Yuppers - there certainly could be a story
here.

"How much can | divul ge?" | asked rather tenuously, because we
all know how private Mule is when it comes to... well..
everything. If | wite a story then it has to be based on rea
events - he knows that - and | wasn't sure how far | could go
with truth and still protect ny sub.

"Just go for it," he announced in his usual terse manner. "I'lI
| ook at it when you're done."

Aha! "CGo for it" and "I'Il look at it" were certainly Mile-isns.

VWhen it cones to our witing, there is no Ds, no play, no games.
VWhen it conmes to our witing, Miule and | are a team and quality

is a mjor part of our lives. Heck, |I think that we're a sort of
| SO- 9000 s coupl e.

Staring at Mule while he read nore nonotonous quality
docunentati on froma conpany whose nane, | swear, i s Segue,
allowed nmy mind to recall a few chocol ate-rel ated events. You
see, where Miule and | are concerned, there are always *several *
chocol ate-rel ated occurrences. | just wasn't sure how many of
them or how nmuch of them| wanted to share.

Besi des, scene chocol ate cones in varieties. First, there are
those little mniature chocolate kisses that | figure *every*
donme has ni bbled from her subbie's, well, "places,"” and second,
there are always M&\s, that don't nelt in your sub's <ahene, and
finally, there is chocolate syrup, which is, of course, another
story. Wiich story should | tell?

And | hadn't yet gotten to whipped cream How could | possibly
tell a story about chocol ate without a chapter or two about that
lovely frothy white anbrosia that decorates not only the

chocol ate toppi ng but other very lovely parts of nmy Miule, as
wel | 2 The answer was sinple.

Qur story would have to include it all. Qur experiences were a
fruit salad with topping and that was all there was to it.

He continued to read the tedious article while | pernmitted i mages
of chocolate to dance around inside ny head. Fleeting inmges of
gol den- wr apped Godi va and handfuls of M&Vs and little Bocc



ki sses and Fauchon truffles even down to Hershey's Huggs
interrupted ny concentration. It's hard to stare at Mil e readi ng
nmonot onous docunent ati on while confections were adorni ng ny

t houghts. | wasn't getting hungry; rather, | was getting

downri ght wet.

Chocol ate does that to nme. So does Mil e.

I could have told the saga of the | eftover chocol ate syrup

di scovered by the bellhop at that staid old hotel in the

nount ains. OK, | *shoul d* have thrown the bottle out, but for
some reason, | left it on the night table. As we were checking
out and the proper British greeter was issuing her farewells to
us, the bellhop trotted across the foyer carrying the well-used
squeeze bottle and searching for its owners.

| thought | was going to die.

El bowi ng Mul e, | did one of those shoul der-points and he turned
around to witness a chubby young bel | hop prancing around the
foyer with a rather drippy brown bottle of syrup and he did his
Mul e- best to corner the guy unobtrusively and indicate that the
contents were, well, disposable. W made a good team Mile
observed that wonderful day, as long as we work together

| notice. He confronts. It works for us.

Then there were the Raisinets. Aside frombeing nature's perfect
junk food, chocol ate-covered raisins are just one of those treats

that | have trouble allowi ng nyself to enjoy. | guess it's just
kid-food to ne; grown-ups just don't eat Raisinets - except on
Hal | oween, | suppose. When ny daughter still trick-or-treated,

used to attack her bag and renpve the Raisinets, claimng they
were probably laced with razor bl ades or rat poison or sonething
and were going directly to the hospital for x-raying.

They never got out of the kitchen, but *she* didn't have to know
t hat .

Anyhow, there was a particul ar weekend that | rmunched M&Ms

i nstead of slices of strawberries or bananas off Miule and he
rather enjoyed *that,* but | wasn't sure | wanted to go there
with a chocolate story. After all, one or two things are private.

Then there was that visit to the historical nmuseum and the
re-enactment of the Revolutionary War thing - Mile is a *big*

hi story buff and keeps a copy of the U S. Constitution in his
flight bag - and it included a chocol ate episode. In fact, it

al so i ncluded a whi pped cream epi sode. And bananas. And
strawberries. And heck, | think there was a kiwi and maybe even a
bag of red licorice, but I"mnot sure anyone woul d under st and
just how we mx fruit, chocolate and play and top it all off with
whi pped cream so | guess that's not an appropriate story either

He was still reading that dreadful article and doing his
occasi onal nod thing, where he agrees with the author and nods
his head at particular points with which he concurs, when | just



got this feeling. It started in ny toes and began to rise when |
finally figured out what was goi ng on

Damm! | was getting horny over chocol ate daydreans!

And | felt the need begin. | don't know how best to describe the
"need,"” but it's real and it's all-enconpassing. Mil e knows ny
need. He's met it on several occasions, usually enjoyabl e ones.
But he was reading that dammed article, his gorgeous tush
ensconced in those wonderful button-front jeans that show off his
tight ass so nicely and his white undershirt peeking out of a
striped button-down shirt that I got himwhen he first arrived
because all the clothes he brought were too horrible to describe.
Let's just say that Mul e was described by ny daughter as | ooking
like a "fifties D.J." and whatever that was, it wasn't a good

thi ng. Teenagers have a special way of comunicating distaste,
and ny daughter, the dommre-in-training, was rather expert at it.

| remenber the day she taught him how to push his white socks
down to his ankles so they didn't |ook |ike knee socks, but
that's another story.

He needed a little fine-tuning. And now he | ooked magnificent.
Tasty. Delicious. Ch damm, | had the need and he was readi ng.

| usually relegated chocolate playtine to hotels because we
didn't have to clean it up afterwards but desperate tines called
for desperate neasures.

"Cof fee?" | asked, even though his answer is *always* affirmative
and when he barely nodded in ny direction, | went downstairs to
brew yet another pot. This tinme, instead of that regular stuff, I
went for the gold.

Mocha chocol at e espresso. And for good neasure, | added a few
spoons of Fox's U Bet, the syrup of chanpions - and New Yorkers.
Well, Miule's really fromBrooklyn and | think he had to register
as an alien when he arrived in the South.

Chocol ate coffee |laced with syrup seened |ike a great afternoon's
delight, but then it came to nme. Sticking nmy head deep into
Mule's refrigerator, | knewl'd find it, but not without a
search. Every refrigerator has one. Pulling out the 1% m |k and
sliding the orange juice out of the way, delving deep behind the
ket chup and near the grape jelly, under the shelf with the
antique marshmall ow fluff and in-between two containers of
expired yogurt, | found it.

A leftover can of whipped cream Heck, | was so dammed excited
that | didn't even check the date. Besides, | think those things
| ast forever.

Wth two cups of steanming coffee and the red and white can
stuffed under ny arm | ventured upstairs. But the aroma preceded
me and Mul e knew it before | entered the room

"Cof f ee?" he asked in his usual terse manner



"No, asshole,” | smled, "it's macaroni and cheese." Sm rking,

pl opped the cup on his ever-present coaster and gl anced ny
coffee-warm | i ps against his luscious ear. O course, | pretended
that | didn't nean it, and he was so engrossed in that commentary
that | think he bought it.

"I like macaroni and cheese,” he comented and | shot a | ook
toward his leering lips and realized that he was again putting ne
on. \Wat good is having a leg if not to pull?

"I like chocolate nmore," | replied sotto voce and waited until
his head was turned and whooshed sonme whi pped creaminto ny cup
Al t hough his eyes were busy reading, his ears heard the telltale
noi se and | watched his neck stiffen. That neck of his speaks

| oudly, even when his voice is silent.

"I can't listen with nmy nmouth,” Mil e always says. He lets his
neck speak for himand it's a |l anguage to which | always listen
A good domme's nost inportant characteristic, a friend of nmne
once said, is enpathy. My enotional identification, my cognition
nmy awareness of my Miule is wapped up in that very special neck

I think he was trying to read but another part of himwas wlling
to bookmark the passage and return to it, well, later. There was
one nore step in our process and that involved what | like to
call the "gane."

The gane is a rather special ritual we invented because it's just
Mul e's style. He can't accept anything; he's just *got* to give

me a hard tine, and when | have the need, |I'm not always tuned
into his sarcasm Besides, he knows that after | get to ny
speci al place, | take *everything* he says very seriously.

In short, he pushes nme away right up until he catches nme. | don't

know if | can explain it any better except with a story.

Late one dark afternoon, when Miule was rather tightly bound to
the bed with bungees, | had this magnificent idea that just sort
of came to me, especially because he had rather recently energed
fromthe shower. Mil e al ways tastes delicious, even when he's
sweating, but when he's clean, it's always nore fun. As |
surveyed himon the bed, spread-eagle and rather "ready," it just
canme to ne.

| had never yet tasted his toes.

Now, toe-sucking is one of those things you read about all the
time, but not everyone gets into it. Some fol ks are squi cked by

feet and toes, after all, are attached to them If you don't I|ike
feet, | doubt you'd want to suck toes.
However, his particular toes just seenmed, well, available to ne.

So | knelt at the foot of the bed and rubbed ny face agai nst al
ten of them For sone reason, and | really have no idea why, |
just reached for the ever-present bottle of chocolate syrup and
drizzled it between them Anong them Whatever.



Then | put ny tongue carefully between his little toe and
what ever the real name of one's "ring-finger" toe is. And
tasted both the syrup and his toes at once with a rather formal
large and long lick. Just one. Just to see how !l liked it.

| never expected quite that sort of reaction but his head just

l unged up fromthe pillow and there was this expression of pure
and utter shock on his face. Aside fromthe fact that | was a
little concerned about his hurting that wonderful neck, | was
intrigued by his fascination with toe-licking.

So |l did it again.
And agai n.

By now, the poor boy was thrashing about the sheets and the
covers were decorating parts of the suite for which they were
never intended. | guess the appropriate word is 'berserk.' And it
was a wonderful scene to watch and even better in which to
partici pate.

VWhen | was done with all ten toes and he was exhausted from
flailing about the bed, |I figured there was only one thing to do
to top it off.

VWi pped cream Squirting great gobs of it on the residue of
chocol ate between his toes, | re-slurped fromthe font of dessert
he presented to nme. It was that afternoon that | decided he was
better off secured to sturdy bedposts than unrestrai ned during
our play.

That's al so when | decided that chocol ate scenes were better
performed in hotel roons where there are nmaids. W left her a
sizable tip when we left.

VWile | sipped the steam ng nocha coffee laced with syrup and
topped wi th whipped cream | noticed the grin spread over Mile's
face. O course, | assuned it had sonething to do with the

chocol ate and *not* with the article he was still pretending to
read, but | always assune he's nore interested in my machinations
than quality articles. Some things just go w thout saying.

But we were in his office and that's hardly a place to start
spreadi ng chocol ate around, so | surveyed ny options before
deciding on a tact. A good domme never makes a sort of mess that
requires a professional cleaning crewto repair.

But first, I had to get himout of those clothes. What | had in
m nd required skin, not cotton or denim between us. Sonetines,
t hough, the Mule is hard to get out of his clothing... and even

nore difficult when he's in one of those sarcastic noods. That,
of course, is our gane.

He's *very* good at it; it's just that *I* ambetter

My hands were warm from hol ding the coffee nmug and his were busy



pretending to read the article. So | positioned nyself behind him
and started rubbing his neck. And shoul ders. And head. After a
few m nutes, the bell rang to signal the end of round one of our
gane - he started twisting his neck to enjoy the massage even
better.

Round two began. My nails, which are mani cured every ot her week
because it's cheaper than therapy, started scratching lightly
against his scalp. He's got this hair,lots of it. | just don't
understand why it's still brown. You'd think after all these years
of helmets and hot cockpits it would finally turn gray. Hey, it
shoul d be at *least* silver just fromthe aggravation *I* inflict
upon him

Swi tching between fingertips and fingernails, | sort of played with
his head and when he closed his eyes, | knew round two was over.

Round three sort of faded into a series of massagi ng down his back
al t hough I could rub only what | could reach and within a few
monents, his lips offered what | wanted.

"Unbutton your shirt,” | offered.
"I can lose the whole thing," he countered.

| believe the judges gave ne that round, too, and w thin nonments,
t he whol e thing was over. But then again, it had just begun

It's a rather enjoyable gane when | drizzle chocolate syrup down
his chest and try to lick it off before it hits the white carpet.
Once in a while, I've been know to allow a drop or two to travel
south until it reaches something 1'd rather lick than his chest.

The best part of playing with Mile is that when you tell himto
stand at attention, he *really* stands at attention. | think it's
that military training. O it's a purely physical reaction to,
wel I, chocolate. O ny tongue.

VWhatever it is, not a drop hit the carpet and Mil e t ook another
shower when we were done

Did | nmention the whi pped creamon his <ahem»? Heck, that's
*anot her* story.
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