

EAT MY FOOD BABY LOSER!
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CHAPTER ONE

Harold was the man I owed my existence to. He showed me the way to becoming what I was all along, and sometimes you don’t realize until much later on in life just how much you were missing. He was my very first submissive Slave, and looking at him you would never guess how strong he was to take all my abuse over time.

First off, I remembered the time that I lived in Indiana with an ex. Our next door neighbors were from the South where the whip was just one more tool parents had to put not only the fear of God into their kids, but also a way to keep them in line. This couple had a switch made from the supple branches from their big ass Weeping Willow tree carefully braided and kept in a jar, sprayed each and every day just to keep their daughter in line. Of course they never used it, but the knowledge that the thing even existed in her parents jar in the kitchen was enough to make her the most polite and well behaved kid on the block. Good strategy and I used the same with my Slaves.

I was divorced for a full year before I met Harold. I was no longer a financial hostage to the man I knew as my husband for six years. Because a job was a job was a job and I took money wherever and however I could get it short of selling my body in the back room of a tavern, I held on tightly to my job as a waitress at that greasy low end diner called aptly ‘The Greasy

Spoon’, knowing that one day I would have enough saved up for the divorce and a new shot at life as a single woman with no ties.

It was a slow process but I reinvented myself in the months that followed, taking stock of all the men I had come to know in the span of my waitress days, and how they could serve me. My dominant Mistress/submissive role evolved slowly and gradually, for lack of a better term, it just happened. Not that I ever took any shit from anyone in my life. Specifically it happened on Thanksgiving Day. For the first time, I was alone that day and still relishing a new found freedom from my captor ex husband who was a bit of a control freak for some things like the way we had to fuck, always missionary since that was the only way he could cum. It felt weird at first, but then I realized that the no cooking, no unwanted sex, no strained conversations, and I thank God every day that our now void contract never resulted in children was a good thing after all.

Thanksgiving Day was a busy day for the diner where I worked, full of those unfortunate souls with no family of their own to share a turkey meal with or those who would just rather have somebody in a hot kitchen to cook their meals. Not really having any plans, it was the first Thanksgiving that I volunteered to work. Finding myself alone now with no husband, no family to speak of, I was every bit as alone as the patrons that I served that night.

Harold was one of the regulars at the diner, stopping by mostly on the weekends to indulge his appetite for the special of the day, followed. It was always followed, by two slices of German Chocolate cake a la mode. He was so very predictable, really almost no different that my ex-husband. Except


that he had a kinky side to him that I didn’t discover until months later, and atfirst, it revolted me, but when he mentioned how much he was going to pay me then I didn’t mind, not really. With the passage of time, Harry and I began to exchange stories, slowly becoming friends, and it wasn’t too long before we were on a first name basis.

Harry was an unassuming sort of guy, regular build, salt and pepper hair…the kind that blends into the background, never standing out in the crowd. He had that cop swagger not unlike the stereotypical policeman on television. Maybe that worked to his advantage in his career choice as a security guard at the Port Authority Terminal in New York City.

His visits to the diner became more frequent and also he began to tip me more. I noticed a pattern after some time that the more I treated him badly the better the tips became. At first I thought it was just a coincidence but one day I called him a piece of shit just because it seemed like a funny thing to do at the end of a long and tiresome ten day shift on my feet, so I did it, and the day after my tip jumped to fifteen dollars for a five dollar and change order. After a few months, he sought me out as his waitress, and one day out of the blue he cautiously mustered up the courage to ask me out on a date, and it wasn’t too long before he confessed to me the reason for his single status. It felt good and I felt safe having a cop (even though I always thought that security guards were only sad rejects of the real cops) in my corner, I felt protected with him. His downfall…He loved the brown stuff. Shit.


Turds, caca, or whatever adjective you could dream of to describe the bodily functions that put both Prince and Paupers on the same playing field.

He knew better than to show up late for our appointments. He was well off, but one day out of the blue I made him walk a forty block stretch as I drove slowly next to him just to make sure that he was obedient, and quality Slave material. The inside of his shoes had little cacti needles that I ripped off of one of my plants that I loved collecting.

“That’s right, cover your face you vermin piece of shit…what are you a fuckin’ retard or something? How many fuckin times do I have to repeat myself?” I ordered him. I learned a lot from my ex-husband who took great pleasure in tormenting me… not only physically, but mentally, and to that end I owe him eternal gratitude for the lessons served. Every cloud has a silver lining… I always believed that. In Harry, I had found a kindred spirit who yearned to assume the role I held for so many years. Bound and helpless, I knew that feeling all too well.

“Yes Mistress I will hide my ugly face”. He just sat there like a bump on a copper log like he did before. Maybe because of his intuition, he sensed something about me that he needed, and almost three months after our friendship had blossomed into something and he divulged something about himself no one else knew, or so he said.


Hard to explain, but he wanted to be a baby but a man at the same time. It was all new to me, never really having been in this quagmire…but it felt right with him.

He had two brown paper bags over his head; all geared up on the ratchet with chains around his wrists firmly in place. My pet slave needed to learn some manners, he obviously has none, so in addition to hiding his face, I would have make him kneel onto some un-popped popcorn after our session, until I thought up other punishments. He’s lucky I don’t have him wearing a Dunce cap as I had to during my early days at St. Marks School. Those penguin garbed nuns had humiliation down to a science, placingslow to learn students like myself into a corner facing nothing but the wall as punishment. Those were the days my friend, and I thought they would never end…just like the song. Seems funny now, but back then it just fucking sucked ass.

CHAPTER TWO

I love my slaves and no request is too harsh. I may balk at some of the more extreme ones, but I usually end up giving in. As I look at my pets, I envision my ex’s face feeling my wrath as the sounds of the bullwhip lightly score their clothes. Again and again, I enjoyed tearing the fabric as the sound of it excited him, knowing the only salvation would be a thin piece of cloth. Because of my natural strength due to years of weightlifting and my other athletic endeavor, I always made him wear at least three or four layers of


clothing as he begged me to whip him naked with my flesh-tearing Bullwhip, but like anything else in life, it had to be gradual. I promised him that day would one day come, but just not now. He would have to toughen his skin and resistance a lot more.

Swoosh…I started lightly, then again.

He was clearly uncomfortable as the sweat poured down the black leather mask on his face. I knew the salty sweat would be burning his eyes very soon. In spite of a sweltering ninety plus temperature outside, I made him wear multiple layers of itchy wool long sleeved black shirts under some long sleeved thermal shirts, adding to his discomfort. I had the air-conditioner on in my quarters, and within the extra bedroom with no light or ventilation had been cleverly converted to a dungeon of sorts. My dream is to one day have a room reminiscent of the movie Hostel, with its dismal disturbing ambiance.  My pets and I would relive the grand days of the Inquisition, where there were no shades of grey, just the black and white world of unbearable pain and never ending suffering. I was almost done sucking on my Charms lollipop and got down to the gum part that by now was a very rough hard ball on an equally hard stick.

 “Open up you fuckin piece of shit”


I rammed the sharp edged pink remainder of Charms gum on a stick up his asshole. His cock was gradually rising in salute to my superior training skills. I knew he’d expect to be masturbated soon. Slowly extricating the lollipop, I walked to him and removed his bagged hood. It was time for the chains to come off. He stood there breathing rather heavily and red as a tomato. I gently kissed him and led him towards the gurney as I opened the door to the rest of my nest, allowing some of the cold air into the tiny and sweltering room.

“Is that better you poor baby? You know I always worry for you because I love you so much.”

I became concerned as he lay there helpless and hot, and quickly wheeled him into the colder adjacent room. I hope he won’t die on my watch I thought to myself. How am I gonna explain this away? All kinds of scenarios went through my mind. His erection slowly grew more flaccid. Maybe he ejaculated while I exited to make myself a drink and slice myself some Roquefort cheese, if he did, I hadn’t noticed. His color was back to normal, on to the next round of discipline.

His fate was in my hands. He was naked still and steps away stood the armoire that held all his clothing and gun in holster. There e he lay, so vulnerable, so sexy. I took his police issue 9mm glock and held it for a moment, I could tell he was becoming uncomfortable, after all, it’s probably


loaded, and in theory, I could just shoot him with it, but I wouldn’t.  Maybe one day, I always fantasized about how elegant it would be for me to take another worthless person’s life. I handed him the weapon, and asked him to empty the barrel.

“This is so manly, and so hard, not a shitty limp dicked loser like you”

Sitting down, I took it and began rubbing my clit with it, amazed at my arousal at it.

His face showed he was puzzled but I did notice his cock slowly rise as I rubbed it between my legs…my nipples hardened. I had never pleasured myself with a real gun before, and it felt hot and kinky. As I closed my eyes, my imagination took me to where I would fuck myself with a real gun at the mercy of some hot policeman that had just arrested me. I plead guilty officer, guilty of wanting you to fuck my brains out. It was heaven. I lay down on the couch, and signaled for my slave to finish me off.

“Fuck my hot pussy with that”

He obeyed, gently lubricating me with his expert tongue until I was squirming with pre-cum and a desire for the gun to enter my woman cave cunt. Gently he eased it inside me, treating me as gently as I routinely


treated him brutally, and a perfect ying and yang medley. I granted him permission to jerk himself off with his free hand. He gratefully bent over and kissed my feet in gratitude.

Shortly after I felt the rush of my climax approaching, and I was at his mercy now, and the tables were turned, but I won’t let him know. Here was this cold thing entering my vagina and pleasing me, not a warm cock belonging to an authority figure twice my age…but his glock didn’t have any strings attached, I wouldn’t have to reciprocate by pleasing it back, it had no agenda, it was the perfect lover. The night was over for me, now I had to attend to my wimpy pet.

CHAPTER THREE

I instructed him to wait outside as I went potty. Yesterday’s meal was a bangin’ bowl of hot Chili perfectly seasoned with Shelby’s Chili mix and a great big dollop of Daisy Sour cream that I concocted in my crock pot…I wonder if it will taste as good coming out as it did going in. I strained a little bit, not normal for me, and one big push later I filled my immaculate white bowl with recycled and now not so bangin’ super spicy Chili. It was almost perfectly rope shaped, it looked delicious in a way and aesthetically pleasing in a sordid kind of way. I wiped and cleaned myself on the bidet.

“Come in Harry you maggot, your dinner waits.”


This wasn’t his first time, and the Dirty Harry dog pawed at the door like the obedient wimp I know him to be. I waited until he began his dog whining, I knew he must be hungry, fuckin piece of shit.

“Come in and eat your dinner…look how delicious it looks, and you are going to eat every bite, every last bite, because you are a loser and I am not, a loser eats shit, and feel privileged that it’s not just any shit you’ll be eating, you’ll be eating a winners shit, tonight on the menu, it’s Chili shit right from my poop chute.”

He stood there not saying a thing. I instructed him to approach the seat, grabbing his head and pushing it in the bowl until he sported a thick glob of brown goo throughout his entire face.

“Do you want some milk with that?” I asked him, since it would help with the large serving he’d be consuming.

“Yes Mistress, I would love it if you would kindly offer me some milk”

I went to the kitchen and served him eight ounces of cold whole milk from the fridge. As I walked back, I saw he fastened the bib I had bought him, (it was a cute little panda bear and red train pattern), and slowly I glowed with pride at my creation.


“Well, dig in, here’s your knife and fork…remember, no elbows on the lid. It’s not polite, but then, what do you know about politeness. If I were your mother I woulda flushed your white pasty ass right down the can as soon as you were born fucking loser.”

Using the bowl as a plate, he began cutting my brown log in small portions, and savoring his way through one quarter of it, he commented how delicious it was. It wasn’t like him to make a comment until I gave him permission, so maybe todays BM was the best he’d ever tasted, although probably a bit too spicy considering what a white boy he was. Normally I would whip any and all unsolicited comments from him, but he did just give me one of the best orgasms of my life, so I just let it go.

He devoured the stuff and ate his dinner in less than twenty minutes. Now he’d have to clean up my toilet just like before. Yeah I had him trained well. Mommy knows best.


I PROMISE IT TASTES LIKE FUDGE!
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CHAPTER ONE

At first, I thought that she was joking when she told me at a party that she was paid to have men eat her shit. It was back in college and that first year away from the controlling parents was the most liberating part of my young life. Her name was CKeith, also something that I thought was part of her overactive imagination or just outright bullshit, but when she showed me her birth certificate I knew that she wasn’t a liar. Still I didn’t really believe the part of having rich men eat her shit until I went to one of her ‘dates’ and witnessed it for myself. My mouth dropped since me, a girl from the Midwest, never even heard of such a thing. It had to be a lie, but right in front of me was my friend Keith, squatting over a middle aged man with a strange black mask that looked like what the KKK would wear only black, with cutout for his mouth and for his eyes., His mouth was wide open as I saw the brown shit peeking out from her asshole, slowly making its eventual deposit into his waiting and hungry mouth. I puked that very moment as I saw his mouth devouring the ten inch long log into his mouth, and then when he gobbled it up, licked his lips and her asshole clean.


After college, it was hard to find work in the field of English Literature and subsequently I had to find easy work and that meant becoming a stripper so that my mother could hold her head up high in public and at her Church.

Now don’t get me wrong, there were some advantages to working the poles at the strip joints that most people couldn’t understand unless they worked the scene. For me, the lure of easy money was an irresistible and important factor, and in addition to the admiration of adoring but usually inebriated men that would literally throw money at me, made stripping the right choice for me. It appealed to my exhibitionist side. Some, although not all of the patrons, were professional men who would seek me out as an escape from their mundane vanilla world of all work and not much play. Forbidden fruit has always been the sweetest fruit of all.

I fell into the role of a Dominant Mistress pretty fast and comfortably and there were few things as emancipating as the rush of adrenaline that comes from humiliating and exacting at least a small amount of pain upon my slaves. From my very first Slave, I knew that was what I wanted to be and it didn’t take long for me to push my degree onto the back burner much to my parents’ dismay. It was only recently that I had discovered the world of scat, thanks to Joseph, one of the bouncers at the Velveteen Cave strip bar where I worked for about a year gives or take.


I guess you could say I was an OCD type personality for as far back as I could remember. Ever since I was a little girl, the process of going number two always fascinated me. As the youngest of five kids, I held the distinct honor of being the youngest kid to grasp the concept of potty training. I still remember it as though it had only happened just yesterday even though it didn’t of course. I received more than my share of positive reinforcement for my efforts from doting parents, but that wasn’t the reason why I compulsively went on the seat and not in my diapers, I really enjoyed the feel of my excrement as it slowly exited my bunghole,winding up in the bowl where I could gaze at it and marvel at the different shapes and designs. If I ate more than usual, it would escape my pants sometimes and run down my legs, smelling up my legs now and maybe even the floor.

Going poop in the bowl was infinitely neater, more hygienic. I marveled at the really artistically shaped turds I would sometimes hide under my bed, just so I could later examine its muddy perfection.  Fast forward a few years later to when I was in life, during my high-school years, the highlight of my babysitting was the diaper part. The heavenly aroma of baby shit was intoxicating to me sick as it might sound because it brought back all those memories to when I was little.

That was many moons ago, but still the same nostalgic feelings remain every time I take on a new scat client.


I was almost finished with my shift, ending the last dance with a slow winding around the shiny metal pole. Another day ended, and I counted the small pile of paper money that my adoring horny admirers had tucked into my outfit. Not a bad haul for a single days work, There was a total of three hundred and eleven dollars, in tips alone. Carefully placing the larger bills first, descending in numerical denominations so it made sense and looked neat, always face up and to one side, I folded them and placed them inside the soles of my socks before slipping into my boots and heading for home. Home for me was a tiny studio apartment in an overpriced but safe neighborhood in Bayonne New Jersey. It was a virtual yuppie haven full of New York City high rent refugees escaping the dwindling and increasingly high prices of housing that choked the paycheck out of them.

I adopted a mixed breed dog to keep me company soon after moving in. She was a chocolate and white spotted mixed breed dog that was left abandoned tied to someone’s car according to the shelter folks, heard me walking down the hall, and began her usual yelping, whining, and barking before I even reached the door. I loved her color, a rich milk chocolate color with only a small trace of white on her chest.

“Ohhhhhh, where is my baby, how’s my little baby girl, look at you waiting for mommy” I cooed at my four legged baby. Her bloodhound sensitive nose spotted an interesting scent within the large take out bag of Chinese Food I held in one hand and a few treats that I bought for her in the pet shop on my


way home. The spoils of today’s pole dancing war merited a treat for my roommate and me, and for Fudge, of course.   

“Oh Fudge, look what mommy got us.” Some General Tao’s Chicken, Fried Rice and six egg rolls.” Maybe she understood my alien language, maybe she didn’t, but the cute cock of her head made me believe she did. After sharing dinner with her, I took Fudge out for a walk, and then went back upstairs for a nice hot shower. Too tuckered out for much else, I served myself dinner and turned on the tube until we both fell asleep on the couch.

A knock on the door woke me from a partial slumber. It was Rolando’s mom who was our next door neighbor, wanting to know if I could give her yet another cup of sugar for her dark espresso coffee. I didn’t mind because it seemed that for every cup of sugar I would give her she returned the favor by sweeping my rug in front of the door every time that she did hers, which happened to be every day. After bidding her goodnight, I checked my messages and turned on the tube, hoping to catch the remainder of the news.

The next morning, the phone rang and rang. It was Bruce. No doubt he’d have a juicy confession for me about his favorite topic of conversation. I remember the first time I sat in on his “Dinner Date”, where his slave was made to walk on all fours, donning a Total Deprivation Mask in eighty-plus summer heat, only to be ordered to consume a full bowl of Bruce’s shit out of a porcelain soup bowl. He and I both liked to feed our slaves and would often share the details that nobody within our circle of friends cared to hear.


Bruce was the bouncer, one of them anyways, at the club, he and I both liked to be on the giving, rather than the receiving, end of toilet training our slaves.

Bruce was not your typical Master, and sometimes it felt like I didn’t know him at all…More than once he would give me the creeps as he’d delve into the details of his encounters, and the extreme measures he’d take to insure total submission of his slaves. He was extremely controlling and at times even cruel towards his subjects I thought, he had no empathy in him at all and it seemed like it was hard wired into his DNA. Maybe it was just an exaggerated account of actual events meant to shock, impress me or outdo my trysts in some sick one-upping competition. It was what he relayed the last time that made me try to cool this once close friendship.

The door opened, it was Beatrice, my room-mate.

“Hey you finally home, had to work overtime I guess? “I asked as Fudge greeted her excitingly.

It was basically just an apartment-sharing marriage of convenience. We both worked, although her job was more dignified as a secretary for some law firm. She was a good roommate as far as roommates go since she was quiet and reserved, paid her share of the monthly rent on time, even though I might add that she was a little boring. I felt invigorated after my shower,


almost restless, and stayed up instead. Looking at my calendar, I noticed that only two appointments were set for this month, and I needed to get new clients.

CHAPTER TWO

I logged onto my laptop, and went onto my Craigslist ads to renew them. Surely there had to be more men to share in my favorite past-time. I rewrote my ad to read…

“Responsibly cruel and attractive White dominant Mistress seeking a submissive sissy man with plenty of money to discipline and engage in scat play. Email for more information. “

Bruce’s six or seven; I can’t remember how many he was actually up to, “Scat” slaves paid his entire rent for the year, and then some.  This would mean some money on the side and under the table. He worked the bar only


to make contacts, and have a little spending money, eventually his goal was earn enough from his sideline job to live comfortably and retire early in his life in Mexico. Sweet. I had the same goals, and would continue to pursue my campaign aggressively until I reached it. I’d fantasize about the day my financial security would arrive thanks to my sideline scat customers, the day that I would no longer need a roommate to help pay the rent, and it would just be me and Fudge, living in the lap of luxury. My entire place would be elegantly decorated in a monochromatic scheme of brown hues to emphasize my love of brown; it would be a virtual sea of brown, including my Fudge.

I sat on my desk, checking my mail; I saw a response to my ad…

“Dear Mistress, I would like to introduce myself if you have time…” He went on and on about how he grew up, typical sob story that they always start with as if that was going to make me take any pity on them and lower my fees, but I kept on reading, and tried to not fall asleep from boredom until he said money was no object and gave me his cell number and his bank information that I thought was pretty dumb and trusting of him. My ears perked up, he had my attention. I requested his social security number to run a check on him, if he’s clear, then I could count on another feather for my nest of financial security for my future that didn’t include ‘catching’ as my mother would put it, a husband.


It was a few days later that I met Keith, my newest add on to my collection of scat fans. I gave him a meeting place where we could discuss business before getting down to the pleasure part. He arrived early as I knew he would. He was actually very nice looking, tall, well-built, looking like the guy next door and I noticed a strange looking ring on his pinky finger. He ordered a drink and a salad while I ordered a coffee and lingered on the menu, finally picking out the most expensive item.

I went slowly but after about an hour I gave him a taste of what to expect with me as his Mistress, and set out the rules in black and white so that there would be no confusion about what he would be expecting. There would be no grey areas. An hour in, talking about how I enforce certain rules and expect my Slaves to abide by them, he agreed to my reasonable terms, and then we went our separate ways for the remainder of the day. He had a driver and a kick ass latest model black limo so it was evident that he was financially able to give me what I wanted and needed.

We set the date for our first ‘meeting’ the following weekend. I could see that he was excited at the thought of having me teach him some lessons, and it gave me an entire week to prepare and come up with something new. Of course I carried not only a small handgun but also some police issue teargas, just in case. I had a bullwhip in my hand since I thought the thick leather would excite him.


“Take your clothes off…you have to learn my rules, and obey them, or you will not eat my shit…do you understand me?”

I ordered him to get on all fours and put on the thick black heavy leather hood, then walk outside our door down the hall of this fancy hotel. He didn’t understand my orders obviously. He chuckled. Obviously, he didn’t understand the first thing about respect.

“But there might be someone who would see Mistress…”

“I don’t give a flying fuck you fucking dog…I am your owner, and you are my slave…what part of who’s on top don’t you get? “

He knew better than to challenge me by uttering another word, and did as told. I opened the door, and led him out hooded, walking on fours like a dog would, and stood there laughing and mocking him. He was sweating profusely maybe from being nervous. He walked fast, and looked more like he was doing a knee-sprint. He hurried inside, relieved that not a soul peeked out and discovered the sight of him. As he walked in, I reached for my beautiful Italian leather Bullwhip, and asked him a simple question….”Did you hear me give you permission to come inside?” He still had his mask on, and took it off, and yet again, he did not wait for my instructions. Again, he took initiative to do as he pleased. I grew even more irritated at his lack of listening skills.


“You have to learn from the ground up just like the others.”

I signaled for him to again walk down the hallway, THIS time, he would have to remove his mask, and remain in his stupid white underwear. He shook his head no. I couldn’t believe my eyes how defiant this piece of shit proved to be. You have got to be fuckin kidding me…who does he think he is?I kicked him in the groin with my black stiletto heels, lightly; I didn’t want to send my newly acquired sugar shit daddy to the hospital.

CHAPTER THREE

“You need to be taught the right way you piece of shit…and if you ever…look into my eyes, if you ever dare to shake your head or disobey me in the future, I hope you have good insurance. Do you understand me?”He was still doubled over, grabbing at his crotch and wincing in pain. I thought


that his appetite for pain must be voracious, why else would he intentionally displease me this way?

“Get up and take that mask off, I want to see if you’re a sissy girl instead of a male…fuckin piece of shit loser.”

He did as told, and this man just stood there, towering over me, just waiting. He could sense my annoyance, and pleaded with me. But I never tolerate disobedience, so that would be all for today, I had to cool off and teach this defiant boy a lesson.

“That will be all for today, I want you to go to your happy little Vanilla world, and contemplate how unhappy you have made me today. You suck at taking orders. And because you suck, you will be paying a penalty for today’s disobedience. Next time, hopefully you will learn to shut up and listen. Take out your wallet, and hand it to me. I will be the judge of how much, and do not utter a single word.”

He handed it over, there had to be at least several thousand dollars neatly lined up like little soldiers. His other cubbyholes held at least twenty plastic credit cards. The one on the top I noticed was an American Express


Platinum card. He’s rich, I thought, and I’m going to give myself an early Christmas this year, and he will thank me for it since money is the root of all evil so in a way that will smooth his way into a cleaner life with God. I must be a good person and take the fall by passing the Karma torch onto him. God, I am a nice person. I took all the bills out; he held exactly six thousand in most hundred dollar denominations. I counted them carefully, and left him with one thousand dollars. I was going to until I saw the look on his face that I didn’t really appreciate, and then changing my mind I left him with only twenty.

His expression was priceless. Before he protesteth too much I explained that every rule he breaks will come with a hefty price tag that could only benefit me, he even shed a tear or two to earn some pity points that fell on blind eyes and deaf ears.

“When will I eat Mistress?” Obviously the fact that I named my own price did not seem to deter him from seeking me out some more. He called me almost daily until I had my number disconnected for a week just to make him suffer. But not before dropping him a line reminding the poor bastard that I had all of his banking information as well as very incriminatory photos of him naked as my ass crapped all over his mouth and body. It was his truffle of choice and I exploited it.


I had no brown pudding for him today, but he was blessed with a nice Golden Shower and a shower of spit that I spat his way covering his face, as a token of appreciation. If and when I allow him to eat my shit, I will make sure to drink plenty of grape juice that I love anyway to make it more colorful, and lots of corn to make it chunky for him to enjoy. It will be my masterpiece, like a rainbow of chunks and caramel.

“You will eat tomorrow, when I take a shit, so we will see each other tomorrow. Because you disappointed me today, you will go home hungry just like a little sissy orphan with no home to call his own. There will be no brown pudding for you today, just look at you how pathetic you look. I hope you choke on your stupid dinner tonight and I hope you piss yourself in public. And I want to see your new wallet tomorrow…get rid of that black shit of a wallet. I want it to be brown, like the shit pudding I am going to feed you and the color on my walls. By the way, your brand new BROWN wallet better have just as much cash the next time. Oh, and also I need a new pair of boots, I will send you the link.”

“Call me at exactly the time I gave you, and not one minute later, do you understand me?”

“Yes Mistress, I do understand.”


He stood there frozen, waiting for me to give him the command. I sized him up, and this one was showing some promise of becoming a quick learner after all. I sat down on the bed and took out one of my Dunhill cigarettes. I looked at him.

“Well, do you think this cigarette is going to light itself maggot?”

He hurried over walking on his hands and knees to light it for me.

I ordered him to dress, and I had already done. I hoped he learned a valuable lesson today. We both walked out the door like nothing happened, and waited for our Black Limo Chariot to arrive and take us to our separate, but now, intertwined separate lives.  

Our second date was at my apartment. I knew that my roommate was going to visit some family in Pennsylvania so it was just me and Fudge. I could have made him pay some more at another fancy hotel but since I had special plans for him I decided it was best to do what I do best right in the comfort of my own home.

He was exactly at the time I told him to be there.    


LICK MY ASS YOU MAGGOT!
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CHAPTER ONE

So I learned that my piece of shit Slave had tried to get himself yet another Master to replace me. I learned of this because I was friends with almost every Dominant Mistress that I knew existed, but of course, these are always those wannabe’s that aspire to take shortcuts and proclaim themselves as a Mistress even though they don’t really know the first thing about it. That was the final straw, and as long as it wouldn’t become a commonplace thing for them to dump me I wasn’t worried about anything. She had always understood the premise that no matter how severe, his punishment was swift, just, and appropriate, befitting the crime at hand, but the bitch always wanted more and more; she became as needy as a two year old and after awhile it became annoying, so maybe she was just reading between the lines after all. As his Mistress, I alone had the privilege as well as the right to punish his with pain and forgive his with mercy. I held his fate entirely in my well-manicured blood red lacquered hands and at my whim for whatever crossed my sick twisted mind that day. I forgot about his as quickly as she entered my life and moved on.


John was one of my favorite Slaves in the Harem of pets that I owned.

His house was impeccably decorated. I didn’t know what he did for a living because he was mysterious and secretive, and no matter how I tried to prod it from him, he never did trust me enough to share. Maybe he was too fucking important for a Mistress like me, but he paid well. My first visit to him left me in awe. As soon as I walked inside the large living room he grabbed me by the arm even though I didn’t give him permission yet, and whispered in my ear.

“I’m a dirty boy Mistress, and I need you to teach me how to be a better person…I want to eat your shit Mistress, I want you to rub your excrement in my face and feed it to me, just like a baby.”

“You are a filthy boy, not a dirty one…let’s just call a spade a spade faggot You want to lick my ass clean after I take a big dump on your face?” I asked him, and I noticed that the more descriptive I became the more his cock was getting hard and tenting in his perfectly tailored trousers. He was the very epitome of elegance, so I had that wall to tear down for him. He was scum and he knew it, if not, he wouldn’t have sought my services to put him in his place. He was the bottom of the barrel.

“You don’t know how long I’ve wanted someone like you to dominate me, to share my indulgence in scat play. I’ve looked elsewhere, and actually it was one of your own pets that referred you to me. She said you could help me Mistress…could you?” I looked him over and then at all the elegant expensive items that surrounded us. He had the most amazing collection of Faberge eggs. He looked nervous as I approached the glass cases that held them. The ticking of my heels on his floor was another thing


that made him uneasy since he himself walked through the parquet floors in socking feet to not damage the shine.

“Are these real?” I asked. He gulped.

“Yes they are Mistress.” He said.

“Take one out for me so I can play with it…”

“Yes Mistress.” He pressed some button on the security keypad and removed the one I liked and tucked it in my brassiere.

“You want to lick my ass don’t you you maggot…I have to take a BM shortly, how about you have your first meal. But let’s discuss the price first. You look like you could use some soul cleansing…”

“Soul cleansing?”

“Yes…if you give generously in this life it will be returned tenfold in the afterlife…or don’t you ever read the bible you loser?” I said. I wasn’t


playing with this weasel, and I was merely establishing boundaries in our relationship early on.

“Lay down on your bed and take your clothes off and rub your cock hard, I know you want some. First though…I want to take one of your credit cards, the one with no limit…”

“It would be my American Express Mistress!”

“That will do fine until you set up my own cards for my use. Do you understand?” I said. He removed his trousers and wallet and then handed me the credit card. I was happy because I needed a few things. I just had a car bought for me from one of my other Slaves but I needed more since I had refined tastes.

He did as he was told and started to rub his cock hard. It wasn’t anything to write home about and I’ve seen bigger, but it wasn’t pathetically stunted like the ones I’ve sometimes had to endure. I swung my size DD breasts into his face, letting him lick my nipples as I held onto his balls, if he was too rough, I would gladly just squeeze the life out of them.

“Do you wish to taste my ass?” He looked happy and excited. I undressed, just the bottom half and shoved my cunt into his waiting face. I


let out a very damp wet fart onto his nose, and I could see that he began to rub his cock even harder. His tongue reached out to my asshole and with little circle motions began to trace the outline of my brown puckered ass lips; he was right on the money.

“Is this what you want you piece of shit? You want me to shit inside your filthy filthy dirty mouth?” The odor from my ass was because I knew of this date and his peculiar fetish, so I didn’t completely wipe last night, and come to think of it, I forgot to wash my pussy as well, so the smell was ripe to him, and he enjoyed every lick of my backside bouquet as I was helping myself to the contents of his wallet. I was guiding his tongue to whise my ass was really itchy, probably from all the bacterial buildup on my rectum. I farted in his face again. I knew he wanted some shit but I was constipated whenever I ate Chinese food, maybe it was the MSG or whatever they used for spices.

“Clean my asshole good sissy man!”

Maybe because he was stimulating the skin so much I felt a log began to exit my ass, it was about a two inches, and not one of the beautiful long ones that sometimes filled my white porcelain toilet to artist status. I was proud of some of my turds sometimes.  As soon as it went in his mouth I could hear him chewing it, and it sounded like he was chewing on some nuts or something, maybe the corn that I had the night before in the corn chowder I ordered. My turdy treat filled up his mouth and I could see that his cock began to twitch, I stroked it and then he filled my hand with that nasty white glob of goo that I didn’t give him permission to do. It was extremely mushy,


almost like a milkshake that was warm and smelly. I sat up quickly and took it along with the shit that was over his mouth and covered him up with it.

“OHHHH YESS…..MISTRESS I ADORE YOU…PLEASE LET ME BE YOUR ONLY SLAVE MISTRESS!!!!” He cried, begging again.

CHAPTER TWO

And then there was my second favorite, and his name was Sal. Sal was an Italian that held a lot of secrets in his closet, especially from his family since he was married with two kids under his belt. He was the one that I had to say I had the most fun with since he was such an easy target for humiliating and degrading. His cock was also one of the biggest I’d ever seen.

For our second rendezvous I texted him late, just to play games with him…then patiently awaited his answer.  His reply would be the same as


always, Y for yes, or N for no.  He was the second to join my slave menagerie,

I glanced at my phone; five minutes passed and still no answer. This was unacceptable. Perhaps he was held up at a meeting or paper pushing…a million thoughts raced through my mind to excuse my pet slave for the unforgivable sin of tardiness. Time is money and he would be paying extra in more ways than one tonight.  He knew this would invite an extra dose of pain and humiliation. Six minutes had passed, the green light for tonight’s discipline had come through, it was a Y.

Fuckin worm…now you’re going to really get it you privileged fucktard I thought to myself. I methodically typed the detailed instructions of his arrival on my phone, in sequential order that she would have to obey…

“On the very end of the hallway, outside my door, I will leave your collar and chain. You will see some Milk-Bones in a basket. You are to remove your clothes except for your boring ass clothes, place your fucked up shitty clothes in a bag and on my command you will walk towards my door on ALL fours with the milk-bones in your mouth and bag around your neck…then sit in front of your Mistresses door until I let you inside.”

I imagine his excitement as she read this…the little cunt worm was no doubt salivating at what awaited his. This sissy thing would become a dog tonight…without the dignity of one.      

I contemplated enlisting the element of surprise by asking a close friend and one of his friends to join in the party. They would be my


spectators tonight, awaiting his arrival to mock his and spit on his, degrade his and his straight-laced vanilla kind. I was so drooling at the thought of my friends spitting at his and blowing thick mucus boogers at his sorry Guido bitch ass. Maybe another time, tonight I would be supplying the discipline.

“Sal” was very cunning and took great pains in covering his tracks, always paying in cash, and using a track phone that he kept for our dates only. He never divulged to me his real phone number, always keeping his high class social life as well as his social persona as far away from the pathetic little cunt that I knew his to be. Maybe he was just too afraid of his wife. He stood to lose more than I ever could should this double life somehow come to light, exposing his for the disgusting Italian cockroach I knew him to be. I would charge his a straight fee, and on the nights she needed to be fed, it would be double that since he would be taking a very intimate part of me back with his to his perfect world.  He loved the taste of my solid waste and I loved feeding it to him. We both got what we wanted in the end.

I heard the elevator door close and it was probably him. It was probably his so I opened the gate and peeked my head out…sure enough it was him I made his change down the hallway, secretly hoping that one of my neighbors would peek out and cause his great humiliation and recognize his face.

The only neighbors on my floor were Mrs. Martello, an old bleached blonde science professor retired from her college days that dressed more like


a teenager, and Jim, a middle-aged hillbilly with no friends and even less personality.

I heard him approaching the door that I had purposely left ajar. He walked inside, obeying my every command.

“Look at you…you look ridiculous” I laughingly mocked him as he entered my domain. I kicked the door shut with my black patent leather boots custom made in Italy to my exact specifications. There was nothing quite like the feel of superior leather constructed in Italy. I too was once a Slave to an insufferable Mistress that taught me the ropes, and taught me that to reach my goal, I had to suffer the road to the Dominant Mistress that I am today by enduring the very same road that I had to subject my own slaves to, kind of like a hands on approach. They sure as fuck don’t teach in any textbooks.

I stood over this poor excuse for a man/woman, establishing my authority by digging my six inch heel into his unmarked ass cheek, digging and digging until I was satisfied these would be a visible indentation for his wife to see. I dug into his side flesh deeper and deeper until a faint trace of blood peeked through.

“Sit down like a human being…and quit your panting and whining…you disgust me... You’re nothing more than a piece of shit and that’s all you’re gonna eat tonight is my shit, nice and brown and gooey, you would like that wouldn’t you loser?”

As he did as he was told and sat down on his chair…an inverted white plastic bucket from the hardware store, all the while still hanging on to his


milk-bone, sheepishly wanting approval from me and not getting it. This bucket chair was his training chair, rigged up with cattle fencing wire to maximize discomfort in the pasty white ass cheeks of his.  The poor creature sat until I signaled for him to drop his bone in front of me, and respecting my authority, she did as he was told.

“Good girl…that’s good dog”. But he was not a good dog tonight. There was something different in his eyes…something I hadn’t seen before. I felt he needed to be disciplined more substantially than what he had become used to with me as his Mistress. He actually waited until the sixth month under my training to let me know of his real fetish, and it was what he most feared to become known, he was a bottom feeding fish; only his thing was to have me shit in his mouth and then has him wash it down with some piss. At first, I thought that he was joking since up until that point I dealt with only men who needed sissy training and the occasional one that was really too hardcore for me and their role playing had many serious implications that I decided to not continue their therapy, like the ones who wanted to deliberately be brought to deaths door and if something went down they would see their makers at my hands. That was just way too fucking risky.

CHAPTER THREE


I suspect that this double life leading woman’s issues most likely began somewhere along the line during early childhood. He  enjoyed dressing up as a  girl as well as a cowboy completes with a set of pink chaps, and one of my dresser drawers practically overflowed with his custom made baby outfits with all sorts of girly décor befitting a princess baby, coupled with his special pacifiers and baby gear.

I must admit his submissive ways sometimes made me want to throw all his wardrobe into the trash in front of his door, but since he never told me where he lived that plan would have been just another bust.. His baby bottles were always the old style glass ones that became increasingly harder and harder to find. You see, they had to be glass because of the contents they held during our sessions.

Around the corner in my kitchen stood his solid cherry Adult Baby High Chair.It was beautifully crafted and stood tall and proud among the rest of my eclectically decorated apartment. Oversized, it seemed to tower and appeared much larger than life when he would sit in it.    

“Sit down on your chair like the dirty little mama’s boy I know you to be”. He obliged willingly, awaiting his lunch. For special effects he was pretty loud when he smacked his thin pursed lips, just like a fucking baby. Smacking his mouth loudly signaled his growing hunger, and the baby needed to be fed as in yesterday. It was always the same and the first course would begin with an appetizer of breast milk purchased specifically for him; and he enjoyed sucking from the bottle as she ritualistically kneaded his Teddy bear.  He was in breast milk heaven as she envisioned himself suckling at a breast full of warm sweet milk and the kneading action alone


was making his horny and I could see his nipples rising as they began their salutation.

“Open your mouth wide like a good little rich bitch that I know you are.”

Before every spoonful I would put out at least one of my cigarettes on his tongue to make the nice warm milk a pleasant reprieve from the burning that he had to feel, and the one spoonful at a time of the milk always came a little late for his burning tongue because after the cigarette I would follow with some of the world’s hottest hot sauce, just a little drop on the back of his tongue. Trusting my judgment as his Master that I knew what was best for his. I fed his my solid waste from yesterday’s bowel movement, which I kept fresh inside the dorm room sized refrigerator separate from the one containing food, but sometimes I just let it ferment on my window in the sun.. It was a solid irregular shape thick long log that still revealed traces of corn from the creamed corn I enjoyed. It smelled and I asked his if she would enjoy it better if I were to nuke it quickly, making it more like pudding. Shaking his head no, she wanted it cold. Gesturing with his hands like a baby would, I placed the bowl in front of his on the tray, and then he picked up the spoon and dove into the delectable brown stuff that was kind of greenish from all the grape juice I enjoyed just the night before. He always appeared to enjoy it, taking only a small spoonful with his baby silver spoon; he gobbled it down like a trooper, gagging only infrequently and washing it down with some more milk as I laughed and pinched his nipples or sometimes pulled the skin of his cock to amazing lengths. When the last bite disappeared, I asked his to thoroughly lick his bowl clean. I was


always taught that cleanliness was next to Godliness after all, and little girls and boys need to learn that important lesson early on in life.

I remembered my own brothers never being allowed to clean the house because of our mother’s stupid and twisted idea that it would result in a sissy or gay man later on in life because of our Greek heritage, and so I was in fact doing a service to him by teaching him that male and female had equal roles.  I was proud of my watered down creation of a human, taking photos of my girl eating his very first solid meal. He knew the photos would never be made public; they would be only being kept in the photo album that I treasured but also to show the rest of my menagerie what to expect from me if they disobeyed me in anything. 

Those photos were  the ace up my sleeve, they would in fact be made public should the cunt ever short change me on my fee, and I hoped that he knew better than to fuck me outta some money.

He was babbling….AGAIN!

He began by whining like a little fucking prick, and then started to push away the spoon, making a mess on my floor. It was unusual for him to throw a temper tantrum by refusing to eat like he did that time. Those episodes would never end well for him and sometimes I thought that he was just deliberately making a scene so that I punished him even more. She made me wait a few minutes this morning and I pointed it out to his that she would be disciplined for this. Noticing the arousal that his nipples showed me, I grabbed the of the Ben Gay that I kept for some spoiled little pricks like him. I gave his two choices for tonight…


He could either jerk himself off with Icy Hot or get fucked up the ass by me with an Icy Hot lubricated dildo while I inserted a plain plastic straw up his pee hole. He thought about it with a smile and chose the first since he knew that the second might involve some blood, something he didn’t like seeing on himself but didn’t mind watching on the television.

Slowly, he unzipped the pink cute little onsie with a princess pattern to reveal a white cloth diaper underneath. Carefully he undid the baby blue Gerber diaper pins revealing his naked and close shaved cock area. His arousal grew but she tried his best in containing the excitement as he stood gazing…anticipating my every move with delight.

Holding out his hand I squirted a large amount onto his palm. I knew it would sting and probably burn but she abided by my orders. I love it when they obey me as they should.

“Start stroking; make sure you get it inside your peephole, and also up your asshole”

He just sat there whimpering like a sissy girl from the pain I guess… and the pain and agony was visibly making his groan louder and louder since I made sure that before the gel was applied, I took some sandpaper and rubbed it raw. I knew that the pain would do his privileged white cracker ass some good. It excited me to see his face get redder and more irritated with every stroke as he rubbed his cock back and forth with his fingers until it reddened so much that it looked like as if it was about to bleed. The slurping sound was muffled by infrequent bouts of painful utterances. As he grunted since in the end it was making him horny as his strokes became faster and


faster until one final stroke finally resulted in his screaming past the ball gag that I placed in his mouth to muffle his shrieking like a fucking baby girl.

“I love you Mistress. Thank you” The sound was mumbled but the gratitude came through loud and clear.

His cock had to be as raw as the hamburger meat in mu fridge and for a split second I almost felt sorry for the little bitch. It was a business arrangement; I had to keep reminding myself to never let my guard down with him or any other of my Slaves that were paying me for a service that I was fulfilling in their lives.  It wasn’t easy sometimes to not be human and pity the creatures that needed that element of pain in their sorry ass lives.  Probably the only reason or the most important one as to why our relationship works is because I pay close attention to the unspoken words and the body language of my Slaves, and always encourage them to communicate to me whenever they feel uncomfortable about something new that I may introduce, but that was why safe words were so important. What may be not too harsh for me might very well be the very thing that makes them cross over to such unimaginable pain that they may never be able to fully recover from.

Tonight I would have to wait for the extra punishment, he was not comfortable with any more torment, and maybe he just had a bad day at work. Out of love for my Slave I allowed him to do his usual thing after scatting and masturbating of just taking a shower, change into his regular


clothes, and then take a while to enjoy a glass of wine or beer along with some idle chit chat before going back to our regular lives.

As he talked my wheels began turning as to how I can safely ratchet up the pain part of his discipline without him realizing it.

“You wife is white isn’t now, is she?” I asked as he got up after I granted his permission to do so. I could tell by the look on his face that he didn’t want to discuss it any further and so we shook hands as usual and made the next appointment.


SHUT UP AND SWALLOW SISSY BOY!
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CHAPTER ONE

Francis had few friends because not a soul understood the things that made him happy, and because he lived the life of a vanilla man trapped in the dullness of suburbia, he wanted to break free from its suffocating restrains, but he couldn’t. He tried to meet other like himself, but back then, things were very different than the way they were today. He loved to suck cock, and he also loved to have women with severe control issues dominate him the way he wanted to be dominated. It all boiled down to wanting to relive the cruelty that his mother bestowed on him all those many years ago. He fidgeted with his tie whenever his therapist got too close to the issues at hand. Even the therapist was not to be trusted.

As Francis relaxed and lay comfortably on the therapists couch, he was being hypnotized to relive past traumatic events that ultimately led him to the nervous state he allowed himself to fall into. He fidgeted some more, until all he did was stare off into the ceiling that held a large fan as it swished around and around.

“I want you to go back to when you were about ten years old Francis...you said that your mother was the source of some of your issues.”

His face changed a bit, and then a little smile.


“Mom, she made me do things if I didn’t clean the bath room correctly.” He was made to revisit old wounds, and how his mother paraded him before the rest of the family, walking through the house with shit all over his face if he fell by the wayside. Sometimes, even something as small as staining his pants with a fart merited a punishment meant to degrade him further. She was his favorite, or at least that was what she told him.

“What things?”

“Things…”

A half hour later of repeating ‘things’ over and over again like a bad scratch on a vinyl record, the session ended with Dr. Paradise snapping his fingers to ease him onto reality.His body was still a testament to some of the cruelty that he endured. There were multiple cigarette burn marks that dotted his white skin like a vanilla sky with strawberry moons and stars. He admitted that after awhile, after years sometimes, he came to enjoy the punishments that his family introduced him to. His therapist was the replacement to his longtime one who was called Dr. Baal, an old Middle Eastern man who was still very much a product of his environment and who didn’t really like seeing Francis, but it was an extra patient that Medicaid very generously compensated him for each and every time their session was over.

It wasn’t as if all his memories were bad, and like in many things in life, what was once the cause of great pain became more pleasurable. Little did he realize how much help the therapy became since it was his therapist who patiently and over the span of ten years had extracted bits and pieces of his broken childhood, or try to anyway? He was not comfortable with the


weekly visits, but years of therapy had eventually forced him to come face to face with the demons that haunted him all his life. He remained in therapy over six years and sometimes questioned if the six years were just something that a little role playing couldn’t cure at a much cheaper price.

“Remember Francis, you are more than the sum of your past.” The doctor always ended each session with a similar pep talk of the importance of every day being a new beginning.

He got into his small Prius and had to wait almost a full hour until the end of his Mistress was done shopping for some makeup, where the vast makeup department would teleport him to a happier time where he would spend hours inside his mother’s bedroom, trying on different shades of lipstick and eye shadow as a finishing touch to her ill-fitting dresses and girly attire.

CHAPTER TWO

He felt comfortable with her as his Mistress, like an old shoe comfortable. She was carefully outlining her perfect full lips with a new shade of vibrant reddish black.“I was just told that today is a new beginning, just like he said every time I visit.”  He focused on her shimmering pink lips, zeroing in on the way the light but still bright pink had jarred against her deep chocolate skin.


“I love your lipstick, which shade is that, it’s to die for.”

Jennifer went to the rows of lipstick on her spotless glass counter, opening the compartment that held the older shades kept hidden, taking one tube out.

“It’s not a new shade, but it is a classic, from the 70’s I think.”

“Oh my…I’m breathless, and you carry it so well…let me see.”

After a long pause, admiring the way the shade would look on him, he had her wrap it up as if for a present as a precaution,  just in case someone from his job would happen to encounter him.“What is that shade on your eyes, it’s very becoming…”

“Well, that’s also a 70’s shade also, and it’s called Peacock Prince…Everything old is new in the world of beauty…” Reading his mind, she opened the glass case once again.

There was another well-dressed woman looking at the current shades lined up like little soldiers, a potential customer. All the makeup salespeople worked on commission, and Jennifer was one of the top salespersons on the floor.

“Thank you for your help Jenn.”

He removed his American Express card from his wallet and took his elegant little paper bag with the distinctive Bergdorf Goodman logo on it. He needed permission to progress onto the rest of the floor on this Mecca of a sissy’s wet dream. Jennifer was not just a top producing salesperson; she was also Mistress to Francis and a herd of others that needed her strict yet gentle guidance.


“You may leave now Sissy Frannie.” She spoke loudly so that the elegant woman made a quick but obvious once over towards him, sizing him up in less than five seconds, trying hard to contain her shock and laughter at the public mockery of the tall and handsome conservatively dressed white male before her. Jennifer walked towards the woman smiling. He was still standing there in spite of her clear instructions to leave.

“Do you need to get the potatoes cleaned out from your ears? What part of leave do you not understand?” Her tone became more insistent. Then she mumbled something to the woman that caused her to laugh out loud. He knew better than to disobey her.

“Don’t forget your pink little dress and matching undies…” She explained to the woman her potential customer that he was her sissy puppet and a disgrace to the male’s sex loud enough for him to hear it. Jennifer had amassed a fair amount of sissy pets working right there at the counter. Many of the men were in fact buying the makeup for themselves not their wives or girlfriend, and as a Dominant Mistress she was able to smell them out with her unique Bloodhound keen sissy smelling nose. The sissy training money was always cash, so they took great care to nurture her sissy pets…upping the ante with each and every assignment? Francis had three hours to travel to a small shop on Eighth Avenue right behind the Port Authority that sold nothing but vintage fifties and sixties clothes and accessories for a cheap price.              

He knew the area well, and most of the working girls would get their six inch fuck me pumps from online stripper catering establishments, but the frilly stuff like pink boas and glittery bras always came from the same shop


he was told to visit. It was his first time and one of the assignments that was far from his comfort zone in the Jersey City Heights upper middle class life where he called home for the last few years.

There were rows and rows of nothing but glimmering pinks evening dresses and another with soft fluffy Angora Wool sweaters in every shade of pink and light shade of sea green and other pastels. Normally he would never think of going into a second hand store such as that, and it wasn’t uncommon for him to use plastic gloves when using restrooms outside his home, but his hands were caressing every pink garment on the dingy racks.

He saw himself one day as a girly girl and the unfortunate snakelike anatomical fact that dangled between his legs would be gone. He wanted to rescue each pink dress in the store. His closet had plenty of space for the elegance of days gone by that would identify him to what he should have been born, a little girl with no cock between her pretty little legs.

“That’ll be eighty nine dollars and twenty five cents.” The proprietor of the store was an effeminate looking Orthodox Jewish man in his fifties. Not a bad haul Francis thought to himself, five dresses and one fluffy Angora sweater with a scattering of white satin flowers for under a hundred dollars.

He went back to his apartment in Jersey, waiting for her call him so he could begin trying on his pink haul. In the meantime, he just stood there in different poses, admiring himself in the tall intricately carved mid-eighteenth century Hallway Mirror. The one outfit that really grabbed his attention was the tight fitting Fuchsia one with a lighter pink Toile skirt, layers upon layers of Toile that stood out like a sore pink thumb.


“You are so beautiful…” he was singing softly to himself. His penis was unsatisfactory; she’d made that clear several lessons ago. He had to pleasure her with a black rubber veiny dildo she named “Trainer” further insinuating what a pathetic excuse he was for a lover.

There was a knock on the door.

“Who is it?” He screamed from the bathtub in a high pitched voice that was almost perfectly girly to his Mistress specifications. Francis quickly grabbed his pink robe and shuffled rapidly towards the door with his pink Bunny Slippers. Peeking out through the peephole he saw it was Jennifer.

“I’m sorry you had to wait Mistress…I was taking a bath…” She walked inside the spacious duplex tastefully decorated in a bright pink and white color scheme unloading her Louis Vuitton duffle bag in the floor.

“Well, let’s see what you got.”

He went to the bedroom carrying some of the dresses for her to approve.

“I also picked up some shoes and jewelry that I hope meets your approval…” and before he could get another word in she took a deep breath spitting a huge lunger in his clean face. She was teaching him in the ways of fully becoming a sissy, but his goal was to eventually dismiss her and become a girly girl in his own right, but there were many lessons he still needed to learn from her.

She stood there examining the treasured dresses from the thrift store that still smelled like a cross between somebody’s attic and faint traces of moth balls.

“Pour me some Cognac you flaming faggot.” She lit a Dunhill cigarette sitting down on the bed, fumbling with the contents of her bag, taking out a huge pair of dressmaker shears that were at least ten inches long. She held them firmly taking them and walked up to him opening and closing them, they sanded really sharp.“Know what these are? You see these, they are my personal favorite…here come over here I want to show you something.” Francis didn’t want to move any closer to her than he had to. He felt uncomfortable.

He walked slowly, wanting to get whatever was going to happen to him over and done with. Taking one edge of the scissor, she dug in onto his leg, taking every inch of hair off. He breathed a sigh of relief.

“Why you look so pale…look like you seen a ghost or something…wait, you think I was going to use these on your tiny little pimple of a cock?” Jennifer laughed as the beads of sweat poured from the top of his head. “If I wanted to cut your cock off, all I would need is a pair of baby sized nail clippers…these baby’s would cut a real man’s cock off, not that pimple of yours.”

She continued her onslaught on the perceived lack of manliness on his part. She was training him her way; a sissy should be seen and not heard. She began taking her work clothes off until only her panties and bra remained. He wanted to be like her look like her and be her.

“Here…take a whiff…this is what a real woman smells like…you would know, except you’re not a real woman are you now?”

He nodded, still in his bathrobe.


“Go put on that pink dress sissy Francis, the one that looks like a tutu, the ridiculous looking one, I wanna take some selfies with you in it.” He did as commanded and rushed towards her, his cock was growing harder the more ruthless her verbal assault. She took out a lipstick from her purse and sloppily smeared it all over his lips. Taking out her IPhone she took photos of him, some smiling, some not. There were some close-ups of this cock; the one she thought was miniscule.

“What are you going to do with them?”

He forgot to call her by her salutation of Mistress, he wasn’t thinking about anything but the proof of his sissiness. She knew exactly where he worked, and this was the first time she’d taken actual photos of him in his sissy attire.

CHAPTER THREE

“I want you to pick out the best photo, and this is important, because today’s assignment is to send one photo of your pink obsessed sissy self and send it to your company manager.” This assignment was in another galaxy away from his comfort zone. He knew that her techniques were different from other Dominant Mistresses. Maybe it was a mistake seeking her out.

“I dunno about that, I’d have to run it by my therapist first, see what he says.”


She smirked, and then came the bombshell.

“If you don’t then I will…you seem to have forgotten one little thing. When I had you fill out that long ass questionnaire, remember? You gave me WILLINGLY your supervisors email address…so; you don’t really have a choice in the matter.”

Sissy Francis was at a crossroads now about what to do. He would have to call her bluff, he was sure that the manager at his Job would not understand.

“Do it then, I don’t care.” He was flushed with anger and rage at this bitch that was throwing his entire persona into turmoil. She saw the tears welling up in his eyes.“Quit acting like such a fucking little crybaby girl…it’s for your own good, you’ll thank me one day.” She was laughing at him, it was clear that he lost both the battle and the war today.

“Let me think…is there something else you can give me…another assignment, his sissy voice breaking as he wiped the tears away.

She sat there and contemplated over the glass of Cognac on the rocks. She thought long and hard, unlike his pimple of a dick.

“Well, it’s either that, or…let’s see…oh yeah, you can have your next driver’s license photo in lipstick and a pink boa.” The she contemplated that it may be years before his next date with the DMV.

“Scratch that…too far in the future.”

“I need to punish you now…give me your laptop…log onto your Facebook account.”


He did as told, and within a few minutes she began uploading the photos, the most incriminating ones that left no doubt as to the secret part of his life that not even his closest friends were aware of.

“I’ll be watching your posts, and I had better not see ANY of the pictures removed, you got that Miss Sissy Thang?” Sissy Francis trusted her judgment, and knew that she had nothing but the best of intentions for him.

“Now take that dress off and lay on the floor I gotta take a dump.” Francis was relieved that she kept this fetish he harbored from the public eye, being a sissy was one thing, but being a shit eating sissy was another thing altogether. He went towards his dainty and immaculate bathroom to retrieve the stainless steel dog bowl he kept beneath the vanity sink.

“Now I want you to watch me, cause las’ night I had a feast, so I know there’s bound to be some chunks in there from all the Chinky food, and I love grape juice, so it’s gonna be green. I bet that little pimple of yours is gittin hard and shit just thinkin’ bout eatin’ my green shit huh?” She was right once again; the erection was becoming visible through the bright pink ballerina like tutu dress.

“Too bad you got such a tiny little dick, cause I’m getting’ kinda hot, but I forgot you ain’t no man are you?” She continued as she pushed her bowel movement out of her divine black girl booty black ass. It was greenish and smelled foul, and true to her predictions, it was chunky.

“Think I’m done. Now were gonna try something different. After you wipe my ass I got a surprise for my favorite sissy.”


“Yes Mistress.” He took some Charmin tissue and lovingly wiped her ass until it was clean.

“Go to my bag and retrieve “Not Francis” for me. He went and handed her the thick veiny custom made didoes. She liked her cocks thick and veiny, looking almost like a road map from the amount of veins.

“Thank you Francissy. It’s kind of sad that you can’t satisfy a woman like a man should. Didn’t you say that you were molested as a kid? Maybe you deserved it, ever think about that. If I were your mother, shit, I woulda sold you to whomever for a pack of smokes or even a soda.” She went on and on. His therapist would be outraged at her type of therapy, but maybe she was right after all, maybe his deserved every welt he suffered.

“Look at that poor excuse of a cock.”

She asked him if he had anyone who he didn’t really like or outright hated. He could think of only one person he absolutely hated, and that was his co-worker Andre.

“Andre, he always calls me out when I make a mistake at work, I hate him.”

“See, my sissy is making progress.”

“Now, this is what I’m thinkin’, since you ain’t no man, and Andre is, I want you to hook us up on the next appointment. I’m sure Andre can satisfy me as a REAL MAN not your sorry ass excuse for one, and that’s gonna be your next assignment. You’re gonna watch your nemesis fuck me, while you


watch in your little pink outfit. Then Andre can spread the word on what a pathetic piece of shit you really are.”    

“Get a spoon and start eatin your meal….wonder if Andre knows your shit-eating ways, that’s going to be too funny.” She sat down with her bare just wiped ass on his feather pillow that she took the time to remove the cover. She knew that would push him germ phobic cheap ass over the edge, as she took the very tip and wiped not only her asshole but also her pussy. He didn’t say much as he took the last spoonful into his mouth. Ever since he was a kid, he was fascinated with the human body and the way it cleanses itself through the shitting process was a thing of wonder, gradually over the years he focused on it until one day he closed his eyes, and without giving it a second thought, scooped a piece of his shit into his mouth. Over the course of the next few times, he experimented by introducing spices and condiments into the brown meals, and finally settled through trial and error on just a sprinkling of salt on the top layer.

“Smear the leftovers all over your face and get on your nice Vanilla bed.” She had him take different poses before deciding on the doggy style one that never gets old.

“I’m gonna fuck that dirty sissy ass of yours now because you ain’t no real man.” She took the baseball bat that he treasured from one of the few happy chapters in his childhood, and pushed it against the donut opening between his ass cheeks, not trying to penetrate, just making its thick splintery presence known to his virgin little sissy ass.

“How that feel you SAD excuse for a man…bet you sissy ass is begging to have a real hard cock fuck the shit outta you…” She said in her gravelly


voice that told him she was feeling the arousal that was also building up inside him. His cock was now fully erect and dripping the pinkish white pee that signaled he would almost be ready to cum.

“Let’s see that pimple of yours, show it to me…” He picked up the pink fabric enough for her to see that it was now fully erect. That pleased her.

“I’m gonna push it in a little more…that’s it baby, open up for me.”

“OHHHHHHH MYYYYYYY Dear God, I’m cuuming” He’d squirted all over his bed as he masturbated to the feel of the massively thick oak baseball bat. His therapist helped him in one way, but his Mistress helped him in ways no one else in his Vanilla world could or would even want to understand.

She removed the bat, slapping his hard enough to leave a hand imprint on his Lilly white right cheek.

“Well, it looks like we’re ready to move on with our relationship now.” She said. He’d finally found the woman of his dreams, the woman who understood him more than anybody else ever could or would.
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CHAPTER ONE

The day was just like any other and it was snowing and blustery that was just your typical Chicago weather, and to be honest, I didn’t really feel like making the hour long trip to his house. It was the life of a Dominant Mistress and I took my money wherever I could. When I first started to discipline me, I was too weak and after a while I realized that they were paying me for disciplinary tactics that they really should have learned in kindergarten, and some of them acted like little helpless babies also. I had a heart, don’t get me wrong, but when useless sissies have nothing better to do than to squander their hard earned money on a woman who enjoys putting out cigarettes on their bodies or subjecting them to being my own personal toilets, then I am more than happy to make them part ways with their wealth.

I never cared much for the cold weather and the truth was that I was originally born in Havana, a tropical not so much paradise (nowadays anyway), and just the thought of subjecting my naturally tanned complexion and smooth as silk skin to the brutal elements in the windy city made my skin crawl. That was what originally led me down the path of dominating men, being able to earn money from the comfort of my nest without working for someone else and the winters. The winters really sucked ass, but I was


stuck living in Chicago until my sissy train gravy train would secure enough for me to live comfortably somewhere else that wasn’t Texas (Texas Chainsaw Massacre), and all the other states that were axed off on my big vision board on the wall in my bathroom. The bathroom was where I did my best and deepest thinking besides taking a dump to feed my slaves.

Some of my clients refused to come to me since they were so important socially that the paparazzi would be on them like stink on shit or white on rice, or whatever you may have to make a point. That old anchor with the cheesy ‘spin’ gimmick was my worst one because he would try to Jew me down on the price of my shit whenever I would have a session with him. When I felt like it was getting to the point where the breakup was inevitable between slave and Mistress, I would take some secret videos so that if they tried something cute by cutting out my fees and taxes, I would be able to at least have something to hold over their head. Turned out that Bill character motherfucker was really something and kind of weird too considering he presented himself as a staunch conservation that was as Vanilla as they came. He actually had me buy a black dildo so that he could get pegged white I wore a mask of his favorite person on the whole wide world, yeah, that president. Did I mention that he had quite an impressive collection of girly underwear’s also that he liked to wear while I pissed all over him and shit inside his mouth?

I made sure before leaving to meet the client that I was wearing two pairs of my finest cashmere socks over my fishnet stockings. I could have demanded that he come to me but when I would have to visit one of them


motherfuckers I usually helped myself to something valuable that I could flip quickly by selling it to the local pawn shop. Half the times they never noticed, and if they did, they would be too scared to mention it to me and insinuate that I was a thief because the punishment the next time would be far worse than losing something, like, say, a Faberge egg or two, or maybe a nice painting or such. The big stuff I took only when they were blindfolded of course. 

I was such a pussy when it comes to cold weather, preferring to stay inside perfect Goldilocks comfort zone apartment and kick back with a nice big glass of Southern Comfort and a movie or two or three. Sometimes, a girls gotta do what a girls gotta do, so off I went to brave the elements for the cocksucker that was steadily increasing the zeros in my savings account and safe deposit box, so off I went. This particular client was a dentist to the stars, so he lived well, far better than I imagined. I though a time or two about having him make me an eighteen karat gold grill for my teeth that were sharp like vampire teeth so that I could munch on the faces of the Slaves that disobeyed, but maybe that was too much, plus they might get me for assault or something like that.

As I slowly approached the security gate of my slave’s home; he must have seen me coming, because this time there was no need to state my name. His weak sissy voice told me that he was anxious to see me, I guess he must have been in his late fifties or so, hard to tell with all the facelifts that made his face look as though he’d been through a wind tunnel. He must be anxious to be punished I thought to myself.              His name was Brad, short for Bradley, typical WASP upper crust name.


CHAPTER TWO

Brad was a well-lined and successful older dentist that I met curiously enough while having one of my back teeth pulled. He was in his fifties, kind of fat around the middle and Lilly white. It was about a year ago. He was pretty forward in his approach, and I guess the fact that I always dressed in leather and heavy makeup with perfectly manicured nails always sporting a blood red color that gave me away: then one day out of the blue he asked me outright if I could discipline him, and that he would pay me for my efforts.

We discussed what was to be a fair arrangement over lunch one night. I purposely starved myself for three days so that I would be ravished by the time that our date rolled around and ended up eating about four lobsters with of course the most expensive desserts and wine. He was really my first scat client, and at first, I had to go home and Google it because I didn’t know that such a thing existed in so far as fetishes went, and lo and behold, there were images after images of people getting coated in shit eating practices. It had to be discreet he warned, and it had to be at his place. It was always at his place. He actually had a maid just for that day that would clean him up after I left.

He knew I would never rat him out, after all, it is my business to discipline sissy boys like him, keeping them happy with a nastiness that comes naturally to me and the fact that my wardrobe screamed dominatrix was part


of my game to always have an ample supply of men to maintain my lavish lifestyle. He wasn’t married or so he claimed, but that was probably a lie, why else would he have such a huge home. If he were married, I’d be willing to bet my life that his partner would do nothing more than just lay there as they copulated, but I had a PI investigate his rich ass and it turned out that he wasn’t lying about that.

I walked in and he was already dressed up, greeting me with a smile, proudly displaying his newest outfit and bright pink corset with matching silk gloves and perfectly matched lipstick and nail polish. He wore pearl ear studs that almost matched the lipstick also. I bet that set him back a penny or two. His taste was exquisite since he had tailors at his beck and call for whatever he wanted. I had my stiletto heels on in my duffle bag, ready to dig into his asshole later that night.

He wanted something from me as only I his Mistress could deliver. His mommy issues ran deep growing up as an only male in a house of sisters and a pussy-whipped father who probably saw himself as one of the womenfolk. After a few months after establishing the trust between Master and Slave he went into great detail about his family life as he was growing up. Usually he liked to confess while he was bound and made to sit inside a small box that he had fashioned from slabs of wood and it almost looked like a rundown outhouse. He surely could have afforded better than that, but I learned that h sordid and sad past.

From what he relayed to me after we established some trust, his parents were strict Jehovah Witnesses that put their children at odds with Christmas enjoying and damned citizens of their community. At times my heart cried


for him, knowing that the forces that shaped him could have been prevented.  Today, he wanted me to accept this particular shade of pink, an annoying seizure inducing shade of pink that was not to my liking. I think he sensed the disgust I felt in spite of his exuberance about it…and he had to know that I would never compromise my integrity and refined taste by agreeing to the pink nightmarish abomination. No Sir.

“I hope this is a fuckin’ joke” I scoffed, half disgusted and half amused at the sight of a middle aged man dressed in pink frilly attire. My feet were still a little bit cold because the sissy man freak made me travel to him so that I could collect my money and punish him. I wanted to burst his bubble as partial payment for my suffering still cold poor toes at the hands of Old Man Winter.

“Do you really want my opinion you piece of old shit? It sucks, and not only that it looks like something that Rosalind Russell would wear if she were a loser half man like you…what’s more, I hate it…that outfit is suitable for one thing and one thing ONLY, cleaning the toilet after I take a dump in it, that’s all that it’s fit for. “I laughed mockingly, picking my nose and finding a nice fat glob of green that was the result of getting over my usual winter colds, and then proudly wiping it all over his beyond ugly pink thing of an outfit. I only mentioned the actress because he had a strange obsession with her.

“Well, are you going to just stand there?; take my coat off and serve me something to drink Cinderella in a hideous pink outfit”  

I noticed he was walking. That will not do, walking is for humans.


“Crawl there like the wormy maggot you are…just imagine what your high and mighty clientele would say if I were to expose you for the shit you are…you know that’s what you deserve. Yes, that sounds like a great idea, I wonder who would want you working on their teeth when they see what a sicko you really are, and how you love to eat my shit…that’s fucking funny, don’t you agree? ” And I concluded, “Maybe I will one day, it’s what you deserve. God, how the fuck are you even alive? If I were your mother, I’d just have taken you to another state and dumped you in the woods. I laughed, and then added, that I wouldn’t ever get caught because I’d burn the fingerprints off his young fingers with a torch and gasoline. Losers like you deserve that you know…what a waste of nine months in the oven” He listened intently, thinking it was over, but it was not over, it would never be over.

He returned with my glass of Southern Comfort with no ice. My twenty- twenty vision spotted a smudge on the glass, mostly likely from his pudgy greasy fingers.

“LOOK…what kind of shit is this?” I screamed at him, pointing to the very expensive glass that was smeared.

He slithered towards me to see what I was so upset about. I put the glass in front of him. Did he do this on purpose I wondered?

“I’m so sorry Mistress, it was a mistake, I’m so sorry, Oh God, I am so sorry…” he spoke gently not wanting to irritate me any further and offered out his hand to take the glass back.


I took the glass and threw it against his beautifully polished hardwood floors. It shattered into a million little tiny slivers and some large ones too. Next time he will know better.

He returned shortly with my new and hopefully much cleaner glass, pushing it with his head like a pig digging for truffles. I loved watching him walk on all fours like a sub-human and in the span of a few months his once smooth as a baby’s bottom knewwas now growing more calloused. He asked me one time if I’d allow him protective knee pads, but I resisted. Walk on all fours like you’re supposed to.

He bought me the cleaner one and I expressed my satisfaction after carefully examining the replacement. This one was clean.

“Change that shitty eyesore of an outfit though…and after you do, make me some prime rib or Lobster, I’m hungry. What happened to your promise of buying me a house on the beach…I didn’t forget about you making me the promise you lowlife piece of worthless garbage. God, if I was your mother I would have drowned you in a tub or something…fucking loser.”

CHAPTER THREE

I would always fast the day before disciplining these uber-rich fuckers, so that I’d be conveniently ravenous on my dates. My very affluent pets could afford it better than I could, and I always requested filet mignon, prime rib,


or lobster. That would be my next order of business; I will expect a tank full of lobster at my affluent sissy daddy’s home the next time I come. I’ll make sure to remind him of his Jehovah Witness background so he does not forget exactly who is in charge here. They knew that I meant business, and it was our own little cat and mouse game we shared. No doubt that some of my bizarre requests may arouse a certain degree of suspicion amongst their vanilla families or acquaintances, but that didn’t matter, what mattered is that I get what I want, no matter how absurd the request.

He returned with another outfit, the cute little French maid one I helped him pick out. How I love my pets when they are able to psychically read my mind, almost the same telepathy identical twins are privy to.               I normally just take charge in degradations, letting my imagination run amok, but today, today I would let him choose. He would take part in today’s lesson. I am so proud of you Brad, you deserve a special treat today, tell me what you want.” I was better than his therapist; I was his own personal bloodhound searching for that one little thing that lay buried deep within the recesses of his twisted mind.

I stood up as he remained on all fours, removing his pink swarski heavily studded leather collar and matching leash from my Louis Vuitton duffle bag, freeing it from the layers of scented china paper as a measure of protection. I whistled for my pink dog and he came ever so faithfully, as always. Grabbing the leash, I led him to his beautifully immaculate kitchen.

“Get to cooking…I want it medium rare”

If he weren’t my non-charging dentist I would hire him as my personal chef. He possessed a unique flair for taking the most mundane of recipes and


elevating them to another level of greatness. Then again, Brad never knew a single day of want, always having money and never needing to replace expensive ingredients with lower-priced poor substitutes. The marriage of scents he was composing for me was almost too much to bear….mmmmmm.

He grabbed a plate from the large china cabinet that extended wall to wall. It was one of those turn of the century built in oak ones with beveled glass doors and original brass hardware. I admired his taste and respect for all things antique. The plate was bone white with a very fine trim of twenty-four carat gold around the outer edges. It was simple and beautifully elegant. I hope the dinner plate was cleaner than the  fingerprint smeared whiskey glass I was forced to destroy. My steaks were done, and the salad was already waiting in the French door state of the art stainless steel refrigerator.

I sat on the large dinner table waiting for my meal. There were two large perfectly crafted prime rib steaks on my plate. I waited for my salad, a simple lettuce and tomato with vinaigrette type. It smelled wonderful, and I dove in as he returned to his corner.

“Here boy” I signaled for him. I cut the leftover little piece I had left for him and mixed it with the salad, placing it on the floor where he would eat it. I set the plate down, and allowed him one bite, never using his hands. He seemed to enjoy the bite, but I knew he was probably still hungry. I went to his pristine bathroom. The laxative I had taken this morning was working the delicious steaks out of my body. Straddling myself over his bone-white fine China plate with gold trim, my body was cooking up an extraordinary dish of its own. To the rest of the world, the vanilla world of normalcy couldn’t comprehend the labor of love we shared in this very intimate act of feeding


someone your fecal creation. It was misunderstood as a fetish, an aberration, and whichever adjective used to describe a beautiful act that was misunderstood. Brad understood the deep love I held for him by letting him eat my shit.

To him, it was a feast worthy of the finest china in the world. It showed him just how deeply I loved him and just as symbolic as if I were to have his baby.

The plate was almost full, and I never clean up afterwards, letting him lick me clean, so I retrieved his brown dinner,and set it on the floor, for later. I walked to where he was and signaled him to come to me.

“I need cleaning, let me see your teeth” I commanded him. He opened his mouth wide, revealing a perfect and perfectly white set of teeth. They were god-like.

“Take your glasses off, you look ridiculous.” Then I asked him what he wanted from me tonight, since today I would allow him some leeway. I let him be in command, kind of, for today anyway…

“I want you to feed me Mistress.”

“Clean me first, and then wash your tongue…when my asshole is whistle clean, I want you to eat my pussy. My period started today and I want to get eaten out properly, just like I told you; pretend its catsup that mainstay condiment for white trash like you.”

I’ve never done this before, and didn’t know how he would react. If he never tasted a bloody pussy, he was about to, bloody and fishy smelling, since I


forgot to wash up today, well maybe it was on purpose for the unnecessary trip plus the fact that I still hadn’t gotten my perfect little beach bungalow paid in case. I made myself comfortable on his black leather high back chair in the library, putting my legs up on his desk. He walked on all fours again, handing me his leash, it was how I let him know if he needed to look up at me, by tugging on it and choking him. I opened my legs to him; he quickly dove into my asshole, enjoying every bite. That’s my boy. I pushed the leash hard. He looked up at me.

“I ain’t playin’ with you fool, before the week is up I want us to go shopping online for my house, or you can forget me. Do you really think you can live without me telling you what to do?” I said, sneering at him.

“Massage my ass cheeks like a man when you eat me, and eat like a man, not a fuckinsissypants” He followed with a simple “Yes Mistress”, and resumed his brown appetizer meal, hungrily sucking every inch around my asshole.

“Look up, let’s see how dirty you are”

I should have made him wear a bib; some babies have a harder time than others in getting the hang of tidiness. Maybe next time I will show up with a big ass baby bib with the word “LOSER SISSY” embroidered on it. I was enjoying the eagerness he was showing me in ravaging my ass, it felt clean enough, now it’s time for some ripe smelly cherry hair pie.

“Go brush your teeth and wash yourself”

Obediently, he started towards the bathroom. I heard the water running, and then the phone rang. I knew better than the answer it. I could have answered


it, and it would be his lover on the other end, and I would act insulted that he would play us both, and add some drama to the night…but I didn’t. But it would be something to consider on another day.

He exited the bathroom, and opened his mouth, breathing in my face as if to prove it’s cleanliness from the soap that had washed away all residue of my brown pudding.

Allrighty then, it’s time for you to have some of my cherry pie. I think I held the honor of being his very first recipient of my monthly curse. My monthly was always signaled by a spike in extreme horniness two or three days before, and I would turn into a mindless sex fiend attacking my vast dildo wardrobe several times a day.

I settled my vagina in his face, and poured myself another glass of whiskey, a perfect match, sex and booze. He felt my warm oozing pussy calling out his name, he was pleasing me much more than he would ever know, and I succumbed to him tonight. Unexpectedly, something totally out of character for him, he stood up and carried me to his huge bed. I see, tonight would be the wild card night, and I willingly let him take charge.

“Watch for the clumps, you might choke to death on one.”

“Get naked Brad, I give you permission to fuck me tonight.”


He took off his outfit, the role-playing gloves were off. Tonight, we were just two people who understood each other’s frailties, each other’s needs. He thoroughly ate my pussy, and ate it well, I lay there almost ready to climax, and I was at his mercy.

His cock was ready to fuck me. I hurriedly got on all fours pushing my ass towards him as he entered me brutally, and fucked me with an anger I’d never seen from him. He thrust faster and faster until I couldn’t hold out any longer…my pussy wanted his hard cock and as I felt myself cum I pressed my thighs together forcing him to stay deep inside me. That was the best fuck of my life, although I would never tell, because that would put him in charge.

“Now, put your ridiculous outfit back on, and eat the remainder of your meal  

Yeah, I’m in charge around here now.
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