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I wasn’t about to wait for the stock market to really crash when I decided to go into business for myself as a slave driving Mistress, and to be honest, I didn’t really relish working at some grocery store for what would amount to mere peanuts. No wonder they call it the world’s oldest profession, when all else fails, sex always sells.

My boyfriend Tyrone over the span of a few short months began showing his true colors as a two timing cheating motherfucker, not even bothering lately to shower off the smell of sex on his cheating black ass, or the many hours of unaccounted for time that he never could explain. Just goes to show that you never really know people even when you think you do. Tyrone was into spanking heavily, he could get off on just spanking me as I just sat there, no physical contact, nothing, just spanking me. I had to pretend to like it, but truthfully, I would rather he fuck me hard like he used to when we first met and hooked up. And it he would let my shit cover his cock that would really have elevated our sex to a whole new level. I was convinced that one day he would likely begin dressing up in my undies, he was evolving, changing every time we were together. He hardly ever gave me any money anyway, so I cut the relationship clean with the precision of a surgeon, and put all his shit out by the curb, everything except the Tiffany necklace, no returns on expensive shit. He always used a condom, though, so I guess that was good. I missed him for about a minute, that’s just how memorable he was. Like I said, I want to become independently wealthy but not by sucking cock or fucking strangers, I want to get paid for indulging the men with certain fetishes they wouldn’t dare reveal to their wives or anyone for that matter. If there is anyone who would know how I can go about this endeavor it would be Rick. He was a jack of all trades that Rick. Surely he would spot me a few bucks until my sugar daddy train arrives. I couldn’t remember his number, but the Strip club/ bar he owned had a name that stood out. 

“The Hairy Beaver, this is Tim speaking.” Tim must be the bartender.

“Uh, hello, can I please speak to Rick?”

A few moments later, he was on the phone. My rent was due next week; my supplies were dwindling by the second and only half a pie of pizza in the fridge that I’m sure was on its deathbed. I was desperate, and just when I thought things couldn’t possibly get any worst, I hear the click. Shit, I forgot to pay my phone bill also. His place was only ten blocks away or so, it would only take me about five minutes to get there, so I hauled ass.

The bar was pretty packed, after all, it was a Friday night, and the pole dancer was doing her thing, her thong was full of greenbacks that I could use to at least take a cab back home and not walk. 

I remembered that his parents were strictly homophobic and Rick, being either gay or bi (I still hadn’t figured out which), had been made feel ashamed of himself ever since he discovered his sexuality, because of this, or maybe in spite of it, he was one of the most empathetic men I knew. Still he was a nice guy and whenever I was in a pinch, he would help me out; I was the sister he wished he had. 

“Oh my goodness, look at you…it’s been forever…” He wrapped his arms around me; I could smell the booze on his breath. 

“Hey Rick…sorry I haven’t really come by to see you after your mother passed away. I’m sorry I missed the funeral.” Rick was very close to his mother, a veritable mama’s boy down to the bone. 

“I know. I miss her terribly…funny how you never know what you have until it’s gone.”

“Amen to that.” He took my hand and led me to the corner booth that was always dark and secluded. We sat down, two old friends with a lot to catch up on. He had the waitress bring me a hamburger and fries with all the drinks I could want.

“You know Rick, me and Tyrone, well, we’re done with. So, I need a job, I’m desperate, and I wouldn’t bother you except you’re all I have.  

“I never cared for him anyway, homophobic bastard anyway, you should have gotten rid of him long ago baby cakes.” I hung my head, he was right. Then minutes later our burgers arrived. We talked mostly about what led me to seek him out as a last minute lifesaver. Then he told me the story about Stone Soup from Robert Moser, he was making references that I didn’t really understand. 

“Tell me what you think of this burger, it’s my own creation.” He seemed proud of his latest concoction that featured Angus beef burger with feta cheese, jalapeno poppers with cream cheese and French fries on the top. It was huge. I took one bite. It was beyond delicious, or maybe it was the freebieness of it that titillated my taste buds to the point of oral orgasm.

“Mmmmmm., this it’s the best burger I ever had…you made this up? What do you call it? I mean if it’s on the menu it’s got to have a name right.

“I just call it the House Special.”

“Wish I could call this delicious burger a name and sell it when it gets recycled down my toilet.” The booze was talking at that point. He laughed at first, and then told me that he knew of a man who comes in every Saturday and Wednesday night to visit the girls there and get them to partake of shit eating. My head was spinning from the booze. Maybe I heard wrong.

“You mean he comes in to eat the girls shit?” Rick covered my mouth to shut me up; I was getting kind of loud. We talked for a few, and then he led me to his home away from home, a small office behind the grill area. He assured me that I would have to remain confidential, and the man was just like any other man, except, well, he partakes in a certain fetish that is much unappreciated in today’s society. I was desperate, and took the card Rick gave me with the man’s phone number, no name, just a phone number. The area code told me it was one of those cheap Trac Phones from the Dollar Store, the kind you buy minutes for on a as needed basis. Very stealth, very clever, I wondered why.

I’m such a pussy when it comes to trying new things, especially when it comes to sex, preferring to stay inside my perfect Goldilocks comfort zone apartment and kick back with a nice big glass of spirits of some kind and a movie. But there would be no Southern or Northern or any kind of Comfort for me if I didn’t call the strange man who pays well for eating a hot woman’s turd. It was kind of erotic to think about the brown sludge going down a strange man’s throat because I am hot. And if he pays well, then so much the better. Rick did tell me that the mysterious man liked to be dressed as a woman as he did the deed. From what he told me, only one of the girls working the poles actually went for it, and it was only a one time deal.  There are a ton of other things I would rather be doing than putting up with the antics of this one particular sissy Slave who just refuses to learn the basics of how to be a proper Slave. As far as I was concerned, he was a little Troll, a little Troll with a lot of Leprechaun green money, so the next day I called the phone number. I gulped, not really knowing what to expect, or if he would even answer. Rick spotted me a hundred bucks, but that would barely pay my rent or get me very far. I hoped that this shit eater would be my Golden Goose. He seemed pleasant, almost apologetic, and we agreed upon a set price. He asked if I took credit cards, and I asked for cash, or better yet, have the money wired to me before the meeting, and no sex, absolutely no sex, he may have some STD. 

That weekend we agreed upon a time after the money was safely deposited in my account, and I was nervous but forged ahead in my new career. The cab dropped me off at his place. It wasn’t his place. It was my place. My Rottweiler and thug friend wouldn’t let anything happen to me. He arrived in a nice looking vehicle, looked like a limo.

Henry was a well-lined and successful older Doctor. He was in his late forties and very attractive and Lilly white. He could sense my nervousness, and assured me that if I fed him the way he likes, that I would be very comfortable from then on. He was pretty forward in his approach, and I guess the fact that I enjoyed dressing in the one leather I owned and heavy makeup gave me away: then suddenly after a little chit chat getting to know one another a little better,  out of the blue he asked me outright if I could discipline him. He knew I would never rat him out, after all, if it is my business to discipline sissy boys like him and get paid to do it, I will have to start somewhere, keeping them happy with a good girl 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 claimed he wasn’t married, but that was probably a lie, he had that miserably married look in his eyes, the look that screams please God just take the fucking bitch away already look. 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, never being the wiser about his secret sissy life, a secret shit eating sissy life to be more precise. He brought with him a backpack, a large one, and dressed in the bathroom. My Rottie was safely inside his dog crate. 

I waited and ten minutes later he emerged from the bathroom wearing a black vest with pink pants. The outfit didn’t match, looking stupidly out of place and clashing. I couldn’t help but look disgusted at him, he seemed to relish the dirty looks I was throwing his way, if looks could kill, and he surely would be dead. 

“You are my Mistress now.” And then he handed me a Bullwhip. It felt thick and heavy. I heard of those things, although I had never held one in my hand. Tyrone was not into any kink except for cheating on his woman. It felt strangely sexual; I was getting into this whole domination thing.

He wanted something from me as only I his Mistress could deliver. I felt that he must have past mommy issues that ran deep as he was growing up. It was confusing to me as to why he was paying me as he rattled off entire chapters of his life. I thought I was getting paid just to have him eat my shit, not acting as a shrink to an obviously confused man. He enjoyed going into great detail about his family life. From what he relayed, his parents were strict Mormons that put their children first so long as they obeyed the edicts of their Church. At times I felt bad for him, knowing that the forces that shaped him could have been prevented.  Today, he wanted me to accept this particular shade of pink on his stupid looking stripper type leather panties. Pink is a nice color, except when it transforms into 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 this abomination. I wanted to try out the whip.

It was probably one of the most uncomfortable experiences of my life, not really ever having done the deed before. He called me late last night asking me to not shit the day of our meeting because our entire future relationship hinged on whether the taste of my turd would gratify him enough to continue our mutually gratifying relationship. 

I did what he said, holding in my shit since the morning and at times not even being able to move as I felt it press down against my bunghole. Well, don’t get me wrong, I always enjoyed taking a nice big healthy shit, I personally enjoy it almost as much as getting fucked, and I love the way my ass tingles with relief when I shit. But the idea of covering someone’s cock, it was a bit out there for a girl from a small town in the Midwest, but I was not a girl next door, and never was, I always like my sex on the rough side, but this kinky? Oh well, I just kept calm and carried on doing what I was getting paid for. It was one of those super long turds that wrap around the toilet bowl in its watery grave before being shipped out to sea. I used a bowl that the stranger had brought with him, it looked and felt expensive, very simple in its design, I tipped it upside down to see who the maker was, and there was no mark on it, just a stamp ‘Japan.  I would have gone into my bathroom to do my thing in private, but he insisted on watching me drop my load as my ass hovered over the plate, clearly within his line of sight. It looked good for him I am sure. After I shat, I assumed he wanted to cover his cock in it. 

His face was taking in the smell as he wafted it towards him. He dips his two fingers into the brown meal and brings it up to his mouth taking in the taste now. It was no different than watching some fat kid eating a great big bowl of ice cream. He licked his fingers, and then began smearing it over his cock area, making a mess as his cock began to get hard, and then harder. He was moaning, his eyes shut, and throwing his head back I could see that the shit that I had just evacuated from my body was being used as lubrication. It was turning me on. His cock was rock hard now. He continued to masturbate harder and harder, faster and faster, and then his body began jerking as his cock released a large amount of his cum that mingled with my brown shit.  The once well-formed turd was not a well-defined shape anymore; it was now a sloppy mess.  I ordered him to clean himself up, but I meant to literally clean himself up in my shower, but instead he took the shit and cum pudding and licked it until it was all gone.I felt that now was the time to humiliate him even further.

“Crawl there like the wormy maggot you are…and just imagines for one minute what your high and mighty circle of friends would say if I were to expose you for the shit you are…you know that’s what you deserve.” And I concluded, “Maybe I will one day, it’s what you deserve. God, how the fuck are you even alive? Look at yourself, are you even human? If I were your mother, I’d just have taken you to another state and abandoned you, you look pathetic, like an under cooked muffin. 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” The harsher my tirades, the softer his face became, and I also noticed he was getting a hard on. He listened intently, thinking it was over, but it was not over, it would never be over.

He bent over so I would whip him, and I did, it felt like I was becoming independent, I hadn’t realized I had so much pent up anger and resentment towards men up until that point in time. Maybe I am gay. Maybe he was right. I told the weasel to fetch me a glass of Jack Daniels that I treated myself to with his money, and then he returned with my glass with no ice. I remember telling him I wanted no ice, and guess what; the moron came back with ice. I liked my role as a bully, it was fun. 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” he spoke gently not wanting to irritate me any further and offered out his hand to take the glass back. Too late sissy boy the damage was done. 

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. Time for his first whipping, and I knew that I would probably suck at it at first. I had to practice at it. The first time almost hit me instead of him. He asked me like the pussy he is if I’d allow him protective knee pads, but I resisted. Walk on all fours like you’re supposed to, like the animal you are.

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

I would have to 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 will have to change my dietary habits to something more classy and healthy like filet mignon, prime rib, or lobster. 

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 as a joke when it was with Tyrone, 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 Henry, 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. Oh and by the way, that is your money that paid for my meat. The one I eat when you get done doing what you do best as a fake woman is the one that’s going to come out of my ass into your mouth you fucking loser, do you understand me, or are you too dumb to comprehend simple instructions?”

If he weren’t the man paying me to shit on him 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, Henry never knew a single day of want, he smelled of money, always having it 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 smallish dinner table waiting for my meal. I would have to go shopping soon for some new furniture if I am to make money at this. There were two large perfectly crafted prime rib steaks on my plate, I wish I had ordered Lobster instead or even some Lamb. 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 double dose of 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 possibly comprehend the labor of love we shared in this very intimate moment 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. Henry understood the deep love I held for him by letting him eat my shit. The foul odor filled the room, but to him, it was probably as sweet as a dozen roses. There were still some traces of corn from the corn on the cob from a few days earlier, and maybe even some of the hamburger too.

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. Not a smidge of crud on them. 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.”

“So, let me get this straight, you are my dog, is that correct?” 

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

I was satisfied with how he had cleaned himself up, and took a glass of mine, and straddled myself over it, filling it with some of my liquid waste that would taste of Champagne to him. 

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.

He took off his outfit, the role-playing gloves were off. Tonight, we were just two people who understood that money can indeed buy love. He thoroughly ate my pussy, and ate it well, I lay there almost ready to climax, and I was at his mercy. 

His cock wanted to fuck me, and I wanted him to come back for more, so I just took my dildo and fucked myself, not really thinking of anyone in particular. But I wanted someone to fuck me I needed to have a cock inside me, and he was there, conveniently. And so I quickly got on all fours pushing my ass towards him as he entered me gently at first, and fucked me with the resolve I’d never thought he was capable of. He probed 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 one of the best fucks of my life, although I would never tell, because that would put him in charge.

“Now, put your silly get-up back on, and eat the rest of your meal you shit eating loser.” He smiled, gratified that after much searching, he’d found the right one.

“Here’s looking at you kid.” He brought up his glass that still held my piss in it, and brought it up in a mock toast.
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