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Nadine turned the corner of the familiar neighborhood that she grew up in, and eventually, grew out of since her parents had relocated last year. Relocation for military families was a normal occurrence, she was used to it, never settling in one place long enough to make any close friends. It was almost three in the afternoon and there was already a smidgeon of people waiting on friends and family; not quite a crowd, not yet anyway. She felt out of place since she’d never even bothered to visit her old haunts, so she stopped for a moment and examined the eerily familiar and some not so familiar faces, the differences in tone baffling her slightly after spending so long away from home for a total of about four years. Smiling as she walked through, she was looking for the man who had always held her interest ever since she could remember. And then she soon found the one face she was looking for, the one that was already smiling back at her, and Nadine's heart started pounding so loudly that it was as if it was as if she noticed having it for the first time

Joshua pushed himself off the wall he had been reclining against after returning Nadine's shy smile with his own confident and sometimes cocky grin. Today would be a good day, she thought, as she gently strolled up to the gate to meet the awkwardly tall but still cute guy that had blossomed into what could best be described as a hunk, a sexy specimen that now held her attention. Joshua had advanced his career into  junior broker at a leading city Law firm, and at the ripe old age of 26 years old was on the verge of becoming a full-fledged partner, but Nadine was a mere 18 years of age, just young enough, still, to wear a schoolgirl's uniform. It was her last year in high-school and looked forward to moving far away from her parents to UCLA next fall. And Nadine had of course obliged his request to wear it today; she knew that he’d always had a secret fetish for girls in uniform, his sister told her during a sleepover. Nadine's long and shiny blonde hair was tied up in two perfect pigtails with two small pink ribbons to end the meticulously braided hair. Her makeup was simple, just the way he remembered her, in truth, Nadine was so naturally hot and beautiful she didn’t really need any embellishments on her fresh young face. Her slim body was perfect, with a tight white shirt wrapped around those hard, medium-sized tits, several buttons open at the top to leave a hint of cleavage showing, and her tie dangling loosely around her neck. She could easily have passed for a Playboy model. Nadine's waistline that was noticeably small flowed perfectly into not too wide but not too small hips, making her appears to be the epitome of the ethereal hourglass shaped woman. Her plaid Catholic schoolgirl short skirt accentuated her long slim legs that showed her white pull-up socks that extended up above her knees.  Yes, Joshua thought, Nadine had truly become the girl of his dreams.

Nadine was still so caught up in the moment that she had forgotten to move, at least until Joshua began advancing up to the spot where she stood, looking like a centerfold model more than anything he’d ever seen. After a month of nothing but some provocative photos and his manly imagination, Joshua was ready for whatever suggestive taunts she would throw his way. He could smell her sweet cunt in his mind.

What attracted Nadine to Joshua was his rebellious side. He looked nothing like a lawyer, nothing at all; in fact, he looked more like a Bohemian porn star than anything else.  His hair, straight and jet black, held neatly in a ponytail with a flawless goatee that showed the almost God like perfection of many a painting, caught the attention of a few other girls at the gathering. Nadine gulped, nervous at what he might say, whether he would embrace the sexy young woman she’d become in his absence, or whether he would crush whatever expectations she held with the bad news of being married or taken.

“Nadine, I want to have a word with you in private.” She wondered what it could be that she’d have to retreat to a corner. He took her hand, and led her to the Gazebo, where they could have some privacy. 

“How about we go out to a nice dinner, just you and me?”

Nadine thought about it, what could happen, it’s not like he was a complete stranger, she knew him, surely he would never hurt her.

The two embraced tightly without a word, as though there was no absence at all, and then their lips met, and then their tongues. Nadine felt the comfort she had too long sought as Joshua pushed his tongue into the younger girl's mouth, and suddenly she felt like rubbing her breasts against his. At eighteen years old, she was still a virgin, a fact that made her feel out of place with her sexually active friends. When Joshua finally broke the long sensual kiss, he continued staring into Nadine's eyes as he undressed her with his experiences lust filled eyes. The light hazel color contrasted sharply with the thick bush of his dark eyelashes and eyebrows. She made small talk about his career choice and how wonderful it must be to be successful before reaching the dreaded thirties.

They sat on the back seats of a taxi heading home. Joshua had sprung for a limousine service with tinted windows, and she sat in the back seat with him. They had been apart for far too long to waste any time away from each other now. Nadine felt a little awkward sitting in the back of a car with a man she barely knew and texted her best friend to meet with them. 

“Is it all right, I invited my friend, you must remember her…Greta, and you must remember the tall one with almost white hair?” He looked puzzled, he didn’t.

“No? Well, when you see her your memory will come back. Everyone thought she was a weirdo or something.” To which she added…”because she looked kind of like a boy, everyone at school made fun of her, but, she’s cool, and we are good friends. Joshua didn’t remember who she was talking about, and held her hand, hoping that the hand holding would lead to something else that evening.

The limousine had to take a detour to pick Greta up from her apartment, and Joshua couldn’t make out why she insisted on company when the date clearly did not invite the third unwanted wheel of a girl he barely remembered. A short drive later, they arrived.

“I’ll go upstairs and get her.” And then she reached over, and kissed him on the cheek quickly and ran up the Brownstone steps on Manhattans Upper East Side. As she waited by the door for Greta to buzz her in, he saw the wind pick up her very short skirt, revealing what he thought was bush. How could she wear no underwear, wasn’t she Catholic? His mind wandered, hoping to catch another glimpse.

A short while later, the two girls emerged. He realized that she was the girl that was the brunt of many a taunt at the hands of the popular group of girls. They were mean to her, that much he remembered. Their chariot waited with Joshua in the back seat wondering if tonight he would fulfill his fantasy of having two girls at the same time.

“Joshua, you must remember Greta…Greta, this is Joshua.” She chuckled and it felt like old times again, the odd wheel was Greta, who was too tall and too blonde for Joshua’s taste in women. Besides, she was killing the chance at a fuck with his old flame. Joshua just sat back, silent. The two girls were giggling among themselves. They kept looking his way.

“Joshua, are you going to feed both of us?” He was a professional, a lawyer, so even though the night was not really going as planned, he had to remain calm, enjoy a meal with them, take them home, and then start all over. What else was he to do?

Suddenly, Nadine removes her blouse in the back of the vehicle. Joshua closes the window so that the driver wouldn’t see. His eyes lit up and he just may get lucky after all, the night was still young, and so were the two lusty girls next to him. Her bra fell after her shirt. Greta sat nonchalantly next to her friend, smiling as she brought one arm over her. Nadine brings her breast to Joshua’s face, almost daring him to suck her.

“Well, hmmm,” he laughed nervously. 

Joshua's fingers found their way under her plaid skirt; he felt her pussy was wet, wetter than wet in fact. Reaching out, Joshua felt the moistness of her vulva, causing her to let out a soft moan with the contact. He softly ran his fingertips up the cotton fabric concealing Nadine's labia, towards the hood of her clitoris, juices soaking through where she applied pressure. Her clit was already hard and needed little coaxing to have her open for his fingers. Joshua smiled as she began to massage it with her thumb as the locked lips with the sudden fuck hunger that she hoped would put a final end to her virginity.

“You’re pretty tight down there...”  He tried to push his fingers inside her cave, but felt some resistance. He knew they would be arriving at the restaurant soon, and ended their pseudo fucking foreplay quickly. They arrived at the fancy Indian restaurant with the rave reviews. The girls had never had any Indian food. After an hour, it was time for them to go home in spite of the weekend later than normal curfew their parents imposed. 

Nadine tried to ride the waves of her pleasure, acting as though she knew what she was doing, but in fact, his touch knew she was a poser, acting like a slut but just a little girl deep down. How else could she explain being a virgin at her age? He sucked at her small perky nipples twisting them in between nibbling them with his teeth. He thought it was odd that Greta just sat there saying nothing. They lost track of time until the limo suddenly stopped. Then, just as she was becoming accustomed to this pleasurable rhythm of his finger playing with her cunt, trying to get it to open the guardians of her chaste gate , Joshua paused in making love to her neck, and whispered in her ear: "Relax, Nadine, you're home. I mean we arrived at my home. Shall we go upstairs, I have everything you need right upstairs." The two girls looked at one another, and agreed that the least they could do was entertain the handsome young lawyer especially after such a nice fancy dinner. It wasn’t too long after he shut the door behind him that Nadine began to strip with Greta made herself at home on the brown leather couch. She turned on the huge television that seemed to take over the entire wall of his living room.

The room smelled faintly of candles that he was fond of lighting, claiming that his eyes were very sensitive to light. There were boxes upon boxes of files in almost every corner. 

“So, I guess you are a lawyer…who else would have so much paper everywhere?”

He chuckled, he didn’t really want to talk about work, it was the weekend, and the last thing on his mind was discussing his job. Nadine pressed on, delving into what type of law he specialized in and such. She just continued rambling on about nothing. Ditzy blonde he thought.

“If you girls would like, I could take you home. Honestly, I don’t want to discuss my job. Truthfully, I am tired, so I will call you a cab.” Greta fell asleep on the couch. 

“Joshua, I need to use the bathroom, I think that Indian food gave me the runs.” His face lit up when he heard the words. 

“Sure, the bathroom is down the hall, to your right. She looked to be embarrassed, always self-conscious about the most basic of bodily functions.

Joshua felt his heartbeat accelerating as he envisioned the beautiful young girl sitting on his porcelain throne, taking a shit on his toilet. She still didn’t know him and his secret fetish. Her friend was safely asleep on his couch; he stood next to the bathroom door with his ear pressed against it, hoping to listen to the distinctive plop. She was in there for an eternity it seemed.

Here was this hot shot handsome lawyer, slobbering over the thought of her ass dumping a load; he was as much a harbinger of secrets as she was. The scent was so strong, it escaped the closed door. There could be no mistake. She had decorated his white toilet with her brown food baby.

A knock on the door… “Are you all right in there Nadine?”

The sight and smell churned her stomach and burned her ass. There was a long skid mark on the underwear that she would not want him to see. She would have to cut the date short and go home now. 

“I… I’m sorry Josh, but I couldn’t help it, the diarrhea I mean. I think it was the Indian food.” He could see the redness on her face. 

“It smells like a bouquet of roses to me.” He rested his arm on the edge of the door entry, picking his head up and taking deep deliberate breaths. 

"Surprise! Don’t you know I love the smell of a woman’s number two", Joshua said, but Nadine's voice became low and somehow distant, she was ashamed of her smell, her senses were overwhelmed by foul odors that she herself produced. 

“Have you ever had a man ask you to indulge in tasting you, back there I mean?”

She blushed at the words. He felt flattered. Evidently she was not only a pussy virgin but also an ass one too.

“Please, may I?” He hovered over her small delicate frame. As he looked down, he noticed a thin brown line down the back of her pure white schoolgirl socks.  He could smell the soap on her hands, but his bloodhound nose could also smell the faint traces of fecal matter emanating from her underwear. He was too much, too handsome for her to resist. She knew that tonight would be her night.  

He took her face gently, holding it as his lips met hers, he could feel the want in her hands that found their way towards his waist, digging in her nails the deeper and more sexual the kisses became. He was fucking her mouth with his tongue. She wanted to know what the tongue felt like inside her small wet pussy, the cunt that had his name all over it. She thought he was fibbing, he had to be kidding. A kink this kinky couldn’t be, she would have heard of it somewhere during her eighteen years. He pinned her against the wall with his body where she gave herself to him.

“I want to be your first one...” He whispered into her ear, wanting to get closer to the source of her unique scent. She nodded, agreeing while her friend slept peacefully unaware that her friend was about to get fucked and eaten. He carried her into the bedroom, plopping her down on the large luxurious bed that held so many pillows she wondered if he had someone else living there. His hands worked their way beneath her skirt, taking her panties off and bring them up to his nose. Joshua got his first hit of the complexity of her scent; it was deep, earthy and foul. He took a deep breath of her undies, and she felt almost violated, but in a good way. As Joshua began cleaning the every inch of her body, beginning with her sweaty breasts, he found some kibble like pieces of pure shit and even undigested kernels of corn; it looked exactly as it had while it was on her plate at the Tandoori Indian Restaurant. The repugnant smells emanating from her legs as she spread them out for him almost turned her stomach, and she almost gagged at the smell, trying her best not to vomit as he indulged in what she found disgusting. He slipped his tongue deep inside her cunt as he placed two fingers up her asshole. She was writhing in pleasure, an experience she’d never known before.  He had popped her pussy with his tongue. She knew he did, noticing a faint trace of blood around his lips. It was not what she envisioned as a first time cherry popping fuck. She felt a tingling deep inside her belly, but was disappointed, having expected the first time to be this mind blowing life changing experience which it was not. That didn’t stop her from trying, she peeked over her legs that were bent at the knees, wrapping themselves around his head, keeping him at her shaven and ready to become a woman pussy, she was trying to see how big he was. He enjoyed himself so much; his tongue was travelling to her taint area. She could smell the sweat from her cunt mingle with the foul and strong order from her asshole, that was like honey to a bee for the young man. His tongue slowly edged towards the netherworld of ass licking.

“mmmmmm…love your smell baby…” He was cooing at her like a baby coos to extract attention from its mother. He was in shit heaven, finding the woman of his dreams, a woman who liked to give what he loved receiving in his mouth as well as his wildest dreams.

He got up suddenly, and slapped her ass with a sharp determination she found a huge turn on. His cock was huge. He pussy was burning a bit from the first time, and now this, the huge cock would soon begin its journey inside her, filling her with his cum.

“You want to suck my cock you little shitting whore?” She looked up; she was not sure if that big think would fit inside her mouth either, but she had to try. What should have been a disastrous evening turned out to be even better for Nadine.

He took her mouth, opening it, and dangled his cock to its entry. Her small hand was dwarfed its size. 

"One step at a time, I will teach you things you will never learn in school Nadine, like now, you are learning how to extract the jizz from a man, do you like the way it makes you feel?” He smiled, knowing that he was molding her to his liking.

“But I want it right fresh from the source, I want you...I want you to save your adventures in eating only when you are with me, do you understand what I am telling you.” He was molding her all right, clearly establishing the lines of what she would be allowed to do and what she was not.

“Yes Joshua, I understand.” Her innocence was being peeled away, layer by layer, just like an onion. She still was not clear on what tonight would bring. 

“How about Greta…why is she sleeping so much? Shouldn’t she be up by now?” She stopped sucking his cock long enough to ask about her friend. 

He slapped her face lightly, not so hard as to leave an imprint on her face, just enough to shut her up while he was giving her lessons on proper cock sucking.

“That hurt…why did you do that for?” She cried as she held her face, still feeling the slight tingle of the disciplinary action that was necessary. She didn’t know it yet, but her unruly ways would have consequences as with anything else in life.

“Because while I speak, you are not to interrupt me sweetheart...that’s not too hard to understand, is it?” She looked up at him, enticed by the manliness of his ways that made her feel like a little slut. The role playing made her pussy wet, she wanted to be dominated, as much as he enjoyed eating her shit. She shook her head, once again bringing his cock to her mouth. 

“Your friend is sleeping because I made her that way, if you must know. And, remember, I am the attorney, anything you say is a fuckin’ lie…got that cupcake?”

“I have to use the bathroom again…” He held one finger up to her mouth.

“When you speak to me, you will refer to me as Master.”

"No problem at all...Master.”  

"You have to go AGAIN!? You lay right on me, shitty little princess unable le to control herself little cunt!" He pulled Nadine right on his cock, and ordered her to evacuate her bowels on his cock." 

“Yes Sir.” She came up with a plan…why not have his large cock deep inside her waiting eager pussy as she unloads her shit fest on him at the same time? Slowly, with the deliberate walk of a stripper enticing the men during a lap dance, she makes him sit on one of the chairs in the kitchen. He obeys her, clearly allowing her to take charge this time. As he sits, she straddles him, slowly lowering herself on his rock hard rod, easing her way in. Her hymen was now broken, and she was at last a woman, she could take his cock as deep inside as she wanted. As she slowly eased herself in almost all the way, he grabbed her ass and pushed himself inside with brutal force, forcing her bowels to explode on the floor. He seemed too engrossed in her young pussy grabbing at his cock, as he exploded deep in her womb. 

As Nadine began trembling in anticipation of his cum that may impregnate her and the first time jitters, Joshua soothed her with gentle kissing and stroking of her thighs. "Prove to me you love me Nadine", he said, asking her to take a bowel movement on his bed. Nadine felt a rush of orgasm as she sat over his face, dropping a large load in his waiting eager mouth. It left a stinking, stinging trail of toxic waste across the bed that should be held sacred. This was so wrong, and yet so, so deeply needed. He swallowed the turd entirely, as though he was born with a brown nipple in his mouth, as though he’d done this all his life.

Nadine ran her fingers across her shitty cunt as the aroma reached her, filling her, trance-like, with the full realization of the warm mass that pleasured her lovers mouth was turning her on a little as well. It was warm and part of her, just as much a part of her as her cunt, as her tits, and it was a special gift for her lover, and how could he not see that? But he did see it, how many other men would want that part of her? She knew right then and there that the bond they shared could never be broken.

His cock was swallowed by her hungry dirty little mouth that fed her lawyer lover a dose of her unique brown medicine. His mouth was still showing some traces of her shit and the repugnant smell seemed to fill the entire room. It was a turn on for Nadine and she could almost envision a large hard turd, like the ones that stimulated her pussy sometimes as it exited its inner cave, filling her cunt and then having him eat it out.

“I can’t believe it, the fate of meeting someone like you…” Words kept pouring from his lips, giving her all the confidence she needed, or would ever need.

His large hands continued caressing her butt cheeks whilst rubbing her ass. Her pussy was wet, so wet it looked like she squirted some cum all over the mattress. Slowly, he could feel her loosen the tension of her body, her asshole opened, and her soft shit started to flow out. The spices in the special cuisine she enjoyed continued to wreak havoc on her body, she should have known better, the diarrhea kept flowing from her ass, unable to stop it and she was feeding him every rejected brown waste her body would produce. She kept clinging and pulling at his hair, her body quivering at every stroke he would take with his fingers as it fucked her young tight pussy, as his mouth greedily swallowed every last drop of her shit storm. Soon her body was ready to experience its first ever orgasmic masterpiece at the hands of the lawyer; it was so intense she almost fainted from the intensity she was unfamiliar with. She was made a woman today, and discovered something about her twisted self in the process.


OPEN YOUR MOUTH HERE COME MY FOOD BABY

©Kenya Swallow 2015. All rights reserved. This is a work of fiction depicting fictitious adults 18 years of age or older.

Disclaimer: All characters are fictitious and depict individuals 18 years of age or older.  Any similarity to individuals, places or events are purely coincidental.

It was a hard decision I was forced to make when I learned of his seemingly innocent trespasses. He had always understood the premise that no matter how severe, his punishment was swift, just, and appropriate, befitting the crime at hand. As his Mistress, I alone had the privilege as well as the right to punish him with pain and forgive with mercy. I held his fate entirely in my well-manicured blood red lacquered hands and at my whim.

I texted this piece of shit Bob the very specific instructions for tonight’s rendezvous…then patiently awaited his answer. His reply would be the same as always, Y for yes, or N for no. Bob was the second to join my slave menagerie, an articulate and well-groomed distinguished well-known anchorman, a man who epitomized white privilege who was no doubt a distinguished upstanding member within his community. Bob the vanilla King and his wife the vanilla Queen surely lived in the lap of luxury with their perfect kids and their perfect vanilla dog in their million dollar vanilla home with Marley, a happy overweight Labrador Retriever who no doubt heard more than one lurid confession from his sissified owner, and being a dog, was unable to spread the joyful news that would expose his Masters secret life as a filthy despicable being. The happy Vanilla couple were so Vanilla in fact, they named their four legged dog after a movie dog character, how fuckin unoriginal and Vanilla can they be. It was sickening.  Only Marley and I really knew Bob and his chocolate shit eating fixation.

I glanced at my phone; five minutes passed and still no answer. This was unacceptable. Perhaps he was held up at a meeting or performing surgery…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, and 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 he 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 old man shit-stained tighty-whiteys, place your fucked up shitty boring 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 Masters door until I let you inside.”

I imagine his excitement as he read this…the worm was no doubt salivating at what awaited him. 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 her friends to join in the party. They would be my spectators tonight, awaiting his arrival to mock him and spit on him, degrade him and his straight-laced vanilla kind. I was so drooling at the thought of my friends spitting at him and blowing thick mucus boogers at his sorry bitch ass. Maybe another time, tonight I would be supplying the discipline. 

“Bob” 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 social life and his persona as far away from the pathetic little man that I knew him to be. He stood to lose more than I ever could should his double life somehow come to light, exposing him for the disgusting cockroach I know him to be. I would charge him a straight fee, and on the nights he needed to be fed, it would be double that since he would be taking a very intimate part of me back with him 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.

I heard the elevator door close. It was probably him so I opened the gate and peeked my head out…sure enough there he was. I made him change down the hallway, secretly hoping that one of my neighbors would peek out and cause him great humiliation. The only neighbors on my floor would be Mrs.Lucci, an old bleached blonde science teacher that dressed more like a teenager, and Roy, 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 demanding specifications. I stood over this poor excuse for a man, establishing my authority by digging my six inch heel into his ass cheek, digging and digging until I was satisfied there would be a visible indentation. I dug into his side deeper and deeper until a faint trace of blood peeked through.

“Sit down like a human being…and quit your panting…you disgust me... You’re nothing more than a piece of shit and that’s all you’re gonna eat tonight…Honestly, you make me sick, you shoulda be born a woman so you can piss and moan at the same fuckin’ time.DO YOU HEAR ME?”

He 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 gluteous maximus.  I signaled for him to sit on the hard cold plastic as he followed my every move with his cold steely blue eyes. I never admitted how much I hated his fuckin ugly ass blue eyes. 

He sat until I signaled for him to drop his bone in front of me, and respecting my authority, he did as he was told.

“Good boy…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 became used to with me as his Mistress. He was a bottom feeder, and as such, would suffer indignities reserved only for the lowest of the low. 

I suspect that Bobby’s issues most likely began somewhere along the line during his early childhood. He enjoyed dressing up as a girl baby, and one of my dresser drawers practically overflowed with his custom made onsies coupled with his special pacifiers and baby gear. His bottles were always the old style glass ones. They had to be glass because of the contents they held during our sessions. Plastic absorbs toxins and odors whereas glass does not.

Around the corner in my kitchen stood Bobby’s 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 Bob 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. Smacking his mouth loudly signaled his growing hunger, baby needed to be fed. The first course would begin with an appetizer of breast milk purchased specifically for him, he enjoyed sucking from the bottle as he ritualistically kneaded this now tattered remnant of a security blanket from his toddler years. He was in titty heaven as he envisioned himself suckling at a breast full of warm sweet leche,the kneading action alone was making him horny as his cock began its salutation.

“Open your mouth wide like a good boy”.

This was his first phase in accepting the food I was offering, one spoonful at a time. Trusting my judgment as his Master that I knew what was best for him. I fed him my solid waste from yesterday’s bowel movement, which I kept fresh inside the dorm room sized refrigerator separate from the one containing food. It was a solid irregular shape long log that still revealed traces of corn from the creamed corn I enjoyed. It smelled and I asked him if he would enjoy it better if I were to nuke it quickly, making it more like pudding. Shaking his head no, he wanted it cold. Gesturing with his hands like a baby would, I placed his bowl in front of him on the tray, where he picked up his spoon and dove in. He appeared to enjoy it, taking small spoonfuls with his baby silver spoon; he gobbled it down like a trooper, gagging only infrequently. When the last bite disappeared, I asked him to lick his bowl clean. Cleanliness is next to Godliness after all, and little boys need to learn that. I was proud of my watered down creation of a human, taking photos of my boy eating his first solid meal. He knew the photos would never be made public; they would be only being kept in the photo album that I treasure. 

He knew better than to throw a temper tantrum by refusing to eat. Those episodes would never end well for him. He made me wait a few minutes this morning and I pointed it out to him that he would be disciplined for this. Noticing the erection than remained, I grabbed the Icy Hot pain relief gel. I gave him two choices for tonight…

Jack himself off with Icy Hot or get fucked up the ass by me with an Icy Hot lubricated dildo. He chose A. Mama didn’t raise no fool.   

“Take off your clothes, let’s see your cock you dirty little filthy boy…hurry up, I want to see your sorry excuse for a cock…I bet your real mother hid you in some cave or sumptin’ when she saw the size of it” I screamed while spitting several lungers at his face.

Slowly, he unzipped the baby blue onesie with a choo-choo train pattern to reveal a white cloth diaper underneath. Carefully he undid the baby blue Gerber diaper pins revealing his naked and close shaven crotch. His arousal grew but he tried his best in containing the excitement as he stood gazing…anticipating my every move.

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

“Start stroking; make sure you get it inside your pee hole”

He just sat there whimpering like a sissy girl… and the pain and agony was visibly making him groan. It had to hurt and burn. It excited me to see his cock grow redder and more irritated with every stroke as he rubbed back and forth. The slurping sound was muffled by infrequent bouts of painful utterances. He grumbled and grunted as his strokes became faster and faster until one final stroke finally resulted in ejaculate squirting that would fill a bowl.

“I love you Mistress. Thank you”

His cock was almost purple and raw.  I felt relieved that our session ended well.

Our relationship works because I pay attention to the unspoken words of body language of my pets, and always encourage them to communicate to me whenever they feel uncomfortable about something. 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. Out of love for my pet I allowed him to do his usual thing after scatting and masturbating of just taking a shower, change into his regular clothes, and take a while to enjoy a glass of wine and idle chit chat before going back to our regular lives.


OPEN EVEN WIDER FOR ANOTHER LOAD
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“Leave it to you to come up with crazy shit like dat girl.”

Henrietta was my best friend since we were about six years old, a lifetime of sharing and close proximity made us that way. We were different in many ways, she was far more conservative than I was, but we balanced each other perfectly through the years. After graduating high-school, she went on to nursing school to become an emergency room RN as I gravitated towards healing people, especially men. My specialty became healing men who engaged in a particular and uncommon fetish…shit eating. 

“What’s so crazy about it, I think it’s kinda kinky cool…check em out!”

The Asian lady putting the finishing touches on my nail extensions scoffed when I pulled up my hand to show off my latest concoction. I did have to pay a little extra for the nail artist to deviate from their regular cookie cutter nail designs, but it was so worth it.

“Please Miss, let me finish” she said in a heavy accent muffled by the dust mask on her face. I wanted to get out of there as badly as she wanted me out, so I just let her finish.

About an hour later she was applying the final coat of high gloss shellac on my nails. I chose a deep brown base as a backdrop with speckles of cat litter that I had to bring with me and instead of the square shape, I asked for them to be razor sharp filed. I liked the way the cat litter added texture to the mix, it was different, nobody else thought of it, and I couldn’t wait for Carl to see.

“Girl you better be careful when you wipe your behind with them things” Henrietta laughed as she cracked her gum incessantly, a habit that would announce her arrival no matter where she was. She cracked so loud with her back teeth that I could hear her from a mile away, sometimes even through closed doors, it was annoying sometimes.

“Meow” I curved my hand as a cat would lunging at her face, practicing my newest defense strategy. She jumped back. We walked for a bit stopping to get meatball subs at Nunzio’s Pizzeria before heading home.

“See ya tomorrow, call me later and let me know what your dates think.” Henrietta really meant what manner of crazy I would inflict on Carl,my scat trainee that would meet me tonight. 

“Better yet, I’ll show ya when I get the editing done on the film.” I always knew she was a secret voyeur, although she never admitted it.

“I will, maybe you’ll wanna join us?”

“Hell no, that’s too much for me, I’m getting’ nauseous just thinking ‘bout it.” She got into the black Escalade her husband was driving as they both waved goodbye. Sometimes I envied her Vanilla lifestyle.

Carl was already waiting in the lobby when I got there. Since “Carl” was a high-ranking police detective from another nearby precinct he just greeted me with a short and curt “hello”…nothing that would arouse either suspicion or material for gossip. He had this public persona to maintain and I was getting paid handsomely to maintain the anonymity while catering to his unusual requests. We both boarded the elevator not making eye contact. He followed behind me as I walked down the long hallway as I fumbled for my house keys.

“You’re early today” I said as I put down my newest addition for my handbag obsession on the coat rack next to the door.

“Yeah, I got off early” he said as I noticed him looking at my pointy freshly manicured nails. He reached into his pants and reached for his wallet to pay me the therapy fee of seven hundred greenbacks.

“Oh thank you baby…get comfortable while I pour us a drink…same scotch on the rocks as usual?” He said yes then I went to the tiny bar reaching for the bottle and glasses, pouring some Cabaret Sauvignon for myself instead.

Detective Carl’s fondness for scat was only matched by his need for secretively wearing sexy women’s undergarments. I wondered what his wife would think about it and if she even knew of his secret life of a shit eating woman poser. He wore a wedding band so I just assumed he was married, he paid me for services rendered and his public life was really none of my business.

“Let’s see what you got today, I’m getting jealous cause your under wardrobe is far prettier and sexier than mine…why is that Detective Carl?” I liked to fuck with him that way, because outside he was Detective Carl Morino, but with me he wanted to be known as Jezebelle. He scoffed as he slowly unbuttoned his white starched shirt with something pink peeking beneath.              

Today was pink day for him, pink bra, pink bikini undies and something new for me, pink fishnet stockings held up by an even deeper and more vibrant shade of pink garter belt.   

“Nice…you getting’ me hot Jezebelle.”

“I have a treat for you today…you’ll never guess.” I said, knowing it would pique his inquisitive law enforcement mind. He took his glass of Scotch and shook his head no. After a few minutes of unsuccessful guesses, he gave up.

“Well, you know my boyfriend that got locked up for some bogus dealing charges, I told you about him right?”

“Vaguely, but yes, what about him?”

“Well, he’s gonna be here in a little bit, he loves girls in pink, and I told him about your love of brown pudding, and as it turns out, he’s only too happy to oblige, you’re gonna love him I promise you.”

I know that in his Vanilla world he would probably cuff my man in a heartbeat, he hates petty criminals, especially those fool enough to get caught. I caught a smirk on his face.

“Why you acting like that, I saw that smirk on your face bitch!” Bitch Carl was judging me and my man again, he would need to be taught some pointers on discretion and politeness. 

“Acting like what, I didn’t say anything Mistress, I promise, it’s good.”

“You think that just cause you come to me with some money that I’m some kinda thing that can be brought? Is that what you think bitch?” I had him exactly where I wanted him, feeling guilty for what was probably an innocent grimace.

“No Mistress, I don’t think that at all.” It almost looked like he was begging for something from me. Fuckin wimp.

I walked towards the Armoire where I kept the “toys.” The second large drawer had nothing but handcuffs, first had the whips, and third had other miscellaneous shit that I took out a spool of fishing line that would go on the fishing rod for when I take him nipple fishing. Beneath the pink lingerie were the most hideous nipples on a man I’d ever seen. It took me almost a year to help make them that way.

“Come Carl…come” I snapped my fingers for him to come to me, he was well-versed in our little role playing routine. He was obedient as a good pet should be and knelt on the floor, crawling to me on all fours.

“I’m going to give you a new hoop to jump through today, know what it is?

“Take your bra off…let me see your nipples.” He brought his hands to the back, undoing the hook on his bra. His nipples were much larger than they were when I first met him. I have to admit his determination in the time it took to get them to the size they were now. He asked me to be the first, and it was flattering when I found out that his other Mistress was “Let go” because he couldn’t bond with her the way it flowed between us. No painkiller, just a little booze and weed, and his nipples were robbed of their cherry with a sharp thick nail, and a hammer. I comforted and nursed him all night I remember. I felt priviledged because of this and how he would eat my excrement shortly thereafter, something he claims had never happened before.

“Shhh, it’ll be ok baby. Look, I saw this color and I thought of you right away.”

I dangled the bright pink fish lure in front of him. At times he seemed like a knat with a limited attention span, drawn to any flicker of light, but the side of him he showed me was not the public view of him. He was tall and handsome in his uniform that no doubt attracted a swarm of women. Women who didn’t know of the pink lingerie beneath.

“Hold still…” I brought the lure through the nipple opening, careful to not rip the thinned flesh that had calloused over time. Slowly and gently I pushed through, being extra careful with my sharp pointed nails to avoid scratching the thin membrane. He was getting redder, I’m guessing because he was deep down afraid of my unpredictability. I was getting really horny, after all, Carl was a strapping cop and I have a thing for men in uniform, so I ordered him to take that pink shit off and give me a quickie fuck before my boyfriend shows up.

“Mmmm, lick that pussy, I ain’t washed up today yet…like that huh?” He buried his face in my crotch, my well-marinated pussy smelling vaguely of fish and lazy butt-wiping this morning. I saw his cock was hardening, and I took my heeled foot rubbing it on putting pressure on his shaft with the sole part. I layed down on the bed as he continued sucking at my clit, making it swell with desire. He was a good lover and I gave in to his mouth ravaging my pussy, his big strong hands grasping at my breasts that had his attention as he squeezed them harder and harder. 

“Uggghhhh, I want your cock cop Carl.”

Without the pink, he was a strong forceful horny man that would fuck the shit outta my wet waiting cunt with his thick in charge penis. With the pink on, it was me or another man who would be fucking him in the ass until orgasm. That’s how it was between us, just an understood arrangement.

“Fuck me from behind baby.” 

He took me by my braids and positioned me over the bed. My waiting brown butt was up in the air, ready and willing to take his big Italian cock inside me. Picking me up and holding me by my belly, he pushed me up at the same time pushing himself inside me. My pussy was wet and slimy from the horniness of watching him squeal from the pain of the fish lures, I knew that had to hurt, and not it was my turn to hurt at his mercy. He pushed himself deeper and deeper inside of my cunt then began thrusting in and out. The friction felt like my pussy was catching fire fucking me in an out as fast as a jackhammer; it was as hard as one too.

“Oh God I’m coming Detective…”

That made him penetrate me even deeper, I could feel his balls slapping the back of my ass and the final thrust he withdrew and deposited his sweet man milk all over my back, just the way I like it.

We both lay on the bed catching our breath as we both heard each other’s hearts beating. It was intense, and just the thought of him in uniform was a turn on, I never told anyone, not even my fuck-buddy boyfriend Nicky.

“When you get done sweating all over my bed, you can get dressed again in your sissy pink outfit.” He was still panting so I allowed him five minutes to regain his composure.

“How you like my nails, it kinda hurt my feelings you didn’t pay them no mind.” 

“It’s different, they look like deadly claws to me” he chuckled. “What is that on the tips… is it sand?” He was referring to the kitty litter. I didn’t tell him what it was, a girl has to maintain some mystery.

“Nah, it’s…telling the truth, I don’t know what it is, I’ll have to ask.” I finished what I started with the fishhook now that my pussy was taken care of.

“There…you’re all set” The fishhook was through, now all I had to do was to tie it to the line and I have my sissy detective fish at my beck and call with a simple tug of the line.

“Ok, now walk around ten laps around the coffee table and fetch me your plate when you’re done, with your mouth…I’m going to go make your dinner in the toilet.”               I didn’t have to keep watch on him, because what he didn’t know is that I have a nanny cam inside the cute teddy bear sitting in the corner. I could in theory make a film sending the copies to his precinct. Wonder what he would say to that?

I heard the doorbell ring while I was dropping Carls tasty meal. He knew better than to answer the door, so he just waited outside with his dog bowl in his mouth as I came out of the toilet.

“Who is it?”

“Who the fuck you think it is? It’s me Julio…” I heard from the other side. Good ol’ Julio, late as usual, just like the lazy fucking Dominican he is. Surprise. Surprise.

“Hold your horses.” I yelled. 

I signaled for Carl to wait for me inside the bathroom. I quickly hopped inside the shower to rinse of Carls sweet cum off my back, and getting rid of the sex smell all over me. Julio was very jealous and would turn violent at the drop of a hat. Even though Carl had his trusty police issue gun, I didn’t want to provoke him any more than I had to. Pissing Julio off meant getting him even hornier than usual. Maybe tonight I would be the crème  in the oreo cookie.

I went out with the towel still wrapped around me; it was obvious I had just showered the stink of cum safely off me now.

“You late again…sometimes I swear you act like a…oh wait, you are, Dominican, sorry, my bad.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” He gave me a kiss with his lips that reeked of Malt Liquor and cigarettes.

“Nothing…I got company. Carl’s here, remember I told you…”

“You didn’t tell me shit, who’ Carl?”

“Remember, he likes dressing up in pink, he likes eatin’ my shit?” He looked confused. Poor stupid Dominican Hamster. If not for his cock I would have dumped his stupid ass long time ago in a heartbeat.

“There’s some pizza in the fridge.” I never told Julio how much Carl reimbursed me for his training. As far as the dumb hamster knew, it was a mutual kinky friendship. He’d probably blow it all on weed and clubs anyway if he knew I had any kind of stash put away for a rainy day. Fuck him.

I went into the bathroom where Carl was waiting obediently and I kissed him, I want him to know that he was more than a scat trainee, I truly do love my pets, and in a pinch, they could always count on me for anything. Julio the hamster on the other hand, was just a fuck buddy only if I had nobody else and only with protection, God only knew what kinda nasty shit he picks up from his bitches he never tells me about.

“I love you Carl, you know that right?”

His eyes suddenly softened, like he was touched and it suddenly dawned on him that my heart was his, kind of.

“Thank you Mistress…I feel it too.”

“Do me a favor, this guy who thinks he’s my boyfriend, he’s not, and just play along with me. You said you wanted to feel how it’s like to get fucked up the ass right?” He nodded his head.

“Well, I’m gonna use the strap on and it’s gonna be me, not him to pop your ass cherry…understand me?”

Just to add some fuel to the fire, I was getting kind of tired of that fuckin loser Julio, I added…”Oh, and so you know, the guy outside, he killed a cop years ago, but he confessed only to me, please don’t do anything now, but I can hook you up with his address when he leaves…”

His face changed “why do you stay with a scumbag like that?”

Then I conjured up my acting skills, adding that Julio threated to put me six feet under unless I keep giving him sex and shut up about the killing.

“Your secret is safe with me.”

“Ok, let’s get this over with then, remember, don’t say anything…” He agreed.

We both went out and I introduced the both men to each other, Julio laughed and laughed at the detective in pink lingerie.  “Don’t laugh at him.”

Julio looked at me like he wanted to skin me alive, I had hurt his deeply ingrained macho man pride and he began feeling uncomfortable that he got owned by a woman sticking up for what was in his book, another woman.

“Sorry…look man, no harm no foul right?” and he offered Carl his hand as a peace offering. You could tell that he really didn’t mean it, but it helped to ease the potential of something escalating.

“None taken…don’t worry about it.”

“Hey how do you know my girl anyway?”

I hated when he referred to me as “his girl” His people still swung from trees as far as I was concerned, not black, and not white, kind of like zebras, only zebra monkeys.“I ain’t your girl Julio.”

I wanted to dissuade the situation and just blurted out….

“Ok you know what, let’s just change the subject, how about a movie and some pizza and some smoke…how’s that sound?”

I knew Julio had some weed on him, always does, fucking school yard dealer.

“Sounds good to me, you Carl?”

I left Carls meal in the toilet, and I didn’t want to humiliate him further, the only one allowed to demean him is me, so I went into the bathroom and locked the door behind me.

“Shit, that stinks” I thought. Last night I had some Tamale from our nearby Mexican take out with a lot of Pollo Mole, and that really made my ass burn, and some of the corn was still peeking out from the brown loaves that had Carls name all over it. Usually I have Carl bury his head inside and scoop it out with his mouth and drop it into his special dog bowl. But I didn’t even want Julio to get wind of this part of Carl; I was protecting my cute cop pet.

We all sat on the huge lazy boy couch that was a gift from one of my submissive.

I turned on the television tuning into my favorite reality show ID, and went to the bar bringing some Scotch and beer for the less sophisticated Julio.

“Julio, how about you be ma bitch and get me an my boy here some glasses with ice pretty pleeeze?” I said it innocently enough, so that he wouldn’t catch on to the sarcastic meaning behind it. I sat closer to Carl, remembering that only moments ago his cock was filling my pussy as no other pet ever had before. My pussy was falling in love with his cock and his peaceful sexy blue eyes as well. Julio was in the kitchen, out of our line of sight and I snuck my hand into Carl’s large commanding hand, blowing him a kiss and winking at him. God help me from falling for this pink prince. I will have to say a few extra Hail Mary’s tonight to keep me on track of never falling for a patient. I was their doctor, they were my patients, how could I possibly breach that trust? I heard his footsteps and retreated my hand from Carl’s.

Julio found his way back to the couch, making two trips to carry the three glasses with ice and the sauce. I wanted him to go back so I could cop another kiss, so I reminded him of the pizza which needed to be heated up that he forgot.

“Anything else?” Juliio didn’t like being told what to do.

“Nope, that’s it.” I sat intently paying attention to the new episode of Evil Kin. Some of that shit’s gotta be made up.

“Do you think this shit’s made up Carl?” I caught myself, almost mentioning his career as a slip of the tongue. It makes me feel safe that a cop is my friend, it’s comforting.

“I don’t think so; it’s supposed to be based on true facts.” We sat and intently watched as our bitch Julio toiled like the good little brown Hamster I always knew him to be.

“Here you go, had to cut in half to fit in the microwave…” He pushed the ashtray accidentally onto the floor, contaminating my newly cleaned white carpet.

“Ok, I’m just gonna ignore that happened, I just had it cleaned dumbass.”

Out of nowhere, the fucker clocked me upside the head knocking me to the side of the couch armrest.              

“Bitch maybe you better learn not to dis your man…I’m outta here.”

After what seemed forever, I came to and Carl had what looked like one of my socks with ice inside it, it felt so cold and my face felt like it was swelling.

“What happened?” I tried sitting up but still felt a little faint. Ouch that fucking hurt.

“That guy blindsided you…I felt like killing him right there and then.” Carl looked genuinely pissed off, but relieved at the same time that he was gone.

“Yeah, that’s Julio for you…” I decided that would be the last time I would ever see him. I asked Carl to take me to the police station after our tryst to file a restraining order.

“Guys like that don’t pay attention to a piece of paper, you know that don’t you?”

He was right, but I don’t have anything except some pepper spray. He did have some stalking tendencies, his friend told me confiding in me once.

“I’ll bring you something tomorrow; just keep it a secret between you and me.”

I shook my head yes. He was cradling my head, taking care of me instead of the other way around. I owed him one.

“It sure hurts” I mumbled. Carl was a gentleman, he was staying far more than any other time, and still I hadn’t fed him his brown pudding, and he didn’t get fucked up the ass like I had promised him.     

“I’m sorry that today didn’t turn out like we had planned Carl, I’m really sorry about that.” My face felt swollen and ugly, my lip was swelling to where I looked like a Mrs. Potato Head. I couldn’t help but look in disgust in the mirror.

Carl walked behind me, giving me a strong hug assuring me it would be all right.

“Please tell me you didn’t give him a key to your place.” I don’t think I did.

“I don’t think so, or he wouldn’t have knocked on the door…right?”

“You tell me. Just in case, I’ll have you stay over my place tonight, you’ll be safe there, and I’ll feel better.” Wait, how about his wife?

“How about your wife?”

“What wife, I’m not married…”

I took his left hand and brought it to his attention the worn gold band on his left hand, smirking as if to catch him in a lie.

“That was my dad’s wedding band, and before mom died she gave it to me as a memento to remember him by…that’s all. I still think about him after all these years, funny how life works.” I never saw this tender part of him before. Before today, he was just some Detective with unresolved issues   that I casually let into my life.

“Too bad you passed out; you could have scratched his eyes out with those nails.” He chuckled, trying to make me feel better. “So you live alone?” I needed to know.

“It’s just me and my cat Shelby.”  I had to at least feed Carl; it’s what he came for after all. And he chose me to be his food source.

“How about your meal now baby?”

“Thank you” and before he could utter the word Mistress, I gave him my real name.

“Please, no more Mistress nonsense.”

“Now, how about getting some of that brown goodness for my baby.”

“I love you Jazmine”

I went to the bathroom, but first I took the fish hooks from his nipples.

“No more of this pain shit, you too good for pain. Understand me?” I didn’t know if he would still seek me out as a Mistress after this, but truth is, I didn’t feel comfortable inflicting pain on this kind handsome man anymore. I saw the real him tonight, and I wanted to make his pain go away.

“There, no more of these.”

I went and brought out the bowl with my shit on it, and I felt really bad about it and wanted to understand how anyone could enjoy this. He sat and opened his mouth, something changed between us tonight, but not that. He still enjoyed eating my shit as I spoon fed him a little at a time.

“Do you want some hot sauce with that?

He shook his head, and I forgot that he was white, so I offered him some mayonnaise to try and disguise the taste. He refused.

His strong jaw and perfectly chiseled facial features were stunning; he could have any woman he wanted, why was he not taken? I was trying to think of anything but what the present was showing me. A catch of a guy eating my shit pie.


THE SCATTING SISSY

©Kenya Swallow 2015. All rights reserved. This is a work of fiction depicting fictitious adults 18 years of age or older.

Disclaimer: All characters are fictitious and depict individuals 18 years of age or older.  Any similarity to individuals, places or events are purely coincidental.

Robert walks up the stairway of the degrading building, one of many that dotted the Dominican section of Spanish Harlem. It was on the sixth floor, and not wanting to chance getting stuck inside an elevator that might give out at any moment, he opted for the stairwells that were dark and littered with peeling paint chips that were in part, the result of slum lord ownership. He was huffing and puffing as he reached the last set of steps, exerting himself to the point where he had to stop midway to catch his breath, and sat down, collecting himself before facing the long walk before reaching apartment 6E. Wiping his brow, he began the long trek down the hallway. The smell of Jamaican and Dominican cooking filled the air and brought some semblance of humanity to the otherwise depressing surroundings.

He knocked softly on the shoddily painted red door with obvious bristle marks and drips that should have been wiped off. Robert noticed such things that were overlooked by others who were not as meticulous or observant as he was. On the other side he heard footsteps approaching, then the screech of the peephole cover opening.

“Who that?” He heard coming from behind the door.

“It’s me. Robert.”

After a long pause he heard the door open.  A large black woman stood there, covering almost the entire doorway with her hefty figure, ushering him inside. She stuck her head outside and looked both ways, then shut the door behind her and proceeded to secure it with the police lock and deadbolt lock, and the door chain. He’d never seen so many locks on one single door. This was Roberts first time at the scat trainer’s home; they had met on a website for BDSM enthusiasts, and set up a date after three weeks of getting to know one another. On the couch sat a tall black man with long dreadlocks held up neatly in a ponytail smoking a blunt with a large orange bowl directly in front of him.

“Robert, dis is ma son Jonnie, he be living’ wit me. The large woman signaled for Robert to pay up with the rubbing of her two fat fingers. It was a universal sign for cash; you didn’t need a college degree to read that. Robert removed his wallet from his back pocket, carefully removing six hundred dollars in fifty dollar bills. The large woman counted the money, and then folded it just as quickly tucking it safely inside her bra. Bob Marley’s Red Red Wine song played softly in the background.

“Follow me boy” she walked him to one of the back bedrooms that was separated only by a thick colorful blanket from the other rooms. 

“Keisha…your appointment here” All kinds of thoughts rushed through his head. It was uncomfortable to him that he would be tutored by a woman without even the privacy of a solid door. She was in charge of this very unique relationship Robert chose to embark upon, and he was to become her disciple hungry to learn all the rules.

“You Robert?” The young girl asked, she looked to be no older than seventeen years old. Robert was in his fifties, a once upon a time popular high-school jock who’s life passed by long ago, and was now grasping at whatever straws would make him feel young and vital again.

“Yes, that’s me…you are Keisha? You look a lot younger than the photo…” He seemed perplexed.

“Keisha be my mom, she in the bafroom…” She scoffed at the white man in the room who was interrupting their final showdown. The young girl continued intently playing her game on the PlayStation. The television had to be at least a seventy inch. The little boy next to her was every bit as engrossed. Robert stood nervously and began his nervous twitch of the mouth. Here he was in a shady and crime ridden part of town with people he didn’t really know, the smell of Sour Diesel permeating the smoke filled air, and he had no protection. The sissy man put himself in this predicament once again. Then he heard the sound of a toilet flushing through the door, when suddenly the door opened and the woman he recognized only as “Keisha” emerged pulling up her stretch lavender yoga pants.

The cigarette was dangling from the corner of her lips as she cracked a smile…

“Hey you Robert right?” 

“Yes mam that is me…nice to meet you finally…” Then he caught himself in his annoying trait of saying too much. She had warned him to speak only when spoken to, and he’d already broken the first cardinal rule.

She laughed when she noticed the awkward moment of him realizing the big mistake, bringing her daughter and the young boy into the circle of mockery closing in on him. He apologized. She warned him in multiple emails that rules she would impose were NOT to be broken…ever. The small fat middle aged man began sweating and became visibly agitated.

He was the gazelle and this strange group of people was the Lions.

“Yo Justin, get me the Bullwhip from the closet.” The little boy that seemed no older than six years old was obviously accustomed to fetching a whip for her. Everything about this black family’s life on Spanish Harlem reeked to him of emergency services from Child Protective Services. The little boy was already a drug addict in the making.

“Here gramma..” The bullwhip was twice the size of the boy. She kissed him for his efforts and patted his ass, shooing the boy and his very young mother into the living room with the large woman and the dreadlocks man. The air was thick and reeked of weed; he began feeling a bit mellow from the secondhand THC that was obviously a family function.

“We ain’t done wit our game yet.” The daughter protested the fact that the violent game she’d been playing with her young son that should be in school was being unfairly interrupted.

“Don’t give me no lip…I gotta take care of business here girl…go on.” And she closed the thick blanket curtain behind them. 

“Now sit down….you ever been trained as a submissive before?” She was asking him, sizing him up as they spoke.

“No mam, never.” He was respectful and answering only when asked something. Just as she’d warned him to, he obeyed sheepishly like the little sissy only his next of kin any the few people that really knew him was. She lit another menthol cigarette, and emptied the ashtray full of butts into a nearby trash receptacle. He wanted to get down to business, knowing she charged by the hour. Then came yet another interruption…it was the little boy running through the blanket door into the room, grabbing at his baby bottle with some kind of colored liquid.    

“wat I say boy, get yo ass in wit you mama!” She said, raising her voice slightly to her grandchild who was on his way out.

She shook her head, and engaged the man who just paid his amount to sit down. She didn’t seem as sexy in person as the photo on her website, maybe it was an older picture of her she’d use to lure more submissives to her dungeon. There was no law saying that he couldn’t explore other Mistresses, he was just getting his feet wet with her. She looked at him, and outright just asked him to verify his purpose for seeking her out.

“I need someone to keep me in line, and I was thinking of having you toilet train me, and I already went over the details…” He caught himself sounding like an executive going over the minutes to a meeting…but this was no meeting, not the kind he was used to anyway.

“Yeah, I remember baby, you need a mama to show you…you ever do this before, I can’t remember wat it was you wantin’?” She tried to keep her voice low. 

“Well, no sense beating around the bush, I have this fantasy…” not wanting to sound too condescending or rasict, “well, to put it bluntly, I enjoy the thought of having an African American woman such as yourself, defecate on me, you know, going to the toilet on me.” There it was out.

“Number one or number two?” She asked him stoically, not indicating any reaction.

“Jus fuckin’ wit you…I know wat you want.” She got up as he sat on the couch, inseted her hand inside her pants, rubbing her pussy, then offering the stranger a whiff of her scent.

He closed his eyes, taking in her smell, as he opened his mouth and enveloped her fingers, tasting his Mistress.

“Take you clothes off. “She had given him his first order. He was worried that someone might barge inside, maybe the little boy, she saw his hesitation with uttering a word.

“They ain’t comin in, don’t worry.”

“Don’t nobody be comin’ in,  y’all hear me!” She screamed loud enough for the entire building to hear…all he heard was distant laughter and mumbling.  

“Ok baby, let’s get down to business.”

She was stripping the layers of spandex, revealing a very nice set of red and black lace bra and panties beneath. He was taking it all in as he did the same.

“Come here…look at these…they turn you on…mmmm, I bet they do….you know, I gots lots of white men that beg me to piss an’ shit on em…and then the really good one, I jus let em’ fuck me for a few extra rolls….mmmm huh.”

Robert’s cock was growing harder and this beautiful black woman with the perfect chocolate nipples. He began grabbing at his cock as she ordered him to lay on the floor that held a neatly stacked layer of newspapers. 

“You want a pillow baby?” She cooed slowly and softly, waiting on his reply.

“Yes Mistress please…”

Out of the blue and to his surprise she smacked his head like they did in the olden day to kids.

“You ain’t getting no pillow bitch.”

“Lay down on da flo like the dawg you are…you ready to take you meal?” 

What a difference from all the Vanilla women he’d fuck all those years he thought to himself. He was hooked on this living on the edge lifestyle this bad girl was showing him, changing every fiber of his being.  He was now on the newspapers lying on a bare floor with an erection.

“Don’t touch yourself…did you hear me give you permission to pleasha  youself  muthafucka?”  She screamed as she grabbed the bullwhip. 

Crack. Crack. Crack. The sound of the Bullwhip hitting the floor, and ripping the very edge of the newspaper missing him by only inches had aroused him to an almost instant orgasm, and she hadn’t really done anything yet.

“You see that, you made me mad now…open your mouth you fuckin’ piece of shit cracker…you look like white trash to me…..Lawdy lawdy I hate yo kind.”

Robert opened his mouth obligingly as she straddled herself over him to drop a food baby inside him. A loud noise exited her round black booty, she had farted on his face.

“Smell that bitch…that the smell of a black bitch about to shit on you honky ass…how you like that huh, I bet you ain’t gonna share this in no office…” she laughed and then he saw the muscles of her anus dilating above him. Slowly the brown opening of her asshole was releasing a solid brown mass, she was controlling the speed of her shitting to almost a screeching halt. It was a long drawn out process; she wanted him to savor the moment in a long drawn out experience. At first it was one inch, then two inches, her brown babies were being birthed into his awaiting mouth in one long log. His first taste left him hungry for more, as he noted the skins of some kind of exotic fruit within her delicious stool. He greedily chomped on the recycled nourishment as she rubbed her breasts. She was enjoying this as well as he was. He hoped that her arousal would lead to her allowing him to engage in sex afterwards, but that’s not what happened.

“Yo Jonnie…git you ass in here…” She didn’t even wipe her ass and the trace remains of her food baby were still playing hide and seek deep within her crack.

“What you want?” Jonnie pushed aside the makeshift curtain and peeked in.

“I want you to witness history bein’ made…a sister shittin on a whitey non-brotha…should make us a video and upload it…wat you think?” Jonnie was snickering at the middle-aged patron with an erection on their floor; his face was swimming in his sisters feces. He enjoyed every bite of the brown food baby.

“Tell you wat…wit that shit happenin’ all over the news in Ferguson…you lucky we don’t all shit on this muthafucka.” His eyes were glazed from the marathon weed tokin goin on in the adjacent rooms.

“Maybe you right…but all that making me want sum…look at his cock yo…only one thang, its white.” Suddenly they both broke out in laughter giving each other a high five in celebration of his dejection…but what did he expect after all?

Robert began to rise up from the floor when Keisha walked over to him asking softly again….”you got a problem with orders boy…I didn’t tell you to get up yet…did I?”

Suddenly, Robert had the “aha” moment that he was not to address her until she gave the green light. His erection was still waiting for the big release, and he didn’t want to make the day last longer than it had to…after all, he only wanted to taste the scat honey before committing himself fully.                  “No Mistress…you did not.”

She knew or suspected what his rush was, blue balls can be pretty uncomfortable at best.

“Tell you what, you wanna cum dontcha?” The Prince of Vanilla nodded his head, still dribbling brown goo down his mouth. He dared not rise.

“Yes I do” He uttered. Slowly she went towards him pushing her afro bush into his face, mocking him. “You want summa this huh? She said grabbing his ear pulling it tight.

He nodded. “Well you can watch while me an’ Jonnie fuck…you wanna watch us fuck…that wat you want baby…momma gonna fuck her brother….that turn you on???”

“Is that your flesh and blood brother?” Not wanting to irritate her, he asked, or tried to ask, nicely, with no hint of judgment or trace of condescending tones.

“Yeah he is…he took ma cherry…go on Jonnie, show him the size of your Johnson” she said placing both her hands across each other, representing at least a yard.

“Baby now you got me wantin sum a dat sweetness.” Jonnie said to his sister as he fondled her breasts grabbing her and opening his mouth to swallow her long nipples as he grabbed her pussy with the other hand. He was getting aroused as he watched them, two blood relatives, brother and sister, indulge in the most taboo of social offenses, full incest. It was just normal to them, and  he thought to himself how could they not be ashamed, then he began recollecting his thoughts and remembered the cute little boy, and the extra finger he noticed as he grabbed his baby bottle. He had a sister and could never imagine having sex with her. Still, it turned him on. When he removed his baggy pants, Robert was astounded at the size of Jonnie’s cock, maybe compared to his small penis, the comparison was astounding. It hung very close to his knees, and because of its size, it seemed to take longer to become fully erect.

“Mmmmmmmmm…you know how to git to me…” she was moaning as she grasped his penis and stroked it with love. Robert could now see the resemblance between the two siblings. She placed her mouth on his cock and began to tease it, and it grew firmer and firmer in response to her sucking and fondling. He placed an estimate with his calculating mind that this black males penis was well over a foot long and several inches thick…his cock was growing in response to the awkward scene, he felt like he was in porno heaven, but these weren’t white little angels, they were incestuous black bats with wings. 

There was a loud thump on the floor as she got on all fours, begging him to enter her from behind doggie-style. Her brother entered her and dug his entire cock deep inside his sisters wet pussy, ramming her mercilessly, and Robert saw the opportunity to jerk off at the exquisitely unique scenery. Jonnie gave one final thrust and ejaculated inside Keisha as she moaned egging him on.

“Ohhhh fuck…that gonna make us a nice set a twins or triplets…” He kissed his sister on her back, grateful for her.

“You on the flo, come clean up afta ma brotha…this is your first lesson.”

As he heard the words, he knew that learning under this Mistress would be challenging. He walked towards her, and saw the ejaculate flow from her hairy cave cunt.

“Walk towards me on all fours like the dawg you are, and clean me up, you fuckin’ sissy bitch.”

They both laughed at the sight of their sissy creation. Blood is blood no matter how twisted or disheveled. As Robert began to lick and clean up another man’s cum, he began to understand the laws of his new life. His new life would not be the Sour Grapes he settled into from habit; his new life would be Sweet Lemons with his new family in the hood.
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My ten-thirty appointment would be here soon, and I was putting the last few adjustments to my custom-made mock guillotine, this time going a little extra heavy on the makeup, and taking care of some last minute details. The devil is always in the details, and that’s why I pay so much attention to the little things that keep them coming back for more. I have always from as far back as memory serves me been a stickler for the most intricate detail so to me… it’s just second nature.  I listen carefully to the yearnings of my pet slaves, reading them like a book and listening for the unspoken word through body language…for example, their favorite outfits, what shade of expensive red lipstick or nail lacquer I’d sport that turned them on, it was the little things that enabled me to feather my nest into a luxurious dungeon befitting the most hardcore BDSM relationship. My maggots helped me to not only acquire but also to  maintain a lifestyle the rest of the world would never understand, and to finance the exorbitant jump from just acceptably mediocre toys and trimmings inherent to our unique lifestyle to an enviably WOW status. Cheap leather bullwhips were slowly replaced by expensive and dare I say, exquisite hand crafted Italian leather whips, masks, and a wardrobe to fulfill every fantasy they could conjure up. Hindsight is always twenty- twenty,  and the more I thought of my ex-husband along with the hatred and disdain that only grew stronger over the years, the more I came to appreciate and love my slaves.

My date today was Doug, and he reveled in being an adult baby with a few mommy issues thrown into the mix. My “baby” and I had our own special set of rules and also our own private talk that made sense only to us. We understood each other in a way that was alien to the conventional and sometimes intolerant outside world. I would always greet him with my tight-fitting black leather Dominant outfit, and after awhile,  I would change into my size D cup nursing bra that I had specially monogrammed with  his name on it.

I was their master, they were my slaves, it was just that simple. It excited me to know that I held the power to make or break them and nothing brought me greater satisfaction than to humiliate them and torture them not just physically, but also mentally. Physical abuse eventually goes away, but mental abuse does not, and I learned over the years to read people and discover their insecurities and the secret painful chambers of their minds.  Perhaps because of my cunning  but well planned  methodical rise, I had grown from one simple walk-in closet to five over the span of two years, resembling a fetish supermarket of sorts with almost everything under the sun to please the most discerning slave.

I heard his footsteps echoing through the hallway as he approached my door. A light three times tap signaled his arrival. Doug was a forty-something run of the mill businessman who I am sure was the pillar of his community and who would never arouse suspicion with either his family or community of the double life he enjoyed with me as his Mistress and he, as my slave. His vanilla face had the makings of a German descendant, and he had the robust body of an athlete in his better younger years. Clean shaven, and very well-mannered, mirroring his refined upbringing, Doug was one of my favorites because of his quietness. Were it not for his specific requests to be gagged with a Fels-Naptha soaked Handi-Wipe (pink), I wouldn’t have to duct-tape or ball gag him at all. Pink because he was such a fuckin’ doormat. If he wasn’t paying me handsomely for his services, I would gladly buy him a leash and walk him in public, just to further humiliate the wimp. He was just that quiet…not a peep. It was sometimes unsettling to me that no matter how much pain I inflicted upon him, he would never so much as flinch.              

It was a full twenty minutes after his knock that I chose to open the door to him, and my maggot just stood there. I always make him wait, this time five more minutes than the last time. He knew I was standing behind the door, and I know he’d enjoy the suspense of the wait, just waiting and wondering if today he would get his just desserts punishment, or if today was the day there would be no answer, and his anticipation would end in a void of nothingness where nobody wins. He needed the pain just as much as I needed to give it to him, it was just that simple. I already had his bowl with my number two remains in waiting for him. The smell was overpowering. Last night I indulged myself, eating a full quart of the heavenly Caramel Sea Salt Ice Cream following a meal of liver with onions and pepper. What can I say, my tastes are eclectic. I sprayed the bowl of brown goodness with Lysol, just so I could stand the presence.

“You’re late maggot”

I took the bowl and inverted it on his head. He said nothing.                      

He wasn’t, but whether he was or not remained inconsequential and irreverent. I would punish him anyway. I signaled for him to get on all fours like a dog as he apologetically nodded his head and just stood there holding the dozen white roses he brought me, thorns and all. Most florists remove them and I never knew one to keep the thorns, I wonder where they were bought. Maybe he grows them just for me, to impress me, at least, that’s what I like to think. Fuckin’ wimp. I grabbed my special bouquet from his hands and placed them in the Waterford Crystal vase he had brought me for Christmas. I always try my best to “surprise” my maggots with unexpected little gifts to show how much I care for them. Today would be no different, he looked around my spacious duplex/dungeon in anticipation for what awaited him today, and it didn’t take him long to spot the surprise, a small mountain of popcorn with ground up shards of glass, purposely leaving out the stinging nettle powder until next time…    

He didn’t dare to challenge me by making eye contact or uttering a sound; this would be construed as disrespectful, and would make me deliver twice as many blows.

After an hour I finally extracted the makeshift Handi-Wipe gag from his now raw and I’m sure very sore mouth. A glass of cold milk would probably relieve his discomfort, yet all I could do was sitting on my uber comfortable chaise longue and glared at my pitiful creation that was Doug. I tugged at his leash to signal another order.

“Fetch me my nail file and a glass of milk.” He obeyed me silently, stoically, perhaps thinking to himself I would offer him some milk to take away the burning sensation from his lips.

I took the glass and slowly drank the white liquid, taunting him, challenging him. I enjoyed every sip, every slow ass sip that he should be drinking and not I.

“Would you like some milk you piece of  Shit?...yeah, I bet  you would.”

I couldn’t help but start laughing at the man in front of me and ordered him to open his mouth as wide as he could.  I needed to inspect just how raw he was. He obliged gratefully and stuck out his tongue as far out as it could go.                            

“Ahhhhhhh”

I pulled out his tongue with my needle nose pliers forcefully and mercilessly, and for a faint moment I almost felt sorry for him.

I pondered for a moment what could possibly have happened to him, somewhere along his journey into adulthood that would bring him to the point of having sought out someone who would inflict the pain I gladly give. That would be my Holy Grail, to piece together the pieces of the puzzle that was their lives into a coherent explanation and understanding.  I never asked, and he never told, but sometimes, things are just better left unsaid and unspoken.

I threw my good for nothing worthless subject some crumbs by rewarding his efforts with a compliment.

“Good boy, you’re my boy”

“Who’s my boy, my obedient boy? Answer me!”

I shouted at him at the top of my lungs.

“I am your boy…I love you mama”.

For five hours once a month, I was his mama.I would call out his name, belittling him, shitting on him or making him enjoy the most base and vile of human existence, and of course, always mocking him, during our sessions as he cried out softly in pain from the disciplinary actions I would take. He wanted to be called Dungdougie during our sessions, just as, I could only speculate; his mother did when he was a child. He never spoke of the intimate details of what had transgressed between him and his mother, but actions speak louder than words, and there had to be some twisted history between them to result in the man he is today.  Sometimes he would suckle at my breast like a baby, gently sucking and sometimes biting ever so softly my very sensitive nipples, searching for the imaginary breast milk that never came, all the while enjoying the cigarettes I would put out on his stomach. Sometimes I would allow him to fuck me with one of my toys. This was the only way he would climax with me.

“Remember that pile you saw when you came in?” I asked him.

“Yes Mistress.”

“I want you to kneel on said pile. Do not face the wall, face me, and put on your diapers first…do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress” he replied sheepishly.

Time for a cigarette break. I waited for him to remove his garb and replace them with his adult white starched diaper, and, as I waited, poured myself a glass of Merlot.

“Look at you how pathetic, just like a sissy boy” I read my script perfectly and felt his arousal when his diaper clearly displayed his huge erection.

This is what he loved to hear. He was made to kneel like a soldier at attention without moving a muscle for a full thirty minutes. I could almost feel the painful pressure on his knees, absorbing the full force of his weight on the broken glass. He held up like a champ. It made me horny to think of his suffering. I reapplied my blood red lipstick to my pouty lips and adjusted my black vinyl corset and fishnet black stockings. I signaled for him to come towards me to relieve me with his tongue.

No kissing, no eye contact, all I wanted from him was his extra- long and super thick tongues deep inside my wet and awaiting pussy. He wouldn’t even be allowed to touch me, just fuck the shit out of my pussy with his talented tongue.

“Remember what I wanted from you today?”

“Yes Mistress…I mean, mama”

“Go get it then you piece of shit”

He walked towards the bowl I had prepared for him. It was a mixture of Tabasco and Dave’s Hot Sauce, supposedly the worlds’ hottest sauce. I tried this only once before with him, but it was much milder and wimpier with Franks Hot Sauce, today he would graduate to a real man by taking it like one. It felt good to have his burning tongue inside me with the hot sauce, the burning only served to increase my arousal as I gave myself to him.

His face was red as a beet and he began sweating profusely as his tongue entered my feminine wet pearly gates. I grabbed at his hair and pushed him onto the floor and on his back. I stood over him towering over the wimp, I knew what he wanted. I squatted myself on him urinating all over his face growing redder as the Hot Sauce kicked in.                             “Open your mouth, let’s see that tongue.”

He followed my command and his tongue was erect, waiting for me to signal his onslaught of my cunt with his tongue. His tongue was as big as a large carrot as I mounted it I could barely contain myself. The heat from the hot sauce was exquisite and other worldly .I knew what he wanted to hear.

“Fuck your mamas pussy you faggot”

“Fuck me hard you wimp pound it!”

It was sheer heaven for me as I pounded and rode his tongue with my oozing cunt until I reached an excruciatingly pleasurable climax. I wasn’t done, and he knew I would require another climax before I would release him of his services.

“Do you want a glass of milk now?”

“Yes please Mistress…I mean mama”

Yes, I was his mistress, and he was my slave and he knew that his next round of lessons would soon begin. I ordered him to lay on the floor like a cockroach, further breaking his will to the breaking point. Each of our sessions that began innocuously enough with verbal degradations ended with a new level and a new round of discipline and pain. Today would be no different.

I told him that he was late two minutes at his arrival time, and he would have to be punished for this indiscretion. In reality, he was not late, he was on time as always, but that did not matter, all that matters is what I say. I kept the switch I had made from Weeping Willow branches harvested from a nearby park in a salt and vinegar brine. This archaic tried and true hillbilly contraption lacked the supple refinement of the more expensive Italian leather bullwhip in my collection, but I believe it created a higher degree of pain after being kept in the brine. It was beautiful in its simplicity and the braiding created welts of unimaginable girth.

I would begin softly and gradually apply more and more force for a total of seven lashes, whipping harder and harder until I heard the “safe” word, indicating me to stop, or continue with my brush and his back as my canvas applying an abstract of welts on his back. I would always end with my guzzling Grey Goose Vodka and spitting it on his vulnerable and swelling flesh. I would extend his lesson for no longer than ten minutes, and in spite of his cries for me to stop, I knew what he really meant was different than his utterances, stop lights would mean go, I have never once heard the “safe” word so I continued. 

Next month there would be no whipping, since it would take over a month for the welts to heal without risking infection. He wore his wounds as a warrior bracing for the worst in battle, and my lessons created an abstract but interesting map on his back that resembled a road map. I almost felt sorry for the poor bastard, and as I examined my latest masterpiece and wondered at how resilient this piece of shit proved to be. The session would be over soon, and I ordered him to remove his pinkish blood spotted diaper and take a shower. There were no traces of blood anywhere on my outfit or shoes, and it pleased me. There would be hell to pay if he had. His cock glistened with pre-cum, still erect and ready for the long-awaited release, and stood there, lonely and unattended. One day I will surprise him and allow him to fuck me, but not today. I think I will pick his birthday for this grand event, and it will be a surprise gift from me. I will tie him to my luxurious sprawling bed with leather sheets, tie his hands with barbed wire pulled taut over silk scarves, and slowly caress his cock as he lies helpless wearing the Total Deprivation Mask I reserve for those special occasions.  I would have to hook him up to my machines to monitor his blood pressure and heart rate, and only when I am comfortable that nothing will go wrong will I mount him and ride his big cock until I cum.  I could feel the heat emanating from his body, covered in a sweaty grimy film, but tonight it would be about me, and only I was allowed to climax today. His buildup would result in nothing more than a bloodied and scarred backside, raw burning mouth, humiliation, and blue balls. I will have to ask him next time just how he manages to explain away the cigarette burns on his stomach. Maybe his relationship with his hag wife is the reason why he begs for my company and torments.

I was satisfied with tonight’s session.

After his shower, I relieved him of his duties and sent him on his way to his wife, his family, and his complacent Vanilla world as I swiped his American Express card.

Life was indeed good.   
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