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MY DOMINATRIX LIFE; VERY DIRTY HARRY

Today was my independence day, the day I was granted my final divorce papers. No longer a financial hostage to the man I knew as my husband for thirteen years. I held on tightly to my job as a waitress at that greasy low end diner, knowing that one day I would have enough saved up for the divorce and a new shot at life. God how I hated him sometimes, well, most of the time the more that we remained married anyway.

I reinvented myself in the months that followed, taking stock of all the men I had come to know in the span of my waitress days, and how they could serve me. My dominant Mistress/submissive role evolved slowly and gradually, for lack of a better term, it just happened. Not that I ever took any shit from anyone in my life. Specifically it happened on Thanksgiving Day. For the first time, I was alone that day and still relishing a new found freedom from my captor husband. No cooking, no unwanted sex, no strained conversations, and I thank God every day that our now void contract never resulted in children. Thanksgiving was a busy day for the diner where I worked, full of those unfortunate souls with no family of their


own to share a turkey meal with. Not really having any plans, it was the first Thanksgiving that I volunteered to work. Finding myself alone now with no husband, no family to speak of, I was every bit as alone as the patrons I served that night.

Harold was one of the regulars at the diner, stopping by mostly on the weekends to indulge his appetite for the special of the day, followed, always followed, by two slices of German Chocolate cake a la mode. He was so very predictable just like my ex-husband. With the passage of time, Harry and I began to exchange stories, slowly becoming friends, and it wasn’t too long before we were on a first name basis.

Harry was an unassuming sort of guy, regular build, salt and pepper hair…the kind that blends into the background, never standing out in the crowd. He had that cop swagger not unlike the stereotypical policeman on television. Maybe that worked to his advantage in his career choice as a detective for the NYPD. These protect and serve guys have their own demons, like anybody else.

After a few months, he sought me out as his waitress, and one day out of the blue he cautiously mustered up the courage to ask me out on a date, and it wasn’t too long before he confessed to me the reason for his single status. It felt good and I felt safe having a cop in my corner, I felt protected with him. His downfall…He loved the brown stuff.

“That’s right, cover your face you vermin piece of shit…what are you a fuckin’ retard or something? How many fuckin times do I have to repeat myself?” I ordered him. I learned a lot from my ex-


husband who took great pleasure in tormenting me… not only physically, but mentally, and to that end I owe him eternal gratitude for the lessons served. Every cloud has a silver lining… I always believed that. In Harry, I had found a kindred spirit who yearned to assume the role I held for so many years. Bound and helpless, I knew that feeling all too well.

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

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

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


 I love my slaves and no request is too harsh. I may balk at some of the more extreme ones, but I usually end up giving in. As I look at my pets, I envision my ex’s face feeling my wrath as the sounds of the bullwhip lightly score their clothes. Again and again, I enjoyed tearing the fabric as the sound of it excited him, knowing the only salvation would be a thin piece of cloth. Because of my natural strength due to years of weightlifting and my other athletic endeavor, I always made him wear at least three or four layers of clothing as he begged me to whip him naked with my flesh-tearing Bullwhip, but like anything else in life, it had to be gradual. I promised him that day would one day come, but just not now. He would have to toughen his skin and resistance a lot more. 

Swoosh…I started lightly, then again.

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


almost done sucking on my Charms lollipop and got down to the gum part that by now was a very rough hard ball on an equally hard stick.

 “Open up you fuckin piece of shit”

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

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

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

His fate was in my hands. He was naked still and steps away stood the armoire that held all his clothing and gun in holster. There e he lay, so vulnerable, so sexy. I took his police issue 9mm glock and


held it for a moment, I could tell he was becoming uncomfortable, after all, it’s probably loaded, and in theory, I could just shoot him with it, but I wouldn’t. I handed him the weapon, and asked him to empty the barrel. 

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

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

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

“Fuck my hot pussy with that”

He obeyed, gently lubricating me with his expert tongue until I was squirming with pre-cum and a desire for the gun to enter my woman cave cunt. Gently he eased it inside me, treating me as gently as I routinely treated him brutally, and a perfect ying and yang medley. I granted him permission to jerk himself off with his free hand. He gratefully bent over and kissed my feet in gratitude.

Shortly after I felt the rush of my climax approaching, and I was at his mercy now, and the tables were turned, but I won’t let him


know. Here was this cold thing entering my vagina and pleasing me, not a warm cock belonging to an authority figure twice my age…but his glock didn’t have any strings attached, I wouldn’t have to reciprocate by pleasing it back, it had no agenda, it was the perfect lover. The night was over for me, now I had to attend to my wimpy pet.

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

“Come in Harry, your dinner waits.”

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

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


He stood there not saying a thing. I instructed him to approach the seat, grabbing his head and pushing it in the bowl.

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

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

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

“Well, dig in, here’s your knife and fork…remember, no elbows on the lid.”

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

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


BRUSH YOUR TEETH DIRTBAG (SCAT STORY)
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It was snowy and blowing outside, typical Chicago weather, and to be honest, I didn’t really feel like making the hour long trip to his house. I’m such a pussy when it comes to cold weather, preferring to stay inside my perfect Goldilocks comfort zone apartment and kick back with a nice big glass of Southern Comfort and a movie. I wanted the money, so off I went.

I slowly approached the security gate of my slave’s home; he must have seen me coming, because this time there was no need to state my name. He must be anxious to be punished I thought to myself. Fuckin sissy dentist. I had deliberately forgotten to brush my teeth in his honor.

Brad was a well-lined and successful older dentist that I met curiously enough while having one of my back teeth pulled. He was in his


fifties and Lilly white. It was about a year ago. He was pretty forward in his approach, and I guess the fact that I always dressed in leather and heavy makeup gave me away: then one day out of the blue he asked me outright if I could discipline him. He knew I would never rat him out, after all, it is my business to discipline sissy boys like him, keeping them happy with a nastiness that comes naturally to me and the fact that my wardrobe screamed dominatrix was part of my game to always have an ample supply of men to maintain my lavish lifestyle. He wasn’t married, but that was probably a lie, why else would he have such a huge home. If he were married, I’d be willing to bet my life that his partner would do nothing more than just lay there as they copulated.

I walked in and he was already dressed up, greeting me with a smile, proudly displaying his newest outfit, and bright pink corset with matching silk gloves. I bet that set him back a penny or two. His taste was exquisite.

He wanted something from me as only I his Mistress could deliver. His mommy issues ran deep growing up as an only male in a house of sisters and a pussy-whipped father. He enjoyed going into great detail about his family life. From what he relayed, his parents were strict Jehovah Witnesses that put their children at odds with Christmas enjoying and damned citizens of their community. At times my heart cried for him, knowing that the forces that shaped him could have been prevented.  Today, he wanted me to accept this particular shade of pink, an annoying seizure inducing shade of pink that was not to my liking. I think he sensed the disgust I felt in spite of his exuberance about it…and he had to know that I


would never compromise my integrity and refined taste by agreeing to this abomination. No Sir.

“I hope this is a fuckin’ joke” I scoffed immediately. I wanted to burst his bubble as partial payment for my suffering still cold poor toes at the hands of Old Man Winter. Piece of shit sissy.

“It fuckin sucks, I hate it…that outfit is suitable for one thing and one thing ONLY, cleaning the toilet after I take a shit, that’s all its fit for “ I laughed mockingly, picking my nose and finding a nice fat glob of green, and cleaning it on his ugly pink thing of an outfit.

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

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

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


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

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

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

“I’m so sorry Mistress” he spoke gently not wanting to irritate me any further and offered out his hand to take the glass back.

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

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

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

“Change that shitty eyesore of an outfit though…and after you do, make me some prime rib, I’m hungry.”


I would always fast the day before disciplining these uber-rich fuckers, so that I’d be conveniently ravenous on my dates. My very affluent pets could afford it better than I could, and I always requested filet mignon, prime rib, or lobster. That would be my next order of business; I will expect a tank full of lobster at my affluent sissy daddy’s home the next time I come. I’ll make sure to remind him of his Jehovah Witness background so he does not forget exactly who is in charge here. They knew that I meant business, and it was our own little cat and mouse game we shared. No doubt that some of my bizarre requests may arouse a certain degree of suspicion amongst their vanilla families or acquaintances, but that didn’t matter, what mattered is that I get what I want, no matter how absurd the request.

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

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


“Get to cooking…I want it medium rare”

If he weren’t my non-charging dentist I would hire him as my personal chef. He possessed a unique flair for taking the most mundane of recipes and elevating them to another level of greatness. Then again, Brad never knew a single day of want, always having money and never needing to replace expensive ingredients with lower-priced poor substitutes. The marriage of scents he was composing for me was almost too much to bear….mmmmmm.

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

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

“Here boy” I signaled for him. I cut the leftover little piece I had left for him and mixed it with the salad, placing it on the floor where he would eat it. I set the plate down, and allowed him one bite, never using his hands. He seemed to enjoy the bite, but I knew he was probably still hungry.


I went to his pristine bathroom. The laxative I had taken this morning was working the delicious steaks out of my body. Straddling myself over his bone-white fine China plate with gold trim, my body was cooking up an extraordinary dish of its own. To the rest of the world, the vanilla world of normalcy couldn’t comprehend the labor of love we shared in this very intimate act of feeding someone your fecal creation. It was misunderstood as a fetish, an aberration, and whichever adjective used to describe a beautiful act that was misunderstood. Brad understood the deep love I held for him by letting him eat my shit.

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

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

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

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

“I want you to feed me Mistress.”


“Clean me first, and then wash your tongue…when my asshole is whistle clean, I want you to eat my pussy. My period started today and I want to get eaten out properly.

I’ve never done this before, and didn’t know how he would react. If he never tasted a bloody pussy, he was about to, bloody and fishy smelling, since I forgot to wash up today. I made myself comfortable on his black leather high back chair in the library, putting my legs up on his desk. He walked on all fours again, handing me his leash, it was how I let him know if he needed to look up at me, by tugging on it and choking him. I opened my legs to him; he quickly dove into my asshole, enjoying every bite. That’s my boy. I pushed the leash hard. He looked up at me.

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

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

I should have made him wear a bib; some babies have a harder time than others in getting the hang of tidiness. Maybe next time. I was enjoying the eagerness he was showing me in ravaging my ass, it felt clean enough, now it’s time for some cherry pie.

“Go brush your teeth and wash yourself”

Obediently, he started towards the bathroom. I heard the water running, and then the phone rang. I knew better than the answer it. I could have answered it, and it would be his lover on the other end, and I would act


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

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

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

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

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

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

His cock was ready to fuck me. I hurriedly got on all fours pushing my ass towards him as he entered me brutally, and fucked me with an anger I’d never seen from him. He thrust faster and faster until I couldn’t hold out


any longer…my pussy wanted his hard cock and as I felt myself cum I pressed my thighs together forcing him to stay deep inside me. That was the best fuck of my life, although I would never tell, because that would put him in charge.

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

Yeah, I’m in charge around here now.


SCAT: BABY BOY IN TRAINING
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It was a hard decision I was forced to make when I learned of Bobby’s 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. Only Marley and I really knew Bob and his chocolate 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, 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 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. 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 vanilla comfortably mundane world. He loved the taste of my solid waste and I loved feeding it to him. On days I would make myself have diarrhea with the help of some laxative, I charged double. 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 going to eat tonight…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 gluteus 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.

Sitting in the corner of 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 winkie” 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.
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