

FILTHY SHADES SCAT BUNDLE

SAVOR MY DELICIOUS FOOD BABY!
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CHAPTER ONE

From the time I was little I enjoyed tormenting males, even my brothers as I lay on my bed, coming up with new and different ways of either extorting money from them thanks to a little pink camera that was given to me on a birthday, or maybe it was Christmas, I can’t really remember it was so long ago. Since I was the only female child in the family, I was able to play the submissive delicate little flower when it suited me to my parents, but mostly to my father who was a protective sort. Yes, no matter what I did (and I did plenty), I got away with it.

Some people might even call me a sociopath, but I really didn’t want to be the lamb, I wanted and preferred being the wolf.

When I got a little older, I discovered that one of my brothers liked to put on makeup, and I suspected it because some of my own makeup, especially my lipsticks since I had a thing for blood red sumptuous lipsticks, was mysteriously going down every time I went to use it. Since I didn’treally have a job back then since I downright detested little kids so babysitting was out of the question, I would give blowjobs for money.

I scored my men employers carefully, always married to be able to film them without their knowledge and receive some kind of bonus compensation if they didn’t want their wives to find out of their illicit visits to a high school tramp.

After my pink little camera I waited until the following Christmas and begged my father for a professional grade spy camera and that was the year that I discovered that rich married men had a lot more to offer me than some pimple faced young motherfucker with a harder dick, but a slim wallet. I loved money all my life, and money was as necessary to me as the air I breathed.

My first victim was the pastor at our Church. He was new, replacing the old decrepit Father Milliken and I was glad for it. The new priest was far younger and it was a true shame that he was a priest, and I would be lying if I said that I didn’t have the hots for the fine tall black man that stood out like a barely clad heavy lipstick wearing with cheap perfume tacky hooker in the Middle of Mecca because I did.

Father Jonathan was all alone with me the day that I pretended to be so guilt ridden about not only all the shit that I bestowed upon my brother all those years, but also of the lust filled thoughts that raced through my immature mind almost every waking second, that I had to have an ‘emergency’ confession just in case that I would croak on that day. He happily obliged and brought me to the back room. It’s been years since confessions were conducted in a dark room separating priest and guilty party, and I missed those days that were replaced with one on one face to face confession.

“Father, I have to tell you something.” I said, lowering my face and adjusting my shirt that showed my full cleavage.

“Yes my child, you can tell me what it is.” He said. I looked up to his handsome dark face and the full lips that I saw invading my pussy as I opened up to him, revealing juicy detail after juicy detail of how many times I caught myself making someone’s life miserable because I enjoyed it so much.

“And another thing Father, I think about sex all of the time, even when I’m not supposed to like now.” I said. He looked at me and it was hard to gauge his reaction, if there even was one.

“Like now…I think about how big your cock must be, and how it would feel to have your holy cock inside my nice tight young pussy. Does that mean I’m going to burn in hell Father? I’m so afraid of all the naughty thoughts that I fantasize about you almost every day. I picture how I can seduce you to the point where you either give up the Priesthood or kill yourself because you too can’t resist my tight cunt.” I sobbed, or pretended to.

“Hmmm….well child…” He was uncomfortable, I could tell.

“Father, please let me cry on your shoulder, I need that to have someone fully understand me, and my parents they tell me what a bad girl I am all the time.”

I went over to where he sat on the long wooden pew and lay my head on his big strong shoulders. I took my hand and felt the stiffness of his black pants. If you saw him on the street you wouldn’t even know he was a Priest, he looked just like any other man.

He wrapped his arms around my shoulder as I played with the fabric of his pants. I wanted to touch his crotch but contained myself. After a few minutes of convincing myself that a few tears would do the trick and bring him to the point of no return, it actually worked!

“Now…don’t cry…if you want I could talk to your family, that is if you want…you’re not a bad girl at all, just a misunderstood one…now now, don’t cry anymore!” He said, bringing me closer to his body.  As I clung to him, I could feel his cock growing against my body, and it felt huge!

“Father…is it wrong for me to want you physically?” I looked up at him, and I thought I saw him blushing a little.

“Like now…I want to put my hand on your cock, and I want to suck you off…is that so wrong Father…please, I need your guidance in this matter.

I brought my lips over to his, taking my tongue and making tiny little delicate circle motions around his thick one, and he kissed me back. It wasn’t a delicate kiss it was the lustful kiss of a man who hadn’t had a woman in too long of a time.

I kissed him back, sensing that I would be his fuck buddy before too long if I played my cards right. I still to this day couldn’t figure out what went wrong, why he stopped.

So that was when I just knelt before him and unzipped his pants, taking out his anaconda large cock, and it was the first time really that I saw a big black cock in person. It was black, it was big, it was Holy, and from the looks of it, it was mine since he didn’t resist. He took my head and guided his penis in my mouth. I had to stretch my mouth a lot to take the thick shaft of it that was quivering. He got up and put his cock back inside his pants.

“I will pray for you my child. The serpent comes in many forms. In the meantime, after you leave, I want you to contemplate long and hard about how you are desecrating your body that God gave you.” He said as he briskly walked away from my mouth that had its first taste of black cock. I was so fucking close, but I left it at that since I was a big believer in karma. He almost looked annoyed that he had this big black cock and no horny woman to poke it into. I was almost ashamed, but that didn’t stop me from pursuing my ultimate goal of one day becoming famous for my sexuality, but it was the last time that I tried with a man of God.

CHAPTER TWO

I graduated High School unceremoniously, but with a few extra nice clean hundred dollar bills that I kept hidden under one of the floorboards to not

give away the source of my hard earned cash that had my knees calloused by the time I entered college. Nobody knew, not even my best friend.

Since it was a fact that all my life I’ve had issues with men it became natural for me to abuse and use them for the right price. At first, I thought I was being singled out as the only daughter in a houseful of male children whenever the responsibility of chores and household duties rolled around until my first camera and my resourceful ways of dealing with problems.

I hated the slave labor that came with being the only daughter in a houseful of men so later on; I transferred my natural resentment into a profitable way of living. It always had to be me to do certain things around the house, like picking up my brother’s underwear after a shower that had railroad tracks from front to end.

Maybe that was where I first noticed the many shades of brown. Brown was sexy and it was one of the most despicable acts to have to take a dump in a man’s mouth, but it was a necessary evil that paid its dividends.

Despite partying hard, I somehow managed to graduate with an almost perfect GPA that allowed me to have my pick of any college that I wanted, but I picked one close by so that I could keep on letting my parents pay all my bills while continuing to grow my secret stash of sex cash. My pussy had more traffic than the Lincoln Tunnel by the time I became a sophomore at Trinity College.

It was during my second year in college that my obsession with brown led me down the path of scat play. I couldn’t stop thinking about that one time where I was in a party and one dude paid me to eat my shit. I had become quite the cock sucker for fifty to a hundred bucks for only ten minutes ofsucking some guy off, and if they wanted to have me swallow, well, that was extra.

After college, I made it my career choice after many interviews for jobs that I really hated despite all those student loans breathing down my neck. Enterprising was the name of the game and with my first scat slave, I knew that charging for my shit was my life’s calling.

Besides, every single one of my sissy slave’s reminded me of something that I hated about my brothers, especially the oldest Ralph, so tormenting them and degrading them was really second nature, and in less than a year, I was able to almost pay off my student loans. I was twenty four by the time I was free and clear financially.

Men or women, it didn’t really matter to me, I disciplined both but the men were the ones that I truly enjoyed whipping and humiliating. I met Amanda through a mutual friend at the escort agency where I still worked in the secretarial capacity.

I tried to work as a secretary during one summer at a law firm until the oldest of the senior partners discovered that I had a thing going on with one of the other attorneys, plus the fact that I was caught on more than one occasion watching some hardcore porn during my lunch break. Maybe that was for the best since I had a problem with authority figures, man or woman, I just didn’t like being told what to do by anybody.

It was a hard decision I was forced to make when I learned of Amanda’s innocent trespasses. She had always understood the premise that no matter how severe, her punishment was swift, just, and appropriate, befitting the crime at hand. The bitch was one of those in and out clients, who I just couldn’t count on, so it was no surprise when she ended our relationship, and she usually had some reason to not pay my full amount.

As her Mistress, I alone had the privilege as well as the right to punish her with pain and forgive her with mercy. I could have done something creative with all the secret filming I had of her having her asshole stretched with an anal plug as I fisted her, or the time where she ate her dinner out of my toilet as I watched, I could have but didn’t. But it was fun while it lasted as I held her fate entirely in my well-manicured blood red lacquered hands and at my whim. She was also one of those ‘cutters’, cutting herself to relieve some sense of guilt (probably for stiffing me from my money) so before her sudden departure, I had my nails done into a cat like claw with razor sharp tips as I scratched her mercilessly all over her back, just as a reminder.

She was my first lady Slave and I was her Mistress until one day, out of the blue, she met Mr. Right and terminated our relationship.

There were many others, some of whom gave me the creeps like Lester (I used to call him Lester the Molester just because he looked like one of those freaks you read about in the news that with a little imagination, you couldsee doing all kinds of nasty things to kids) and after a few sessions, I had to end it with him when it felt like he was stalking me for no apparent reason. He was the one who taught me lesson number five, that you never ever let your clients know exactly where you lived. After him, I insisted on meeting them someplace public and maybe only after month of trusting, let them know a little bit more about me.

Emily was one of my favorites because she paid on time and very generously. She too was an attorney, and because of her, I got a few more clients that needed someone with a firm hand to teach them some form of discipline. We would usually meet on a Thursday night. I texted this piece of shit Emily the very specific instructions for tonight’s rendezvous…then patiently awaited her answer. 

Her reply would be the same as always, Y for yes, or N for no.  She was the second to join my slave menagerie, an articulate and well-groomed distinguished well-known news anchor, a woman who epitomized white privilege who was no doubt a distinguished upstanding member within her community.

Emily was married, happy supposedly, and I pictured her happy little wealthy life with a happy overweight Labrador retriever, who no doubt heard more than one lurid confession from his secretly gay owner, and being a dog, was unable to spread the joyful news that would expose his owner’s secret life as a filthy despicable being. She told me that her husband was gay and into scat and that was what held their marriage together, loving the filthy brown stuff that came out of my asshole.

Sometimes, when it was her and her husband, I would use a total deprivation mask on him alone, watching in excitement as I forced her to watch him almost suffocate before removing it, and all the whip marks on his back was my way of marking my territory.

I glanced at my phone; five minutes passed and still no answer. This was unacceptable. Perhaps she was held up at a meeting or paper pushing…a million thoughts raced through my mind to excuse my pet slave for the unforgivable sin of tardiness. Time is money and she would be paying extra in more ways than one tonight.  She 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 for yes.

Sometimes the bitch liked playing mind games with me, and that was one of those days. I methodically typed the detailed instructions of her arrival on my phone, in sequential order that she would have to obey…

“On the very end of the hallway, outside my door, I will leave your collar and chain you dirty Jew pig. You will see some Milk-Bones in a basket. You are to remove your clothes except for your boring ass clothes, place your fucked up shitty clothes in a bag and on my command you will walk towards my door on ALL fours with the milk-bones in your mouth and bag around your neck…then sit in front of your owner’s door until I decide to let you come inside. Oh yes, did I mention, I have some bacon in there as a treat for you since I know that you can’t have that. ”

I imagined her excitement as she read that…the little cunt worm was no doubt salivating at what awaited her. That thing with a pussy would become a dog tonight…without the dignity of one. I stopped short of drawing a swastika on her face, just for fun. 

As I contemplated enlisting the element of surprise by asking a close friend and one of her friends to join in the party, my mind wandered to what I should do to increase the excitement for me and degradation for the Jew cunt. I knew for a fact that she hated blacks, and even bragged a time or two about how many of them she put behind bars during her early years as a prosecutor for the state, so it wasn’t like she didn’t deserve whatever punishment I dared to dream up to make her life a living hell.

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

“Emily” was very cunning and took great pains in covering her tracks, always paying in cash, and using a track phone that she kept for our dates only. She never divulged to me her real phone number, always keeping her high class social life as well as her social persona as far away from the pathetic little cunt that I knew her to be.

She stood to lose more than I ever could should this double life somehow come to light, exposing her for the disgusting cockroach I know her to be. I would charge her a straight fee, and on the nights she needed to be fed, it would be double that since she would be taking a very intimate part of me back with her to her perfect world.  She loved the taste of my solid waste and I loved feeding it to her. We both got what we wanted in the end.

I heard the elevator door close. It was probably her so I opened the gate and peeked my head out…sure enough there she was. I made her change down the hallway, secretly hoping that one of my neighbors would peek out and cause her great humiliation and recognize her face on the local news. The only neighbor on my floor was Mrs. Marino, an old retired school teacher from Pennsylvania who moved out of state to be near her worthless son that didn’t pay her any mind, and another fellow that looked Chinese. I liked him because all I had to do was show my face at the door and he would always make me something to eat, and I loved Chink food.

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

“Look at you…you look ridiculous” I laughingly mocked her as she 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 woman, establishing my authority by digging my six inch heel into her unmarked ass cheek, digging and digging until I was satisfied there would be a visible indentation or maybe some blood. I dug into her side flesh 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…Honestly, you make me sick, just look at you, barely a woman with that long ass horse face of yours; how can your husband even stand to look at you?”

CHAPTER THREE

She sat down on her chair…an inverted white plastic bucket from the hardware store, all the while still hanging on to her milk-bone, sheepishly wanting approval from me and not getting it. This bucket chair was her training chair, rigged up with cattle fencing wire to maximize discomfort in her slim toned middle class ass.  I signaled for her to sit on the hard cold plastic as she followed my every move with her cold medium green eyes. She sat until I signaled for her to drop her bone in front of me, and respecting my authority, she did as he was told.

“Good girl…that’s good dog, I mean bitch in heat”. But she was not a good dog that night; there was something different in her eyes…something I hadn’t seen before. I felt she needed to be disciplined more substantially than what she had become used to with me as her Mistress. Unbeknownst to anyone she was a bottom feeder, and as such, would suffer indignities reserved only for the lowest of the low. She loved to eat my shit, just as thought she were dining at the finest restaurant in the city.

I suspect that the double life leading woman’s issues most likely began somewhere along the line during early childhood. She enjoyed dressing up as a boy baby as well as a cowboy completes with a set of chaps, and one of my dresser drawers practically overflowed with her custom made onesies coupled with her special pacifiers and baby gear.

I thought about one time throwing out all her shit in the trash just to see her reaction, and maybe one day I will if she crosses the line with me. Her 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.

When she drew up a list of ‘things’ that she needed to fulfill her fantasy, one of them was a high chair. Since she was almost six feet tall it had to be custom made to order. 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 she would sit in it.

“Sit down on your chair like the dirty little mama’s girl I know you to be”. She obliged willingly, awaiting her lunch. Smacking her mouth loudly signaled her growing hunger the baby needed to be fed and fed quickly too. The first course would begin with an appetizer of breast milk purchased specifically for her; she enjoyed sucking from the bottle as she ritualistically kneaded this now tattered remnant of a security blanket from her toddler years. 

She was in breast heaven as she envisioned herself suckling at a breast full of warm sweet mother’s milk, the stuff of life. The kneading action alone was making her horny and I could see her nipples rising as they began their salutation while she took her finger and began to finger her pussy beneath

the white cotton diapers she wore. The more she rubbed I noticed that her breathing became shallower, and in between drinking the milk I saw he gently nibbling her lower lip in excitement.

“Open your mouth wide like a good little rich bitch”.

“What is that you’re touching down there? Is that your pussy?” I asked, digging my nails into the hand that she was using to bring herself pleasure.

It was always the same and that was the first phase in her accepting the food I was offering, one spoonful at a time. Trusting my judgment as her Master that I knew what was best for her. Sometimes as treat, I would take multiple fiber capsules so that she could enjoy a nice steamy milk shake of shit in her bottle. After drinking it, she would always rub it all over her body as I pissed on her, sometimes in her mouth directly.

She already had a few fingers in her pussy and the harder she rubbed, the more I wanted to get in there and peg her with my massive 14 inch dildo. At first, she confessed that her husband was trying to get her to give up her back pussy to his cock but that was one thing she would never do. She knew that if someone was going to fuck her hard up the ass it would be me, her Master, and not some middle aged guy that had every right to as her husband.

I fed her 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 thick long log that still revealed traces of corn from the creamed corn I enjoyed. It smelled and I asked her if she would enjoy it better if I were to nuke it quickly, making it more like pudding.

Shaking her head no, she wanted it cold. Gesturing with her hands like a baby would, I placed the bowl in front of her on the tray, where she picked up the spoon and dove into the delectable brown stuff that was kind of greenish from all the grape juice I enjoyed just the night before.

She appeared to enjoy it, taking only a small spoonful with her baby silver spoon; she gobbled it down like a trooper, gagging only infrequently and washing it down with some more milk. When the last bite disappeared, I asked her to thoroughly lick her bowl clean. Cleanliness is next to Godliness after all, and little girls and boys need to learn that important lesson early on in life. I remembered my own brother never being allowed to clean the house because of our mother’s stupid and twisted idea that it would result in a sissy or gay man later on in life, so I was in fact doing a service.

I was proud of my watered down creation of a human, taking photos of my girl eating her very first solid meal. She knew the photos would never be made public; they would be only being kept in the photo album that I treasure.  It was the ace up my sleeve; they would in fact be made public should the cunt ever short change me on my fee.

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

Jack herself off with Icy Hot or get fucked up the ass by me with an Icy Hot lubricated dildo.

“Take off your clothes, let’s see your pussy you dirty little filthy bitch…hurry up, I want to see your sorry white ass” I screamed while spitting several lungers at her face that clung to it like flies on shit.

Slowly, she unzipped the pink onesie with a princess pattern to reveal a white cloth diaper underneath. Carefully she undid the baby blue Gerber diaper pins revealing her naked and close shaven pussy. Her arousal grew but she tried her best in containing the excitement as she stood gazing…anticipating my every move.

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

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

She just sat there wimp has been white sissy girl who lacked the balls to stand up for herself. She grimaced from the pain I guess… and the pain and agony was visibly making her groan. It had to hurt and burn and no way to wash it off, I sure as fuck wasn’t about to lend her my pussy shower system.

The pain would do her good. It excited me to see her face get redder and more irritated with every stroke as she rubbed back and forth with her fingers as her clit grew fatter, I knew that deep down the sorry cunt was enjoying it.

The slurping sound was muffled by infrequent bouts of painful utterances. She grumbled and grunted as her strokes became faster and faster until one final stroke finally resulted in her screaming past the ball gag in her mouth. Goose bumps covered every inch of her body.

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

Her pussy had to be as raw as hamburger meat and for a split second I almost felt sorry for the bitch that had a lot to do with me becoming financially secure, far more than some of the other Dominant Masters or Mistresses out there that I knew. But I didn’t, she wasn’t paying me to be nice to her, she was paying me to teach her lessons that she needed to learn. I felt relieved that our session ended well.

Our relationship worked because I paid attention to the unspoken words of body language of my pets Slaves, and always encouraged them to communicate to me whenever they feel uncomfortable about something. If they felt uncomfortable about anything at all, we had a safe word. Tonight I would have to wait for the extra punishment, she was not comfortable with any more torment, and maybe she just had a bad day. Out of love for my pet I allowed her to do her usual thing after scatting and masturbating of just taking a shower, change into her regular Vanilla world clothes, and take a while to enjoy a glass of wine and idle chit chat before going back to our regular lives.

Shit eating rich cunt, next time I’ll be scraping your nipples and pouring vinegar on afterwards, I sat there daydreaming away scenario after scenario, always trying to raise the stakes just to keep things interesting.

“You husband white ain’t he?” I asked as she got up after I granted her permission to do so.

“Yes Mistress, he is” She sounded like I was hitting a raw nerve in her psyche. It was an intuition I had that she did not want me within any distance that would threaten her comfort zone should her secret gay life come into light.

“ Well, I got a treat for you next time, I think you will thank me.”


I PROMISE IT TASTES LIKE FUDGE!
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CHAPTER ONE

At first, I thought that she was joking when she told me at a party that she was paid to have men eat her shit. It was back in college and that first year away from my middle class controlling parents that was the most liberating part of my young life. Her name was Charlene Charlene, also something that I thought was part of her overactive imagination or just outright bullshit, but when she showed me her birth certificate I knew that she wasn’t a liar. Still I didn’t really believe the part of having rich men eat her shit until I went to one of her ‘dates’ and witnessed it for myself.

My mouth dropped since me, a girl from the Midwest, never even heard of such a thing. It had to be a lie, but right in front of me was my friend Charlene, squatting over middle aged man with a strange black mask that looked like what the KKK would wear only black, with cutout for his mouth and for his eyes.

His mouth was wide open as I saw the brown shit peeking out from her asshole, slowly making its eventual deposit into his waiting and hungry mouth. I almost puked that very moment as I saw his mouth devouring the ten inch long brownish but with faint specs of corn and other food baby debris log into his waiting mouth that already had some golden shower dew drops on it, and then when he gobbled it up, licked his lips and her asshole clean. He munched on the brown torpedo as though he were dining on the finest four star meals in his life.

It happened more than once and from the looks of the conspicuous consumption that she just loved to show off, business must have been pretty good for the voluptuous brunette because every year it seemed as though she would upgrade to a newer and fancier car while I drove a two color jalopy that announced its arrival a few miles away from the loud ass muffler. I guess she got her business through word of mouth.  

After college, it was hard to find work in the field of English Literature and subsequently I had to find easy work and that meant becoming a stripper so that my mother could hold her head up high in public and at her Church and of course I danced a few towns over since everybody seemed to know everybody’s business at our small community. They don’t call it the world’s oldest profession for nothing folks.

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

I fell into the role of a controlling Dominant Mistress pretty fast and comfortably and there were few things as emancipating as the rush of adrenaline that comes from humiliating and exacting at least a small amount of pain upon my slaves, and when I had a few, I even made them sign a contract and brand them on their backs, and only until then did they prove their total submission to me.

From my very first Slave, I knew that was what I wanted to be and it didn’t take long for me to push my degree onto the back burner much to my parents’ dismay. It was only recently that I had discovered the world of scat, thanks to Joseph, one of the bouncers at the Velveteen Cave strip bar where I worked for about a year gives or take.

I guess you could say I was an OCD type personality for as far back as I could remember. Ever since I was a little girl, the process of going number two always fascinated me. As the youngest of five kids, I held the distinct honor of being the youngest kid to grasp the concept of potty training. I still remember it as though it had only happened just yesterday even though it didn’t of course.

I received more than my share of positive reinforcement for my efforts from doting parents, but that wasn’t the reason why I compulsively went on the seat and not in my diapers, I really enjoyed the feel of my excrement as it slowly exited my bunghole, winding up in the bowl where I could gaze at it and marvel at the different shapes and designs. If I ate more than usual, it would escape my pants sometimes and run down my legs, smelling up my legs now and maybe even the floor.

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

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

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

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

“Ohhhhhh, where is my baby, how’s my little baby girl, look at you waiting for mommy” I cooed at my four legged baby. Her bloodhound sensitive nose spotted an interesting scent within the large take out bag of Chinese Food I held in one hand and a few treats that I bought for her in the pet shop on my way home. The spoils of today’s pole dancing war merited a treat for my roommate and me, and for Fudge, of course.   

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was basically just an apartment-sharing marriage of convenience. We both worked, although her job was more dignified as a secretary for some law firm. She was a good roommate as far as roommates go since she was quiet and reserved, paid her share of the monthly rent on time, even though I might add that she was a little boring. I felt invigorated after my shower, almost restless, and stayed up instead. Looking at my calendar, I noticed that only two appointments were set for this month, and I needed to get new clients.

CHAPTER TWO

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

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

Bruce’s six or seven; I can’t remember how many he was actually up to, “Scat” slaves paid his entire rent for the year, and then some.  This would mean some money on the side and under the table. He worked the bar only to make contacts, and have a little spending money, eventually his goal was earn enough from his sideline job to live comfortably and retire early in his life in Mexico. Sweet.

I had the same goals, and would continue to pursue my campaign aggressively until I reached it. I’d fantasize about the day my financial security would arrive thanks to my sideline scat customers, the day that I would no longer need a roommate to help pay the rent, and it would just be me and Fudge, living in the lap of luxury. My entire place would be elegantly decorated in a monochromatic scheme of brown hues to emphasize my love of brown; it would be a virtual sea of brown, including my Fudge.

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

“Dear Mistress, I would like to introduce myself if you have time…” He went on and on about how he grew up, typical sob story that they always

start with as if that was going to make me take any pity on them and lower my fees, but I kept on reading, and tried to not fall asleep from boredom until he said money was no object and gave me his cell number and his bank information that I thought was pretty dumb and trusting of him. My ears perked up, he had my attention. I requested his social security number to run a check on him, if he’s clear, then I could count on another feather for my nest of financial security for my future that didn’t include ‘catching’ as my mother would put it, a husband.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t give a flying fuck you fucking dog…I am your owner, and you are my slave…what part of who’s on top don’t you get?” I dug my nails into his sensitive nipples that were both pierced because I made him do it, and sometimes I enjoyed putting weights on them just to get turned on as he sweated profusely and winced from the pain of the two or three pound weights that I would dangle from them, practically ripping off his small nipples.

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

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

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

CHAPTER THREE

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

“Get up and take that mask off, I want to see if you’re a sissy girl instead of a male…fuckin piece of shit loser.”He did as told, and this man just stood there, towering over me, just waiting. He could sense my annoyance, and pleaded with me. But I never tolerate disobedience, so that would be all for today, I had to cool off and teach this defiant boy a lesson.

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

He handed it over, there had to be at least several thousand dollars neatly lined up like little soldiers. His other cubbyholes held at least twenty plastic credit cards.

The one on the top I noticed was an American Express Platinum card. He’s rich, I thought, and I’m going to give myself an early Christmas this year, and he will thank me for it since money is the root of all evil so in a way that will smooth his way into a cleaner life with God. I must be a good person and take the fall by passing the Karma torch onto him.

God, I am such a nice person I prayed aloud, milking his hard earned money to spare him from one of the seven deadly sins. I took all the bills out; he held exactly six thousand in most hundred dollar denominations. I counted them carefully, and left him with one thousand dollars. I was going to until I saw the look on his face that I didn’t really appreciate, and then changing my mind I left him with only twenty.

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

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

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

“You will eat tomorrow, when I take a shit, so we will see each other tomorrow. Because you disappointed me today, you will go home hungry just like a little sissy orphan with no home to call his own. There will be no brown pudding for you today, just look at you how pathetic you look. I hope you choke on your stupid dinner tonight and I hope you piss yourself in public.

And I want to see your new wallet tomorrow…get rid of that black shit of a wallet. I want it to be brown, like the shit pudding I am going to feed you and the color on my walls. By the way, your brand new BROWN wallet better have just as much cash the next time. Oh, and also I need a new pair of boots, I will send you the link.”

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

“Yes Mistress, I do understand.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


TASTE MY FOOD BABY PUDDING
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CHAPTER ONE

After a few months, I was almost an old pro at being one of those women that you think of when you think of a domineering cunt clad in leather with a whip in hand. It was Larry my gay friend and sister soul mate who showed me just how easy it was to collect vast amounts of cash just for treating men, usually white middle aged ones with lots to lose if they were ever found out, badly.  

By treating them badly I don’t mean giving them the cold shoulder, or acting hurt just to prove a point or getting a man nervous about losing you, no, by bad I meant treating them like shit. I bet you thought I was going to say treat them like dogs. I love dogs, and I would never insult them like that. No, men were more along the lines of that invasive cockroach, that filthy thing that makes you wonder, is there really a God? I doubt it because if there was a God, then surely there would be no cockroaches or neighbors like the ones I have to make my life miserable.

Larry took me along on one of his ‘dates’. That man, or should I say ‘girl’ could suck the shine off of a brand new trailer. To call him an ace cocksucker would be a disservice to the man. By his accounts, he had sucked over two thousand cocks by the time he graduated high school. I do have something to say, he had the best complexion I ever saw on anybody. It had to be all those vitamins that come with, cum. I never really cared for the taste of cum unless it was mixed with some type of berries, and only in a smoothie with lots of sugar to cover the bitterness and nasty after taste that I sometimes detected.

At the time I was living in Pittsburg because that was where my family lived, and three generations of us settled in the wooded secluded area not far from the bustling city.

It was just another typical blustery Pennsylvania day, and to be honest, I didn’t really feel like making the hour long trip to his house that was all the way on the other end of where I lived. Despite living there for so long, every onset of winter was as if it were the first and I often picture what it would be like to live in the South where hats and coats and the dreariness of winter days would be a thing of the past. I still had a long way to go to get to the point where I could just retire early and continue to serve my Slaves, but all my Slaves were in the Pittsburg area, so I took a shower and braced for another day in the North.


I usually didn’t go to their homes, but this one was a little bit set in his ways so if I wanted the money, I had to go to him. Normally I would lay down the law and force them to come to me, but he was very generous with his fees, tipping me extra if I took a nice big dump in his mouth, so off I went.

The cabbie waited until I gave him the fare and I approached his sprawling and luxurious home that looked more like a mansion. He knew that I was irritated by having to get up off my bed, my comfort zone just to see him. He knew there would be some sort of punishment. The games they played sometimes would only make me hurt them that much more.  He was a very successful investment banker that wore many hats because before he was a banker, he was a dentist that specialized in teeth realignment, which was how I met him to begin with. The security gate at his place was massive and ornate, just as a secret sissy’s place would be, no different.

Jerome was a well-lined and successful older dentist that I met curiously enough while having one of my back teeth pulled. Even though that wasn’t his specialty he did the occasional tooth pulling. He was in his late forties and as cracker white as they came, looking almost like a fucking albino which had to be a huge turn off to women.

Even when I wasn’t training my Slaves I dressed the part (of course without the bullwhips and stiletto heels) somewhat in public. How else would a rich man know what my thing to do would be? I was used to being stared at, and

it didn’t really bother me anymore. I wore leather, almost year round, and heavy makeup so that there would be no question as to my sexual preferences and to make it clear that I would be the boss in the relationship, not them, not the sissies that steadily grew my bank accounts.

It was about a year ago when I met Jerome Meyer. He didn’t mix his words, acting every bit as powerful as he was used to in his old life, before he met me to take him down a peg or two. He was pretty forward in his approach, and I guess the fact that I always dressed in leather and heavy makeup gave me away: and then one day out of the blue he asked me outright if I could discipline him, make him an effeminate quivering mess of a man who needed a firm hand.

Some of my disciples had trust issues, and sometimes it did take a long time to establish the trust that they needed, after all, some of them were pretty well known people who had to guard their reputation at all costs, and all that stress of their public persona had to go somewhere as a stress relief. That stress relief to them meant being a whole other person with me that the public saw or expected. Jerome was one of them and he probably took the longest to earn his trust; after all, I was getting paid and he knew I would never rat him out.

Because it became 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 sissy men with a hardcore bitch like me to maintain my lavish lifestyle. Of course it went without saying that he wasn’t married, but that was probably a lie, why else would he have such a huge home unless he just liked to have a big space to call his own. I was willing to be that if he were married, his partner would do nothing more than just lay there as they copulated but as far as I knew, he was just an oddball loner.

As I walked in I notice that he was already dressed up in some fancy pink outfit, greeting me with a smile, proudly displaying his newest outfit, and bright pink corset with matching silk gloves almost completely covered in rhinestones. I asked him a time or two back where he was able to buy such extravagant outfits. He simply sighed that Liberace was his inspiration and that he, like his role model, had his one dressmaker. 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 that never mustered up the courage to stand up to his wife, yes, he was one of those men.

He enjoyed going into great detail about his family life. From what he relayed, his parents were strict Jehovah Witnesses that converted from Judaism after his mother had an enlightened moment at a certain place in a certain time that convinced her to convert from what her life was before then. Sometimes, I did feel sorry for him, knowing that the forces that shaped him could have been prevented if only the father had a little more gumption and stood up to his wife. I suspected that there was more trauma in his life that the few scattered details than what he confessed to, but I wasn’t about to push it and I knew that sometimes it was just best to let sleeping dogs lie.

That day, he wanted me to accept the harsh and almost blinding shade of pink as something that I would have to deal with, an annoying almost 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 of cheap bar room like taste..

“I hope you were drunk when you picked that shade of pink, it’s horrible.” I scoffed immediately. I was still getting back at him for having to endure the cold weather just to please him.

“It fucking sucks if you want my honest opinion. In fact, I hate it…that outfit is suitable for one thing and one thing ONLY, cleaning the toilet after I drop my brown smelly load and that is all that it’s fit for!”

I laughed mockingly, picking my nose and finding a nice fat glob of crusted booger from a nasal cold that was brought on by sudden cold weather and sitting next to a sick kid on the bus and then cleaning it on his ugly pink thing of an outfit that he was sooooooo proud of.

I waited for the hurt and disappointed look on his face that made me happy, but I knew that I had to hurt the bitch a lot more. I took my coat off and threw it on the floor. If I wanted, I would be wearing a mink coat or some fur, but that meant that some poor animal would have had to give up its life for me, and besides, I wasn’t planning on living in the cold ass north for too much longer. 

“Well, are you going to just stand there? Walk on all fours like the dog you are and then serve me something to drink Cinderella”

I noticed he was walking upright.

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, pitiful what a stupid whore

your mother was, don’t you agree? ” He listened intently, thinking it was over, but it was not over, it would never be over.

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

“What the fuck…is this spot on my glass?” I screamed at him, pointing to the very expensive glass that was smeared, not entirely though, just enough for me to see it.

He slithered towards me on his belly just like a worm would 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, please forgive me…” 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 as  I took a big piece and scraped the otherwise perfect gloss to where it was perfect no more. Next time I hope that he will know better than to irritate me, His Master.

CHAPTER TWO

He returned shortly with my new and hopefully much cleaner glass, pushing it with his head like a pig digging for truffles like I showed him how to. 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, his knees were now growing more calloused every time, and I helped it along by occasionally taking a coarse sandpaper and scraped them raw until it practically bled.

One time I remember that he asked me one time if I’d allow him protective knee pad whenever he walked on during our sessions, but I resisted.

“Walk on all fours like you’re supposed to, like a fucking dog.”

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 filet mignon or something to eat, I’m hungry. You know what, the next time I want to see ten pounds of the finest caviar so you can eat caviar shit from my stinky ass!”

I would always fast the day before disciplining these rich ass motherfuckers, so that I’d be conveniently ravenous on my dates. If I wanted, I could afford to eat a steady diet of shrimp, but I would have them feed me on their dime. A penny saved was a penny earned.

My very affluent pets could afford it better than I could, and I always requested filet mignon, prime rib, or lobster. I would methodically google what the finest meals were all the time. It was bad enough that some of those men couldn’t be seen with me in some restaurant because usually they were married.

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 poor and Jewish turned Jehovah Witness background so he does not forget exactly who is in charge here. Some men, especially the

ones who make it their business to outdo their peers just to make up for their shitty backgrounds needed to be taken down a peg or two, or three in my case.

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 from some costume place. Of course, it lacked the exquisite workmanship from his custom made attire, and I looked at the label, sure enough, made in shitty China.

Sometimes my Slaves were able to somehow read my mind and it was creepy, not all but some did. This Jew idiot did not, he was just figuring out how to cut me out of the equation to further fatten his wallet was what I was thinking.

Even though most of the times I normally just take charge in degradations, letting my imagination run amok, sometimes I would just let them choose what they felt they needed in the discipline department.

I stood up as he remained on all fours, removing his pink faux diamond heavily studded leather collar and matching leash from my soft as butter Italian made duffle bag, freeing it from the layers of scented china paper as a measure of protection as I dug the heel of my shoes into his back, digging until I heard him whimpering softly from the pain. I pushed it inside until I saw a little bit of blood oozing out, and then I was somewhat satisfied.

I took out the dog whistle as I whistled for my pink dog and he came ever so faithfully, as always, but unlike a dog, he was fucking ugly, a double bagger if we didn’t enjoy our unique relationship. Grabbing the leash, I led him to his beautifully immaculate kitchen that rivaled the best kitchens in some magazine.             

“Get to cooking…I want it medium rare”

If he weren’t my non-charging dentist for fillings or whatever my pearly whites needed done, I would certainly 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, that was a talent that I never had, before my Mistress role that made me well off, I would just as happily lived off canned goods or boxed goods.

But since we were from two entirely different worlds, Jerome never really knew a single day of want as an adult, always having money and never needing to replace expensive ingredients with lower-priced poor substitutes.

As he toiled in the kitchen I was watching his television that had every single channel. I wasn’t really much of the television person, preferring to read instead, but I mentioned to him that I would also like the same entertainment package that he had and of course, maybe because he knew better than to say no to me, gave me his credit card so that I could add the packaging to my television for a full year.

“If they need to talk to me just hand me the phone.” He said as he toiled away in the kitchen.

He didn’t say Mistress, so I jumped on that too to extract something else from him.


“What? Did you just say something to me without addressing me properly?”

He didn’t say anything, pretending instead to not have heard me. I was patient, just because I was waiting until sometime later to mention his indiscretion.

CHAPTER THREE

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 a concave beveled glass doors and original brass hardware that shone like a beacon. 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 filet mignon 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 a squeeze of lemon juice, just the way I liked it. I dug in and then he waited like a poor dog to be allowed to eat as my stomach began to rumble. I felt a giant shit coming on.

“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 that was tastefully decorated. The two or three laxatives I had taken that morning were working the delicious steaks out of my body. As I straddled 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. Jerome understood the deep love I held for him by letting him eat my fecal matter and then guzzling it down with a fresh from the tap golden shower from my pee hole.

He licked his lips in anticipation just like the other times, and to him, it was a feast worthy of the finest china in the world.

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 the way that money could buy perfection.

“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, please.”

“Of course, you are a piece of shit who wants to eat his own kind, I understand that. First off, I want you to 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 said, removing my pants and rubbing my ass onto his white nice face that was clean.

I’ve never done that before, and didn’t know how he would react. If he’s never tasted a bloody pussy, he was about to, bloody and fishy smelling, since I forgot to wash up today. I didn’t really forget, it was just that like I said, I had to suffer the cold weather, so that was another way of getting even with the sissy fucker.

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 thick leather leash, it was how I let him know if he needed to look up at me, by tugging on it and choking him. As 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 fucking sissy pants loser like you are!” He followed with a simple “Yes Mistress”, and resumed his brown appetizer meal that inch by inch, left my body into his hungry mouth as he began sucking every inch around my asshole greedily.

“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. 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, just look at you!”

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 shit pie. I whipped him, well, just because I felt like it.

“UGGGHHHHHH MISTRESS…PLEASE…THAT HURT SO MUCH!”

He screamed the sissy scream that only made me whip his back a second time, only much harder. It wasn’t long before his tender flesh began to rise like well kneaded dough. He knew that if he screamed again, I would probably apply some vinegar to his back. I guess he had enough. I didn’t know what was worst, his raw as hamburger meat knees or the back that showed all my artistic flair every time I whipped him.

“I’m somewhat satisfied…well 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 red tinted pussy calling out his name, he was pleasing me much more than he would ever know, and I succumbed to him tonight. It wasn’t like me to allow one of them to fuck me like that, but what the hell, soon it was going to be Christmas and that was going to be my present to him.

I got up suddenly and went to my duffel bag, taking it out. As I put on a mask that I brought over that day I asked him to turn around so that he couldn’t see me since I placed my small recorder right next to his lavish box of chocolates, it was small so he couldn’t see it. I paid good money for it, thinking that one day it would come in handy. The light signaling that it was on was so small I don’t think he ever even noticed.  It was a Halloween mask that I bought at Party City last year of a cat.

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. Shit, my plan backfired to as he waited for me in the bedroom; I went to retrieve the recorder and told him to wait in the bathroom until I gave him permission to enter.

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

I shut the recorder off. I wanted to get fucked by him but what I really wanted to film was him eating my shit. I only went a little bit so that I knew when he was fucking me; all that friction of his cock against my pussy was surely going to force some of my shit out again.

He was a little bit confused as to the why of why I was allowing him to be a man after all the times that we both comfortable settled into the role of superior being that was me training and degrading such a piece of shit that was him. As he took off his outfit, the role-playing gloves were off.

That night, 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. He pumped harder and faster as my nipples were being pulled just as hard as the way that I would pull his, but when I did his, I added weights to the rings that little by little began to deform them.

As his cock, this thick long cock rammed my pussy well enough to make me cum several times, his hands were rubbing the thick rubber outfit that I wore, the squeaking noise was irritating me, but making his cock grow even more until I felt so thoroughly stuffed that I came one more time. It was almost indescribably delicious to have my tight pussy muscles begin their contraction symphony around his mass, squeezing and milking the thick gooey semen from his balls that must have been heavy judging from the amount of man milk that he flooded my cunt with.

As his cock was obviously never going to wilt, I hurriedly got on all fours pushing my ass towards him as he entered me brutally in the ass as he pulled out of me without even so much as saying a word, and fucked me with an anger I’d never seen from him. I was never really into fucking up the ass, it always seemed something that was a turn off, but when he started to 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 my ass even longer as I felt another wave of orgasmic frenzy overtake my body. That was the best fuck of my life, although I would never tell, because that would put him in charge and then I would be out a job, with him anyway.

I was satisfied and hoped that he wouldn’t take it as anything other than a good fuck, not the best, but a good fuck nevertheless. I tried to remain nonchalant.  

“Now, put your ridiculous outfit back on, and eat the remainder of your meal. Give me a few minutes until I feel my food baby ready to enter your sorry ass body.” I made him put a blindfold on and wait in the next room to begin recording his rich loser ass in an act that would surely ruin his reputation.
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CHAPTER ONE

It wasn’t until I grew up that practically all my life I’ve had issues with men that I came to realize the likelihood of me ever getting married was growing dimmer and dimmer. I didn’t just outright hate men from one day to the next, oh no, it evolved slowly, and a lot of it came from the shitty family life of being the only female in a family of obnoxious men. At first, I thought I was being singled out as the only daughter in a houseful of male children whenever the responsibility of chores and household duties rolled around like it often did. It seemed like no matter what had to be done, it was always me to do certain things around the house, like picking up my brother’s underwear with a clear railroad track stain after a shower or making dinner when my mother was too drunk to make sure we had something to eat that didn’t come from a can or box. Maybe that was where I first noticed the many shades of brown from my brother’s underwear’s. Brown was sexy, brown was so ethereal, like Mother Nature herself.

Years later, my obsession with the creamy brown led me down the path of scat play after a few drunken parties where I met a girl who loved the stuff. They called her ‘Brown Betty’ for obvious reasons, and that image of another girl dropping load after smelly load into her waiting and willing mouth stayed with me for years after the fact. After college, I made it my career choice after many interviews for jobs that I really hated despite all those student loans breathing down my neck. Enterprising was the name of the game and with my first scat slave, I knew that charging for my shit was my life’s calling. Besides, every single one of my sissy slave’s reminded me of something that I hated about my brothers, especially the oldest Ralph, so tormenting them and degrading them was really second nature, and in less than a year, I was able to almost pay off my student loans. I was twenty four by the time I was free and clear financially. At first, I just gave blowjobs,  I must admit, but after a little while I just got sick of the sticky cum that coated a few articles of clothing, plus my knees were becoming increasingly calloused

Men or women, it didn’t matter, I disciplined both but the men were the ones that I truly enjoyed whipping and humiliating. I met Amanda through a mutual friend at the escort agency where I still worked in the secretarial capacity. I sensed there was something about her from the way that her eyes lingered upon all the women in the office, and it was like she was eyeballing their bodies without a stitch of clothing on. One time, she rubbed up against my ass, and that was the defining point for me. I knew I had to have her and maybe train her, discipline her the way that I learned. In less than four months we hit it off and she became my bitch, following me like a little sad puppy.

It was a hard decision I was forced to make when I learned of Amanda’s innocent trespasses. She had always understood the premise that no matter how severe, her punishment was swift, just, and appropriate, befitting the crime at hand. As her Mistress, I alone had the privilege as well as the right to punish her with pain and forgive her with mercy. I held her fate entirely in my well-manicured blood red lacquered hands and at my whim. She was my first and I was her Mistress until one day, out of the blue, she met Mr. Right and terminated our relationship.

And then I met Erin, and I thought she was going to be a Dominant even though I had no interest in becoming a submissive, and through increasingly hot social interactions I grabbed her in the file room one day and pushed her head between my legs.

“MMMMMMM…..YOU TASTE SO FUCKING GOOD…JUST LIKE HONEY!” She said as her tongue dove into my slit that was becoming wet. I never really did get in with a woman, not that way, and the way her pussy explored my pussy made me cum so hard and fast that I let out a really loud groan and shriek of pleasure. It was a good thing that nobody heard us that day.

She too became my bitch and I even managed to convince her to take my big black lover’s cock in the ass one night that we were together. It was a Saturday night, and we were all sitting around on our couch. I bet her that she couldn’t take his big massive cock in her ass like I could.

“Let me have him…” She boasted. Maybe she thought that it was going to be just another cock, but when she saw that his cock was well over ten inches and fat, obese in fact if there were such a thing, she spread her legs while I positioned the anal plug to stretch her even further. 

“Ohhhhhhh God, it feels like I have to take a shit….Ohhhhhhhhhhh!!!!” At first she grimaced from the pain as Leo pumped her ass until his hairy balls were fully buried inside her Hershey Tunnel of love, and the pop pop noise as his cock juices blending with her wet pussy juices made me want to have some for myself. I let him to finish fucking her ass until he shot his entire load inside, and when he pulled out, his cock was sticky with his own hot molten cum lava and her watery shit that he must have softened like a laxative.

“PEW!!!! THAT STINKS!” He yelled. He was right, there was a definite stench that filled the room and then we both saw the unimaginable. She cupped her hand, stroking the combination that was the source, and brought it to her nose as though it was a scented rose that she was smelling, and then brought it to her mouth, tasting it, licking it, and loving it.

Erin didn’t have to lick or savor her own shit anymore, when I saw that she enjoyed the brown stuff that much, I made the sacrifice of offering up my own fecal matter, for a price. Erin was pretty well off, had a father who was a doctor and a mother who was also a professional, so she had plenty of money to go around, money that was better off living in my wallet rather than in hers. I still had not that much experience in becoming a Mistress, but I was slowly learning from each of my beloved pets.

I texted this piece of shit the very specific instructions for tonight’s rendezvous…then patiently awaited her answer.  Her reply would be the same as always, Y for yes, or N for no. 

And then I met Skye. Skye I learned from through a friend. I didn’t evne know that there was a website that you could be meeting Slaves, especially the ones interested in scat play. I dove in and spent countless hours practicing my routine and also what my letter to finding slaves would read like. I didn’t want to appear too cruel or too aggressive, I wanted them to need me and of course they had to be rich. My shit had to be worth something, right?

Skye was a submissive white bitch with no backbone whatsoever. She was the second to join my slave menagerie, an articulate and well-groomed distinguished well-known news anchor, a woman who epitomized white privilege who was no doubt a distinguished upstanding member within her community because of her family name.

I glanced at my phone; five minutes passed and still no answer. This was unacceptable. Perhaps she was held up at a meeting or paper pushing…a million thoughts raced through my mind to excuse my pet slave for the unforgivable sin of tardiness. Time is money and she would be paying extra in more ways than one tonight.  She 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 for yes.

Sometimes the bitch liked playing mind games with me, and that was one of those days. I methodically typed the detailed instructions of her arrival on my phone, in sequential order that she would have to obey…

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

I imagined her excitement as she read that…the little cunt worm was no doubt salivating at what awaited her. That thing with a pussy 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 her arrival to mock her and spit on her, piss all over degrade her and her straight-laced vanilla kind. I was so drooling at the thought of my friends spitting at her and blowing thick mucus boogers at her sorry bitch ass. Maybe another time, tonight I would be supplying the discipline.

Like most of them she was very cunning and not really trusting anyone, taking great pains in covering her tracks, always paying in cash, and using a track phone that she kept for our dates only so that her snooping mother wouldn’t find out. She was always taking selfies of herself with her face covered and sometimes her hair in her own excrement, and sometimes there was a guy behind her with a big cock covered in crap as well, so she wasn’t all that secretive, not the way that she wanted to be anyway. She never divulged to me her real phone number, always keeping her high class social life as well as her social persona as far away from the


pathetic little cunt that I knew her to be. She stood to lose more than I ever could should this double life somehow come to light, exposing her for the disgusting cockroach I know her to be. I would charge her a straight fee, and on the nights she needed to be fed, it would be double that since she would be taking a very intimate part of me back with her to her perfect world.  She loved the taste of my solid waste and I loved feeding it to her. We both got what we wanted in the end.

I heard the elevator door close. It was probably her so I opened the gate and peeked my head out…sure enough there she was. I made her change down the hallway, secretly hoping that one of my neighbors would peek out and cause her great humiliation and recognize her face on the local news. The only neighbors on my floor would have been Mrs. Carline, an old wrinkled up bleached blonde science teacher that dressed more like a teenager, and the old man Severino who had a hassle of kids and not one of them ever took the time to come visit with him.

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

“Look at you…you look ridiculous. God you make me sick.” I laughingly mocked her as she 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 woman, establishing my authority by digging my six inch stiletto black patent leather heel into her unmarked ass cheek that still have marks from the other times I had to teach her a lesson, digging and digging until I was satisfied there would be a visible indentation or maybe some blood. I dug into her side flesh deeper and deeper until a faint trace of blood peeked through and she looked like she was really concerned about any marks that I might have left.

“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…Honestly, you make me sick, just look at you, barely a woman with that long ass horse face of yours; how can your husband even stand to look at you?”

CHAPTER TWO

She sat down on her chair that was nothing more than an inverted white plastic bucket from the hardware store, all the while still hanging on to her milk-bone, sheepishly wanting approval from me and not getting it. She asked me nicely to replace the other chair I had for her that I liked better because it was nothing but a splintery old and dirty board put together badly with a lot of rusted nail sticking up. Of course her all looked like shit because every one of those nails made holes in her otherwise nice perfect white ass. She begged and begged for me to replace it stating that she was getting an infection. I made her wait to see a doctor when it was oozing pus and not a minute before. I wanted there to be proof that she was as idiotic as I first thought her to be, so  in the end, she didn’t disappoint me at all.

This bucket chair was her training chair, rigged up with cattle fencing wire to maximize discomfort in her slim toned middle class ass.  Personally, I think that the barbed wire wasn’t enough for her; I liked her to be marked more than a few indentations on her flesh. I signaled for her to sit on the hard cold plastic as she followed my every move with her cold medium green eyes.     She sat until I signaled for her to drop her stupid dog bone in front of me, and respecting   my authority, she did as he was told.

“Good girl…that’s good dog, I mean bitch in heat”. But she was not a good dog that night; there was something different in her eyes…something I hadn’t seen before. I felt she needed to be disciplined more substantially than what she had become used to with me as her Mistress. Unbeknownst to anyone she was a bottom feeder, and as such, would suffer indignities reserved only for the lowest of the low. She loved to eat my shit, just as thought she were dining at the finest restaurant in the city.

I suspect that the double life leading woman’s issues most likely began somewhere along the line during early childhood. She enjoyed dressing up as a boy baby as well as a cowboy completes with a set of chaps, and one of my dresser drawers practically overflowed with her custom made onesies coupled with her special pacifiers and baby gear. She had serious mental issues that I had to exploit.

I thought about one time throwing out all her shit in the trash just to see her reaction, and maybe one day I will if she crosses the line with me. Her 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.

When she drew up a list of ‘things’ that she needed to fulfill her fantasy, one of them was a high chair. Since she was almost six feet tall it had to be custom made to order. 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 she would sit in it.

“Sit down on your chair like the dirty little mama’s girl I know you to be”. She obliged willingly, awaiting her lunch. Smacking her mouth loudly signaled her growing hunger the baby needed to be fed and fed quickly too. The first course would begin with an appetizer of breast milk purchased specifically for her; she enjoyed sucking from the bottle as she ritualistically kneaded this now tattered remnant of a security blanket from her toddler years. 

She was in breast heaven as she envisioned herself suckling at a breast full of warm sweet mother’s milk, the stuff of life. The kneading action alone was making her horny and I could see her nipples rising as they began their salutation while she took her finger and began to finger her pussy beneath the white cotton diapers she wore. The more she rubbed I noticed that her breathing became shallower, and in between drinking the milk I saw he gently nibbling her lower lip in excitement.

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

“What is that you’re touching down there? Is that your pussy?” I asked, digging my nails into the hand that she was using to bring herself pleasure.

CHAPTER THREE

It was always the same and that was the first phase in her accepting the food I was offering, one spoonful at a time. Trusting my judgment as her Master that I knew what was best for her. Sometimes as treat, I would take multiple fiber capsules so that she could enjoy a nice steamy milk shake of shit in her bottle. After drinking it, she would always rub it all over her body as I pissed on her, sometimes in her mouth directly and sometimes I would pour close to a gallon of hot sauce into it.

She already had a few fingers in her pussy and the harder she rubbed, the more I wanted to get in there and peg her with my massive 18 inch dildo and hear her intestines rip through. At first, she confessed that her husband was trying to get her to give up her back pussy to his cock but that was one thing she would never do because then she would not be the little Princess in his eyes. She knew that if someone was going to fuck her hard up the ass it would be me, her Master and nobody else.

I fed her 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 thick long log that still revealed traces of corn from the creamed corn I enjoyed along with a strong garlic smell because ritually I ingested at least one clove every day, rain or shine because everyone knows that garlic is a natural blood purifier. It smelled and I asked her if she would enjoy it better if I were to nuke it quickly, making it more like pudding.

Shaking her head no, she wanted it cold. Gesturing with her hands like a baby would, I placed the bowl in front of her on the tray, where she picked up the spoon and dove into the delectable brown stuff that was kind of greenish from all the grape juice I enjoyed just the night before.

She appeared to enjoy it, taking only a small spoonful with her baby silver spoon; she gobbled it down like a trooper, gagging only infrequently and washing it down with some more milk. When the last bite disappeared, I asked her to thoroughly lick her bowl clean. Cleanliness is next to Godliness after all, and little girls and boys need to learn that important lesson early on in life. I remembered my own brother never being allowed to clean the house because of our mother’s stupid and twisted idea that it would result in a sissy or gay man later on in life, so I was in fact doing a service.

I was proud of my watered down creation of a human, taking photos of my girl eating her very first solid meal. She knew the photos would never be made public; they would be only being kept in the photo album that I treasured.  It was the ace up my sleeve; they would in fact be made public should the cunt ever short change me on my fee.

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

Jack herself off with Icy Hot or get fucked up the ass by me with an Icy Hot lubricated dildo.

“Take off your clothes, let’s see your pussy you dirty little filthy bitch…hurry up, I want to see your sorry white ass” I screamed while spitting several lungers at her face that clung to it like flies on shit.

Slowly, she unzipped the pink onesie with a princess pattern to reveal a white cloth diaper underneath. Carefully she undid the baby blue Gerber diaper pins revealing her naked and close shaven pussy. Her arousal grew


but she tried her best in containing the excitement as she stood gazing…anticipating my every move.

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

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

She just sat there whimpering like a has been white sissy girl who lacked the balls to stand up for herself. She grimaced from the pain I guess… and the pain and agony was visibly making her groan. It had to hurt and burn and no way to wash it off, I sure as fuck wasn’t about to lend her my pussy shower system. The pain would do her good. It excited me to see her face get redder and more irritated with every stroke as she rubbed back and forth with her fingers as her clit grew fatter, I knew that deep down the sorry cunt was enjoying it.

The slurping sound was muffled by infrequent bouts of painful utterances. She grumbled and grunted as her strokes became faster and faster until one final stroke finally resulted in her screaming past the ball gag in her mouth. Goose bumps covered every inch of her body.

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

Her pussy had to be as raw as hamburger meat and for a split second I almost felt sorry for the bitch that had a lot to do with me becoming financially secure, far more than some of the other Dominant Masters or Mistresses out there that I knew. But I didn’t, she wasn’t paying me to be nice to her, she was paying me to teach her lessons that she needed to learn. I felt relieved that our session ended well that day because maybe tomorrow I would feel more like poisoning her and throwing her body into the river.

Shit eating rich cunt, next time I’ll be scraping your nipples and pouring vinegar on afterwards, I sat there daydreaming away scenario after scenario, always trying to raise the stakes just to keep things interesting.

“You husband white ain’t he?” I asked as she got up after I granted her permission to do so.

“Yes Mistress, he is” She sounded like I was hitting a raw nerve in her psyche. It was an intuition I had that she did not want me within any distance that would threaten her comfort zone should her secret gay life come into light.
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