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CHAPTER ONE

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


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

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

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


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

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

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


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

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

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


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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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


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

CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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


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

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

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


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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

CHAPTER THREE

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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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


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

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

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

“Yes Mistress, I do understand.”


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

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

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

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

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

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