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©KENYA SWALLOW 2017. All rights reserved. This is a work of fiction depicting fictitious adults 18 years of age or older engaging in ADULT sexually deviant acts.

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

CHAPTER ONE

Erin walked up the stairway of the somewhat rundown apartment building, one of many that dotted the streets of Downtown Jersey City. He was a little out of shape and for the last two days he took it easy, knowing that the object of his visit lived on the fourth floor with an equally unstable and unreliable elevator. He didn’t really care to take the chance of somehow getting stuck inside an elevator that might give out at any moment. He took a deep breath, and began his trek of walking up the four long flights of stairs that were dark and littered with peeling mustard yellow paint chips that were for the most part neglected because the landlord, like many of the landlords in the area, were looking to get the tenants out for rebuilding or just selling to the neighborhood development firms looking to take over the neighborhood.


Erin was into the second flight of stairs when an older woman greeted him with a cigar in her mouth. He knew that there were at least two Caribbean voodoo priestesses making a tidy living off the backs of superstitious clients. The smell of Latin cooking filled every corner of the building, and each floor seemed to offer a new insight into the culture that resided in them. He was huffing and puffing as he reached the last set of steps, exerting himself to the point where he had to stop midway to catch his breath, and sat down, collecting himself before facing the long walk before reaching his destination.

He phone rang. It was his wife, tracking his whereabouts, not knowing that he was about to subject himself all over again to a cruel and dominating Mistress that came highly regarded by one of his friends who, coincidentally, was also one of her Slaves, but his friend didn’t play the scat game that Erin so much enjoyed. Wiping his brow that was covered in sweat, he began the journey to see his Mistress, only one more flight to go. The intoxicating aroma of spicy exotic cooking perfumes filled the air and he wished that he didn’t suffer from IBS, or surely he would just pull up a chair in the kitchen of at least two of the women who tried to befriend the


white, out of place, but friendly enough middle aged man who stuck out like a sore thumb with his genteel and refined manners. There was a baby crying.

At last he reached his woman’s door, the woman who knew what he really wanted, what he really needed out of life.

He knocked softly on the badly painted black door with obvious bristle marks and drips that should have been wiped off but were not. Erin noticed such things that were overlooked by others who were not as meticulous or observant as he was in the ways of decor. He himself lived like a king by comparison, and his Mistress could have lived like a queen herself, but that wouldn’t match with the poorer than poor tax returns that she submitted every year. Every year, she grew wealthier on the back of men like Erin, but since that was the way that other well to do Mistresses were caught, she just lay low for the time being. On the other side he heard her distinctive high heeled footsteps approaching the door, and then the screech of the peephole cover opening as it rubbed against the door.


“Who is it?” He heard a soft deep voice coming from behind the door on the other side. It sounded like the voice of a two pack a day smoker.

“It’s me, Erin, your appointment for this afternoon.”

He waited patiently, remembering the last time when she waited a full half hour until finally letting him inside. Erin was excited the last time after she promised him a surprise after he revealed to her that he might possibly be gay. It was only after a very long pause that he heard the door open.

It was his Mistress, his reason for waking in the morning and hustling even more at work. A large black but shapely woman stood there, looking every bit as cruel and sadistic as the clothes she wore. She stuck her head outside and looked both ways, then shut the door behind her and proceeded to secure it with the police lock and deadbolt lock, and the door chain because in the neighborhood where she lived, you could never have too much security. He’d never seen so many locks on one single door and his own house had security that he paid handsomely for.


It wasn’t as though this was Erin’s first rendezvous at the black femdoms home; after learning about her from his friend, he wasted no time at all to set up a date. It was a welcome change from the other Mistresses that he had visited over the span of a few short years. They really weren’t all that strict with him, not the way he wanted them to be anyway.  He knew that she had a lot of friends, friends who were happy to join in and help her degrade him the way that he liked, and every time the humiliations became worst, and he loved that.

On the couch sat a tall black man with Marley type dreadlocks held up neatly in a ponytail smoking a blunt with a large green and orangey swirled psychedelic type bowl directly in front of him. She looked down at the man who was walking on fours in front of her as the black man snickered at the sight of the white well dressed man acting like a dog. He had his dog bowl on the floor, with his name on it and a cute little milk bone scribbled below his name.

He stood there paralyzed as he looked down, not daring to make eye contact with his Mistress.


A full twenty minutes had passed where Erin knelt on the floor that was made more uncomfortable by the use of cat litter and broken shards of glass.

“Erin, this is my friend, and he didn’t believe me when I told him what a loser and a worm you are, he came to see for himself, I hope you don’t mind.”

The large woman signaled for Erin to pay up with the rubbing of her two well manicured chubby fingers. He knew that she wanted to be paid first. No money, no honey. It was a universal signal for cash; you didn’t need a college degree to read that he wouldn’t get what he needed unless he paid up first.

“I have to go to my briefcase to get the money Mistress.” He walked on all fours like the dog she clearly reminded him that he was, and retrieved a manila envelope with the cash in nice crisp hundred dollar bills. The large


woman counted the money, and then folded it just as quickly tucking it safely inside her black leather bra.

“Follow me boy, did you do your homework like I told you to do?” She took a heavy chain and threw it around his neck like she was throwing a lasso around a horse or cattle, tightening it, and then walked him to one of the back bedrooms that were separated only by a thick colorful Rasta colored blanket from the other rooms.

CHAPTER TWO

“Who are you?” He asked the girl standing before him.

“I’m Cassandra’s niece.” She said, scoffing and giggling at the white man as he was led around like an animal throughout the apartment. It wasn’t


unusual for her to have company, but he never remembered that girl. She looked like a hooker in training, maybe his Mistress was becoming a Madam, and there was no way to tell. At first he tried to weasel some information out of her, something to hold over her pretty head should she try to one day in the future extort money from him, but it was fruitless. A real Mistress draws a very thick line in the sand, a line that should never ever be crossed by the lesser creatures she employed.

“Yes, that’s me…are you related to Paulina?” He seemed perplexed.

“Paulina is my mother and she’d probably be in the bathroom.”

She was playing a creepy looking video game on her state of the art Play station gaming system. Despite the dim lighting, the bling that the daughter had decorated her headsets with glimmered and became the centerpiece in the room. Their television had to be at least a seventy inch flat screen.


Erin stood up, after all, nobody told him not to, and he nervously began the telltale nervous tic of his mouth, twitching only one corner of it as though he were chewing gum, a habit he’d developed from his younger days.

It was unusual for her to have that many people all at once, but then again, he was only during his third visit with her, and it may have very well been that there would be not much privacy during their session. He wished things were different. He looked around and thought to himself, all those witnesses to his secrets that were all that was racing through his tidy little obsessive mind.

Here he was in a shady and crime ridden part of town with people he didn’t really know, the smell of weed permeating the cigarette smoke filled air, and he had no protection to speak of.

He thought about how things would have been much better if only his wife would understand his need of being dominated the way that Paulina


did. If only she would crack the whip on his back once in a while, or if she would peg his virgin ass, or even spit all over him and degrade him the way other women would whisper sweet nothings into the ears of the men they loved. If only, but it wasn’t that way. Paulina was his current and preferred reality, and that was all there was to it.

The sissy man put himself in the unique predicament once again. He thought he heard the toilet flushing, and his stomach turned summersaults in anticipation of the brown goodness that she would soon be feeding him. There was no mistaking it, it was definitely the sound of the older toilet flushing through the door, when suddenly the door opened and the woman he recognized only as “Paulina” emerged pulling up her sleek black leather pants.

He knew that she smoked incessantly, and sure enough, the cigarette was dangling from the corner of her lips as she cracked a smile…

“What the fuck are you doing on two legs like a human?” She said.


He heard her daughter chuckling.

“I’m sorry Mistress.” Then he caught himself in his annoying trait of saying too much and stuttering just like he did all his life, something that no amount of therapy could ever cure. She had warned him to speak only when spoken to, and he’d already broken the first cardinal rule of the game.

“GET ON ALL FOURS YOU WORTHLESS PIECE OF WHITE SHIT CRACKER!” She said, annoyed at the sight of him.

“Mom…did you just call him a ‘cracker’?” Her daughter yelled across the room, never taking her eyes off of the television. Outside he could hear the sirens of the night, and he wondered how on earth people like her could live with such annoying sounds at night.

He felt just as unprotected as that rabbit in the woods, the one with a large hawk swooping down on it, taking it up into the heavens to be devoured in a little while.


“You know which whip to get me boy, go on now and put yourself to good use for me.” The boy was obviously accustomed to fetching a whip for her, his auntie who rewarded his behaviors the way she did with everyone in her life. As he looked around he noticed the vast differences between his safe Vanilla life and theirs, and almost everything about this black family’s life on Spanish Harlem reeked to him of emergency services from Child Protective Services.

There were makeshift cots in one of the rooms that he dared to peek into, cots with no bed sheets on them and one well worn shabby looking pillow, again with no pillowcase.

“Here…is this the one?” He asked. The bullwhip was almost bigger than he was. She kissed him for his efforts and patted his head, shooing the boy and his young mother into the living room with the large woman and the man with the thick black dreadlocks. So much different than what he was accustomed to, and still, he was drawn to their lifestyle.  He cleared his throat, and he was uncomfortable that there were so many of them and only one of him, and he wondered if he should begin to seek another Mistress to


handle his special needs as he noted how thick the air was with the smoke from the weed.

“What we eatin’ tonight Ma?” The daughter asked.

“Whatever you want as usual…go on now; I gotta take care of this cracker.” And she closed the thick blanket curtain behind them.

“Relax, sit down, you look like you seen a ghost or somethin’.” She said lighting up another cigarette. He chuckled nervously.

“Am I your first Mistress, or is this routine with you...”

“This is my first time.” He was respectful and answering only when asked something. Just as she’d warned him to, he obeyed sheepishly like the


little sissy only his next of kin and only few people that really knew him were.

She lit another menthol cigarette, and emptied the ashtray full of butts into a nearby trash receptacle. He wanted to get down to business, knowing she charged by the hour and the clock was ticking, or so he thought until she made it clear that it wasn’t by the hour that she charged, but by the ‘event’ as she liked to call her sessions. He really didn’t like the idea that there were so many people around to witness his degradations. 

She shook her head, and engaged the man who just paid his amount to sit down. She didn’t seem as sexy in person as the photo on her website; maybe it was an older picture of her she’d use to lure more submissive men to her bottomless greedy money pit.

The more he looked at her the more he contemplated employing the services of another Mistress. She looked at him, and outright just asked him to verify his purpose for seeking her out.


“To be honest, I am not a happy man, I mean, I have a wife, but she doesn’t understand my needs, and I need someone to keep me in line, and I was thinking of having you toilet train me, and I already went over the details with you over the phone…” When he heard his words out loud, he stopped short, catching caught himself sounding more like an executive going over the minutes to a meeting instead of a weak man at the hands of a strong woman…but this was no meeting, not the kind he was used to anyway.

“Yeah, I remember something to that effect, you need a mama to show you, a real one, if you were my kid, I would have slapped you upside your ugly cracker head from the beginning. Did you mention something about scat play; I have a few men like that, losers who enjoy having a bitch shit on them and shit.”

She tried to keep her voice low as she mentioned the word scat. She looked him up and down, filing her long fingernails that were freshly professionally manicured to a very sharp point. He never saw a woman with such long beautiful nails before, certainly not in his circle of upper middle class friends or acquaintances.


“You see, I have this fantasy…” he said as he cleared his throat nervously, “well, to put it bluntly, I enjoy the thought of having a dominant black woman such as yourself, defecate on me, you know, going to the toilet on me, and maybe even stimulation my penis as she does so.” There it was out; his big secret was given validity by his confession. It felt good to him to finally speak the words that he’d held onto secretly for so long.

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

“I think I may be able to help you after all, what was your name again?” She got up as he sat on the couch, inserted her hand inside her stretchy black spandex pants, rubbing her pussy, rubbing her pussy vigorously as she then offered the stranger a whiff of her scent.

He closed his eyes, taking in her smell, as he opened his mouth and enveloped her fingers with his open mouth, savoring every bit as much as he would taste a fine meal at a diamond rated restaurant, tasting his Mistress,


the one who knew how to really please him. He felt his cock growing at the taste and scent of her musky cunt.

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

“Nobody’s going to see, don’t worry Mr. Cracker.”

“I’m busy y’all, so don’t be comin’ in here for nothing!” She screamed loud enough for the entire building to hear…all he heard was distant laughter and mumbling. 

“Ok baby, let’s get down to business, and let’s see what kind of package you have for mama.”


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

“Come here…look at these; see my nipples how hard they are for you? I gots lots of white men that beg me to piss an’ shit on em…and then the really good one, I just let em’ fuck me for a few extra rolls of nice new greenbacks. Erin’s cock was growing harder and this beautiful black woman with the perfect fat large nipples. He couldn’t help but grab at his swelling cock that was waiting for this moment for a long time as she ordered him to lie on the floor that held a neatly stacked layer of newspapers.

“You want a pillow or something to rest your head?” She cooed slowly and softly, waiting on his reply.

“Yes Mistress please, I have a headache, just nerves I guess…”


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

“FUCK YOU…WHAT DO YOU THINK THIS IS A HOTEL OR SOMETHING?” He was surprised and turned on at the way that she just turned on him at the drop of a hat.

“Lay down on the floor like the dog you are, next time I will make sure and add some of my cat’s shit to the floor so you can clean it up for me. Are you ready to take you meal?”

CHAPTER THREE

He was thrilled at the difference he’d found with her. All those women he’d wasted time with over the years made him realize the treasure


he’d found in her. Vanilla women he’d fuck all those years he thought to himself. He was hooked on this living on the edge lifestyle this cocky and crude black woman was showing him, changing every fiber of his being.  He gladly knelt down on the floor like a dog, waiting for her next move as his cock grew longer and bigger, swelling with desire for whatever she could bestow on him.

“Don’t touch yourself…did you hear me give you permission to touch yourself motherfucker?” She screamed as she grabbed the bullwhip and began to hit it against the floor, making distinctive cracking sounds as he whet his lips in anticipation at her mercy.

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


“You see that, you made me mad now…open your mouth you fuckin’ piece of shit cracker…what kind of a man eats shit anyway. You’re a freak, that’s all you are and all that you’re ever gonna be, and you need me to set you straight. Open your wallet; I want to see what kind of money we’re talking about here. If you’re just a poor ass cracker then I can’t make time for you.”

He quickly went to his pants pocket and handed her his wallet. One by one she took out all his plastic, noticing the pattern that suggested that he was rich, maybe even richer than he made himself out to be during their initial getting to know one another phase. Where the cash should be, she noticed a few more hundred dollar bills and a five dollar bill.

“I forgot about taking out the tax for your session, so I’ll be nice enough to leave you a five, that’s enough for you to get back home isn’t it?” She said.

He was certainly not used to a woman like her since she didn’t even ask; she just took it, leaving him with only one solitary five dollar bill. “Well


that’s not…” He began to protest, and then she slapped him so hard that he was sure there would be a visible hand print on his clean shaved face.

“Open your mouth, let’s get to it…you want my shit…you gonna get my shit motherfucker…” She said softly, almost ladylike, straddling his body with her large 200 pound plus frame.

Erin opened his mouth obligingly as she straddled herself over him to drop a food baby inside him. A loud noise exited her round black ass; she had farted on his face, emitting a loud long noise as its noxious fumes enveloped his face.

“Smell that bitch…that the smell of a black bitch about to shit on your white honky ass…how you like that huh, I bet you ain’t gonna share this in no office…” she laughed and then he saw the muscles of her puckered anus dilating above him.


As he looked above him, her wide moon of her butt cheeks slowly began to open, and the brown opening of her asshole was releasing a solid brown watery like mass; she was controlling the speed of her shitting to almost a screeching halt. It was a long drawn out process; she wanted him to savor the moment in a long drawn out experience.

At first it was one inch, and then two inches, her brown food log like babies were being birthed into his awaiting mouth in one long log followed by two smaller ones shaped differently. His first taste left him hungry for more, as he noted the skins of some kind of exotic fruit within her delicious stool. He greedily chomped on the recycled nourishment as she rubbed her breasts. She was enjoying this as well as he was. He hoped that her arousal would lead to her allowing him to engage in sex afterwards, but that’s not what happened, not yet anyway.

She yelled out for the black man with the dreadlocks to peek inside. Erin’s face flushed as the particles of watery brown waste filled his face.


“What it is, did you call?” Donnie pushed aside the makeshift thick colorful curtain and peeked inside to see what the matter was.

“Look at this loser cracker, maybe we should make a movie about him?” Donnie was snickering at the middle-aged patron with an erection on the floor; his face was swimming in his cousin’s fecal matter. He enjoyed every bite of the brown food baby as he happily ignored the man who was laughing at him on the floor.

“Mmmmmm…..I love the taste of your excrement Mistress!” He said, happy in his own little world. He began to get up off the floor when she pushed him down again with her foot, kicking him down flat on the floor.

“I didn’t give you permission to get up.”

Suddenly, Erin had the “aha” moment that he was not to address her until she gave the green light. His erection was still waiting for the big


release, and he didn’t want to make the day last longer than it had to…after all, he only wanted to taste the scat honey before committing himself fully.  

 “No Mistress…you did not.”

She could see that his cock was still hard. He needed to release the cum that was building up in his balls.

“You want to cum don’t you?” She asked him as she rubbed her pussy harder.

“Yes I do” He uttered. Slowly she went towards him pushing her clean shaven bush into his face, mocking him. “You want to have some of my black cunt don’t you? She said grabbing his left ear pulling it tight, enough to make the white man wince in pain.


Mistress placed her shapely mouth on his pink cock head and began to tease it with the tip of her tongue, and it grew firmer and firmer in response to her sucking and fondling of his balls.

There was a loud thump on the floor as she got on all fours, begging him to enter her from behind doggie-style.

“Let’s do it on the bed, I don’t like the floor.”

Erin was in awe at the size of the black man’s penis that looked to be well over a foot in length. As he rubbed his cock, the black man guided his penis into the entrance of her dark hole and then entered her from behind as he happily dug his entire length of his cock deep inside her wet pussy, ramming her mercilessly and faster, and Erin saw the opportunity to jerk off at the exquisitely unique scenery. As Donnie gave one final thrust and ejaculated inside the Mistress as she moaned louder for him to fill her up with his viscous white cum as her nails dug into the mattress.


Donnie pulled out just in time and shot a full load onto the floor as his hands milked the last remaining drops of spilled semen onto the mistress that enjoyed the sight of a man’s cum, even to the point of rubbing it all over her body.

“Come over and do what you’re supposed to clean up his mess…this is your first lesson.”

As he heard the words, he knew that learning under this Mistress would be challenging. He walked towards her, and saw some traces of the man’s ejaculate flow from her fat cave cunt. He liked the sight of a man fucking another woman, but he was really excited about how their sexuality differed from his own stoic and prudish ways.

“Walk towards me on all fours like the dog you are, and clean me up, you fuckin’ sissy bitch. Clean up another man’s mess, that’s all you’re good for anyway.”
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