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My husband is fast asleep on our rollaway bed. Most couples I know have a real bed in a real bedroom, but because good jobs were hard to come by, we struggled through whatever jobs we could find. At first, we didn’t mind the charity that came from family members, but after some time, it became almost humiliating and so we took advantage of the fact that the Upper East Side gourmet shops would just throw away perfectly good stuff whenever their packaged stuff came close to expiring. Some of the managers didn’t like the fact that we would wait until the boxes got put out as we shifted through them and take stuff for free, and a few would threaten to call the cops on us, but the fact was, once it was by the curb it became public property. Every Thursday Wes and I would hop in our old jalopy and shop for the two weeks of food. Most of it went into our freezer, and so just that little act alone was enough to save us enough to at least pay our bills, of course until the next goodie we spotted in a commercial that we just had to have. It has to suck to be tragically poor and have a television full of commercials endorsing some useless but desirable knick knack for the consumer. Good thing we had no kids.

One day I thought about how the watered down no name brand of coffee that became part of our poor days drinking habits tasted nothing like the Dunkin Donuts blend I grew to love at home with mom and dad saving the day by paying all of not only their bills, but also mine. The more the reality of our poverty became evident and a constant reminder the more I wanted to spend, and the more I spent the guiltier I felt about it. I was no different that the hamster on a wheel. Over time I became a compulsive shopper (and also a compulsive liar about my actual purchases), and one obsessive victim of mine such as the shoes I had to have in every color of the rainbow was always replaced by a new one, and I thought about how sweet it would be for me to make cash and not have to share a dime with Uncle Sam who really felt to me like it was all just some Ponzi scheme to take my money anyway; I thought and thought, and the very next day I put an ad on a few sites as a dominant trainer for ‘weak’ men.

My oldest sister had a friend of hers who enjoyed the good life on the backs of men like these, so I thought I could do the same thing. I gave her a call, just to see if maybe she wasn’t just making shit up to outdo me in the exciting lives we always tried to outdo the other with. Turned out, her friend was able to retire after just a few years of saving up money, and moved out west somewhere in her own little ranch; she lost touch with her after that. I didn’t know what to expect, and that very weekend I received my first phone call. My husband was asleep.

“Hello...”

“Uh...is this the trainer?” A soft little mousy almost sissy voice at the other end of the line said, almost apologizing for the fact that he was taking up my time. He sounded black. I could barely hear him he was talking so soft, almost like a fucking mouse squeaking away across the lines. After talking for a little bit he hung up. Just as I did, my hubby woke up...

“Who was that...I heard you shouting a little bit?”

I didn’t tell him about anything I did, not the ad, not the fact that I was sick of being so fucking poor, nothing. It’s not like he was ever the jealous type or anything like that, it was just awkward, and then I remembered that while we were dating he actually proposed for me to indulge his fantasy of another man having sex with me. This would have to be confessed sooner or later. I still had enough left over to do a little bit of actually food shopping and so I asked him to take me to the store to buy some provisions. Homemade manicotti and a cheap bottle of wine would surely make my proposal for a new found business venture that much more palatable.

I told him that very night after a few glasses of clearance racked Merlot.

“You think you can make money just by humiliating grown men?” He asked.

“It’s worth a try, got one phone call already...so yeah; maybe it’s worth a shot. The best part is that it will be tax free.” He looked at me. Before saying anything I knew already from looking into his eyes what he was thinking. He was probably picturing me in an orange jumpsuit or something.

“It’ll be discreet, so don’t worry about me or having to bail me out. I’ve already done my research...so I’ll just wait for the next call.”

“You got a call already huh? What did he say?”

I scooped another piece of manicotti onto his plate. A nice set of real china was on my top ten lists for purchases after making a certain amount of money. I was so psyched about making money that I actually went to the bakery and bought some Cannoli’s to go with our meal. I didn’t tell him yet.

“I dunno, I could barely make out what he was saying...sounded almost like a mouse when he talked...really low and quiet.”

He laughed and then asked me to call him back. I didn’t even think about it. If these men were going to make my wallet a lot fatter for being taken down a peg or two then I would have to toughen up a lot more. I was always kind of submissive with the men in my life. Maybe it was time to change things around a bit.

I picked up my cell phone and redialed the number. It rang a few times, and then I hung up, suddenly hitting me that I had to have some kind of plan before talking.

“Baby...just make it clear to him that you expect some kind of payment before he even gets to meet you or talk to you.” he said.

“How’s that supposed to work?”

He got up and went to our computer, goggling dominant mistress websites. It all became very clear to me after about an hour of yet more research. I didn’t have the look either; I didn’t have all those nasty looking leather outfits to match the evil personality. Evil was all I saw when we visited site after site. How could any human want such pain? They had to have deep psychological issues.

“I think he was black...he sounded like a black guy to me.” I said.

“Who? You mean the first caller?” I shook my head.

“You know...all this talk is getting me kind of horny babe.” Since it was the weekend we just lounged around the house in lounge pants, pajamas to some people, but it was comfortable.

I waited about an hour later and called him once again. He told me his name was Ben. It probably wasn’t even his real name, but he sounded educated, not some loser that couldn’t stuff my wallet.

“Forget it...I have to concentrate on Saturday.” I said.

“Saturday huh? What do you plan on wearing?” He said, growing more curious as I focused on the few websites I found about being a Dominant Mistress to a submissive man. Some of the stuff they did was making me gag, while some of it actually enticed me. I could have my very own weasel to humiliate and maybe even torture. I had to come up with some ideas of my own since he made it clear that I wouldn’t be his first. He didn’t really go into that much detail, but the gist of it was that his priors weren’t strict enough with him.

“I’m going downtown to see what I can get for a costume.”

“Can I tag along...I tell you babe...we should have thought about this sooner.”

We got into our jalopy and came back a few hours later with the tackiest outfit I could afford on such a limited budget. Worst came to worst, I could always use it as a Halloween outfit in the year.

I could have had my husband present for the first date with the black sissy loser, but decided not to. We did have a handy nanny cam for when we would visit family and leave our precious Miss Kitty in the care of our neighbor. So the camera would be rolling as we did whatever we had to do so that I can review it later on and improve on my skills, or at least to keep track of my slaves. In reality, it wouldn’t really be any different than any other business, you have to keep track of your shit and expenses, not that I was about to declare it on my taxes, like I said, I was greedy at heart and since it would be a cash only business, my mind was already far into the future as I pondered which size safe we would need for all the yummy greenbacks it would hold. I told myself I had to make it happen.

It made sense to me that there should be some kind of backup, so I had my husband stay at our next door neighbor so that just in case the dude was a freak or something, I would be only one thin old wall away from being saved.

A knock on the door, it was almost as wimpy as his voice. I took a deep breath, adjusting my bright red wig.

“You are late.” I said. He was dressed just like any other middle aged man. Nothing about him made him any different. He waited until I gave him permission to come inside.

“Sit down on the chair like a human being…and quit your sissy voice, it’s really beginning to annoy the shit outta me. You’re nothing more than a piece of shit, first of all...I want the rest of my money, and you were late. Tardiness carries a penalty of another hundred dollars. Honestly, you make me sick, you shoulda be born a woman so you can piss and moan at the same fuckin’ time.DO YOU HEAR ME?” I didn’t really have to yell at him the way I did, it felt good that I could finally take all my frustrations and anger that had pent up over the years on someone. I was never allowed that luxury, not with anyone, and now, I have someone paying me and paying me well for all my venting.

“Please Mistress...please tell me you will forgive me. I am sorry. I will pay extra gladly.” He said.

“Did you think about what we discussed?” He asked.

I thought he was fucking kidding. I thought it was just a bad joke when he told me over the phone that he was willing to pay extra if I would shit on him. I wondered if my husband had a glass to the wall. Must be not, or else I would have clearly heard him laughing.

“I did, but unfortunately, I cannot shit at will, you know, things like that have to come naturally. How about if I just pee on you?” His dark eyes suddenly looked sad, almost like a sad little Basset Hound puppy.

“Tell you what...maybe next time.”

“You look like a dog with that stupid fake ass Burberry trench coat. What is it you do for a living anyway...’cause you sure look and smell like a fucking lawyer to me. I never met a lawyer I liked, maybe that’s what I smell on you that will make this so much fun. Did you think about what a bad boy you were all your fucking life and the punishment you deserve?”

“Well...is that a crime?” He said.

Of course, I had no experience with such men, but the way he said it sounded an awful like a spoiled little child taunting and challenging a parent just for attention. I used my intuition and took my husband’s belt and whipped him as punishment. The next time I wouldn’t be so gentle. Maybe the next time it would be something a little more painful, like pouring hot sauce down his sissy throat or maybe even sticking a straw into his piss hole. It became more amusing after time.

He began whimpering with a smile on his face.

“Is that what you want?”

I went to the kitchen and retrieved a milk bone. We had no dogs but I thought it would be a nice touch to make him beg like a dog. I told him to sit on a hard plastic bucket. He did warn me that his other Mistresses were not strict enough.

He sat down on his chair…an inverted white plastic bucket from the hardware store, all the while still hanging on to his milk-bone, sheepishly wanting approval from me and not getting it. This bucket chair was his training chair, rigged up with cattle fencing wire to maximize discomfort on his ass.  I signaled for him to sit on the hard cold plastic as he followed my every move with his almost black eyes. I hoped that whatever I did to him that night would make him choose me, if for nothing else than a confidence booster of sorts.

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

“Good boy…that’s good dog”. But he was not a good dog to me, not at all. There was something different in his eyes…something I hadn’t seen before when we were laying our cards on the table that day. I felt he needed to be disciplined more substantially than what he became used to with me as his Mistress. He was a bottom feeder to me, nothing more and nothing less than a cash cow, and as such, would suffer indignities reserved only for the lowest of the low.

I suspect that this well to do black guy with such obvious problems most likely began somewhere along the line during his early childhood. He enjoyed dressing up as a girl baby he confessed, and he made it clear that part of the money would have to go for his dream of having a wardrobe worthy of the most regal of babies. He not only wanted to be treated as a sissy but also was an adult baby. He wanted my dresser drawers to overflow with his custom made onsies coupled with his special pacifiers and baby gear. Of course, he would send away for all this, and it would be my address all this ridiculous attire would go to. His bottles were to be the old style glass ones. They had to be glass because of the contents they held during our sessions. Plastic absorbs toxins and odors whereas glass does not.

Around the corner in my kitchen I pictured the solid cherry Adult Baby High Chair he placed on order.  He described it in great detail, salivating as the descriptive words flowed from his tongue as effortless as my cruel ones flowed from mine. It was beautifully crafted and stood tall and proud among the rest of my eclectically decorated apartment. I would have to make up something about it just in case our friends or family came over unexpectedly. Oversized, it seemed to tower and appeared much larger than life when Bob would sit in it.    

“So you are going to sit down on your chair like the dirty little mama’s boy I know you to be. God you are fucking pathetic”.

I showed him the bowl of dog food that I had mixed with some of my golden liquid. I told him to sit down and open up. It was suppertime.

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

Jack himself off with Icy Hot or get fucked up the ass by me with an Icy Hot lubricated dildo. I was anxious to see if black cock lived up to the hype. I could hear my hubby in the next room cheering on some game or other with his friend. I could be in danger and as long as the game went on he was fine with it. Fucking asshole husband anyway.

“Take off your clothes, let’s see your cock you dirty little filthy boy…hurry up, I want to see your sorry excuse for a cock…I bet your real mother sucked your cock as a baby...isn’t that right? I bet your mother was just a worthless little whore. Do you even know who your father is anyway...I bet you don’t?” I handed him the icy hot and stood over him, waiting for it to happen. His cock was bigger than my husband’s skinny little baby cock. How about if in a few sessions more I get him to fuck the shit outta me? That would be sweet, and since it’s a customer I wouldn’t have to feel guilty about cheating. Cheating is only when you fuck someone because it’s convenient or if you fall in love with someone else. Technically it wouldn’t be cheating since it’s not really a man I would be fucking, right? He’s just a paying sissy baby fetish motherfucker, that’s all. Yeah, that’s it, I could live with that.

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

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

He just sat there whimpering like a sissy girl… and the pain and agony was visibly making him groan. It had to hurt and burn. It excited me to see his cock grow redder and more irritated with every stroke as he rubbed back and forth. The slurping sound was muffled by infrequent bouts of painful utterances. He grumbled and grunted as his strokes became faster and faster until one final stroke finally resulted in ejaculate squirting that would fill a bowl. I laughed when it finally came out, because I had a plan. It would be great for this rich cocksucker to have to drink his own cum.

“I love you Mistress. Thank you”

His cock was almost purple and raw.  I felt relieved that our session ended well. The next time will go much better.

OEBPS/images/image_c9a70fbb-085e-4aff-9cb3-540c1f59abbc3092699163883242201.jpg
LEARNING
CURVE

.

ENYA SWALLO}V





