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CHAPTER ONE

So I learned that my piece of shit Slave had tried to get himself yet another Master to replace me. I learned of this because I was friends with almost every Dominant Mistress that I knew existed, but of course, these are always those wannabe’s that aspire to take shortcuts and proclaim themselves as a Mistress even though they don’t really know the first thing about it. That was the final straw, and as long as it wouldn’t become a commonplace thing for them to dump me I wasn’t worried about anything. She had always understood the premise that no matter how severe, his punishment was swift, just, and appropriate, befitting the crime at hand, but the bitch always wanted more and more; she became as needy as a two year old and after awhile it became annoying, so maybe she was just reading between the lines after all. As his Mistress, I alone had the privilege as well as the right to punish his with pain and forgive his with mercy. I held his fate entirely in my well-manicured blood red lacquered hands and at my whim for whatever crossed my sick twisted mind that day. I forgot about his as quickly as she entered my life and moved on.


John was one of my favorite Slaves in the Harem of pets that I owned.

His house was impeccably decorated. I didn’t know what he did for a living because he was mysterious and secretive, and no matter how I tried to prod it from him, he never did trust me enough to share. Maybe he was too fucking important for a Mistress like me, but he paid well. My first visit to him left me in awe. As soon as I walked inside the large living room he grabbed me by the arm even though I didn’t give him permission yet, and whispered in my ear.

“I’m a dirty boy Mistress, and I need you to teach me how to be a better person…I want to eat your shit Mistress, I want you to rub your excrement in my face and feed it to me, just like a baby.”

“You are a filthy boy, not a dirty one…let’s just call a spade a spade faggot You want to lick my ass clean after I take a big dump on your face?” I asked him, and I noticed that the more descriptive I became the more his cock was getting hard and tenting in his perfectly tailored trousers. He was the very epitome of elegance, so I had that wall to tear down for him. He was scum and he knew it, if not, he wouldn’t have sought my services to put him in his place. He was the bottom of the barrel.

“You don’t know how long I’ve wanted someone like you to dominate me, to share my indulgence in scat play. I’ve looked elsewhere, and actually it was one of your own pets that referred you to me. She said you could help me Mistress…could you?” I looked him over and then at all the elegant expensive items that surrounded us. He had the most amazing collection of Faberge eggs. He looked nervous as I approached the glass cases that held them. The ticking of my heels on his floor was another thing


that made him uneasy since he himself walked through the parquet floors in socking feet to not damage the shine.

“Are these real?” I asked. He gulped.

“Yes they are Mistress.” He said.

“Take one out for me so I can play with it…”

“Yes Mistress.” He pressed some button on the security keypad and removed the one I liked and tucked it in my brassiere.

“You want to lick my ass don’t you you maggot…I have to take a BM shortly, how about you have your first meal. But let’s discuss the price first. You look like you could use some soul cleansing…”

“Soul cleansing?”

“Yes…if you give generously in this life it will be returned tenfold in the afterlife…or don’t you ever read the bible you loser?” I said. I wasn’t


playing with this weasel, and I was merely establishing boundaries in our relationship early on.

“Lay down on your bed and take your clothes off and rub your cock hard, I know you want some. First though…I want to take one of your credit cards, the one with no limit…”

“It would be my American Express Mistress!”

“That will do fine until you set up my own cards for my use. Do you understand?” I said. He removed his trousers and wallet and then handed me the credit card. I was happy because I needed a few things. I just had a car bought for me from one of my other Slaves but I needed more since I had refined tastes.

He did as he was told and started to rub his cock hard. It wasn’t anything to write home about and I’ve seen bigger, but it wasn’t pathetically stunted like the ones I’ve sometimes had to endure. I swung my size DD breasts into his face, letting him lick my nipples as I held onto his balls, if he was too rough, I would gladly just squeeze the life out of them.

“Do you wish to taste my ass?” He looked happy and excited. I undressed, just the bottom half and shoved my cunt into his waiting face. I


let out a very damp wet fart onto his nose, and I could see that he began to rub his cock even harder. His tongue reached out to my asshole and with little circle motions began to trace the outline of my brown puckered ass lips; he was right on the money.

“Is this what you want you piece of shit? You want me to shit inside your filthy filthy dirty mouth?” The odor from my ass was because I knew of this date and his peculiar fetish, so I didn’t completely wipe last night, and come to think of it, I forgot to wash my pussy as well, so the smell was ripe to him, and he enjoyed every lick of my backside bouquet as I was helping myself to the contents of his wallet. I was guiding his tongue to whise my ass was really itchy, probably from all the bacterial buildup on my rectum. I farted in his face again. I knew he wanted some shit but I was constipated whenever I ate Chinese food, maybe it was the MSG or whatever they used for spices.

“Clean my asshole good sissy man!”

Maybe because he was stimulating the skin so much I felt a log began to exit my ass, it was about a two inches, and not one of the beautiful long ones that sometimes filled my white porcelain toilet to artist status. I was proud of some of my turds sometimes.  As soon as it went in his mouth I could hear him chewing it, and it sounded like he was chewing on some nuts or something, maybe the corn that I had the night before in the corn chowder I ordered. My turdy treat filled up his mouth and I could see that his cock began to twitch, I stroked it and then he filled my hand with that nasty white glob of goo that I didn’t give him permission to do. It was extremely mushy,


almost like a milkshake that was warm and smelly. I sat up quickly and took it along with the shit that was over his mouth and covered him up with it.

“OHHHH YESS…..MISTRESS I ADORE YOU…PLEASE LET ME BE YOUR ONLY SLAVE MISTRESS!!!!” He cried, begging again.

CHAPTER TWO

And then there was my second favorite, and his name was Sal. Sal was an Italian that held a lot of secrets in his closet, especially from his family since he was married with two kids under his belt. He was the one that I had to say I had the most fun with since he was such an easy target for humiliating and degrading. His cock was also one of the biggest I’d ever seen.

For our second rendezvous I texted him late, just to play games with him…then patiently awaited his answer. His reply would be the same as


always, Y for yes, or N for no. He was the second to join my slave menagerie,

I glanced at my phone; five minutes passed and still no answer. This was unacceptable. Perhaps he 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 he would be paying extra in more ways than one tonight. He knew this would invite an extra dose of pain and humiliation. Six minutes had passed, the green light for tonight’s discipline had come through, it was a Y.

Fuckin worm…now you’re going to really get it you privileged fucktard I thought to myself. I methodically typed the detailed instructions of his arrival on my phone, in sequential order that 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 Mistresses door until I let you inside.”

I imagine his excitement as she read this…the little cunt worm was no doubt salivating at what awaited his. This sissy thing would become a dog tonight…without the dignity of one.      

I contemplated enlisting the element of surprise by asking a close friend and one of his friends to join in the party. They would be my


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

“Sal” was very cunning and took great pains in covering his tracks, always paying in cash, and using a track phone that he kept for our dates only. He never divulged to me his real phone number, always keeping his high class social life as well as his social persona as far away from the pathetic little cunt that I knew his to be. Maybe he was just too afraid of his wife. He stood to lose more than I ever could should this double life somehow come to light, exposing his for the disgusting Italian cockroach I knew him to be. I would charge his a straight fee, and on the nights she needed to be fed, it would be double that since he would be taking a very intimate part of me back with his to his perfect world. He loved the taste of my solid waste and I loved feeding it to him. We both got what we wanted in the end.

I heard the elevator door close and it was probably him. It was probably his so I opened the gate and peeked my head out…sure enough it was him I made his change down the hallway, secretly hoping that one of my neighbors would peek out and cause his great humiliation and recognize his face.

The only neighbors on my floor were Mrs. Martello, an old bleached blonde science professor retired from her college days that dressed more like


a teenager, and Jim, a middle-aged hillbilly with no friends and even less personality.

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

“Look at you…you look ridiculous” I laughingly mocked him as he entered my domain. I kicked the door shut with my black patent leather boots custom made in Italy to my exact specifications. There was nothing quite like the feel of superior leather constructed in Italy. I too was once a Slave to an insufferable Mistress that taught me the ropes, and taught me that to reach my goal, I had to suffer the road to the Dominant Mistress that I am today by enduring the very same road that I had to subject my own slaves to, kind of like a hands on approach. They sure as fuck don’t teach in any textbooks.

I stood over this poor excuse for a man/woman, establishing my authority by digging my six inch heel into his unmarked ass cheek, digging and digging until I was satisfied these would be a visible indentation for his wife to see. I dug into his side flesh deeper and deeper until a faint trace of blood peeked through.

“Sit down like a human being…and quit your panting and whining…you disgust me... You’re nothing more than a piece of shit and that’s all you’re gonna eat tonight is my shit, nice and brown and gooey, you would like that wouldn’t you loser?”

As he did as he was told and sat down on his chair…an inverted white plastic bucket from the hardware store, all the while still hanging on to his


milk-bone, sheepishly wanting approval from me and not getting it. This bucket chair was his training chair, rigged up with cattle fencing wire to maximize discomfort in the pasty white ass cheeks of his.  The poor creature sat until I signaled for him to drop his bone in front of me, and respecting my authority, she did as he was told.

“Good girl…that’s good dog”. But he was not a good dog tonight. There was something different in his eyes…something I hadn’t seen before. I felt he needed to be disciplined more substantially than what he had become used to with me as his Mistress. He actually waited until the sixth month under my training to let me know of his real fetish, and it was what he most feared to become known, he was a bottom feeding fish; only his thing was to have me shit in his mouth and then has him wash it down with some piss. At first, I thought that he was joking since up until that point I dealt with only men who needed sissy training and the occasional one that was really too hardcore for me and their role playing had many serious implications that I decided to not continue their therapy, like the ones who wanted to deliberately be brought to deaths door and if something went down they would see their makers at my hands. That was just way too fucking risky.

CHAPTER THREE


I suspect that this double life leading woman’s issues most likely began somewhere along the line during early childhood. He enjoyed dressing up as a girl as well as a cowboy completes with a set of pink chaps, and one of my dresser drawers practically overflowed with his custom made baby outfits with all sorts of girly décor befitting a princess baby, coupled with his special pacifiers and baby gear.

I must admit his submissive ways sometimes made me want to throw all his wardrobe into the trash in front of his door, but since he never told me where he lived that plan would have been just another bust.. His baby bottles were always the old style glass ones that became increasingly harder and harder to find. You see, they had to be glass because of the contents they held during our sessions.

Around the corner in my kitchen stood his solid cherry Adult Baby High Chair.It was beautifully crafted and stood tall and proud among the rest of my eclectically decorated apartment. Oversized, it seemed to tower and appeared much larger than life when he would sit in it.    

“Sit down on your chair like the dirty little mama’s boy I know you to be”. He obliged willingly, awaiting his lunch. For special effects he was pretty loud when he smacked his thin pursed lips, just like a fucking baby. Smacking his mouth loudly signaled his growing hunger, and the baby needed to be fed as in yesterday. It was always the same and the first course would begin with an appetizer of breast milk purchased specifically for him; and he enjoyed sucking from the bottle as she ritualistically kneaded his Teddy bear. He was in breast milk heaven as she envisioned himself suckling at a breast full of warm sweet milk and the kneading action alone


was making his horny and I could see his nipples rising as they began their salutation.

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

Before every spoonful I would put out at least one of my cigarettes on his tongue to make the nice warm milk a pleasant reprieve from the burning that he had to feel, and the one spoonful at a time of the milk always came a little late for his burning tongue because after the cigarette I would follow with some of the world’s hottest hot sauce, just a little drop on the back of his tongue. Trusting my judgment as his Master that I knew what was best for his. I fed his my solid waste from yesterday’s bowel movement, which I kept fresh inside the dorm room sized refrigerator separate from the one containing food, but sometimes I just let it ferment on my window in the sun.. 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 his if she would enjoy it better if I were to nuke it quickly, making it more like pudding. Shaking his head no, she wanted it cold. Gesturing with his hands like a baby would, I placed the bowl in front of his on the tray, and then he 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. He always appeared to enjoy it, taking only a small spoonful with his baby silver spoon; he gobbled it down like a trooper, gagging only infrequently and washing it down with some more milk as I laughed and pinched his nipples or sometimes pulled the skin of his cock to amazing lengths. When the last bite disappeared, I asked his to thoroughly lick his bowl clean. I was


always taught that cleanliness was next to Godliness after all, and little girls and boys need to learn that important lesson early on in life.

I remembered my own brothers 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 because of our Greek heritage, and so I was in fact doing a service to him by teaching him that male and female had equal roles. I was proud of my watered down creation of a human, taking photos of my girl eating his very first solid meal. He knew the photos would never be made public; they would be only being kept in the photo album that I treasured but also to show the rest of my menagerie what to expect from me if they disobeyed me in anything.

Those photos were the ace up my sleeve, they would in fact be made public should the cunt ever short change me on my fee, and I hoped that he knew better than to fuck me outta some money.

He was babbling….AGAIN!

He began by whining like a little fucking prick, and then started to push away the spoon, making a mess on my floor. It was unusual for him to throw a temper tantrum by refusing to eat like he did that time. Those episodes would never end well for him and sometimes I thought that he was just deliberately making a scene so that I punished him even more. She made me wait a few minutes this morning and I pointed it out to his that she would be disciplined for this. Noticing the arousal that his nipples showed me, I grabbed the of the Ben Gay that I kept for some spoiled little pricks like him. I gave his two choices for tonight…


He could either jerk himself off with Icy Hot or get fucked up the ass by me with an Icy Hot lubricated dildo while I inserted a plain plastic straw up his pee hole. He thought about it with a smile and chose the first since he knew that the second might involve some blood, something he didn’t like seeing on himself but didn’t mind watching on the television.

Slowly, he unzipped the pink cute little onsie with a princess pattern to reveal a white cloth diaper underneath. Carefully he undid the baby blue Gerber diaper pins revealing his naked and close shaved cock area. His arousal grew but she tried his best in containing the excitement as he stood gazing…anticipating my every move with delight.

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

“Start stroking; make sure you get it inside your peephole, and also up your asshole”

He just sat there whimpering like a sissy girl from the pain I guess… and the pain and agony was visibly making his groan louder and louder since I made sure that before the gel was applied, I took some sandpaper and rubbed it raw. I knew that the pain would do his privileged white cracker ass some good. It excited me to see his face get redder and more irritated with every stroke as he rubbed his cock back and forth with his fingers until it reddened so much that it looked like as if it was about to bleed. The slurping sound was muffled by infrequent bouts of painful utterances. As he grunted since in the end it was making him horny as his strokes became faster and


faster until one final stroke finally resulted in his screaming past the ball gag that I placed in his mouth to muffle his shrieking like a fucking baby girl.

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

His cock had to be as raw as the hamburger meat in mu fridge and for a split second I almost felt sorry for the little bitch. It was a business arrangement; I had to keep reminding myself to never let my guard down with him or any other of my Slaves that were paying me for a service that I was fulfilling in their lives.  It wasn’t easy sometimes to not be human and pity the creatures that needed that element of pain in their sorry ass lives.  Probably the only reason or the most important one as to why our relationship works is because I pay close attention to the unspoken words and the body language of my Slaves, and always encourage them to communicate to me whenever they feel uncomfortable about something new that I may introduce, but that was why safe words were so important. What may be not too harsh for me might very well be the very thing that makes them cross over to such unimaginable pain that they may never be able to fully recover from.

Tonight I would have to wait for the extra punishment, he was not comfortable with any more torment, and maybe he just had a bad day at work. Out of love for my Slave I allowed him to do his usual thing after scatting and masturbating of just taking a shower, change into his regular


clothes, and then take a while to enjoy a glass of wine or beer along with some idle chit chat before going back to our regular lives.

As he talked my wheels began turning as to how I can safely ratchet up the pain part of his discipline without him realizing it.

“You wife is white isn’t now, is she?” I asked as he got up after I granted his permission to do so. I could tell by the look on his face that he didn’t want to discuss it any further and so we shook hands as usual and made the next appointment.
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