

OPEN YOUR SISSY MOUTH!

© Kenya Swallow 2017 All Rights Reserved

All rights reserved. This is a work of fiction depicting fictitious adults 18 years of age or older.

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

It’s hard to pinpoint exactly when I woke up one morning and then realized that I was a Mistress after all, after reading book after book and drooling over all the images of men tied up, suffering at the hands of some leather clad dom, my destiny finally caught up to me. I was that leather clad bitch that enjoyed torturing men for no particular reason that to fulfill some deep seated hatred towards them, or maybe some deeper psychological reasons that still hadn’t caught up to me. Whatever it was, I finally was where I wanted to be in life, and the sissies were funding my sick and twisted games I would play with them. The most fun ones were the ones that paid me to piss or shit on them, and when I learned that my personal fudge torpedos could fetch even more money, I became a fan of laxatives and healthy eating.

It was a hard decision I was forced to make when I learned of Joanna’s innocent trespasses. Joanna was really ‘Joe’ who liked to think of himself as a woman and lacked the balls to come out in public. He was probably one of the most tormented of all my elite clientele and had always understood the premise that no matter how severe, his punishment was swift, just, and appropriate, befitting the crime at hand, if cross-dressing and confused gender identity were a crime.

He wanted to be punished and he proudly wore the indentations of my six inch stiletto heels all over his body, especially his chest area. I chained him to my stripper pole one weekend and made him write his name and loser after it 3000 times just because I saw a cut on his fingers, a cut that needed


to be made more sore through my harshness, and I was happy when he complained that his fingers were bleeding as I fingered my pussy to his pain. He was one of my first slaves, and there were many others, but him I remember because he was the one who gave me the idea of branding my customers with a hot poker straight from the fire into the letter L for loser of course.

As his Mistress, I alone had the privilege as well as the right to punish him with pain and forgive with mercy that made me so in tune with my slaves. I held his fate entirely in my well-manicured blood red lacquered hands and at my whim. I wouldn’t stop until I was sure that they were being punished enough and their cries for mercy went on deaf ears for most part of the time.

Bob was one of the most annoying slaves and so that was why he underwent more pain than the other and for certain a lot more humiliation

than the rest. I texted this piece of shit Bob the very specific instructions for tonight’s rendezvous…then patiently awaited his answer. His reply would be the same as always, Y for yes, or N for no. Bob was the second to join my slave menagerie, an articulate and well-groomed distinguished well-known anchorman, a man who epitomized white privilege who was no doubt a distinguished upstanding member within his community.

Bob the vanilla King and his wife the vanilla Queen surely lived in the lap of luxury with their perfect kids and their perfect vanilla dog in their million dollar vanilla home with Marley, a happy overweight Labrador Retriever who no doubt heard more than one lurid confession from his


sissified owner, and being a dog, was unable to spread the joyful news that would expose his Masters secret life as a filthy despicable being. Only Marley and I really knew Bob and his chocolate fixation.

I glanced at my phone; five minutes passed and still no answer. This was unacceptable. Perhaps he was held up at a meeting or performing surgery…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 he 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 old man shit-stained tighty-whiteys, 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 Masters door until I let you inside.”

I imagine his excitement as he read this…the worm was no doubt salivating at what awaited him. 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 her friends to join in the party. They would be my spectators tonight, awaiting his arrival to mock him and spit on him, degrade him and his straight-laced vanilla kind. I was so drooling at the thought of my friends spitting at him and blowing thick mucus boogers at his sorry bitch ass. Maybe another time, tonight I would be supplying the discipline.

“Bob” 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 social life and his persona as far away from the pathetic little man that I knew him to be. He stood to lose more than I ever could should his double life somehow come to light, exposing him for the disgusting cockroach I know him to be. I would charge him a straight fee, and on the nights he needed to be fed, it would be double that since he would be taking a very intimate part of me back with him 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.

I heard the elevator door close. It was probably him so I opened the gate and peeked my head out…sure enough there he was. I made him change down the hallway, secretly hoping that one of my neighbors would peek out and cause him great humiliation. The only neighbors on my floor would be Mrs.Lucci, an old bleached blonde science teacher that dressed more like a teenager, and Roy, 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 demanding specifications. I stood over this poor excuse for a man, establishing my authority by digging my six inch heel into his ass cheek, digging and digging until I was satisfied there would be a visible indentation. I dug into his side 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 gonna eat tonight…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?”

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 in the gluteousmaximus.  I signaled for him to sit on the hard cold plastic as he followed my every move with his cold steely blue eyes. I never admitted how much I hated his fuckin ugly ass blue eyes.

He sat 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 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 became used to with me as his Mistress. He was a bottom feeder, and as such, would suffer indignities reserved only for the lowest of the low.


I suspect that Bobby’s issues most likely began somewhere along the line during his early childhood. He enjoyed dressing up as a girl baby, and one of my dresser drawers practically overflowed with his custom made onsies coupled with his special pacifiers and baby gear. His 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.

Around the corner in my kitchen stood Bobby’s 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 Bob 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. Smacking his mouth loudly signaled his growing hunger, baby needed to be fed. The first course would begin with an appetizer of breast milk purchased specifically for him; he enjoyed sucking from the bottle as he ritualistically kneaded this now tattered remnant of a security blanket from his toddler years. He was in titty heaven as he envisioned himself suckling at a breast full of warm sweet leche; the kneading action alone was making him horny as his cock began its salutation.

“Open your mouth wide like a good boy”.

This was his first phase in accepting the food I was offering, one spoonful at a time. Trusting my judgment as his Master that I knew what was best for him. I fed him 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 long log that still revealed traces of corn from the creamed corn I enjoyed. It smelled and I asked him if he would enjoy it better if I were to nuke it quickly, making it more like pudding. Shaking his head no, he wanted it cold. Gesturing with his hands like a baby would, I placed his bowl in front of him on the tray, where he picked up his spoon and dove in. He appeared to enjoy it, taking small spoonfuls with his baby silver spoon; he gobbled it down like a trooper, gagging only infrequently. When the last bite disappeared, I asked him to lick his bowl clean. Cleanliness is next to Godliness after all, and little boys need to learn that. I was proud of my watered down creation of a human, taking photos of my boy eating his first

solid meal. He knew the photos would never be made public; they would be only being kept in the photo album that I treasure.

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. He chose A. Mama didn’t raise no fool.  

“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 hid you in some cave or sumptin’ when she saw the size of it” I screamed while spitting several lungers at his face.


Slowly, he unzipped the baby blue onesie with a choo-choo train pattern to reveal a white cloth diaper underneath. Carefully he undid the baby blue Gerber diaper pins revealing his naked and close shaven crotch. His arousal grew but he tried his best in containing the excitement as he stood gazing…anticipating my every move.

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 peehole”

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 love you Mistress. Thank you”

His cock was almost purple and raw.  I felt relieved that our session ended well.

Our relationship works because I pay attention to the unspoken words of body language of my pets, and always encourage them to communicate to me whenever they feel uncomfortable about something. 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. Out of

love for my pet I allowed him to do his usual thing after scatting and masturbating of just taking a shower, change into his regular clothes, and take a while to enjoy a glass of wine and idle chit chat before going back to our regular lives.
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