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CHAPTER ONE

I kind of fell into being a controlling cunt of a Mistress. From the time I was little I enjoyed tormenting males, even my brothers as I lay on my bed, coming up with new and different ways of either extorting money from them thanks to a little pink camera that was given to me on a birthday, or maybe it was Christmas, I can’t really remember it was so long ago. Since I was the only female child in the family, I was able to play the submissive delicate little flower when it suited me to my parents, but mostly to my father who was a protective sort. Yes, no matter what I did (and I did plenty), I got away with it. Some people might even call me a sociopath, but I really didn’t want to be the lamb, I wanted and preferred being the wolf.

When I got a little older, I discovered that one of my brothers liked to put on makeup, and I suspected it because some of my own makeup, especially my lipsticks since I had a thing for blood red sumptuous lipsticks, was mysteriously going down every time I went to use it. Since I didn’t


really have a job back then since I downright detested little kids so babysitting was out of the question, I would give blowjobs for money. I scored my men employers carefully, always married to be able to film them without their knowledge and receive some kind of bonus compensation if they didn’t want their wives to find out of their illicit visits to a high school tramp. After my pink little camera I waited until the following Christmas and begged my father for a professional grade spy camera and that was the year that I discovered that rich married men had a lot more to offer me than some pimple faced young motherfucker with a harder dick, but a slim wallet. I loved money all my life, and money was as necessary to me as the air I breathed.

My first victim was the pastor at our Church. He was new, replacing the old decrepit Father Milliken and I was glad for it. The new priest was far younger and it was a true shame that he was a priest, and I would be lying if I said that I didn’t have the hots for the fine tall black man that stood out like a barely clad heavy lipstick wearing with cheap perfume tacky hooker in the Middle of Mecca because I did.

Father Jonathan was all alone with me the day that I pretended to be so guilt ridden about not only all the shit that I bestowed upon my brother all those years, but also of the lust filled thoughts that raced through my immature mind almost every waking second, that I had to have an ‘emergency’ confession just in case that I would croak on that day. He happily obliged and brought me to the back room. It’s been years since confessions were


conducted in a dark room separating priest and guilty party, and I missed those days that were replaced with one on one face to face confession.

“Father, I have to tell you something.” I said, lowering my face and adjusting my shirt that showed my full cleavage. 

“Yes my child, you can tell me what it is.” He said. I looked up to his handsome dark face and the full lips that I saw invading my pussy as I opened up to him, revealing juicy detail after juicy detail of how many times I caught myself making someone’s life miserable because I enjoyed it so much .

“And another thing Father, I think about sex all of the time, even when I’m not supposed to like now.” I said. He looked at me and it was hard to gauge his reaction, if there even was one.

“Like now…I think about how big your cock must be, and how it would feel to have your holy cock inside my nice tight young pussy. Does that mean I’m going to burn in hell Father? I’m so afraid of all the naughty thoughts that I fantasize about you almost every day. I picture how I can seduce you to the point where you either give up the Priesthood or kill yourself because you too can’t resist my tight cunt.” I sobbed, or pretended to.


“Hmmm….well child…” He was uncomfortable, I could tell.

“Father, please let me cry on your shoulder, I need that to have someone fully understand me, and my parents they tell me what a bad girl I am all the time.”

I went over to where he sat on the long wooden pew and lay my head on his big strong shoulders. I took my hand and felt the stiffness of his black pants. If you saw him on the street you wouldn’t even know he was a Priest, he looked just like any other man.

He wrapped his arms around my shoulder as I played with the fabric of his pants. I wanted to touch his crotch but contained myself. After a few minutes of convincing myself that a few tears would do the trick and bring him to the point of no return, it actually worked!

“Now…don’t cry…if you want I could talk to your family, that is if you want…you’re not a bad girl at all, just a misunderstood one…now now, don’t cry anymore!” He said, bringing me closer to his body.  As I clung to him, I could feel his cock growing against my body, and it felt huge!


“Father…is it wrong for me to want you physically?” I looked up at him, and I thought I saw him blushing a little.

“Like now…I want to put my hand on your cock, and I want to suck you off…is that so wrong Father…please, I need your guidance in this matter.

I brought my lips over to his, taking my tongue and making tiny little delicate circle motions around his thick one, and he kissed me back. It wasn’t a delicate kiss it was the lustful kiss of a man who hadn’t had a woman in too long of a time. I kissed him back, sensing that I would be his fuck buddy before too long if I played my cards right. I still to this day couldn’t figure out what went wrong, why he stopped.

So that was when I just knelt before him and unzipped his pants, taking out his anaconda large cock, and it was the first time really that I saw a big black cock in person. It was black, it was big, it was Holy, and from the looks of it, it was mine since he didn’t resist. He took my head and guided his penis in my mouth. I had to stretch my mouth a lot to take the thick shaft of it that was quivEmilyg. He got up and put his cock back inside his pants.

“I will pray for you my child. The serpent comes in many forms. In the meantime, after you leave, I want you to contemplate long and hard about how you are desecrating your body that God gave you.” He said as he


briskly walked away from my mouth that had its first taste of black cock. I was so fucking close, but I left it at that since I was a big believer in karma. He almost looked annoyed that he had this big black cock and no horny woman to poke it into. I was almost ashamed, but that didn’t stop me from pursuing my ultimate goal of one day becoming famous for my sexuality, but it was the last time that I tried with a man of God.

CHAPTER TWO

I graduated High School unceremoniously, but with a few extra nice clean hundred dollar bills that I kept hidden under one of the floorboards to not give away the source of my hard earned cash that had my knees calloused by the time I entered college. Nobody knew, not even my best friend.

Since it was a fact that all my life I’ve had issues with men it became natural for me to abuse and use them for the right price. At first, I thought I was being singled out as the only daughter in a houseful of male children whenever the responsibility of chores and household duties rolled around until my first camera and my resourceful ways of dealing with problems.


I hated the slave labor that came with being the only daughter in a houseful of men so later on; I transferred my natural resentment into a profitable way of living. It always had to be me to do certain things around the house, like picking up my brother’s underwear after a shower that had railroad tracks from front to end. Maybe that was where I first noticed the many shades of brown. Brown was sexy and it was one of the most despicable acts to have to take a dump in a man’s mouth, but it was a necessary evil that paid its dividends.

Despite partying hard, I somehow managed to graduate with an almost perfect GPA that allowed me to have my pick of any college that I wanted, but I picked one close by so that I could keep on letting my parents pay all my bills while continuing to grow my secret stash of sex cash. My pussy had more traffic than the Lincoln Tunnel by the time I became a sophomore at Trinity College.

It was during my second year in college that my obsession with brown led me down the path of scat play. I couldn’t stop thinking about that one time where I was in a party and one dude paid me to eat my shit. I had become quite the cock sucker for fifty to a hundred bucks for only ten minutes of sucking some guy off, and if they wanted to have me swallow, well, that was extra.


After college, I made it my career choice after many interviews for jobs that I really hated despite all those student loans breathing down my neck. Enterprising was the name of the game and with my first scat slave, I knew that charging for my shit was my life’s calling.

Besides, every single one of my sissy slave’s reminded me of something that I hated about my brothers, especially the oldest Ralph, so tormenting them and degrading them was really second nature, and in less than a year, I was able to almost pay off my student loans. I was twenty four by the time I was free and clear financially.

Men or women, it didn’t really matter to me, I disciplined both but the men were the ones that I truly enjoyed whipping and humiliating. I met Amanda through a mutual friend at the escort agency where I still worked in the secretarial capacity.

I tried to work as a secretary during one summer at a law firm until the oldest of the senior partners discovered that I had a thing going on with one of the other attorneys, plus the fact that I was caught on more than one occasion watching some hardcore porn during my lunch break. Maybe that was for the best since I had a problem with authority figures, man or woman, I just didn’t like being told what to do by anybody.


It was a hard decision I was forced to make when I learned of Amanda’s innocent trespasses. She had always understood the premise that no matter how severe, her punishment was swift, just, and appropriate, befitting the crime at hand. The bitch was one of those in and out clients, who I just couldn’t count on, so it was no surprise when she ended our relationship, and she usually had some reason to not pay my full amount.

As her Mistress, I alone had the privilege as well as the right to punish her with pain and forgive her with mercy. I could have done something creative with all the secret filming I had of her having her asshole stretched with an anal plug as I fisted her, or the time where she ate her dinner out of my toilet as I watched, I could have but didn’t. But it was fun while it lasted as I held her fate entirely in my well-manicured blood red lacquered hands and at my whim. She was also one of those ‘cutters’, cutting herself to relieve some sense of guilt (probably for stiffing me from my money) so before her sudden departure, I had my nails done into a cat like claw with razor sharp tips as I scratched her mercilessly all over her back, just as a reminder.

She was my first lady Slave and I was her Mistress until one day, out of the blue, she met Mr. Right and terminated our relationship.

There were many other, some of whom gave me the creeps like Lester (I used to call him Lester the Molester just because he looked like one of those freaks you read about in the news that with a little imagination, you could


see doing all kinds of nasty things to kids) and after a few sessions, I had to end it with him when it felt like he was stalking me for no apparent reason. He was the one who taught me lesson number five, that you never ever let your clients know exactly where you lived. After him, I insisted on meeting them someplace public and maybe only after month of trusting, let them know a little bit more about me.

Emily was one of my favorites because she paid on time and very generously. She too was an attorney, and because of her, I got a few more clients that needed someone with a firm hand to teach them some form of discipline. We would usually meet on a Thursday night. I texted this piece of shit Emily the very specific instructions for tonight’s rendezvous…then patiently awaited her answer.

Her reply would be the same as always, Y for yes, or N for no. She was the second to join my slave menagerie, an articulate and well-groomed distinguished well-known news anchor, a woman who epitomized white privilege who was no doubt a distinguished upstanding member within her community.

Emily was married, happy supposedly, and I pictured her happy little wealthy life with a happy overweight Labrador retriever, who no doubt heard more than one lurid confession from his secretly gay owner, and being a dog, was unable to spread the joyful news that would expose his owner’s


secret life as a filthy despicable being. She told me that her husband was gay and into scat and that was what held their marriage together, loving the filthy brown stuff that came out of my asshole. Sometimes, when it was her and her husband, I would use a total deprivation mask on him alone, watching in excitement as I forced her to watch him almost suffocate before removing it, and all the whip marks on his back was my way of marking my territory.

I glanced at my phone; five minutes passed and still no answer. This was unacceptable. Perhaps she 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 she would be paying extra in more ways than one tonight. She 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, and it was a Y for yes.

Sometimes the bitch liked playing mind games with me, and that was one of those days. I methodically typed the detailed instructions of her 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 dirty Jew pig. 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 owner’s door until I decide to let you come inside. Oh yes, did I mention, I have some bacon in there as a treat for you since I know that you can’t have that. ”

I imagined her excitement as she read that…the little cunt worm was no doubt salivating at what awaited her. That thing with a pussy would become a dog tonight…without the dignity of one. I stopped short of drawing a swastika on her face, just for fun. 

As I contemplated enlisting the element of surprise by asking a close friend and one of her friends to join in the party, my mind wandered to what I should do to increase the excitement for me and degradation for the Jew cunt. I knew for a fact that she hated blacks, and even bragged a time or two about how many of them she put behind bars during her early years as a prosecutor for the state, so it wasn’t like she didn’t deserve whatever punishment I dared to dream up to make her life a living hell.

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


“Emily” was very cunning and took great pains in covering her tracks, always paying in cash, and using a track phone that she kept for our dates only. She never divulged to me her real phone number, always keeping her high class social life as well as her social persona as far away from the pathetic little cunt that I knew her to be.

She stood to lose more than I ever could should this double life somehow come to light, exposing her for the disgusting cockroach I know her to be. I would charge her a straight fee, and on the nights she needed to be fed, it would be double that since she would be taking a very intimate part of me back with her to her perfect world. She loved the taste of my solid waste and I loved feeding it to her. We both got what we wanted in the end.

I heard the elevator door close. It was probably her so I opened the gate and peeked my head out…sure enough there she was. I made her change down the hallway, secretly hoping that one of my neighbors would peek out and cause her great humiliation and recognize her face on the local news. The only neighbor on my floor was Mrs. Marino, an old retired school teacher from Pennsylvania who moved out of state to be near her worthless son that didn’t pay her any mind, and another fellow that looked Chinese. I liked him because all I had to do was show my face at the door and he would always make me something to eat, and I loved Chink food.


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

“Look at you…you look ridiculous” I laughingly mocked her as she 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 woman, establishing my authority by digging my six inch heel into her unmarked ass cheek, digging and digging until I was satisfied there would be a visible indentation or maybe some blood. I dug into her side flesh 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 going to eat tonight…Honestly, you make me sick, just look at you, barely a woman with that long ass horse face of yours; how can your husband even stand to look at you?”

CHAPTER THREE

She sat down on her chair…an inverted white plastic bucket from the hardware store, all the while still hanging on to her milk-bone, sheepishly wanting approval from me and not getting it. This bucket chair was her


training chair, rigged up with cattle fencing wire to maximize discomfort in her slim toned middle class ass.  I signaled for her to sit on the hard cold plastic as she followed my every move with her cold medium green eyes. She sat until I signaled for her to drop her bone in front of me, and respecting my authority, she did as he was told.

“Good girl…that’s good dog, I mean bitch in heat”. But she was not a good dog that night; there was something different in her eyes…something I hadn’t seen before. I felt she needed to be disciplined more substantially than what she had become used to with me as her Mistress. Unbeknownst to anyone she was a bottom feeder, and as such, would suffer indignities reserved only for the lowest of the low. She loved to eat my shit, just as thought she were dining at the finest restaurant in the city.

I suspect that the double life leading woman’s issues most likely began somewhere along the line during early childhood. She enjoyed dressing up as a boy baby as well as a cowboy completes with a set of chaps, and one of my dresser drawers practically overflowed with her custom made onesies coupled with her special pacifiers and baby gear.

I thought about one time throwing out all her shit in the trash just to see her reaction, and maybe one day I will if she crosses the line with me. Her 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.

When she drew up a list of ‘things’ that she needed to fulfill her fantasy, one of them was a high chair. Since she was almost six feet tall it had to be custom made to order. 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 she would sit in it.

“Sit down on your chair like the dirty little mama’s girl I know you to be”. She obliged willingly, awaiting her lunch. Smacking her mouth loudly signaled her growing hunger the baby needed to be fed and fed quickly too. The first course would begin with an appetizer of breast milk purchased specifically for her; she enjoyed sucking from the bottle as she ritualistically kneaded this now tattered remnant of a security blanket from her toddler years.

She was in breast heaven as she envisioned herself suckling at a breast full of warm sweet mother’s milk, the stuff of life. The kneading action alone was making her horny and I could see her nipples rising as they began their salutation while she took her finger and began to finger her pussy beneath


the white cotton diapers she wore. The more she rubbed I noticed that her breathing became shallower, and in between drinking the milk I saw he gently nibbling her lower lip in excitement.

“Open your mouth wide like a good little rich bitch”.

“What is that you’re touching down there? Is that your pussy?” I asked, digging my nails into the hand that she was using to bring herself pleasure.

It was always the same and that was the first phase in her accepting the food I was offering, one spoonful at a time. Trusting my judgment as her Master that I knew what was best for her. Sometimes as treat, I would take multiple fiber capsules so that she could enjoy a nice steamy milk shake of shit in her bottle. After drinking it, she would always rub it all over her body as I pissed on her, sometimes in her mouth directly.

She already had a few fingers in her pussy and the harder she rubbed, the more I wanted to get in there and peg her with my massive 14 inch dildo. At first, she confessed that her husband was trying to get her to give up her back pussy to his cock but that was one thing she would never do. She knew that if someone was going to fuck her hard up the ass it would be me, her Master, and not some middle aged guy that had every right to as her husband.


I fed her 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 thick long log that still revealed traces of corn from the creamed corn I enjoyed. It smelled and I asked her if she would enjoy it better if I were to nuke it quickly, making it more like pudding.

Shaking her head no, she wanted it cold. Gesturing with her hands like a baby would, I placed the bowl in front of her on the tray, where she 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.

She appeared to enjoy it, taking only a small spoonful with her baby silver spoon; she gobbled it down like a trooper, gagging only infrequently and washing it down with some more milk. When the last bite disappeared, I asked her to thoroughly lick her bowl clean. Cleanliness is next to Godliness after all, and little girls and boys need to learn that important lesson early on in life. I remembered my own brother 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, so I was in fact doing a service.

I was proud of my watered down creation of a human, taking photos of my girl eating her very first solid meal. She knew the photos would never be made public; they would be only being kept in the photo album that I


treasure. It was the ace up my sleeve; they would in fact be made public should the cunt ever short change me on my fee.

She knew better than to throw a temper tantrum by refusing to eat. Those episodes would never end well for her. She made me wait a few minutes this morning and I pointed it out to her that she would be disciplined for this. Noticing the arousal that her nipples showed me, I grabbed the Icy Hot pain relief gel. I gave her two choices for tonight…

Jack herself off with Icy Hot or get fucked up the ass by me with an Icy Hot lubricated dildo.

“Take off your clothes, let’s see your pussy you dirty little filthy bitch…hurry up, I want to see your sorry white ass” I screamed while spitting several lungers at her face that clung to it like flies on shit.

Slowly, she unzipped the pink onesie with a princess pattern to reveal a white cloth diaper underneath. Carefully she undid the baby blue Gerber diaper pins revealing her naked and close shaven pussy. Her arousal grew but she tried her best in containing the excitement as she stood gazing…anticipating my every move.


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

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

She just sat there wimp has been white sissy girl who lacked the balls to stand up for herself. She grimaced from the pain I guess… and the pain and agony was visibly making her groan. It had to hurt and burn and no way to wash it off, I sure as fuck wasn’t about to lend her my pussy shower system.

The pain would do her good. It excited me to see her face get redder and more irritated with every stroke as she rubbed back and forth with her fingers as her clit grew fatter, I knew that deep down the sorry cunt was enjoying it.

The slurping sound was muffled by infrequent bouts of painful utterances. She grumbled and grunted as her strokes became faster and faster until one final stroke finally resulted in her screaming past the ball gag in her mouth. Goose bumps covered every inch of her body.


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

Her pussy had to be as raw as hamburger meat and for a split second I almost felt sorry for the bitch that had a lot to do with me becoming financially secure, far more than some of the other Dominant Masters or Mistresses out there that I knew. But I didn’t, she wasn’t paying me to be nice to her, she was paying me to teach her lessons that she needed to learn. I felt relieved that our session ended well.

Our relationship worked because I paid attention to the unspoken words of body language of my pets Slaves, and always encouraged them to communicate to me whenever they feel uncomfortable about something. If they felt uncomfortable about anything at all, we had a safe word. Tonight I would have to wait for the extra punishment, she was not comfortable with any more torment, and maybe she just had a bad day. Out of love for my pet I allowed her to do her usual thing after scatting and masturbating of just taking a shower, change into her regular Vanilla world clothes, and take a while to enjoy a glass of wine and idle chit chat before going back to our regular lives.

Shit eating rich cunt, next time I’ll be scraping your nipples and pouring vinegar on afterwards, I sat there daydreaming away scenario after scenario, always trying to raise the stakes just to keep things interesting.


“You husband white ain’t he?” I asked as she got up after I granted her permission to do so.

“Yes Mistress, he is” She sounded like I was hitting a raw nerve in her psyche. It was an intuition I had that she did not want me within any distance that would threaten her comfort zone should her secret gay life come into light.

“ Well, I got a treat for you next time, I think you will thank me.”
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