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There are infinite advantages to working the poles at a strip joint that most people choose to not take the time to understand. For me, the lure of easy money was an irresistible and important factor, and in addition to the admiration of adoring but usually inebriated men that would literally throw money at me, made stripping the right choice for me. It appealed to my exhibitionist side. Some, although not all of the patrons, were professional men who would seek me out as an escape from their mundane vanilla world of work and not much play.

As a Dominant Mistress, there are few things as emancipating as the rush of adrenaline that comes from humiliating and exacting at least a small amount of pain upon my slaves. It was only recently that I had discovered the world of scat, thanks to Lenny, one of the bouncers at the Silky Beaver strip bar.

Ever since I was a little girl, the process of going number two always fascinated me. As the youngest of five kids, I held the distinct honor of being the youngest kid to grasp the concept of potty training. I still remember it as though it had only happened just yesterday. I received more than my share of positive reinforcement for my efforts from doting parents, but that wasn’t the reason why I compulsively went on the seat and not in my diapers, I really enjoyed the feel of my excrement as it slowly exited my bunghole, winding up in the bowl where I could gaze at it and marvel at the different shapes and designs. If I ate more than usual, it would escape my diaper and run down my legs, smelling up my legs now and maybe even the floor. Going poop in the bowl was infinitely neater, more hygienic. I marveled at the really artistically shaped turds I would sometimes hide under my bed, just so I could later examine its muddy perfection.  Later on in life, during my high-school years, the highlight of my babysitting was the diaper part. The heavenly aroma of baby shit was intoxicating to me.

That was many moons ago, but still the same nostalgic feelings remain.

I was almost finished with my shift, ending the last dance with a slow winding around the shiny metal pole. Another day ended, and I counted the small pile of paper money that my adoring horny admirers had tucked into my outfit. Not a bad haul for a single days work, There was a total of three hundred and eleven dollars, in tips alone. Carefully placing the larger bills first, descending in numerical denominations so it made sense and looked neat, always face up and to one side, I folded them and placed them inside the soles of my socks before slipping into my boots and heading for home. Home for me was a tiny studio apartment in an overpriced but safe neighborhood in Hoboken, New Joisey. It was a virtual yuppie haven full of New York City high rent refugees escaping the dwindling and increasingly high prices of housing.

Trixie, a chocolate mixed breed dog I was owned by, heard me walking down the hall, and began her usual yelping, whining, and barking before I even reached the door. I found Trixie wandering the streets one night on my way home from work. As far back as I could remember, I’ve always held a soft spot for animals, dogs in particular, and just the sight of Trixie, soaking wet from the rain, afraid, and homeless, made me take her home. Knowing the heartbreak of losing your best friend, I posted ads in social media, newspapers, and took her to the vets to check for a microchip that would locate her owner…I waited about three weeks, secretly hoping no one would claim her. I was thrilled that no reply or microchip meant she was mine to keep. I loved her color, a rich milk chocolate color with only a small trace of white on her chest.

“My baby, how’s my little baby girl” I cooed at my four legged baby. Her bloodhound sensitive nose spotted an interesting scent within the large take out bag of Chinese Food I held in one hand. The spoils of today’s pole dancing war merited a treat for my roommate and me, and for Trixie, of course.   

“Oh Trixie, look what mommy got us.” Some Pork Lo Mein, General Tao’s Chicken, Fried Rice and six egg rolls.” Maybe she understood my alien language, maybe she didn’t, but the cute cock of her head made me believe she did. After sharing dinner with her, I took Trixie out for a walk, and then went back upstairs for a nice hot shower. Too tuckered out for much else, I served myself dinner and turned on the tube until we both fell asleep on the couch.

A knock on the door woke me from a partial slumber. It was Julio’s mom, our next door neighbor, wanting to know if I could give her yet another cup of sugar. It’s always sugar, never anything but sugar. Mrs. Martinez was a diminutive and sweet, lonely old Dominican lady who just lost her husband. Every time I’d see her, I’d wonder what her shit smelled like, I mean, having old intestines and such, it was probably more potent than a younger persons waste. Maybe it just smelled different based on her ethnicity. Maybe it reeked of rice and beans with a touch of dulce de leche. I felt bad for her, so she wound up getting her sugar after all, and as always, we ended our few words with a hug. After bidding her goodnight, I checked my messages and turned on the tube, hoping to catch the remainder of Colbert.

The next morning, the phone rang and rang. It was Lenny. No doubt he’d have a juicy confession for me about his favorite topic of conversation. I remember the first time I sat in on his “Dinner Date”, where his slave was made to walk on all fours, donning a Total Deprivation Mask in eighty-plus summer heat, only to be ordered to consume a full bowl of Lenny’s shit out of a porcelain soup bowl. He and I both liked to feed our slaves and would often share the details that nobody within our circle of friends cared to hear. Lenny was the bouncer, one of them anyways, at the club, he and I both liked to be on the giving, rather than the receiving, end of toilet training our slaves. 

Lenny was not your typical Master, and sometimes it felt like I didn’t know him at all…More than once he would give me the creeps as he’d delve into the details of his encounters, and the extreme measures he’d take to insure total submission of his slaves. He was extremely controlling and at times even cruel towards his subjects. Maybe it was just an exaggerated account of actual events meant to shock, impress me or outdo my trysts in some sick one-upping competition. It was what he relayed the last time that made me try to cool this once close friendship.

The door opened, it was Wendy, my room-mate.

“Hey you finally home? “I asked as Trixie greeted her excitingly.

It was basically just an apartment-sharing marriage of convenience. We both worked, although her job was more dignified as a clerk at the DMV. Still, she was quiet, reserved, paid her share on time, a little boring, but sane and reliable, and she and I both loved Trixie. I felt invigorated after my shower, almost restless, and stayed up instead. Looking at my calendar, I noticed that only two appointments were set for this month, and I needed to get new clients.

I logged onto my laptop, and went onto my Craigslist ads to renew them. Surely there had to be more men to share in my favorite past-time. I rewrote my ad to read…

“White dominant Mistress seeking a submissive sissy man to discipline and feed brown pudding. Email for more info. DO IT NOW!!! “

Lenny’s eight “Chocolate soft-serve” slaves paid his entire rent for the year, and then some.  This would mean some money on the side and under the table.  He worked the bar only to make contacts, and have a little spending money, eventually his goal was earn enough from his sideline job to live comfortably and retire early. Sweet. I had the same goals, and would continue to pursue my campaign aggressively until I reached it. I’d fantasize about the day my financial security would arrive thanks to my sideline scat customers, the day that I would no longer need a roommate to help pay the rent, and it would just be me and Trixie, living in the lap of luxury. My entire place would be elegantly decorated in a monochromatic scheme of brown hues to emphasize my love of brown; it would be a virtual sea of brown, including my Trixie.

Checking my mail, I see a response to my ad…

“Dear Mistress, I would like to introduce myself if you have time…” blah blah blah…alright then, here’s the good part I thought, money is no object. My ears perked up, he had my attention. I requested his social security number to run a check on him, if he’s clear, then I could count on another feather for my nest.

It was a few days later that I met Andy, my newest add on to my collection of scat fans. I gave him a meeting place where we could discuss business before getting down to the pleasure part. He arrived early as I knew he would. He was actually very nice looking, tall, well-built, looking like the boy next door. He ordered a Mimosa and I ordered a Frappuccino. An hour in, talking about how I enforce certain rules and expect my Slaves to abide by them, he agreed to my reasonable terms, and we left for the hotel in style. His stretch black limo had all the makings of a financially secure sugar daddy I would hope to mold to my satisfaction. We arrived an hour later at the Waldorf Astoria after stopping at my humble place for a few necessities like whips, masks, etc. He knew I already had a bowel movement, and I wouldn’t be able to produce one on cue, so todays date would be mostly to get to know one another before he’d taste my excrement, and love it enough to be me for it.

“Take your clothes off…you have to learn my rules, and obey them, or you will not eat my shit…do you understand me?”

I ordered him to get on all fours and put on his black hood, then walk outside the door down the hall of this fancy hotel. He didn’t understand my orders obviously.

“But there might be someone who would see Mistress…”

“I don’t give a flying fuck you fucking dog…I am your owner, and you are my slave…what part of who’s on top don’t you get?”

He knew better than to challenge me by uttering another word, and did as told. I opened the door, and led him out hooded, walking on fours like a woof -woof dog that he is, and stood there laughing and mocking him. He walked fast, and looked more like he was doing a knee-sprint. It was funny, he probably didn’t want to be seen, so I tapped on the next door, hoping someone would peek out to laugh at the rich walking down dressed to the nines in a black hood and tighty- whiteys, I mean, who even wears those anymore? They should be banned from society I thought to myself, especially when I spot an obvious but very faint skid mark in the middle of his crack, obviously proof that he farted sometime today. He hurried inside, relieved that not a soul peeked out and discovered the sight of him. As he walked in, I reached for my beautiful Italian leather Bullwhip, and asked him a simple question….”Did you hear me give you permission to come inside?” He still had his mask on, and took it off, and yet again, he did not wait for my instructions.  Again, he took initiative to do as he pleased.  This will obviously not work.

“You have to learn from the ground up.”

I signaled for him to again walk down the hallway, THIS time, he would have to remove his mask, and remain in his underwear. He shook his head no. I couldn’t believe my eyes how defiant this piece of shit proved to be.  You have got to be fuckin kidding me…who does he think he is?  I kicked him in the groin with my black stiletto heels, lightly; I didn’t want to send my newly acquired sugar shit daddy to the hospital.

“You need to be taught the right way you piece of shit…and if you ever…look into my eyes, if you ever dare to shake your head or disobey me in the future, I hope you have good insurance. Do you understand me?” He was still doubled over, grabbing at his crotch and wincing in pain. I thought that his appetite for pain must be voracious, why else would he intentionally displease me this way?

“Get up and take that mask off, I want to see if you’re a sissy girl instead of a male…fuckin piece of shit loser.”

He did as told, and this man just stood there, towering over me, just waiting. He could sense my annoyance, and pleaded with me. But I never tolerate disobedience, so that would be all for today, I had to cool off and teach this defiant boy a lesson. 

“That will be all for today, I want you to go to your happy little Vanilla world, and contemplate how unhappy you have made me today. You suck at taking orders. And because you suck, you will be paying a penalty for today’s disobedience. Next time, hopefully you will learn to shut up and listen. Take out your wallet, and hand it to me. I will be the judge of how much, and do not utter a single word.”

He handed it over, there had to be at least several thousand dollars neatly lined up like little soldiers. His other cubbyholes held at least twenty plastic credit cards. The one on the top I noticed was an American Express Platinum card. He’s rich, I thought, and I’m going to give myself an early Christmas this year, and he will thank me for it. God, I am a nice person. I took all the bills out; he held exactly six thousand in most hundred dollar denominations. I counted them carefully, and left him with one thousand dollars. His expression was priceless. I explained that every rule he breaks will come with a hefty price tag, those are my rules, and he seemed to understand.

“When will I eat Mistress?” Obviously the fact that I named my own price did not seem to deter him.  I had no brown pudding for him today, but he was blessed with a nice Golden Shower and multiple mucus lugers I spat his way, as a token of appreciation. When he eats my shit, it will be colored because of the corn and grape juice I plan on eating will make it brown. It will be my masterpiece, like a rainbow of chunks and caramel.

“You will eat tomorrow, when I take a shit, so we will see each other tomorrow. Because you disappointed me today, you will go home hungry. No brown pudding for you today. I hope you choke on your stupid Vanilla world meal. And I want to see your new wallet tomorrow…get rid of that black shit of a wallet. I want it to be brown, like the shit pudding I am going to feed you. By the way, your BROWN wallet better have just as much cash the next time.”

“Call me at exactly ten-thirty tonight, and not one minute later, do you understand me?”

“Yes Mistress, I do understand.”  I ordered him to dress, and I had already done. I hoped he learned a valuable lesson today. We both walked out the door like nothing happened, and waited for our Black Limo Chariot to arrive and take us to our separate, but now, intertwined separate lives. 


THE SHITTY DENTIST
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It was snowy and blowing outside, typical Chicago weather, and to be honest, I didn’t really feel like making the hour long trip to his house. I’m such a pussy when it comes to cold weather, preferring to stay inside my perfect Goldilocks comfort zone apartment and kick back with a nice big glass of Southern Comfort and a movie. I wanted the money, so off I went.

I slowly approached the security gate of my slave’s home; he must have seen me coming, because this time there was no need to state my name. He must be anxious to be punished I thought to myself.  Fuckin sissy dentist. I had deliberately forgotten to brush my teeth in his honor.

Brad was a well-lined and successful older dentist that I met curiously enough while having one of my back teeth pulled. He was in his fifties and Lilly white. It was about a year ago. He was pretty forward in his approach, and I guess the fact that I always dressed in leather and heavy makeup gave me away: then one day out of the blue he asked me outright if I could discipline him. He knew I would never rat him out, after all, it is my business to discipline sissy boys like him, keeping them happy with a nastiness that comes naturally to me and the fact that my wardrobe screamed dominatrix was part of my game to always have an ample supply of men to maintain my lavish lifestyle. He wasn’t married, but that was probably a lie, why else would he have such a huge home. If he were married, I’d be willing to bet my life that his partner would do nothing more than just lay there as they copulated.

I walked in and he was already dressed up, greeting me with a smile, proudly displaying his newest outfit, and bright pink corset with matching silk gloves. I bet that set him back a penny or two. His taste was exquisite.

He wanted something from me as only I, his Mistress, could deliver. His mommy issues ran deep growing up as an only male in a house of sisters and a pussy-whipped father. He enjoyed going into great detail about his family life. From what he relayed, his parents were strict Jehovah Witnesses that put their children at odds with Christmas enjoying and damned citizens of their community. At times my heart cried for him, knowing that the forces that shaped him could have been prevented.  Today, he wanted me to accept this particular shade of pink, an annoying seizure inducing shade of pink that was not to my liking. I think he sensed the disgust I felt in spite of his exuberance about it…and he had to know that I would never compromise my integrity and refined taste by agreeing to this abomination. No Sir.

“I hope this is a fuckin’ joke” I scoffed immediately. I wanted to burst his bubble as partial payment for my suffering still cold poor toes at the hands of Old Man Winter. Piece of shit sissy.

“It fuckin sucks, I hate it…that outfit is suitable for one thing and one thing ONLY, cleaning the toilet after I take a shit, that’s all it’s fit for “ I laughed mockingly, picking my nose and finding a nice fat glob of green, and cleaning it on his ugly pink thing of an outfit.

“Well, are you going to just stand there?; take my coat off and serve me something to drink Cinderella”  

I noticed he was walking. That will not do, walking is for humans.

“Crawl there like the wormy maggot you are…imagining what your high and mighty clientele would say if I were to expose you for the shit you are…you know that’s what you deserve.” And I concluded, “Maybe I will one day, it’s what you deserve. God, how the fuck are you even alive? If I were your mother, I’d just have taken you to another state and dumped you in the woods. I laughed, and then added, that I wouldn’t ever get caught because I’d burn the fingerprints off his young fingers with a torch and gasoline. Losers like you deserve that you know…what a waste of nine months in the oven” He listened intently, thinking it was over, but it was not over, it would never be over.

He returned with my glass of Southern Comfort with no ice. My twenty- twenty vision spotted a smudge on the glass, mostly likely from his pudgy greasy fingers.             “LOOK…what kind of shit is this?” I screamed at him, pointing to the very expensive glass that was smeared.

He slithered towards me to see what I was so upset about. I put the glass in front of him. Did he do this on purpose I wondered?

“I’m so sorry Mistress” he spoke gently not wanting to irritate me any further and offered out his hand to take the glass back.

I took the glass and threw it against his beautifully polished hardwood floors. It shattered into a million little tiny slivers and some large ones too. Next time he will know better.

He returned shortly with my new and hopefully much cleaner glass, pushing it with his head like a pig digging for truffles. I loved watching him walk on all fours like a sub-human and in the span of a few months his once smooth as a baby’s bottom knew was now growing more calloused. He asked me one time if I’d allow him protective knee pads, but I resisted. Walk on all fours like you’re supposed to.

He bought me the cleaner one and I expressed my satisfaction after carefully examining the replacement. This one was clean.

“Change that shitty eyesore of an outfit though…and after you do, make me some prime rib, I’m hungry.”

I would always fast the day before disciplining these uber-rich fuckers, so that I’d be conveniently ravenous on my dates. My very affluent pets could afford it better than I could, and I always requested filet mignon, prime rib, or lobster. That would be my next order of business; I will expect a tank full of lobster at my affluent sissy daddy’s home the next time I come. I’ll make sure to remind him of his Jehovah Witness background so he does not forget exactly who is in charge here. They knew that I meant business, and it was our own little cat and mouse game we shared. No doubt that some of my bizarre requests may arouse a certain degree of suspicion amongst their vanilla families or acquaintances, but that didn’t matter, what mattered is that I get what I want, no matter how absurd the request.

He returned with another outfit, the cute little French maid one I helped him pick out. How I love my pets when they are able to psychically read my mind, almost the same telepathy identical twins are privy to. I normally just take charge in degradations, letting my imagination run amok, but today, today I would let him choose. He would take part in today’s lesson. I am so proud of you Brad, you deserve a special treat today, tell me what you want.” I was better than his therapist; I was his own personal bloodhound searching for that one little thing that lay buried deep within the recesses of his twisted mind.

I stood up as he remained on all fours, removing his pink swarski heavily studded leather collar and matching leash from my Louis Vuitton duffle bag, freeing it from the layers of scented china paper as a measure of protection. I whistled for my pink dog and he came ever so faithfully, as always. Grabbing the leash, I led him to his beautifully immaculate kitchen.

“Get to cooking loser…I want it medium rare”

If he weren’t my non-charging dentist I would hire him as my personal chef. He possessed a unique flair for taking the most mundane of recipes and elevating them to another level of greatness. Then again, Brad never knew a single day of want, always having money and never needing to replace expensive ingredients with lower-priced poor substitutes. The marriage of scents he was composing for me was almost too much to bear….mmmmmm.

He grabbed a plate from the large china cabinet that extended wall to wall. It was one of those turn of the century built in oak ones with beveled glass doors and original brass hardware. I admired his taste and respect for all things antique. The plate was bone white with a very fine trim of twenty-four carat gold around the outer edges. It was simple and beautifully elegant. I hope the dinner plate was cleaner than the fingerprint smeared whiskey glass I was forced to destroy. My steaks were done, and the salad was already waiting in the French door state of the art stainless steel refrigerator.

I sat on the large dinner table waiting for my meal. There were two large perfectly crafted prime rib steaks on my plate. I waited for my salad, a simple lettuce and tomato with vinaigrette type. It smelled wonderful, and I dove in as he returned to his corner.

“Here boy” I signaled for him. I cut the leftover little piece I had left for him and mixed it with the salad, placing it on the floor where he would eat it. I set the plate down, and allowed him one bite, never using his hands. He seemed to enjoy the bite, but I knew he was probably still hungry. I went to his pristine bathroom. The laxative I had taken this morning was working the delicious steaks out of my body. Straddling myself over his bone-white fine China plate with gold trim, my body was cooking up an extraordinary dish of its own. To the rest of the world, the vanilla world of normalcy couldn’t comprehend the labor of love we shared in this very intimate act of feeding someone your fecal creation. It was misunderstood as a fetish, an aberration, and whichever adjective used to describe a beautiful act that was misunderstood. Brad understood the deep love I held for him by letting him eat my shit.

To him, it was a feast worthy of the finest china in the world. It showed him just how deeply I loved him and just as symbolic as if I were to have his baby.

The plate was almost full, and I never clean up afterwards, letting him lick me clean, so I retrieved his brown dinner, and set it on the floor, for later. I walked to where he was and signaled him to come to me.

“I need cleaning, let me see your teeth” I commanded him. He opened his mouth wide, revealing a perfect and perfectly white set of teeth. They were god-like.

“Take your glasses off, you look ridiculous.” Then I asked him what he wanted from me tonight, since today I would allow him some leeway. I let him be in command, kind of, for today anyway…

“I want you to feed me Mistress.”

“Clean me first, and then wash your tongue…when my asshole is whistle clean, I want you to eat my pussy. My period started today and I want to get eaten out properly.

I’ve never done this before, and didn’t know how he would react. If he never tasted a bloody pussy, he was about to, bloody and fishy smelling, since I forgot to wash up today. I made myself comfortable on his black leather high back chair in the library, putting my legs up on his desk. He walked on all fours again, handing me his leash, it was how I let him know if he needed to look up at me, by tugging on it and choking him. I opened my legs to him; he quickly dove into my asshole, enjoying every bite. That’s my boy. I pushed the leash hard. He looked up at me.

“Massage my ass cheeks like a man when you eat me, and eat like a man, not a fuckin sissypants” He followed with a simple “Yes Mistress”, and resumed his brown appetizer meal, hungrily sucking every inch around my asshole.

“Look up, let’s see how dirty you are”

I should have made him wear a bib; some babies have a harder time than others in getting the hang of tidiness. Maybe next time. I was enjoying the eagerness he was showing me in ravaging my ass, it felt clean enough, now it’s time for some cherry pie.

“Go brush your teeth and wash yourself”

Obediently, he started towards the bathroom. I heard the water running, and then the phone rang. I knew better than the answer it. I could have answered it, and it would be his lover on the other end, and I would act insulted that he would play us both, and add some drama to the night…but I didn’t. But it would be something to consider on another day.

He exited the bathroom, and opened his mouth, breathing in my face as if to prove it’s cleanliness from the soap that had washed away all residue of my brown pudding.

Allrighty then, it’s time for you to have some of my cherry pie. I think I held the honor of being his very first recipient of my monthly curse. My monthly was always signaled by a spike in extreme horniness two or three days before, and I would turn into a mindless sex fiend attacking my vast dildo wardrobe several times a day.

I settled my vagina in his face, and poured myself another glass of whiskey, a perfect match, sex and booze. He felt my warm oozing pussy calling out his name, he was pleasing me much more than he would ever know, and I succumbed to him tonight. Unexpectedly, something totally out of character for him, he stood up and carried me to his huge bed. I see, tonight would be the wild card night, and I willingly let him take charge.

“Get naked Brad, I give you permission to fuck me tonight.”

He took off his outfit, the role-playing gloves were off. Tonight, we were just two people who understood each other’s frailties, each other’s needs. He thoroughly ate my pussy, and ate it well, I lay there almost ready to climax, and I was at his mercy.

His cock was ready to fuck me. I hurriedly got on all fours pushing my ass towards him as he entered me brutally, and fucked me with an anger I’d never seen from him. He thrust faster and faster until I couldn’t hold out any longer…my pussy wanted his hard cock and as I felt myself cum I pressed my thighs together forcing him to stay deep inside me. That was the best fuck of my life, although I would never tell, because that would put him in charge, it would give the no good slave some semblance of power, and I couldn’t have that.

“Now, put your ridiculous outfit back on, and eat the remainder of your meal”

HOW I BECAME A DOMINANT BITCH
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Josie had boarded the bus at the regular pickup time at eight o’clock and Carlo, my dutiful and handsome husband of eight years and father of my only child, grabbed his suitcase to head for work where he was but one case away from full partnership at his Law Firm.

Soon I would be left to face the sprawling  prison I call home.

“Love you babe”

A quick peck on the lips and away he went.  Again. Rinse, and repeat.  Each day blurred into another with all of the inconsequential mechanics of an almost loveless marriage. I had memorized over the years all things that made him tick. I had all but memorized the telltale signs, some obvious, some not, that would signal yet another ten minute lovemaking routine. That’s all it amounted to over the years. Just another chore on my to do list. Thankfully, the lovemaking, or so he called it, was always at night, so I could just close my eyes and pretend he was someone other than the master of the one stroke fuck.  In his mind, he was a skilled stud fulfilling my fantasies with each thrust. He seemed content with these occasional interludes. The romance had long vanished from our marriage and was now just a long ago   memory.  The spontaneity of two lovers and their unquenchable thirst for one another was but a past memory.

Once upon a long ago time, he couldn’t get of me, nor I him.

Anna put down the book, one of the many she would voraciously read during her lunch hour at Wallyworld. She loved to bury herself in all manner of romance novel and become lost in the lives of the heroines and their perfect lives.  Lunch time was over, and it was time to get back to work.

Three years ago to the day, Anna was a science teacher at Our Lady Of Mercy High School where she enjoyed a much higher pay rate along with an endless supply of eye candy young boys. It was a veritable Sausage Wonderland to this thirty-something nymphomaniac of sorts. The thought of ripe young cock would make her pouty lips quiver and primarily her reason for her choice of school. There was something about those young horny teenaged boys and their eagerness, energy, but mostly, their gratitude to their teacher that made teaching such a joy.  She never regretted the choice.  Rumors amongst her peers and a clever ambush from the head Penguin took her job. To her credit, Anna proved to be one cougar that proved hard to catch.

She slowly and carefully wiped down the counter in between waiting on customers, thus appearing to be busy so that her boss, Mr. Porcine, who fancied himself some kind of disco king judging by his extensive but outdated three-piece leisure suits, would somehow take note of her German work ethic, and perhaps one day offer her the promotion to assistant manager. She needed that raise badly with the multitude of bills that just kept mounting on her kitchen table. She knew that her current salary wouldn’t cut it. Fight or flight forced her to take stock of her strengths and weaknesses. Her mind wandered to the endless possible ways in which she could supplement her meager pay and quickly dwindling resources.

“You ok?”

Stacy, one of her co-workers, tapped her on the shoulder, noticing the far away and worried look on her face.

“Yeah, I’m good” countered Anna.

“I just gotta get another job with more hours, and better pay than this fuckin’ shit!”

“Good luck girlfriend, this shit pays the bills and I ain’t goin’ nowhere”

Stacy and Anna became instafriends. They were both hired on the same exact day, and both had somehow would up working in the same department. That great bastion of gluttony, the Wallyworld Deli.  Both were single women trying their best to eke out a living and secretly hating that color of blue that represented Wallyworld.

Unlike Stacy, Anna didn’t want to just settle, but that incident at Our Lady of Mercy had all but obliterated any future chance at teaching, in a parochial school setting anyway. It was her last day at work before her week long paid vacation. A whole week to map out my next move she thought to herself. There would be no distractions, no wasting time driving back and forth to work, nothing to take her mind off of what needed getting done. She really missed the adrenaline rush of subtly chasing much younger guys and the thrill of the hunt.

She grabbed a few groceries before the shift was over and stopped at the corner liquor store on her way home for the few bottles of vodka that would herald a beacon of clarity. Smirnoff would surely lead the way to her enlightenment.  It was almost seven-thirty by the time she arrived at the tiny studio apartment that she called home for the past two and a half years. She had grown fond of Bayonne with its’ old-timey mostly Italian population.

Grabbing a few ice cubes from her tiny freezer, she mixed them into her glass full of her nightly medication. Slowly she drifted off into a deep sleep, and prayed that night for a sign that would lead to a new chapter in her life.

Weighing her options for the next few days in the face of mounting bills on her makeshift kitchen table, she decided on going into business for herself. For the next hour or so, and after many revisions, her ad was finally ready.

Dominant white female seeking trainable submissive male for Discipline and Bondage.

Submit, check email confirmation, and then wait.

Just the thought of what it meant to embark on the whole BDSM thing excited her. At the high school she was just an overtly sensual teacher, much too steamy in the parochial school setting.  She stood out amongst the others as a diamond in a pile of rubble as her natural sensuality oozed from her every pore. Everyone noticed Anna, especially the boys that slowly morphed into eager and horny young men awaited her signal. Anna held tight to those memories of seduction along with their hard and willing bodies. In her mind, she had performed a service to society by educating the uneducated. They would excel as lovers thanks in part to her.

The faint familiar tingle in her pussy returned merely from thinking about those glorious times at the school, and she knew it wouldn’t go away on its own. “May as well practice” she thought to herself.

Safely tucked inside the dainty shabby chic French Provincial nightstand dresser drawer, given to her by her perfectly tasteful gay brother, Shawn, was one of Anna’s’ several dildos. She reached for her favorite one, the mid-sized six inch one that brought her to the moon and back many times before. Her pussy was already lubricating itself as she rubbed the black cock between her legs as she clenched them together tightly, imagining all the while she was a very young girl protecting her virginity. It was this forceful taking she’d always wanted from a man. Back and forth she rubbed her swelling clit, slowly at first, then harder and harder as she squeezed her nipples painfully. Timing herself to no come so quickly, she paused for a moment to take her mind off the rock hard cock that would soon enter her forcefully from behind. Not yet she thought to herself. She didn’t want to kill the mood by thinking about some past wishy-washy boyfriends, so she thought instead of an experienced much older man that would take her forcefully, not exactly her cup of tea, but not a pulsating pussy mood killer either.

“I want to feel the pain of a monster cock tonight” she thought to herself. Putting Mr. Mediocre sized dildo away and reaching for the next size up, easily the circumference of a softball. Then for some reason, her imagination took her far away to the land of childbirth, and she thought for a moment how it would feel like to deliver a baby naturally as God intended. She imagined the pain and pleasure would be exquisite, and she imagined herself having the best orgasm of her life as the baby would exit its serene and cozy slumber from her. Just like that, she would be the first woman ever to orgasm while delivering and every doctor in that room would be turned on as she writhed in pleasure.

Her hand wandered to her perfectly shaped black girl ass that would turn heads in the summertime. Anna, ever the vain hussy, thought it was her best feature next to her non-innocent lusty and pouty lips that would invite blow job action in the minds of more than one man.  She wanted a hard and brutal spanking while getting fuck hard. Grabbing the huge dildo she entered herself from behind, just the way she always like it, and the hugeness of it alone made her come as it barely entered her past the head shaft. It hurt, but felt as good as her convulsing pussy squeezed and let loose in perfect harmony. The spasms lasted longer than ever before. She had bit her lip in the midst of her climax, and noticed the taste of blood. She was too weak to make it to the bathroom and wash herself, and just fell asleep satisfied and happy that night.

The next morning, there were three messages in response to her ad. Careful to not reveal any personal information, she read and reread each and every message carefully.

Lots of sicko freaks out there she thought to herself, thinking that maybe Craigslist isn’t the route I should take.

Then she thought about getting the Social Security numbers to run a background check from her prospective customers, and it dawned on her that serial killers don’t look any different than you or me. In addition to this quagmire their cunning and intelligence is far above the normal which allows them the luxury of indulging the killing spree for quite a few years before actually getting caught, if ever. Anna remembered reading this somewhere and for some odd reason it stuck with her.  She thought long and hard on this, and decided to enlist the aid of Betsy, a college friend and fellow somewhat twisted whore twin. Betsy would understand Anna thought to herself, hell; she might even want to work with me. Unlike Betsy though, Anna was a skilled website developer.

The phone rang and rang, no answer, then on the last ring Betsy answered …

“Hello”

“Hey Bets, its Anna”

“Holy shit, long time no see, no hear rather...”

Betsy seemed genuinely excited to hear her old college chums voice. They hadn’t spoken in years, but the years just seemed to dissipate when a friendship in true, they talked and talked for hours.

“Can we meet tomorrow?”

Anna was hopeful that the lure of old times would reel Betsy in like a fish.  Sure, she missed her old friend, but more than that, she’d need third party perspective. Plus Betsy was really hot in college.

“Sure”

“Sweet….let’s meet at the Subway shop on the corner of Milford…my treat.”

With literally nothing to do, Anna went to her computer and visited several BDSM websites. She hoped to get her feet wet before diving in.

“Aha….here’s one!”

She felt like a fat little kid in a candy shop. Fascinated by the pictures that left nothing to the imagination, she learned that there is actually more to this than met the eye, and a structure that went way beyond simple role-playing. There was age play, animal play, torturer and prisoner play. Eager to learn the ropes, she went to her smallish but bohemian looking kitchen to make her second pot of Dunkin Donut coffee. She would need the caffeine for all the reading she’d need to do that night.

“Wow, didn’t know there was such variety” she thought to herself.

The list just grew and grew. It was like a planet unto itself and she grew more inquisitive as she read on, but the one appealed to her more than others. She thought to herself, if I am to make a living at this it would probably be to my advantage to be the torturer and not the victim. In such situations experience from reading has taught her it would be wiser to be the hammer instead of the nail. One bad experience at work not long ago left her in a predicament she vowed never to repeat again.  Next time she would err on the side of caution by not exposing herself to such a situation ever again, but should it happen, she would at least be able to protect herself with the help of an ill-acquired Taser gun from Silk Road.

The list seemed endless: Age play, animal play, torturer, prisoner play, etc. She grew more inquisitive as the list grew, but one in particular appealed to her.

Betsy was already waiting outside looking ironically goofy with her hand-knit Sock Monkey hat and penny- loafers (with a shiny new penny carefully tucked in the slot) and a vintage sailor pea coat.  She had her own style of dressing and Anna never understood the fashion statement her friend tried to convey with her confused fashion style. In reality, Betsy hadn’t changed at all, she was still the same Bets from way back when, quirky fashion sense and all. They talked awhile, exchanging stories of lovers, jobs, and the good ol’getting drunk while schlepping through college stories.

“How’s your current job situation anyways?” Anna asked her.

“Actually, now that you mention it…it downright blows” answered Betsy, keenly aware there were others in her situation, but what matters is the here and now, and right now, her job sucked ass big time.

Anna was secretly hoping that her friends’ predicament was just as dire as hers, with the bills doing nothing but collecting dust and piling higher than Mount Everest. She was also hoping that Betsy would become her ally and business partner.

“You know, I was thinking, how does it sound to you if we go into a business venture together?”

“What kind of business venture?” Betsy chuckled between sips of her large sized blueberry Flurry, thinking to herself it would involve something illicit, just like their college days.

“Well, you know sex always sells, just think WHY is it that prostitution is the world’s oldest profession, you never hear about accounting or some other boring shit being the worlds’ oldest profession do you?”

“Maybe you got a point there, but I ain’t getting into being a fuckin’ hooker after four years of college…ain’t happenin’

Anna had some more convincing to do, the day was still young and they had the weekend to think about it. She explained to Betsy that it wouldn’t be prostitution, no sex at all, just getting paid to perform a service to society through BDSM. Anna was pretty convincing, explaining that it was actually no different than the job a therapist does, only it would be a little more unconventional and a lot more fun and colorful. Anna was excited at the thought of getting’ paid to put men in their place. And the shit eating part was priceless. Anna always thought it was a very specialized and unique fetish to become aroused at eating someone else’s shit, excrement, poop.

“You know, we could do very well together as a team. This BDSM thing I’ve read about…there are actually a lot of men who would pay us to do things their wives won’t. Men with money, LOTS of money, that need to get disciplined, so we would actually be performing a service to them and society. We keep their pipes clean, and it won’t build up, so their anger from built up shit won’t result in them raping someone or shit, furthermore, like I said, we’ll get paid, it’s all about getting the green.”

Then Anna dropped the bombshell.

“I already quit my job, gave ‘em my two weeks’ notice.”

“WOW…that was fuckin fast” exclaimed Bets, surprised in earnest at the suddenness of it all.

“Yeah, that’s what I first thought…but it made sense in the end. As a matter of fact, I have a client next week…all from an ad online.”

It was that day that Anna and her friend’s old life had ended, and a new one had begun.
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