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CHAPTER ONE

After being married for what seemed an eternity, I finally took the plunge and visited a lawyer to end the fucking contract and became a free woman. Free to do whatever I wanted, free to fuck whomever I wanted, free to do just about anything my slutty greedy little heart desired. My husband, soon to be ex, was boring to the point where sometimes I would fall asleep as his small cock tried to make me cum to no avail might I add. Sure, he did have some redeeming qualities, just not enough of them for me to set him free, plus he had a small cock.

The lawyer said it would take a few months, and gladly we had no kids of our own to complicate matters. I was no longer a financial hostage to the man I knew as my husband for six years. He was better off than I was since he had a career that I helped fund while he went to school, and so I held on tightly to my job as a waitress at that


greasy low end diner, knowing that one day I would have enough saved up for the divorce and a new shot at life.

Sometimes I pictured myself in different scenarios to rid myself of him, killing him, poisoning him, but every time I thought up an idea I saw myself in a bright orange jumpsuit as a deterrent to going through with my plans. God how I hated him sometimes, well, most of the time the more that we remained married anyway.

After the divorce went through I reinvented myself in the months that followed, taking stock of all the men I had come to know in the span of my waitress days, and how they could serve me to better my future. My dominant Mistress/submissive role evolved slowly and gradually, for lack of a better term, it just happened.

Not that I ever took any shit from anyone in my life. Specifically it happened on Thanksgiving Day. For the first time, I was alone that day and still relishing a new found freedom from my captor husband so I did what any red blooded divorcee would do, I got shit faced drunk and fucked the bartender in the back room, I don’t think I ever got his name I was THAT shit faced drunk.


No cooking, no unwanted sex, no strained conversations, and I thank God every day that our now void contract never resulted in children that would have sucked ass. Plus the fact that I was never really into kids anyway, with their fucking runny noses and shit, so while some women babysat as a means to supplement their incomes during high school, I never did.

Thanksgiving was a busy day for the diner where I worked, full of those unfortunate souls with no family of their own to share a turkey meal with. Not really having any plans, it was the first Thanksgiving that I volunteered to work. Finding myself alone now with no husband, no family to speak of, I was every bit as alone as the patrons I served that night but I was finally free. Maybe it was the Stockholm syndrome talking, but sometimes I missed the imprisonment of our marriage.

Walt was one of the regulars at the diner, stopping by mostly on the weekends to indulge his appetite for the special of the day, followed, always followed, by two slices of German Chocolate cake a la mode. I never saw him with the company of a woman so I just assumed that he was alone like I was, or gay. He was so very predictable just like my ex-husband. With the passage of time, Walt and I began to exchange stories, slowly becoming friends, and it wasn’t too long before we were on a first name basis.


Walt was an unassuming sort of guy, regular build, with a thick mass of salt and pepper hair…the kind that blends into the background, never standing out in the crowd except for his thick moustache. He had that confident swagger not unlike the stereotypical policeman on television. Maybe that worked to his advantage in his career choice as a detective for our small community. These protect and serve guys have their own demons, like anybody else. Of course, he got a great big discount with his orders because the manager of my shift was a natural born ass kisser.

It seemed that every time he went to eat, he would ask for me, and after a few months, he clearly let me know that he had something in mind for me, and then one day out of the blue he cautiously mustered up the courage to ask me out on a date of sorts, and it wasn’t too long before he confessed to me the reason for his single status. It felt good and I felt safe having a cop in my corner, I felt protected with him in my corner.

His downfall…He loved the brown stuff. He played the scat game, only nobody knew about it except for me. He said that he just recently got introduced into it one night at a bar when his friends had this stripper shit onto a guy who paid them for it. That was his story and there were a lot of gaps in it, so I think it was him he was talking about.


“That’s right, cover your face you vermin piece of shit…what are you a fuckin’ retard or something? How many fucking times do I have to repeat myself?” I ordered him as his ass stretched wider with the anal plug I used to stretch him even wider for a massive strap on I loved to fuck his ass with. “Look at your ass; I should drive a baseball bat in there with some of that Icy Hot gel!” Of course that would make him cum almost instantly since pain was what they sought me out for after all.

I learned a lot from my ex-husband who took great pleasure in tormenting me… not only physically when he would slap me for no reason other than I forgot to clean out the cat box, or maybe left a mess in the living room floor, little shit like that, but mentally, and to that end I owe him eternal gratitude for the lessons served of never really trusting anybody. Sometimes, even the people you most despise have something to teach you about life lesson, whether you choose to learn from it or not are entirely up to you. I could have, should have hated him with every fiber of my being, but it was his actions that made me the woman I am today.

Every cloud has a silver lining like the saying goes and that could be applied to just about anything in life. In Walt, I had found a kindred spirit who yearned to assume the role I held for so many years. Bound and helpless, I knew that feeling all too well.


“Please Mistress I will hide my ugly face. I am sorry, I am so sorry, please start whipping me a little harder Mistress, and I need the discipline. You are right, I am a loser!” He was begging me to whip him a little harder, something that even made me cringe at times when I saw the blood on their bodies dripping down their backs.

I could have used a thick bullwhip to my Slaves, but instead I used some nice supple branches from a willow tree, carefully braided and kept moist in my own concoction of hot sauce and oil. Oil was to keep it nice and supple so that it wouldn’t crack as it hit their tender flesh and the hot sauce was just to make it sting that much more when it did rip their flesh. I didn’t enjoy bringing any man pain, not at first, but it just became second nature after a few of them showed me what a service I was doing to them while getting paid to do so. 

He just sat there like a bump on a copper log like he did before. Maybe because of his intuition, he sensed something about me that he needed, and almost three months after our friendship had blossomed into something and he divulged something about himself no one else knew, or so he said. 

He was a freak after all, just as I suspected from the sporadic baby talk during our getting to know you stage. As it turned out he wanted


to be a baby but a man at the same time. A few times when I masturbated him, he even cried out like a baby would.

It was all new to me, never really having been in this quagmire…but it felt right with him so he wrote down a long essay about what it means to be such a loser, what he was to want to be a baby when clearly he was a man. I had him title the essay “I am such a loser.”

As he was tied up motionless, I had him place not one but two brown paper bags over his head to cover up his perceived ugliness; all geared up on the ratchet with chains around his wrists firmly in place. Even if they were the most well mannered Slave, I would make it a point to bring out how ill mannered they really were, and that it was probably the fault of their parents.

Walt obviously needed to learn some manners since he obviously had none, so in addition to hiding his face, he would have to kneel on the popcorn or kitty litter littered with broken shards of glass after our session, until I thought up other punishments.

During our first few sessions I learned that his mother died of cancer just recently, and so I sent a ‘Get well Soon’ card to his home with his mother’s name on it. I could have said it was a mistake and apologize,


but instead I told him that his sainted mother came to me in a dream I had and told me that not only was her son a mistake, but that she made it clear that she was happy being dead because that meant she could finally get away from the mistaken bun that took nine long months to pop out from her slutty hole.

That time really got his attention. He actually called me a bitch among other things, and I seized the opportunity to lock him in a large chest and went shopping with his credit cards as he wailed and cried so hard that I was afraid he would draw the cops to my door.

“I went shopping while you were having your little sissy hissy fit, and by next time you come, I will expect not only an apology for your insolence but also I will pay you a visit to your place of work.” I said, scrolling through my phone and brought up the picture of him in his little baby outfit with some lipstick that he stole from his ‘mommy’ and that would be me.

I showed him the photos, letting him know that of course I made some copies to increase his level of anxiety. He had no choice but to do as I asked him since all the photos of him would probably end with his job as a macho man cop to an abrupt ending. That really pissed him off and it did some damage to our relations, but alas, all good things come to an end. We still remained friends and because we were still talking, he was able to supply the names of certain men who were either


arrested for deviant acts, or those known to employ the services of escort services, men with money, men with money that I wanted to take for myself.

CHAPTER TWO

Ted was another one to irritate me because of his clingy behavior. He was one of the few that responded to an ad I placed for scat play. He was in his mid thirties, not spectacular looking, and it wasn’t until the fourth time or so that I would whip him pretty severely, piss all over him, keep his nipple rings on with heavy weights attached, and still nothing. I thought that maybe he was just impotent since no amount of pain or self masturbation made him cum, until he confessed that he needed to have a woman scat on him to achieve release.

I took great pleasure in being especially cruel to him because he could have been my brother’s twin, and not that he really looked like the prick that I was related to, it was the ostentatious manner that put off most people who wanted to become close to him. He was lucky I


don’t have him wearing a Dunce cap as I had to during my early days at the parochial school where penguin like nuns had discipline and humiliation down to an art form , placing slowly to learn students like myself into a corner facing nothing but the wall as punishment.

Those were the days my friend, and I thought they would never end…just like the song.               Despite seeming too harsh sometimes, I love my slaves and no request is too harsh. I may balk at some of the more extreme ones, but I usually end up giving in. As I look at my pets, I envision my ex’s face feeling my wrath as the sounds of the bullwhip lightly score their clothes. Again and again, I enjoyed tearing the fabric as the sound of it excited him, knowing the only salvation would be a thin piece of cloth.

Because of my natural strength due to years of weightlifting and my other athletic endeavor, I always made him wear at least three or four layers of clothing as he begged me to whip him naked with my flesh-tearing Bullwhip that I had custom made for me, thicker than most on the market but with the added bonus of the tip of it spiked with tiny little barbs, but like anything else in life, it had to be gradual. I promised him that day would one day come, but just not now. He would have to toughen his skin and resistance a lot more. 

Swoosh…I started lightly, then again.


He was clearly uncomfortable as the sweat poured down the black leather mask on his face. I knew the salty sweat would be burning his eyes very soon. In spite of a sweltering ninety plus temperature outside, I made him wear multiple layers of itchy wool long sleeved black shirts under some long sleeved thermal shirts, adding to his discomfort.

I had the air-conditioner on in my quarters, and within the extra bedroom with no light or ventilation had been cleverly converted to a dungeon of sorts. My dream is to one day have a room reminiscent of the movie Hostel, with its dismal disturbing ambiance.  My pets and I would relive the grand days of the Inquisition, where there were no shades of grey, just the black and white world of unbearable pain and never ending suffering. I was almost done sucking on my Charms lollipop and got down to the gum part that by now was a very rough hard ball on an equally hard stick.

“Open up you fucking piece of shit. Good Lord I’ve seen more attractive trash than your ugly piece of shit face in the projects!”

I rammed the sharp edged pink remainder of Charms gum on a stick up his asshole. His cock was gradually rising in salute to my superior training skills. I knew he’d expect to be masturbated soon. Slowly extricating the lollipop, I walked to him and removed his bagged


hood. It was time for the chains to come off. He stood there breathing rather heavily and red as a tomato. I gently kissed him and led him towards the gurney as I opened the door to the rest of my nest, allowing some of the cold air into the tiny and sweltering room.

“Is that better you poor baby? You know I always worry for you because I love you so much.”

I became concerned as he lay there helpless and hot, and quickly wheeled him into the colder adjacent room. I hope he won’t die on my watch I thought to myself. How am I gonna explain this away? All kinds of scenarios went through my mind. His erection slowly grew more flaccid. Maybe he ejaculated while I exited to make myself a drink and slice myself some Roquefort cheese, if he did, I hadn’t noticed. His color was back to normal, on to the next round of discipline.

His fate was in my hands. He was naked still and steps away stood the armoire that held all his clothing and gun in holster. There e he lay, so vulnerable, so sexy. I took his police issue 9mm glock and held it for a moment, I could tell he was becoming uncomfortable, after all, it’s probably loaded, and in theory, I could just shoot him with it, but I wouldn’t. I handed him the weapon, and asked him to empty the barrel.


“This is so manly, and so hard, not a shitty loser like you. You should never have been born…what a fucking mistake your slutty mother made to spread her whore legs to someone.”

Sitting down, I took it and began rubbing my clit with it, amazed at my arousal at it.

CHAPTER THREE

His face showed he was puzzled but I did notice his cock slowly rise as I rubbed it between my legs…my nipples hardened. I had never pleasured myself with a real gun before, and it felt hot and kinky. As I closed my eyes, my imagination took me to where I would fuck myself with a real gun at the mercy of some hot policeman that had just arrested me. As I would feel the pistol fuck my pussy then another cop showed up, fucking me in the ass with a baton, a really hard and really big wooden baton, in and out it fucked my ass until I would feel my pussy begin its orgasmic symphony. I plead guilty officer, guilty


of wanting you to fuck my brains out. It was heaven. I lay down on the couch, and signaled for my slave to finish me off, licking my pussy that was increasingly wet and needing some kind of mass to fill it, making it feel complete.

“Fuck my hot pussy with that…wait, I forgot. I thought for a moment there that I was talking to a real man…”

He obeyed, gently lubricating me with his expert tongue until I was squirming with pre-cum and a desire for the gun to enter my woman cave cunt. Gently he eased it inside me, treating me as gently as I routinely treated him brutally, and a perfect ying and yang medley. I granted him permission to jerk himself off with his free hand. He gratefully bent over and kissed my feet in gratitude.

Shortly after I felt the rush of my climax approaching, and I was at his mercy now, and the tables were turned, but I won’t let him know.

It felt funny at first to have the hard cold metal enter my hot pussy, but after the initial three inches were welcomed by my horny cunt, it felt better, and it felt so hot to have a firearm up my cunt. Here was this cold thing entering my vagina and pleasing me. It wasn’t a warm cock belonging to an authority figure twice my age. The gun up my cunt didn’t have any strings attached, I wouldn’t have to reciprocate


by pleasing it back, it had no agenda, it was the perfect lover. The night was over for me, now I had to attend to my wimpy pet who was drooling at the sight of my pussy contracting around the cold hard steel.

After he fucked me and pleasured my hole, and only after that did I allow him to eat my shit straight from my poop chute.

I instructed him to wait outside as I went potty. Yesterday’s meal was a heaping bowl of hot Chili perfectly seasoned with Shelby’s Chili mix plus lots of hot sauce and plenty of minced garlic with a great big dollop of Daisy Sour cream that I concocted in my crock pot…I wondered if it will taste as good coming out as it did going in. He was about to be my own personal guinea pig as I strained a little bit, not normal for me, and one big push later I filled my immaculate white bowl with recycled and now not so bangin’ Chili. It was almost perfectly rope shaped, it looked delicious in a way. I wiped and cleaned myself on the bidet that I had custom installed on the backs of one of my older and more senile ‘pets’.

“Come in Walturd, your dinner waits. Shit eating shit, wonders will never cease. ”


That wasn’t his first time eating my own creation of brown pudding, and the Dirty Walt dog pawed at the door like the obedient wimp I always knew him to be. I waited until he began his dog whining, I halfway felt sorry for him, and if I had a separate microwave, I would have nuked it for a few minutes to make sure that the brown gravy would go down his throat painfully, as it should.

“Come in and eat your dinner…look how delicious it looks, and you are going to eat every bite, every last bite, because you are a loser and I am not, a loser eats shit, and feel privileged that it’s not just any shit you’ll be eating, you’ll be eating a winners shit, tonight on the menu, it’s Chili shit.”He stood there not saying a thing. I instructed him to approach the seat, grabbing his head and pushing it in the bowl.

“Do you want some milk with that?” I asked him, since it would help with the large serving he’d be consuming.

“Yes Mistress, I would love it if you would kindly offer me some milk”

I went to the kitchen and served him eight ounces of cold organic milk from the fridge. As I walked back, I saw he fastened the bib I had


bought him, initialed with his first and last name…so it read, Walturd Loser), and slowly I glowed with pride at my creation.

“Well, dig in, here’s your knife and fork…remember, no elbows on the lid.”

Using the bowl as a plate, he began cutting my brown log in small portions, and mmmmming his way through one quarter of it, he commented how delicious it was. It wasn’t like him to make a comment until I gave him permission, so maybe todays BM was the best he’d ever tasted. Normally I would whip any and all unsolicited comments from him, but he did just give me one of the best orgasms of my life, so I just let it go.
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