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CHAPTER ONE

Because I was raised in a household of women; my mother who was attractive even late into her sixties, her sister, and a sister, I never really knew what a man was supposed to be like. Mom had only two boyfriends and we grew up, and my aunt


was married to some psycho doctor who finally went to jail for Medicaid fraud. I used to play with my twin sisters Barbie dolls when she wasn’t looking, and sometimes I would steal some of her undies just so that I could pretend to be a girl. I was convinced before beginning high school that there was no God. If there was a God surely he would have make me a girl so that I could play house and wear pink, and do the kinds of things that my cunt sister was able to do.

Back then, in the seventies, you just didn’t hear about cross dressing or gender reassignments like you do now. Sure, it must have existed, there must have been others like me, but, you just didn’t hear about it. Us closet sissies had to keep it hidden, at least in public and from our families. Everybody had at least one uncle or relative who would bring in the big guns by employing a ‘santero’ to voodoo the sissy out of us.

I wasn’t really interested in women the way my friends were. My interest in the fair sex that I was accustomed to was only insofar as to have them dominate me.

I finished college like I was supposed to since my sisters finished also, and then I met a large black woman who became my wife in less than one year of courting.

At home, I call her Mistress K, short for Katrina which was her first name. At first while we began to know one another, I was unsure of who would rule the roost, but then after a few months when we finally had our first romp in the hay so to speak, I knew that she was the one for me. She was always the one on top, and she even was able to perceive my secret little peccadillo of dressing up in girly panties as we had sex, so it was a win win and I knew that I had to make her mine, even though she was also the one to propose to me, just like the controlling cunt I had wished for all my adult life. She never made it a secret that she wanted to control everything after that initial testing phase of our early love trial period. She even got me into scat, and that was something that I really didn’t care for, but she was the boss and I knew better than to cross her.

My Christmas present was an anal plug, and then I spotted the super large box in the corner. By that time she had me on a leash, literally a collar and leash, and I had to sit and beg for several hours before she allowed me to fetch my gift, and I couldn’t believe it when I saw what it was, a Gorilla cage where I would get even more training. I was in sissy dominated heaven.

Our regular routine was where I woke up at four in the morning for the coffee. I would take me at least a half hour to grind the coffee with a hand grinder because if


I did it with the electric grinder, then it would wake her up, and she needed her beauty sleep. Fifty reps of pushups with her sitting on my back, and sometimes my cock would get hard the more she would yell at me to go faster as my hands supported not only the weight of my body and hers but did so as she placed cracked corn beneath my hands so that it would hurt and add to the discomfort level. If m y cock would get hard as I did my reps dutifully, would squeeze on the rope that held my balls in the tight squeeze.

Our daily routine thanks to her obsessive use of laxative and fiber pills, she took her coffee as slowly as possible while I supported the weight of her body but now with a cup of coffee and usually a full wife full of bowels added to the mix. In about a half hour she goes into the toilet to take her morning dump and I follow on a leash like a good little puppy, or maybe a pussy, and sit by her side and listen for the steady stream of soft shit preceded by the soft sounds of gas. By then, I usually begin to have a hard on because I knew that my meal would soon be waiting.

“I’m done you piece of shit…look at how much you resemble that brown stuff all over my toilet, and looks like you forgot to lick the bowl clean last time you were here.”

“Mistress Katrina, should I clean you now or wait until later?” Of course I looked down whenever I spoke to her because I knew better than to put us on the same level. I was a dog, no, I was lower than a dog, and I was her slave.

“I better now see you trying to snatch some of your dinner in the toilet, just lick me clean will do!” she said, spreading her large ass cheeks. She was pretty heavy, but despite that she looked good dressed in the all black leather outfit that she allowed me to pick for her.

I lifted my head up to her beautiful wide ass and started to lick along the outside of her crack just the way that she taught me. It was soft that morning and her ass cheeks were splattered with the brown residue that splashed back on her when her waste hit the water. I licked her as best I could, move my tongue in little circles until I reached her pink puckered hole. I licked and licked as my cock grew harder and larger. I begin to feel her pussy getting wet the more that I licked. I couldn’t help it but to feel her ass. I should have known better than to just do it without asking first. She slapped my hand away with the metal ruler that was kept for the times where I misbehaved.

“That’s right…you love my brown shit caked ass, don’t you?” she asked me.


“Yes I do Mistress…I love your ass!”

I licked and slurped until her ass was clean as I could get it. I hoped that the moaning that she was trying to keep to herself meant that she would let me eat her pussy out that day. My cock was already dripping as I rubbed it while she wasn’t looking. While I licked she was moving her clean shaved pussy towards my face. I said nothing as I opened my mouth to envelop the soft folds of her flesh. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and then she takes my hair and holds it right over my mouth as I taste the rest of her hot fermented piss into my mouth, and she completely emptied her bladder down my throat. I swallowed every drop; I knew the consequences of letting even the slightest drop waste away onto the immaculate while tiles. I was glad that she wasn’t on her period, because that meant that I would walk around the house and sometimes outside to fetch the newspaper with a face covered in bright red blood.

When she finished pissing in my mouth she went to shower herself.  I hurried towards the linen closet to fetch her black towel that read simply ‘MISTRESS KATRINA’.

CHAPTER TWO

After I dried her off and checked for the toe jam, not that she had any of course; she was too clean and meticulous for any of that, I was allowed to shower and to brush my teeth. I had to look at her watery remains of the brown days in the white porcelain bowl, but I wasn’t allowed to have any of it until dinner. I dared not even look at it because she might think that I snuck some of it in my mouth, and then there would surely be hell to pay. My wife/MASTER could be very cruel at times.


That day was a Sunday and that meant that following Church services we would make it a routine to take our afternoon ride throughout the countryside. Sometimes we would drive for a few hours to visit with her family since my own family caught wind of our relationship when she send photos of herself pegging my ass to my mother and father, who was the preacher in the next county over. After some harsh words and interrogation I confessed to them that our unique relationship was consensual, and slowly over time they called less and less. It’s been two years since I heard from them outside of Christmastime when we would get a card, and sometimes a phone call, but that was it.

I packed the small cooler with some salads and water for me. She had her cooler with plenty of shrimp and food that I enjoyed in my past live as a regular Joe, before meeting her. As we drove I could smell the friend shrimp and cappuccino that she gobbled up in no time at all. Her beautiful red nails scraped the bottom of the container to get the last few crumbs as she mumbled how good it was and what a shame it was that I wasn’t getting any at all.

As we drove we spotted a clearing with a few large weeping willow trees. It wasn’t really on anyone’s property, so she told me to stop the car. She got out of the car and walked towards the tree, pulling a few branches off of it. She took a large handful, stripping off each one.

“Didn’t I tell you when I agreed to marry your sorry loser ass that you are to ask me permission before going to the bar with your sorry friends?” I shook my head. I did things that men often do in private, and I took great care to make sure that she would never find out. It was beyond me HOW she even could have found out about last month. I was really helping a friend at work with a rough divorce and he needed to have a shoulder to cry on so to speak. I didn’t think I was doing anything wrong, just listening to an old friend.

“Yes Mistress Katrina, I forgot that you told me.” I said, dropping to my knees before her. I was too ashamed to look at her. She stripped the leaves off the branches in great haste.

“Well the, take your ugly pants off and pick your ass up for some punishment. Hurry the fuck up loser!”

I quickly did as she said, dropping my pants to the ground that was covered in dew and still wet from a quick rainfall as I bent over. I could hear the switch whistling through the air as she swung it quickly on my ass cheeks.


SWISH!!!!!

SWISH!!!!!

SWISH!!!!!

She did one ass cheek first, and then the other, leaving a mark on it, she moved back and forth taking turns as she punished me just like they did in Catholic School, only this time it was far more brutal because I really did disappoint her. She continued until I counted twenty switches on my ass cheeks. I prayed that she wouldn’t punish my balls, but she did, and I knew what I was in for when she grabbed me by the hair and threw me on the ground.

“Spread your legs now you fucking maggot! Look at those two pathetic things between your skinny trailer trash legs…is that what you call a set of balls?” she asked, laughing and mocking me. “I can promise you that this is a lesson that you will NEVER forget!”

I spread my legs far apart just like she told me to do. I think she heard me praying for a quick and swift punishment.

“Did I just hear you take the Lord’s name in vain by praying?”

I frankly didn’t know what to say. If I agreed, she might not like my answer, but if I disagreed just to appease her, then that might be worst. I had to decide which was the lesser of the two evils, and so I agreed and confessed that I was praying to God for her to finish quickly and show me some mercy. I was her husband, and I was another human being, how could she be that cold? How could she possibly be that heartless to salivate and enjoy her own husbands suffering like that?

SWISH!!!!!

SWISH!!!!!

SWISH!!!!!

The pain was excruciating, and it sent tears to my eyes as I felt the supple branches tearing my skin on my balls, and when she looked down, I realized that I also


forgot to shave my nuts with a straight edged razor. She demanded that my balls always be shaved like a woman’s legs, nice and smooth with no stubble, and sometimes I had to shave almost every day for that feat.

“I think I see some stubble on your little fucking raisins there…what’s the matter, did the world run out of razors? ANSWER ME WHEN I TALK TO YOU MAGGOT!”

Again, I had a lot of explaining and apologizing to do. I could feel a trickle or two of blood on my balls, and the very sight of my beautiful wife send chills up my spine and caught my balls and cock to harden.

“Please…I promise to obey you…please stop…it’s hurting too much!”

That didn’t stop my rigid cock to harden more than ever before, and I was drunk with excitement at my extremely controlling wife calling the shots.  I still had the toilet to clean up when we got home. She looked at me, leaned over, and kissed me gently on the lips.

“Maybe that’s why I love you so much honey; you know what I want…” She dropped the branches on the ground.

“Now, are you every going to play friends with your loser buddies?” she asked.

“No Mistress, never again, I swear to God!” I quickly responded to her.

“Say it like you mean it…like you really mean it. Sometimes I think of just dumping you and taking on more Slaves and then make you the low man on the totem pole. Maybe you deserve to be starved, let them do my eating, wonder how you would like that?” Looking over to where there was a large rock next to some bushes, she sat down and took out a cigarette, drawing on it slowly like she was sucking on a cock, exhaling it as she pondered what was next on the agenda of our little trip.

“I’m satisfied I guess, for now.”

“Get up, and wipe the blood off with some of those leaves. Looks like your little willy is growing, maybe you think you’re getting something of mine to eat…is that it?”


“Yes Mistress, I am hungry.” I said. I wiped some of the blood off my balls, and the welts weren’t so bad as I thought.

“Good, that’s a good little boy, now get up on your filthy knees and wipe your face. You look like a little girl with that sissy grin. I have to shit and you’re going to be my human toilet, and then you can clean me up. You know what; I don’t feel like seeing anybody today. Today, I just want to shit on you.”

CHAPTER THREE

I looked up and saw my wife lifting her skirt. Of course she wore no panties, and she walked over and held her skirt up as she squatted over my face. Her big full ass was over my mouth and I watched as she spread her cheeks. I was grateful for the fact that she allowed me to masturbate myself to add some lubrication and an extra spicy ingredient to the mix.

“Rub your cock harder, make it raw…” she commanded me. I jerked myself off to the pussy and ass that was inches from my face. It didn’t take long for me to finish as I noticed her little food baby peeking out from the pucker waste hole, taunting me with its delicious meatiness. She lowered her sweet ass as my jizz forcefully coated her ass cheeks. I was drooling with anticipation at it, and I lay there motionless as the last few spurts exited my big cock all over her cheeks.

“UGGGHHHHHHHH….OH GOD…IT FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD!!!”

“You like that shit don’t you…if you were a REAL man, you would have sperm that counted, and not be shooting duds like you do…what a shame you’re such a low level bottom feeder…such a shame!”

“Yes Mistress…I am an abomination of mankind.” I said.


I opened my mouth in anticipation as my cock began to become limp again. I stuck my tongue out as she covered my face with her entire weight which was hefty to say the least, and then she began to rub it all over my face, and the shit became a pasty mess. I began to lick her puckered back pussy and could feel that I already had a good two incher inside my mouth. I could taste the corn since she would make it a regular habit to consume at least one meal of sweet creamy corn, knowing full well that it added to some chunkiness that I really didn’t care for. It was one of my pet peeves to dislike any kind of chunks in my meal.

“I ate three corns on the cobs yesterday while you were at work, just for your benefit you fucking slave loser!” Her laughter was the bright spot in my day, even when it was mocking me. I needed her to keep me in line like that.

I could feel my cock growing hard again. She was shutting off my air the more that she rubbed her shitty ass on my face.

“Is the baby hungry for his mommies’ crapcake?” she said, rubbing harder and harder.

I groaned as she strained to push the rest of her food babies inside my hungry waiting mouth, and with the final push, out came a beefy and healthy six pound log, or so it seemed, and I struggled to eat it swiftly, munching and enjoying every bite. She picked her ass off of my face when she noticed that I was gagging a little bit, straining to swallow.

“Are you all right? Don’t waste any of it since the meal at home I plan on letting it ferment some weeks. ” As I swallowed continuously I could taste the bitterness that I’d grown fond of since we began our scat journey, and then I felt her hands grasping at my rigid cock, grabbing it as hard as she had any right to.

“What a loser you are…not only eating my shit right out of my turd cutter but also getting hard while doing it!” She had trained me right, I grimaced from the pain as she held my cock hostage with the strength of her strong hands, forcing out the cum from my balls into the shaft that was raw from the rubbing she forced me to do.

“That’s good…I’m hungry…now you need something to wash it down with…open your mouth again you little weasel.” She moved a little, forcing her puffy fat pussy over my mouth, and then letting out a large amount of bitter tasting piss that I learned to love cold right out of the fridge, not warm. She groaned as she rubbed her pussy all over my face and mouth. I dared not spear her with my tongue that


was itching to fuck her with it. She never allowed me to fuck her with my mouth, only from behind and only if I wore a hood to cover my face as she watched other men fucking women on the hardcore videos we kept at home.

“Finish it, waste not, want not you bad little boy!” She said, rubbing her cunt all over my face. I could tell that she liked it the way that my beard stubble was rubbing her clit.

I thought I heard some rumbling in the back behind some trees. I thought I heard some giggling too and I turned my head. I strained to see what was behind the dark green bush, and it looked like it was more than one person.

“What the fuck is wrong with you…did I give you permission to stop or to even look away you maggot?” she said.

“Wait; hold on a second, I thought I heard something in there, behind those bushes.”

“Where?” she asked, getting up and dropping her skirt, as she looked around, I noticed a smile on her face, almost like a laugh, but not.

“You mean behind those bushes?” she asked me, squatting over me again since I didn’t clean her up and had just swallowed the last of her food baby.

“That’s Greta, she’s filming for me, she said I can make some money off of your little defect of eating my shit..Funny, when you think about it, can’t even make enough money to make me happy, just enough to keep a roof over our heads.”

I was a lawyer, and I wasn’t making little like she claimed. She was just trying to get my goat once again. Suddenly, Greta emerged from the bush with a nice professional video recorder.

“Did you get everything?”  It wasn’t just my wife and this strange looking woman dressed in a very garish and hardcore looking outfit looking at me as I tried to wipe the last traces of Mistress Katrina’s shit off of my face, it was also a man, a very tall and beefy looking man, all looking at one another as though they had plans for me, maybe even becoming their slaves as well.

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





