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 Mistress Misery snapped on the light and stepped into her ensuite, her silk dressing gown moving slightly, hanging open to reveal the curve of her breasts and the smooth skin of her stomach descending to the join of her legs.

Her bathroom was like a thousand others, with pink effect marble fittings and shiny brass, the commodious retreat of any middle aged, successful, single woman in a modern city, where all was clean, pleasant and sweet smelling. A shower and bath combination, a sizeable basin, room for towel storage and an elegant feeling of poise and space.

There was only one difference from the normal roster of sanitary appointments.

Next to the lavatory bowl, something was fixed to the varnished wood of the floor. Below the curving porcelain, another toilet seat was mounted atop a wooden box. From this box a man’s body protruded, his head trapped inside by means of a hole just big enough to admit his neck being locked in position.  His wrists were fettered by manacles and very short chains to two steel rings in each side of the box.

His waist lay under another wooden structure, a simple horizontal board fixed at a height that kept his body snugly to the rubber mat that kept him from the wooden floor from the head box to the tops of his thighs. In this flat board was a hole through which the man’s penis protruded, the hole somehow closed tight round his genitalia behind the balls, preventing it from being retracted. The shaft of his penis was sheathed in steel, with a Prince Albert piercing locking it in position with a small padlock. A catheter emerged from the head of his penis and went back through a tiny, tight hole in the head box. The man was completely naked but for a pink, plastic garment that enclosed his groin. 

Mistress Misery looked down at this arrangement and stifled a giggle, as she often had to every time she entered her bathroom. She hung up her robe on the hook behind the door and, lifted the lid at the top of the wooden box. The man’s head was covered with a rubber hood that left only a generous opening at the mouth, and tiny holes for eyes and nostrils.

Ignoring this blank, impersonal visage, she sat down over the opening, on the toilet seat, placing her feet to each side of his chest.

“Number 2,” she snapped.

She shuddered with pleasure as she felt the man’s lips form a seal around her anus. It had taken a long time, with many reverses and difficult moments, for her toilet and for her. However hard and long the process, however, she thought, as she felt her sphincter stretching open, it was bloody worth it. The daily joy that came with success simply could not be put into words. She smirked as her solid waste slid out and passed just as smoothly into her toilet’s mouth and down his throat, with hardly an audible gag.

 

It had all started with a broken flush the previous year…

The handle failed with an audible ‘snap’ and came away in her hand. Mistress Misery stared at the broken chrome and let out a hiss of annoyance. The timing was very unfortunate; her regular handyman had just jetted off for two weeks holiday. Came of getting paid too much, she thought, bitterly, as she collected herself. The ball valve had been dripping for weeks, too, which made it worse. 

She lifted the lid off the cistern with an expression of disgust, and pulled up the release so that the water would flush down. It was a temporary fix, but she wasn’t going to be doing that for the next fortnight.

It would be so much better to have slaves rather than servants, she thought, as she went downstairs, since slaves wouldn’t have holidays. But this was a proposition that she had always decided against taking up, despite countless pathetic pleas from her online pets to perform exactly that function for her. Mistress Misery smiled to herself. Her online network of trapped and broken pets were there for her amusement whenever and however she wished and could be switched off at will and that was exactly how she liked it.

She had experimented with face to face meetings with some of her human property, but really, it was so much more convenient and preferable to control them on webcam. She loved to track and dictate their miserable little lives using all the wonderful opportunities that modern technology allowed, especially the software that allowed her to remotely take over a slave’s computer, and the tracker apps that relayed every last little detail from either smartphone or PC, itemising everywhere they went, and everything they did.

Her whole network of chained, adoring losers could be viewed, accessed, controlled and enjoyed whenever and however she wished. When she felt inclined for amusement away from their pathetic existence, she could go offline, and make her little piggies wait. It really was an ideal arrangement.

She had her regular servants, of course, like any modern woman of means. A cook and cleaner, a gardener, and, with taxis on call, effectively a chauffeur; but none of these lived on the premises, and she was careful to maintain a strictly professional relationship with them all.

She could well afford such services. In addition to running her own beauty shop very successfully, scores of piggies paid their salaries directly into her account, or transferred large sums at proscribed intervals.

Moving reluctantly away from these pleasant reflections, Mistress Misery sat down in the hall and consulted a list of preferred tradesmen that the local council had given out and called the first plumber on the list. She got through almost at once and it was arranged for a man to visit her house later that morning. She also called the beauty shop and informed the staff that she would not be in that day. She was hardly there anyway; just enough to keep an eye on her employees and maintain the standard she had always worked to.

The plumber turned out to be singularly unimpressive, a young, rather gormless individual male dressed in a sweatshirt and a pair of rumpled tracksuit bottoms. The obligatory body art, too, in the shape of a nose piercing that she thought looked perfectly hideous.

The voice that had answered her telephone call had sounded rather more mature than this pathetic individual and she bridled a little at the idea that she had evidently been sent someone’s apprentice.

“G-good morning,” said the youth, gawping at her, his watery blue eyes flicking momentarily down to her full breasts as they strained against the thin fabric of her blouse.

“You are the plumber?” she demanded, her hands on her hips, red nails contrasting starkly with the beige of her knee-length skirt.

“Yes,” he replied, flushing red. He handed her a plasticised card. 

Mistress Misery looked at it and frowned.

“Hope for the Homeless, Kelvin Oliver, registered trainee?”

“Y-yes, that’s right,” he confirmed, with a forced, lopsided smile, “I’ve done a course.”

“Great,” said Mistress Misery, sarcastically.

“Thank you for giving me a chance,” he said, quickly, the smile becoming even more gruesome.

She looked at him disdainfully for a moment.

“Ah, well,” she said at last, “it’s only a handle for the flush and a new ball valve. Even you should be able to handle that. You have the correct part, I presume?”

“Y-yes,” he confirmed, hefting his bag of tools. “I stopped on the way.”

Mistress Misery gave him one more sharp glance, and then stepped aside, allowing him to enter her house.

“And you can go on your socks,” she said, wrinkling her nose with distaste at the dirt on his sneakers.

“Oh, OK,” he said, after a brief hesitation, bending awkwardly down to take them off, not even bothering to undo the laces as she closed the door behind him. He placed them carefully down on the mat, his hands shaking slightly.

“I’ll need to shut the water off,” he said, apologetically.

“For how long?” she demanded.

“About half an hour,” he said, flinching slightly at her cutting tone.

She let out a hiss of annoyance.

“It’s in the kitchen, under the sink. Half an hour then, and no more.”

She watched impatiently as he knelt down and rummaged under the sink in her gleaming kitchen, moving buckets and cleaning gear out of the way with clumsy, shaking hands.

Finally he re-emerged and tried the tap. Nothing came out and he looked at her with a triumphant smile that she totally ignored.

 

 He padded after her in his socks as she led him upstairs. She disliked intensely this intrusion into her personal space. Her room was tidy and clean, as was the bathroom after the bi-weekly ministrations of her cleaner, but it was still a source of great annoyance that she was obliged to admit a stranger there, especially one as idiotic as this one.

 

“Right,” he mused, under his breath, as he took the lid of the ceramic cistern with a grating sound and set it down on the floor, leaning up against the tiled wall.

“I’ll leave you to it,” said Mistress Misery. She noticed that he glanced across to where some of her lingerie was drying on a line over the bath and she took is with her when she went. The thought of him perving over it, or touching it was disgusting and he looked exactly like the sort of nerd who would do it.

She went down and bathed in the feminine ambience of her sitting room, leafing through a magazine to pass the time on a comfortable sofa that faced the large bay window, all pastel shades and comfortable fittings. She thought about going online and reading mail from her pets, but the thought of a stranger in the house, she knew, would interfere with the pleasure. She looked for the hundredth time at the gilded carriage clock on her mantelpiece and hissed under her breath.

When the half hour was up, she went upstairs to see how things were going. Much to her annoyance, she found that he was still fiddling at the cistern.

“You said half an hour,” she observed coldly, ignoring his pathetic attempt at a welcoming smile.

“I’m fitting a new unit altogether,” he said, “shuts off all at once.”

“And there’s a problem with that?” she asked, unimpressed.

“N-no more drips,” he said, with a ghastly smile, “nearly finished. Just got to nip it up.”

Mistress Misery watched as he fitted some spanners to the joint in the copper pipe where it entered the cistern. She assumed that the sounds of effort were mostly for effect as he gasped and grunted a little, tightening the seal.

“Arrrgh!” he said, suddenly, as there came a sharp crack. 

His hands went to the join in the copper pipe a few inches below the seal. A bead of water was forming there from a split in the joint.

“Damn,” he muttered, not looking at her.

“What have you done now?” she hissed.

“Er, it’s no problem,” he stuttered, looking up at her miserably. “Just have to re-solder… gave it too much…”

Mistress Misery glared at him in disgust.

“How long now?”

“Half an hour,” he said, flinching away from her steely glare. “I’ve got the gear.”

“Kuh! It had better be half an hour this time, fool, or I’ll be calling your boss.”

The young man went pale at that.

“Please,” he said, “don’t do that. I am on a last warning.”

“Oh, are you?” she said, without any sympathy whatever. “So this isn’t the first job you’ve messed up?”

“I g-got caught with some weed,” he admitted, with a sickly grin.

“Mmm,” she replied, feigning interest, “do you have any with you now? I could do with a toke.”

“Actually,” he said, with a mock whisper and a leery grin, “I do.”

Mistress Misery watched him as he reached into his bag and took out a tobacco tin. Inside were a number of hand rolled cigarettes. He handed one to Mistress Misery,

“We can share it,” he offered, “and who really cares about running water, anyway?”

Mistress Misery took the spliff and smiled at him.

“If this job isn’t finished in half an hour, I’m going to take this disgusting cigarette to your boss and explain everything.”

He looked at her in horror. She half expected him to react angrily, but he was too pathetic even for that. He just gawped at her with his mouth hanging open, too shocked to speak.

“You wouldn’t….”

Mistress Misery uttered an evil, throaty chuckle.

“Oh, I would positively enjoy it,” she said, cruelly.

He stared at her for a moment, and the disbelief slowly drained from his face as he met with the spiteful certainty in her eyes.

“Uh, OK,” he mumbled, flinching.

“Better get on with it then hadn’t you?” she snapped, and turned on her heel.

 

Mistress Misery was incredulous more than incensed when half an hour had gone by and still the water was not back on. Kelvin was even more pathetic than she had imagined. What made it more irritating was the fact that she needed to pee. She had decided to hold on for the promised half hour, but now she was still apparently without water.

“Right,” she said, curtly, seeing that he was still messing around with a blow lamp. “You’ve had your chance, idiot.”

“No!” he pleaded, shutting off the flame and clasping his hands together. “I’ll be thrown right out of the shelter for that!”

“Good,” she said, with an evil smirk.

“This is my last chance!”

“Was your last chance, fucker.”

He buried his face in his hands.

“I’m nearly finished,” he pleaded, with tears in his eyes.

Mistress Misery felt a familiar thrill of pleasure at his obvious distress.

“Awww,” she said, with mock sympathy, “what a terrible shame.”

“Please,” he said, “just five minutes?”

“But, I don’t need to pee in five minutes, I need to pee now.”

“Y-you don’t have another toilet available?” he asked, very timorously.

She shook her head.

“No, I don’t.”

It was actually a lie. She could have used the main bathroom but she did not like the sterile, over large space, and didn’t see why she should have to start liking it now. That was for visitors.

“Oh,” he said, despairingly.

“Unless,” she said, her eyes glittering with a sudden thought, “mmm.”

“Unless, what?” asked Kelvin, quickly.

“No,” she said, “nobody wants a job that much.”

The young man gawped at her, trying to find hope in the situation somehow.

“I do,” he said, his hands clasped together.

She looked down at him for a moment.

“But you don’t know what I am going to say, idiot.”

 

 

 

 

 

“I don’t care. I’ll do anything.”

She smirked.

“I need to pee, fool. I need a toilet.” She stepped towards him slowly, till she looked down on him at her feet. “Be my toilet, nerd, and I‘ll give you another five minutes.”

“Be your….?”

“Toilet, yes,” confirmed Mistress Misery with sadistic relish, “I want to piss in your mouth.”

Kelvin looked up at her, shocked into silence.

“But…”

“Forget it,” she snapped, turning away.

“No!!”

She paused, turning back slowly, enjoying the moment.

“No? Or yes?”

Mistress Misery was intensely aroused by the young man’s predicament, watching the play of despair and disgust over his features. In the end, it was resignation and despair that won out. She smiled at that, and a thrill of pleasure went through her. She so loved sadistic manipulation.

“All right,” he breathed, with a shuddering breath.

 

Mistress Misery chuckled a little and reached round to unhitch her skirt. Kelvin’s eyes nearly popped out of their sockets as he watched her drop the beige garment and step out of it, revealing shapely, well-fleshed legs. A pair of lacy white panties peeped out from below her blouse.

“Lie on your back, then, idiot,” she said, moving towards him.

Kelvin looked at her for a moment, startled, and then obeyed, his face full of fear and uncertainty.

Mistress Misery smiled as she knelt down to straddle his chest, her legs pinning his arms to the floor, her ample weight more than sufficient to render him helpless.

His eyes went wider as he got a close up view of her crotch.

She pulled the panties away and Kelvin gasped to see her shaven labia right in front of his face.

“Open wide,” she commanded.

He stared at her, dumbstruck.

“Open!” she hissed.

Kelvin opened his mouth hesitantly.

“And if you spill so much as a drop I’m going straight to your boss, understood?”

He only had time to nod miserably before a stream of yellow liquid gushed into his mouth from her vagina. He gagged and coughed and she had to stop as he recovered, the urine all over his chin and neck.

“Useless prick,” she snapped, “can’t you do anything right?”

“S-orry,” he gurgled, his face a picture of torment and distress.

“Swallow it, cretin. Drink!!”

Before he had time to reply the stream was restored and he swallowed as well as he could, taking down the yellow, salty liquid, desperate to mollify her.

“Mmm,” she said, with a throaty chuckle, as he took down the last of it, “that’s better, isn’t it?”

She reached across for a sheet of toilet paper, and cleaned herself with it, then stuffed it into his mouth.

“Eat that, too. Since we can’t flush it away.”

He moaned a protest, his eyes wide, but she just laughed.

“Chew and swallow,” she commanded, “it won’t do you any harm at all.”

He did so with difficulty and she enjoyed every moment of his distress, watching the expressions of disgust, the straining to swallow, the little moans and gagging movements as he fought to take the paper down.

“That’s it,” she said, giggling, “be a good toilet for me.”

The day had certainly had its frustrations, she thought, but it was providing some unexpected pleasures as well.

 

Eventually the idiot managed to swallow it all, and she removed her weight from his chest. Her whole body was tingling with pleasure and she reflected that dominating someone in the flesh could be even more intense than controlling someone online, if it went right. Shame about the practicalities.

“Now,” she said, brusquely, putting her skirt back on, “I don’t care what hours you are supposed to be working at this fucking shelter for the homeless. You are going to stay here till you fix my toilet, do you understand?”

“Yes, Madam,” he said, miserably.

“And every time I need to use the toilet while it’s still broken I’m going to use your fucking mouth till it’s fixed. Clear?”

“C-clear,” he acknowledged, looking as though he was about to sob.

“Good,” she said. “And since there is no water, you are not going to be able to wash your mouth out, are you?”

“No.”

“So hurry up and get it back.”

 

Mistress Misery strode out of her ensuite, every particle of her body excited and alive. She loved to impose toilet tasks on her slaves; they were so degrading and effective at destroying their self-esteem, but it had been a long time since she had done anything like that in person, and never so spontaneously and satisfactorily as then.

 

Back down in the lounge, she relived the moment over and over again, her hand going to her sex. She saw again in her mind’s eye his frightened eyes and disgusted expression, the distress and fear as her yellow stream ran into his trembling, wide open mouth, the slight choking and desperate gulping as he did his best not to spill anything and keep his job with the shelter. Oh, it was SO hot!

She laughed as she thought of Kelvin working feverishly, the salt taste of her piss still in his mouth, getting her toilet back in working order as quickly as he could, desperate to avoid another humiliation. Surely now the job would be done in double quick time. According to Kelvin, he was right on the verge of finishing anyway.

She squirmed slightly in her chair, still chuckling to herself, but then she grew still. The recent excitement was having an effect her metabolism. A natural and inevitable effect. Her eyes widened slightly as felt her bowels move and stir into life. Great
timing, she thought, ironically.

She did not like having to use something other than her own toilet, but she got up resignedly to go up to the main bathroom. There should be a full cistern there, too, for her to use, even if it were not her normal habit to go there. She kept it mainly for guests.

Before going down the landing however, she decided to look in on Kelvin and see if her ensuite was actually on the point of being available.  

When she got there, things were not as she had expected. Instead of being a dynamo of urgent activity, Kelvin was just kneeling where she had left him. He looked up at her as if stupefied, his gormless mouth hanging open.

“Well??” she hissed, indicating the toilet. “Have you fixed it?”

He did not answer, his face working as if he were trying to speak, but no words came out. He shook his head, pathetically, with a minuscule shrug of his shoulders. 

“What the fuck have you been doing?”

Still he said nothing, just looked more and more pathetic, if that was possible.

Mistress Misery, by contrast, felt herself becoming more and more angry, her hands firmly on her hips.

“What the fuck is going on here?” she demanded.

“I-I c-can turn the water back on,” he mumbled.

“So you have fixed it?”

He looked up at her with a haunted, trembling look.

“I’ve blanked it,” he said.

“Blanked it? What does that mean?”

He cowered back from her anger, and indicated the supply pipe to the cistern. Instead of going up to the tank, it had a copper cap screwed tight.

“It’s OK to turn the water back on, but the toilet is still not working.”

Mistress Misery glared at him.

“What’s the fucking point of that?”

“Y-you said I could stay,” he mumbled.

“I said what??”

“If I didn’t fix the toilet,” he said, wincing at her glare.

She frowned, sensing a strange undercurrent.

“I didn’t say that.”

He cowered back but his desperate expression contradicted her clearly enough.

“You did,” he whispered, miserably.

“I said that if the toilet was still broken I was going to use your fucking mouth, that’s all.”

“You said I was going to have to stay until it had fixed it.”

She stared at him in amazement.

“But you’ve made no effort to fix it.”

“I know,” he moaned, and covered his face in his hands.

Mistress Misery was having difficulty getting a grip on things. She stared down at him, trying to make sense of it.

“I don’t want to go back to that shelter,” he mumbled, through his fingers. 

“What?”

“I want to stay here. With you,” he said, in a shaking voice, “I love you.”

The sheer effrontery and impropriety of this remark left Mistress Misery momentarily speechless.

“Are you fucking out of your mind?” she asked, at last, not knowing whether to curse or laugh.

“Out of my mind, yes,” he agreed, miserably, “about you.”

Mistress Misery shook her head slowly, amazed at the turn the day had taken. She thought for a moment, looking at Kelvin kneeling on the floor before her. He was like someone about to hear the verdict on a hanging offence, desperate and afraid, his gaze rapt and trembling.

“Let me get this straight,” she said, at last, “you thought that if you didn’t fix my toilet I was going to keep you around?”

Kelvin took his hands away from his face and looked up at her with eyes wet with adoration and worship.

“It’s what you said,” mumbled Kelvin, miserably.

“I said that you were going to stay till you had fixed it AND that I was going to use your mouth as a toilet till you did.”

“Yes,” he agreed.

“Yes!? Yes, what?”

Mistress Misery was feeling lost again.

“It would be worth it,” he said, half sobbing. “Please don’t send me away.”

Mistress Misery let out a hiss of annoyance. She knew better than most women of the lengths a pathetic male would go to, to impress a female and desperate he could get for her attention, but this was ridiculous.

She looked at the pathetic specimen on the tiled floor of her toilet and her face twisted in disgust. She had pissed in his mouth and made him drink it, and somehow he fancied himself in love with her. She shook her head disbelievingly, and her disgust turned to anger. Her eyes hardened into points, taking on a calculating, predatory glitter. Very well, then, she thought, with an inward smile.

“All right then, lover boy,” she said, with dangerous softness, “on your back again.”

His eyes lit up and widened as she unzipped her skirt once again and stepped out of it.

“On your back, I said!”

He obeyed hurriedly and watched her as she stepped towards him.

“D-do you need to pee again, Madam?”

“No,” she said, with a thin, cruel smile, “I need to shit.”

“Oh,” he said, hesitating.

“Oh, and you hadn’t thought about that?” she sneered. “What sort of toilet are you?”

“W-well,” he said, “perhaps…”

“Perhaps you should go back to that fucking shelter, where they are going to find out what a junkie you are!”

“No,” he pleaded.

“Just get out of my sight,” she snapped, pointing to the door.

“No!”

“Get out!”

“All right!” he said, sobbing, “All right! I’ll do it!”

Mistress Misery looked at him in even deeper disgust than before, but it only hardened her anger. Something else came too at the sight of his pathetic prostration and with the knowledge of what she was about to do. Something sadistic and sweet that brought back the tingling arousal she had felt before, only this time, suddenly even more intense.

“Good,” purred Mistress Misery, her eyes bright with malice, “then lie down on the floor like a good toilet.”

She pulled down her panties, wriggling her ass slightly, then stepped out of them. She was naked from the waist down, except for her court shoes.

Kelvin had never seen anything so beautiful. The strength seemed entirely to have gone out of him. He could do nothing as she straddled him again, this time facing his feet. Her weight pinned him again to the cold tiles.

“Open wide,” she said, her need to defecate suddenly urgent.

Kelvin barely had time to obey and adjust the position of his mouth before her sphincter widened and a curling brown turd slid smoothly down into his oral cavity, hung there for a moment, and then fell in. He gagged and moaned as further stools fell onto his face, some sticking over his cheeks, part of them slipping down beside his head.

Mistress Misery straightened up to see how her toilet was coping and laughed at the pathetic sight.

“How romantic,” she said, chuckling. “Brown roses for my love. And so fragrant.”

Kelvin could only moan in distress, a turd still lodged in his mouth.

Mistress Misery reached down into Kelvin’s boiler suit and slipped her hand into his underpants. He was semi-flaccid, but came quickly erect as she fondled him.

“Mmm, the shit turns you on, doesn’t it?” she asked.

He moaned a negative, but it only made her laugh again.

“Your prick says different, doesn’t it, lover boy? I’m going to make you cum with the taste of shit in your mouth.”

“Nmmmh!” he moaned, but Mistress Misery was as good as her word.

It was only seconds later that he spurted powerfully into her hand. She tipped it over his face and added his cum to the disgusting mixture as it dribbled out of her hand in gooey streams.

“There,” she said, with a cruel laugh, standing up, “that’s better, isn’t it?”

He sobbed on the floor, humiliated, degraded, his romantic dreams in tatters.

She laughed so that her breasts jiggled at the pathetic sight. 

 

Mistress Misery enjoyed making her pets taste their own shit every now and then to destroy their self-esteem and provide interesting blackmail material, but she had never done it in the flesh, as it were, and the arousal and pleasure were very intense.

Nevertheless, it was definitely time to get rid of Kelvin. Covering a male idiot’s  face in shit was all well and good, but on the other hand it was a mess that needed cleaning up, and the smell was getting very foul indeed.

“Get up, idiot,” she snapped.

Kelvin struggled up to a sitting position, turds and streams of cum slipping down onto his chest. He groaned in disgust and tried to wipe his cheeks. He looked for somewhere to spit out the turd that was still in his mouth.

“There,” said Mistress Misery, pointing to his tool bag. “In there.”

He gazed up at her miserably, and let out a distressed, pleading moan.

“It’s not my fault that the toilet is out of order, is it?” 

She made him put all the excrement in his tool bag, and also tissues that he used to wipe his face. Then she showed him the door.

“But you promised,” he said, accusingly, sobbing.

“I did no such thing, fool,” said Mistress Misery, “now get out.”

“You s-said that I could stay if I’d be your toilet.”

“And a fine toilet you were, weren’t you?” she replied, cuttingly. “What is the use of a toilet that doesn’t swallow?”

He hung his head.

“I will next time,” he said.

“There isn’t going to be a ‘next time’, now fuck off. And if you ever come back here I really will tell your boss about the weed.”

“W-what about the real t-toilet?” he asked.

“I’ll get a proper plumber,” she said, with a curl of her lip.

With his head still stained with brown and holding a bag full of tools mixed with her shit she thrust him out of the front door and slammed it shut behind him. She watched as he got into his van, evidently made use of some sort of wipes to clean his face, then with one more despairing look at her house, took his leave.

 

Mistress Misery was very relieved to see him go. The experience had included some very arousing and pleasurable moments but she still had a broken toilet and it would take some time to get rid of the smell, she supposed. She went to the kitchen and turned on the water. Fortunately, her cleaner was coming in later that day. A call to a plumber on a different listing was sufficient to arrange for a professional to visit her the following morning and put her bathroom to rights.

She fixed herself a salad for her lunch and ate it comfortably in the lounge, thinking about what had happened. She reflected that it had been a wonderfully wicked and depraved delight to squat over Kelvin and shit in his mouth. She found herself regretting the fact that she hadn’t made him really eat any of it. She was in no doubt that she could have quite easily. She could have made him do anything.

She remembered him saying that he ‘would next time’, and for a moment she considered getting him back again to make him do so and perhaps make a regular thing of it, but did she really want to be associated with that twerp? For a toy boy, he was a pathetic specimen, and she would be a laughing stock. No, definitely she would not.

Drawing a line under the matter in her head, she decided to go upstairs and make her minions suffer online. There were always scores of emails and other desperate communications for her to enjoy, as well as fines to impose, punishments to mete out, and agony to witness. 

When she got to her computer and booted it up however, she ignored the groaning inbox of her email for the moment and, with her mind still on the subject, tapped ‘toilet slavery’ into the search engine.

There were thousands of hits. She glanced at the huge number of videos on offer, but did not bother to click on them. She tried to find accounts of males being trained as toilet slaves that had the ring of truth to them, with an emphasis on the practical rather than the ideal. Was it something that actually  happened?

Occasionally she found a reference to what purported to be a real situation; then in odd places on forums or discussion groups she discovered suggestions, advice and best practice concerning the training men to function as a toilet slave to a female that admitted of no persuasive arguments against it at all.

One particular contributor asserted that her human toilet had consumed every ounce of her excrement and piss for seven years without any health issues, and she expected him to last another twenty at least.

Attached to this remarkable statement were detailed instructions about how to go about training a toilet slave properly, and the pitfalls and misconceptions to avoid.

Mistress Misery read them through avidly, her sex becoming hot and wet at the very thought of it. The woman who had written the article said that using a fully trained toilet slave was ‘a pleasure that could not be articulated in words’. She invited the reader to imagine the ‘thrill of experiencing the most profound and complete expression of the contrast between superior and inferior’, and assured the interested Domme that it resulted for her in the ‘most intensely erotic experience she had ever had.’

Mistress Misery did not doubt it. The article went on to allay any fears she might have had on the impact that ingesting shit and piss on a regular basis might have on a human toilet. Apparently, there is nothing inherently unhealthy about ingesting fresh stools or piss, although the prudent user will find it beneficial to supplement his intake with vitamin pills in order that the correct nutrients are obtained. Human waste material is not rich enough in itself to supply all its needs in that respect.

The article went on to discuss the moral objections to reducing a man to such a degraded state. Mistress Misery had little issue with such things; her life was centered around humiliating and degrading her pets for her own enrichment and pleasure. Nevertheless she was interested to read that there are many men who were excited by the idea of functioning as a toilet slave to a Dominant Female. The article pointed out that any advertisement for such training and services from a female would always attract a veritable storm of male respondents, all swearing undying devotion and grateful servitude, etc, etc.

Mistress Misery nodded to herself. She could certainly bear out the truth of how pathetic the male sex were when they encountered a woman who knew her own strength.

She was greatly excited about the idea that acquiring, training and then using a toilet slave long term could actually be a practical proposition. She remembered the sweet sensation of defecating in Kelvin’s mouth that afternoon and thought about the possibilities of making such an intense pleasure an everyday occurrence. It was an incredibly seductive thought. Degrading a man to that extent would really be the ultimate achievement, but did she really want a man permanently installed in her bathroom to eat her waste, each day and every day?

The crux of the proposition, she was beginning to understand, was to disassociate any human characteristics from the slave, and simply see a toilet, just as if it were made of gleaming ceramic and copper plumbing. That way it would not be out of place in her bathroom. That and the length of time the training took. All the practical advice she found warned her of a very long and difficult road.

Mistress Misery chuckled to herself and wriggled a little in her chair. It really was such a delicious thought. She considered herself in many ways to be the Ultimate Domme, the most evil and merciless online presence, and if she was ever going to have a live in slave, it would be under the most extreme and degrading circumstances possible. Nothing would answer this purpose better than turning a man into her fully trained and functioning, permanent toilet.

Despite the chorus of objections in her head, and all the practical considerations, she could not stop herself thinking about how it might happen. Kelvin Oliver seemed the ideal candidate, if such a thing existed. A young, healthy constitution, and no family ties. Probably no friends, either.

It was true that he had been unable to swallow even a small part of her excrement, but that, she found out, was entirely to be expected in a novice. Overcoming the natural repugnance of a slave was something that always took long and patient work, and the ability to swallow quickly without chewing by all accounts took even longer.

Mistress Misery had gone online with only one question in mind. Was it medically and physically practicable to train and maintain a real toilet slave for long periods? She had been much surprised to learn that the answer to that question was ‘yes’. Many pioneering ladies seemed to have done it, and left the fruits of their experience on the Net for others to take advantage of. Mistress Misery saw no reason why she should not be one of them.

Her hand was trembling slightly as she picked up the phone.

“Is that ‘Hope for the Homeless’ ?

The mature, gravelly voice that she had spoken to before answered in the affirmative.

“Could you ask your plumber, Kelvin, to come back this afternoon, please? I have a small leak. Thank you.”

She returned the handset to the slot, feeling her heart beating hard in her chest. For the moment, her online pets would have to wait. This was far too exciting.

Kelvin Oliver was obviously as anxious to take up this invitation as Mistress Misery was impatient to see him, for it was barely half an hour before he turned up at her door, breathless and trembling.

She let him in and took him into the lounge. She sat down and made him stand before her.

“You have a leak?” he asked, tentatively.

“Never mind about that,” she said, dismissing it with a wave of her hand. “I have a proposition.”

Kelvin’s eyes gleamed with sudden hope.

“Yes?” he said, eagerly.

“Earlier today you expressed the desire to remain in my house and become my toilet slave.”

“Er…” said Kelvin, colouring, “well, I wanted to stay…”

“Well, you can do so,” she said brusquely, cutting him off, “as a toilet.”

Kelvin looked at her, his face gormlessly registering surprise and confusion.

“A toilet?”

“Yes,” said Mistress Misery, “do you want to stay or don’t you?”

The young man hesitated.

“Your toilet?” he asked, timorously. “Just for you?”

“A toilet is just a toilet,” she snapped in reply, “but yes, you would be in my ensuite, for my personal use.”

“And there is no other way for me to stay with you?”

“None.”

He put his hand over his eyes for a moment.

“Then, yes,” he said, in a trembling voice. “Anything to be yours.”

Mistress Misery snorted, hardly able to believe anyone could be that pathetic, or perhaps that romantic?

“You need to realise what you are getting yourself into,” she said, with a hard edge to her voice. “Toilets stay in bathrooms, always available for use, day and night. They do not have holidays. They stay in darkness except when they are being used. They have no other function. They do not speak, they do not laugh, they do not think, they do not cry. They swallow whatever is put down them and nothing more. They do not sleep. They wait, hour after hour in darkness, for that brief moment of usefulness. Their world is a tiny, windowless room where nothing changes. No seasons, no sky, no weather, no nothing. That is the life of a toilet. Do you want that?”

He looked at her miserably.

“To be near you, yes.”

“And there would be no giving up halfway,” she warned, “once you agree to be my toilet, I will ensure that you keep your promise.”

The harsh certainty of her tone as she gave out this warning made him hesitate again.

“And,” she said, “I will require you to have a Prince Albert piercing, if you do not already have one.”

“A PA? Through my dick?”

“Yes. And don’t come back till it is fully healed.”

He looked at her miserably, his legs slightly crossed as if he were already feeling the pain of such a procedure.

“That’s going to take a while.”

“Give you time to think about it, then, won’t it?” she snapped in reply. “And this is all going to take some time to get right, depend on it. Maybe years.”

“Oh,” he said, a little taken aback.

“If you do decide not to disappoint me,” she said, in a slightly gentler tone, “and are sincere in your devotion, I will have an agreement waiting for you to sign when you have the piercing. It will bear witness to the voluntary nature of your service, along with a pledge of honour to be true to your undertaking and accept any punishment along the way that may be necessary to ensure its complete success.”

“Right,” he said, in a whispery, insubstantial voice.

“Text me when you get the piercing.”

“Yes,” he mumbled, “I will.”

“Good,” she snapped in reply, “now, get to it.”

After the young man had driven away from her property Mistress Misery could hardly decide whether she really wanted to see him again or not. There was an undeniably seductive quality in the thought of reducing a man to such a degraded and pathetic state, but the practicalities of such a procedure, despite the reports to the contrary that she had avidly read online, seemed too daunting and difficult.

She could well imagine that Kelvin too, was conflicted in much the same way, with practical considerations arguing against the deep need to submit to her and be near her, the emotional and the rational at war. These two elements were too dissimilar in nature to really conflict. It was more that the one followed the other, over and over again.

The intense pleasure of using Kelvin as a toilet would arise in her memory with shuddering force, and the prospect of this becoming a regular occurrence would seem like a wonderfully exciting and beautiful dream. Then the rational objections would begin again, and she would go over in her mind all the different ways in which the project could fail, or prove inconvenient, or even dangerous or illegal.

This conflict continued right through the ritual of her evening meal, prepared for her as it was every day, by a professional cook. She found that she had little appetite, and hardly tasted it.

When her mobile buzzed suddenly she jumped a little at the insistent, staccato tones. The sound had not come from the phone she used to control her pets. That instrument of suffering and despair was upstairs, switched off. This was her regular, personal number. The one that she had given Kelvin. 

She found that her hand was trembling slightly as she picked it up and saw that it was indeed a text from the young man. She pressed the ‘read’ button and her stomach lurched with a sudden ache as she scanned the text quickly.

Appointment for PA tomorrow 1000 am. Your toilet.

 

She found herself chuckling and her hand went down of its own to her crotch, kneading herself, hot suddenly like molten honey, heady and sweet. Ohhhh, she whispered, the intensity of her arousal making her breathless and giddy.

She tapped out a reply on her keypad.

Good toilet.
When the bleeding has stopped, text me again.

She could not wait for full healing to take place. She could not wait to start the training. All her misgivings were swept away on an irresistible tide of desire. She wanted a human toilet ASAP. Fully functioning, fully trained, and totally devoted and grateful to be so.

She chaffed at the necessary delay to allow the bleeding from the PA to stop, though she knew that the intimate knowledge of her scat and piss was hardly the best environment to have an open wound. All the online advice she had read coincided on the point of enforced and permanent chastity for a toilet slave so the delay seemed unavoidable.

There were other chastity devices on the market that did not require a piercing but they were not designed to be really permanent, mostly plastic or steel cages that were not easy to clean and required periodic removal. That was not ideal from her point of view for she had no intention of removing anything from her toilet, once fitted.

The enforced chastity would keep her slave’s need to obey and serve her strong, and be uninterrupted by the psychological disturbance that always came with male ejaculation. She used blackmail as an effective tool to deal with any misgivings or pleadings for mercy from her online pets when and if they were allowed to cum, but she did not want any such disruptions in this case. A toilet had to be available for use at all times, every day. A prostate massager would deal with the necessity of occasional discharges of semen, but this technique allowed no pleasure, nor had any emotional impact, which was perfect for her purposes.

The reply beeped back a moment later.

Yes, Mistress.

She smiled at that. She had not made clear the correct mode of address he was to adopt as her toilet. She would let that pass for now. It was not yet time to instruct him properly.

Not for the first time, as her fingers brought wave after wave of pleasure shuddering through her body, she thought how wonderful it was to be an evil bitch.

All that evening and the next day, she was on the Net, giggling to herself at all the lovely toys and ideas related to her project. Chastity devices that incorporated the PA were plentiful, as were ideas for toilet seats that could be fitted over a slave’s head, trapping him in place for regular use, fitted with funnels or not depending on the design, all aimed at a beautiful synthesis of flesh and utility. Plainly, the interest in this sort of bondage was more widespread than she had supposed.

She loved the way that the enclosed type actually replaced his head from the neck, making him look for all the world like a toilet with arms and legs. She giggled at that and shuddered a little with anticipation.

It was not all settled yet, of course, she reminded herself, and she still had misgivings from time to time on her own account as the practical implications intruded into her pleasant, seductive dreams.

Nevertheless, the project seemed to be acquiring an inevitable momentum and when her phone beeped again the following afternoon, she was not surprised to learn that her toilet had been appropriately pierced. It was a clear enough signal, and she could wait no longer before summoning him, whether he had finished bleeding or not. The main thing in the early stages, she reasoned, was to ensure that he could not ejaculate and surely with a bleeding cock head that was out of the question.

He came immediately, with a feverish, haunted, slightly drawn look, and she smiled as she let him into the house. Without a word, she led him into the kitchen, where she had the paperwork ready for him to sign.

“Have you tied up the loose ends of your miserable life?” she asked, curtly.

“Y-yes,” he said.

She smirked.

“Good. Read and sign.”

He nodded miserably and directed his attention to the neatly typed lines of script, reading them quickly.

“Sign that, and you will be my toilet,” she had said, with ironclad certainty, “there will be no escape. Ever. Unless I decide otherwise, which I won’t.”

But although this had made him hesitate and whimper, she knew that in reality he had no choice. The forces of attraction were just too strong, and there was nothing outside of her seductive pull to hold him back, no insistent demands from elsewhere in his pathetic life. Even if there were, she mused, as she watched him scrawl his name with a trembling hand, he would still have signed it. No force on earth was stronger in a man than the compulsion to serve a female, once her power was awakened. It was the way the earth was made. Mistress Misery luxuriated in this truth every day, derived such exquisite pleasure from its effects.

Even so, it was with particular excitement that she watched Kelvin sign her document and of his own free will agree to be bound by all its tenets.

When he was done, he looked up at her, shaking all over and looking as though he were about to burst into tears. So touching, she thought, with a wicked smile. She grasped his head with her scarlet tipped fingers and gently drew him to her groin.

“Now,” she said, with finality, “you are mine.”

She held him there till all the shaking and sobbing and trembling had ceased.

“These,” she said, when he had quietened, “are your first instructions. And when you have heard and understood them you will not reply in words. You will grunt, once for ‘yes’ and twice for ‘no’. Do you understand that? Toilets do not speak. An absurd notion. Grunt once if you understand, toilet.”

He hesitated a moment, but then pathetically grunted once.

“Good,” she said, approvingly.

The advice she had garnered online had been explicit about the need to dehumanise the slave from the beginning, to view it for what it now was, and to treat it as it now was, a toilet. Having a conversation with a toilet slave was to be as bizarre and inappropriate as it would be with a ceramic toilet.

Communication therefore, should be kept to a minimum, and of a very basic character. The Mistress, it goes without saying, should couch her questions in such a way that they only ever required ‘yes’ or ‘no’ answers.

The first phase of her toilet’s training, according to the instructional material that seemed most thorough and realistic that she had found, was mostly psychological.

The slave had to get used to existing in her bathroom, and she had to get used to passing her waste in his presence.

She had to admit, it was a very strange experience the first few occasions. She had stripped him of his clothes of course, and secured his hands behind his back with rope. Next she put a rope round his neck, secured with a tight knot and then led it round the pipework of the sink, keeping him from getting to his feet, making him lie down or kneel on a rubber mat she had put down for the purpose. She had considered making him stay on the cold tiles of the floor, but though this had a short term sadistic attraction, she recognised that she wanted him to be comfortable in the bathroom to some extent, and feel at home there.

She made him watch her piss or shit on the toilet, and did nothing else in that bathroom, using the common one down the hall to do her other business.

 

Mistress Misery reminded him every time she snapped on the light of what he was, and what he would become, how much he belonged to Her and how glad she was to have her very own toilet slave.

“Your only purpose in life is to eat my shit,” she would whisper, “to swallow everything like a good toilet. This is your destiny. Your fate. I am going to train you for it. You are being trained. You are becoming a toilet, plain and simple, and you will never be anything else.”

She did not give him the chance to respond, apart from a hopeless whimper, conveying in no uncertain terms that toilets do not speak. Ideally, even grunted, monosyllabic replies should be discouraged, and no direct communication in terms of sound be passed at all.

She gave him a bucket to pass his waste into, so the room was generally full of the smells of scat and urine. She poured them into the lavatory and flushed them away whenever she came in, but did not allow him to wash or groom himself or brush his teeth.

When it came to food, it was necessary to begin the process of toughening up her toilet’s stomach so that he would be able to digest her shit. Two days without any food at all to begin with got him in the sort of state that he would have gladly eaten anything. She also withheld fluid for a while and kept him dehydrated and lightheaded. This was all recommended by the training regime, in order that his mind would be pliable and receptive to her constant reinforcement of his role.

She went along with a dietary plan she found online for the preparation of toilet slaves’ digestive system, which comprised of a bowl of dog food and raw vegetables, ideally flavoured with either her piss or shit. She started with her piss, just letting a little of her nectar dribble down into the mixture. It was important to get him familiar with the taste from the beginning.

This was extremely difficult at first, and Mistress Misery began to realise what sort of investment of her time and effort was required. The wretch puked up the foul mixture on the first two occasions, but kept it down on the third, and then on every subsequent occasion.

After a week, she took delivery of some proper restraints that she had bought from an online fetish retailer as well as the steel chastity tube.

Mistress Misery was very gratified to see the tender adoration in his eyes as she locked the restraint collar around his neck and chained him properly to the pipework by the sink, replacing too the rope that bound his wrists with proper leather cuffs with a short chain linkage, securing everything with padlocks.

“Good toilet,” she whispered, stroking his face. “We are making progress, aren't we?”

He gave a single moan in reply. She heard the strain and suffering in it, amounting almost to a plea for release.

Mistress Misery had been warned from the online advice that there would inevitably be many such crises along the way, when the slave would beg for release from his signed undertaking. The Mistress had to use every weapon at her disposal to defuse or overcome these situations. There would be times when agonising punishments would be appropriate and effective, but Mistress Misery sensed that such brutality was not yet called for

 

“I know that it is lonely,” she said, whispering in his ear, “all those long hours in here in the dark. But you are pleasing me SO much. Every moment you suffer for me here is a gift to me. A beautiful gift. Do you see?”

She was very gratified to feel him buck a little and sob, and tears come down his cheeks.

“No one has ever done so much for their lady love as you,” she went on, “such devotion. I am going to make you into something so wonderful and special to me. But like all things, it is going to require effort from both of us. I know that the food is hard to eat, and hard to keep down, but it will be SO worthwhile at the end!”

This encouragement had a dramatic effect, but despite this success, she ordered a cane from a fetish supplier, in order to punish any future insubordination. The woman who had kept her toilet healthy and pleasing for  years recommended a no nonsense approach and kept branding irons to spell out the word “Toilet” on her slave’s flesh if any such confusion occurred. Mistress Misery decided to start with the cane and see how things progressed.

When the bleeding had stopped around the PA piercing, she exchanged the ring for the locking hook of the chastity device, fitting the steel tube round his penis and then connecting it with the wicked ring that now went through the hole his glans, securing it with another tiny padlock. He groaned at this and looked imploringly at Mistress Misery, but she only stroked his head and laughed. 

“Good toilet,” she said, encouragingly, gratified that he had not tried to speak.

The cruel device effectively made it impossible to generate any sort of friction along the shaft of the penis, even if he had the use of his hands, and the piercing itself rendered the head painful to squeeze or caress in any way likely to bring the wearer near to ejaculation.

She had also purchased a rubber hood to go over his head, an impersonal membrane that obscured his facial expressions completely. There was a generous hole for his mouth, and tiny holes at his nostrils and at each eye. He was a little afraid of this too, but did not resist as Mistress Misery worked it over his head and zipped it tight at the back. She smiled at the result. The blank, impersonal effect would help greatly with the psychological aspect of viewing Kelvin as a simple article of utility like any other bathroom appliance.

Chastity, restraint and lack of proper sleep, lack of adequate hydration and disgusting food, they were the main points of this first stage of her toilet’s training. The online advice also emphasised the need to break her slave’s will until it was utterly pliable and obedient but in Kelvin’s case, this did not seem to be required. He already seemed entirely pathetic and submissive. He groaned sometimes when he bent down to eat his foul meal from the dog bowl, licking it up into his mouth because he was unable to use his manacled hands, but it was a defeated, despairing moan, and had no real ring of protest or resistance in it.

“Eat it, toilet,” Mistress Misery would say, enjoying the spectacle, and Kelvin did so, with less and less obvious repugnance.

Again in accordance with the experience of other Dommes on the internet, she made him take a shot of apple cider vinegar every day and hold it in his mouth for ten minutes before allowing him to swallow it, to assist the recalibration of his sense of taste, and increase the amount of foul flavours he could take without gagging. He puked the first time, but Mistress Misery was patient and soon he was able to take it to her satisfaction.

 

The first time she thought that she might have to use the cane was the first time that she laced the dog food and raw vegetables with her shit as well as her piss. She passed her stools in to the toilet bowl as usual but used kitchen gloves to retrieve a portion of it before flushing the rest away. As he watched with a desperate and pathetic expression she kneaded the shit into his food, mixing it well till it was impossible for him to eat any portion of it without tasting her waste.

“Eat, toilet,” she commanded, pointing down.

He hesitated and groaned, his eyes pleading up at her.

She grasped the cane and swished it through the air.

“This is what bad toilets get.”

“Mmmmmpf!” he grunted, in a panic, his eyes going wide. 

He immediately put his face down to his disgusting food and took a brown covered vegetable into his mouth.

“That’s better,” said Mistress Misery, putting her foot on the back of his head and forcing his face right into the foul mixture. “Toilets swallow everything.”

From then on, every time she passed stools, she used them to flavour his food, and gradually increased the amount she mixed in, till it was almost half shit.

Mistress Misery did not neglect her own development during this first stage of the training routine, because she understood that her own habits and register of disgust had to change along with her new toilet. It was very strange at first having a living creature in her bathroom, doing her business in the toilet in front of someone else. She made Kelvin watch her every time she used it, and continued with this routine until both Owner and slave were fully adjusted to it, which took about a month.

Now that the training was properly underway, the slow pace of her toilet’s development, and her own, did not worry her overmuch. She was fascinated with her project and enjoyed every visit to the bathroom, but her interest in her online pets had returned in full flood, too, so there were plenty of other ways to enjoy herself.

Her toilet on the other hand, had nothing else but his training. He lived in darkness, hour after hour, eating by feel, and passing what little waste he generated into a bucket which he had to be very careful he did not tip over, because he could not use his hands. The food was disgusting, and repetitive, and there were many times when he regretted having agreed to this degrading destiny. On the other hand, the feeling of belonging to her was unbelievably fulfilling. The sensation of wearing her collar, being chained and handcuffed was extremely sweet.

Despite these sensual pleasures, he suffered greatly from the lack of other stimulation. He was in the dark, with no music, or any other means of occupying his mind. He saw what a toilet sees, and heard what a toilet hears. Like a toilet, he passed many hours of inactivity and he had to bear it as best he could. He strained his ears constantly for the sounds of her approaching. She was the only thing that changed his world, the only time when light came in. Even to hear her moving in her bedroom next door, though it was intensely disappointing that she did not come right through to him, was a great alleviation of the void of her absence.

 

The times when she was elsewhere in the house, or went out entirely, the front door clicking shut behind her and the sounds of a car departing were terrible. Even worse, the moments when he heard the front door bell pealing out, twice, or three times as a caller came when she was not in. He was so afraid that they might somehow gain access and come upstairs to look for valuables.

Mistress Misery did not often have visitors, but they came occasionally, usually other females by the sound of their lilting laughter and high vocal register. He wondered if they knew about her new toilet, whether she had told anyone. 

So his mind went round and round in the dark, but in the end he always went back to the thoughts that gave him comfort, the sensations that made his predicament worthwhile, the enclosing bliss of the collar, the strong chains that were so secure and safe and inevitable, the submissive glow that came when he thought of his beautiful Owner and her sadistic intentions towards him. Even the smell of shit, which came from the bucket and more and more from his food became an integral part of his existence, a constant that began to be a reassurance rather than a disturbing element. The taste of shit was always with him too, like a bitter coffee tang, and this together with the warm reaction of his throat and mouth to the chemicals in the waste became part of his daily stimulation. His mouth seemed to develop a thicker layer, his lips, too, becoming fluffy as his oral cavity adjusted to the new material regularly introduced into it.

The daily training with cider vinegar, though the taste was still difficult to take, nevertheless formed an interlude when he was alone with his Mistress and he looked forward to it greatly. When contrasted with the lonely and chill hours on the rubber mat trying to sleep it seemed like a slice of heaven.

Gradually, a new normality emerged and when Mistress Misery was sure her toilet was comfortable with it, she moved to phase two of his training.

Mistress Misery embarked on this next development with some trepidation, having been amply forewarned of how unpleasant and difficult it would inevitably be, despite the fact that it was of normally shorter duration than the other phases.

Up until now, though the smell of piss and shit were ever present, they were not overpowering, nor had the toilet slave ingested raw stools, or pure piss. The phase would put that right in no uncertain terms.

It was with some reluctance that Mistress Misery removed her slave’s chastity device. It was true that he continued to be restrained by the wrist cuffs and chain at his back and so could not wank himself, but even so she made it clear to him that any evidence of ejaculation would be punished with the utmost severity. It was desirable now that her slave should be able to achieve an erection however, to facilitate his sexual reprogramming. The association of his pleasure with her shit was already there, but now she needed to tighten the bond, to make the two so intimately intertwined that one could not exist without the other.

She placed him in the bath, with the plughole sealed. The chain attached to his collar she locked to the taps so that he was forced to stay there. She stopped the cider routine, and reduced the food intake, including the fluid. For the duration of this phase, he would be permanently hungry and thirsty. Any additional food and drink he would be forced to take directly from the bath. The bath that was empty but would soon begin to fill, both with her waste and with his.

The main object was to familiarise the toilet with the presence of her piss and shit to the extent that it is totally comfortable with the smell, feel and taste of it.

She passed all her waste into the bath so he had to kneel in it, and after a day of this she began to invade his senses by donning a pair of kitchen gloves and smearing her shit over his face and mouth, while at the same time caressing his prick into hardness, though never insistently enough to make him cum. Ejaculation would cause him to lose focus temporarily and she did not want any such interruption.

On the third day she made him bend down and take a stool in his mouth and hold it, then when she felt he was ready, finally made him close his mouth and, stroking his throat, encouraged him successfully to swallow his first stool. She whispered gently to him, and stroked his head, telling him how pleased she was with him, and was greatly gratified to see a tear well up at his eye and spill down his filthy face. Good toilet, she said, with a broad, cruel smile.

All the time during this phase Mistress Misery inserted a little cotton wool into her nostrils to combat somewhat the disgusting smell. She was very anxious to pass through this phase as quickly as possible, but at the same time she did not want to spoil her toilet’s good progress by rushing things.

By the end of the week, under her encouragement and close attention, the slave was able to swallow a stool directly without chewing it, straight down, and without it coming up. The speed of ingestion was key, because the anus could discharge material at a far greater rate than a mouth could chew and swallow. It had to go straight down.

She was without mercy when the toilet did not perform well, and always ready with a tender touch when it did and all the time she worked his prick gently, confirming and developing the association of shit with pleasure, the smelling of it the tasting of it, and the swallowing of it. In this repetitive, insidious way she adapted her slave’s psychology as well as its physical tolerance to the task which she was now determined it should perform permanently for her.

There were times that Mistress Misery had to stifle a laugh at the pathetic state Kelvin had been brought to under her malicious influence, but she knew that she had to save her laughter for outside the toilet’s world. The online advice was very clear that the toilet should never be encouraged to think of its role as amusing or in any way strange. Emotional reactions in general were to be discouraged, because why would you seek to communicate any emotional quality to a toilet? An occasional smile for a job well done was all that should be given.

When Mistress Misery found that her toilet was beginning to swallow her shit in small lumps straight down without any obvious discomfort, she gleefully decided that the next phase of its training was due and celebrated the fact that the most disgusting phase was over with.

She unchained him and made him stand up in the filthy water for a moment while she treated it with strong disinfectant. She ran the shower and then took of his wrist restraints, instructing him to clean himself with antiseptic soap. She took out the plug and allowed the foul mixture to escape down the outlet pipe with the greatest relief. Progress, she thought, with a flutter of excitement and tingling arousal.

The signs were very plain that the toilet was relieved to be getting clean too, just like every toilet should be, and Mistress Misery took some time to make clear to it exactly what would be expected of it in this regard from now on. The toilet was not all that happy about having its penis put back into chastity however, but there was no way she was going to let him wank himself. That was a sure way to disrupt her toilet’s training and bring in all sorts of negative energy. Much better to keep him in a high state of arousal with full balls and leave prostate massaging for special occasions, as a reward for good behaviour. This allowed for moderately pleasurable milkings, but did not result in the sort of psychological road crash of a full orgasm.

She explained that from now on, he was going to be freed from his restraints once a day in order that he could exercise and shower, and clean himself thoroughly. Special attention would be given to the bowl, or mouth of the toilet of course, and the whole thing disinfected completely. The exercise was required to keep his muscles and joints in reasonably good order. It would be during these times, if he had been a good toilet, that she would consider using the prostate massager to milk him of cum.

She had to admit that he had been generally a very good toilet. She had only used the cane on the odd occasion. Mostly just a little pep talk and loving assurances of how much she valued what he did for her was enough to keep him working hard. He was sharing her most intimate moments, and clearly adored it when she was so close to him, encouraging him.

The first time she used the massager it was sometime before cum began to run in a steady dribble from his penis. It did not spurt out like a prick that had been worked to orgasm, it just flowed quietly down into the plastic cup that she had put there for the purpose.

Kelvin was clearly eased by this relief, but she did not detect any great loss of energy or focus such as would have certainly been the case had he been allowed to wank himself. He only gave out a token protest when she offered him the cup to drink, taking down the salty, sticky mixture like a good toilet.

It took a long time to get the bathroom back something like it should be, and longer still to get the room itself smelling like a lady’s ensuite rather than a cesspit.

Also at this stage, Mistress Misery introduced two new items that she knew her toilet would take some time to adjust to, incontinence panties and a catheter tube. The incontinence panties were, she admitted, needlessly sadistic in that they were pink plastic, but once she saw them advertised on the Net, she could not resist!

She had a vision of exactly how her toilet would finally fit into her bathroom and it did not involve it being able to move around, so the panties were a must for containing any unscheduled bowel movements.

She impressed upon her toilet that the daily cleaning ritual would be the time to pass solids to the original toilet apparatus. Excess fluid that required to be discharged at other times would be conducted via the catheter back into the toilet’s mouth. Solids that emerged at the wrong time would stay in the incontinence panties and the toilet would have to lie in it till the next cleaning period. Also, he was warned that he would be soundly caned for this offence.

It did not take long for her toilet’s metabolism to adjust to this daily routine, and the occasions when punishment was required was thankfully few in number.

She complimented her toilet and told it that it had reached an important stage and that things should never be as disgusting again. She was much gratified to see tears squeeze out from her toilet’s eyes and allowed him an encouraging smile. He lived in a stark and simple place. Pleasing her was heaven, displeasing her was hell.

At this time, when she began to feel that the glorious end was in sight, she discussed with an online slave who was a shop fitter about making a toilet box to her specifications. She had given a great deal of thought to exactly what she wanted, and took into account some of the online designs on offer. She wanted her toilet to be as far as possible incorporated into a fixed installation for as long as possible, just like an ordinary toilet. She would allow a daily routine of exercise and cleaning, but apart from that, she required something that would entirely restrain and hold her toilet in place, ready to function for her at any time.

The box was simple enough, an open topped cube that incorporated a standard loo seat. The whole thing was to be fitted with a hinge at the bottom where it was fixed to the floor so that it could be swung up and away. There would be a ‘mousehole’ type opening on the opposite side so that it could be moved down and fit snugly around the victim’s neck, trapping the head inside the chamber. The box was to be secured in that position by a bolt arrangement at the bottom fixed to the floor. Additionally, there would be rings to manacle the wrists on each side.

The lower body, Mistress Misery decided would look untidy just left protruding out so she devised a board that would go across the waist region and be hinged so that it could be secured in place using two side pieces to be secured at the right height. She took some measurements of her toilet, and sent them to her shop fitter slave.

However, there was still some way to go before the ideal was reached. She knew that the trick of swallowing her stools quickly at the speed they emerged from her anus was something that each toilet slave had to perfect and the time this took tended to vary wildly, from a month or two to a year or more.

From now on, however, the toilet was going to swallow every particle of her piss and shit, one way or another, without any dilution with dog food or any additives apart from the occasional vitamins. The raw, straight from the hole excrement.

The next time she needed to shit she made him lie back in the bath in case of spillage and then she sat on the edge till her ass was directly over his mouth. She passed a stool at a time to start with, which was not pleasant for her, but she did not want her toilet to become despondent at failing to take it all at once. She did punish him sharply with her cane if he failed to take a stool in his mouth, or on rare occasions when he gagged one up, but she allowed him to increase the speed and attempt to swallow faster at his own pace. She rewarded him with a smile when she saw him trying hard and achieving a faster pace.

 

Eventually, she was able to pass a succession of stools straight down, without any resistance or hesitation. The first time she did this she made such a fuss of her toilet that it broke down entirely in tears and it was a very powerful moment for them both.

When her toilet had repeated this feat three times, she instructed her shop fitter slave to attend with the box and fittings. Mistress Misery lost no time in introducing them to the bathroom. It took a while to get them all fixed to the floor in the correct positions, and her toilet had to undergo the humiliation of seeing another man witness his degradation, but she could sense that he was excited about the shape of his destiny too, and just lay there while the shop fitter made the adjustments so that he was comfortable.

The box came down nicely over the toilet’s head, and the bolts to each side slid easily and snugly into their holes, fixing it in place. It was a simple matter to padlock the toilet’s wrists to the rings on each side, making it impossible for him to reach the bolts. The toilet was secured inside the chamber, with just the light creeping in under the loo seat, and in the gap around the neck hole. 

The cross beam took a little more time, trying to get exactly the right height, and making the hole exactly the right size to admit his cock and balls. Her slave had made some hinged circles in differing sizes to go above the hole and prevent the toilet’s genitalia from slipping back. 

A hole was drilled in the front of the box to allow the catheter to be inserted where the toilet could suck on it.

At that stage, Mistress Misery allowed her shop fitter slave to kiss her feet and then depart. She would only allow him back if any further adjustments were required. If not, it was back to skype-land.

Mistress Misery bent down and lifted the toilet seat lid. She smiled and had to stop herself laughing at the sight she beheld. The rubber hood seemed to enclose her toilet’s head completely in the shadows inside, with just a wide opening at the mouth. Exactly right, she thought, feeling a thrill of pleasure. The mouth that was her toilet, the toilet that she had worked so hard to train. 

“Now then, toilet,” she said, softly, reaching down inside the box to touch the impersonal rubber of his face, “this is what we have striven for all these months to achieve. Let’s both enjoy it to the full.”

 

Mistress Misery smiled at the memory. That had been almost a year ago. Since then her toilet had adapted itself completely to its role in life with an enthusiasm and effectiveness that had surpassed her wildest dreams. It is amazing what we can get used to, she thought.

She got up from the toilet seat and cleaned herself with tissue, which she then stuffed into her toilet’s mouth. She smiled down as it chewed and swallowed it down quickly. Even through the tiny eyeholes she saw the devotion and worship in its eyes, the need to perform its function well, the need to please her. The pride it took in pleasing her and serving her in such an intimate way. The knowledge that it was giving her pleasure, each and every day.

“Good toilet,” she said, warmly, closing the lid. She went across to the hand basin, rinsed her hands, and then dried them on a towel. Then she put on her robe and walked to the door and went out, flicking off the light as she went.

She lay in bed, imagining what it must be like for her toilet, tasting her shit all night in the dark, unable to move, waiting for the next time it could be of use to her, hoping that she would have to go in the night, as she sometimes did. That’s all there was for him now. She was everything to him in a way that made any other romance a pale imitation.

Both for Mistress Misery and her toilet, it was the most natural and beautiful thing in the world.

 

 

THE END
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