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CHAPTER ONE

The day was just like any other and it was snowing and blustery that was just your typical Chicago weather, and to be honest, I didn’t really feel like making the hour long trip to his house. It was the life of a Dominant Mistress and I took my money wherever I could. When I first started to discipline me, I was too weak and after a while I realized that they were paying me for disciplinary tactics that they really should have learned in kindergarten, and some of them acted like little helpless babies also. I had a heart, don’t get me wrong, but when useless sissies have nothing better to do than to squander their hard earned money on a woman who enjoys putting out cigarettes on their bodies or subjecting them to being my own personal toilets, then I am more than happy to make them part ways with their wealth.

I never cared much for the cold weather and the truth was that I was originally born in Havana, a tropical not so much paradise (nowadays anyway), and just the thought of subjecting my naturally tanned complexion and smooth as silk skin to the brutal elements in the windy city made my skin crawl. That was what originally led me down the path of dominating men, being able to earn money from the comfort of my nest without working for someone else and the winters. The winters really sucked ass, but I was


stuck living in Chicago until my sissy train gravy train would secure enough for me to live comfortably somewhere else that wasn’t Texas (Texas Chainsaw Massacre), and all the other states that were axed off on my big vision board on the wall in my bathroom. The bathroom was where I did my best and deepest thinking besides taking a dump to feed my slaves.

Some of my clients refused to come to me since they were so important socially that the paparazzi would be on them like stink on shit or white on rice, or whatever you may have to make a point. That old anchor with the cheesy ‘spin’ gimmick was my worst one because he would try to Jew me down on the price of my shit whenever I would have a session with him. When I felt like it was getting to the point where the breakup was inevitable between slave and Mistress, I would take some secret videos so that if they tried something cute by cutting out my fees and taxes, I would be able to at least have something to hold over their head. Turned out that Bill character motherfucker was really something and kind of weird too considering he presented himself as a staunch conservation that was as Vanilla as they came. He actually had me buy a black dildo so that he could get pegged white I wore a mask of his favorite person on the whole wide world, yeah, that president. Did I mention that he had quite an impressive collection of girly underwear’s also that he liked to wear while I pissed all over him and shit inside his mouth?

I made sure before leaving to meet the client that I was wearing two pairs of my finest cashmere socks over my fishnet stockings. I could have demanded that he come to me but when I would have to visit one of them


motherfuckers I usually helped myself to something valuable that I could flip quickly by selling it to the local pawn shop. Half the times they never noticed, and if they did, they would be too scared to mention it to me and insinuate that I was a thief because the punishment the next time would be far worse than losing something, like, say, a Faberge egg or two, or maybe a nice painting or such. The big stuff I took only when they were blindfolded of course. 

I was such a pussy when it comes to cold weather, preferring to stay inside perfect Goldilocks comfort zone apartment and kick back with a nice big glass of Southern Comfort and a movie or two or three. Sometimes, a girls gotta do what a girls gotta do, so off I went to brave the elements for the cocksucker that was steadily increasing the zeros in my savings account and safe deposit box, so off I went. This particular client was a dentist to the stars, so he lived well, far better than I imagined. I though a time or two about having him make me an eighteen karat gold grill for my teeth that were sharp like vampire teeth so that I could munch on the faces of the Slaves that disobeyed, but maybe that was too much, plus they might get me for assault or something like that.

As I slowly approached the security gate of my slave’s home; he must have seen me coming, because this time there was no need to state my name. His weak sissy voice told me that he was anxious to see me, I guess he must have been in his late fifties or so, hard to tell with all the facelifts that made his face look as though he’d been through a wind tunnel. He must be anxious to be punished I thought to myself.              His name was Brad, short for Bradley, typical WASP upper crust name.


CHAPTER TWO

Brad was a well-lined and successful older dentist that I met curiously enough while having one of my back teeth pulled. He was in his fifties, kind of fat around the middle and Lilly white. It was about a year ago. He was pretty forward in his approach, and I guess the fact that I always dressed in leather and heavy makeup with perfectly manicured nails always sporting a blood red color that gave me away: then one day out of the blue he asked me outright if I could discipline him, and that he would pay me for my efforts.

We discussed what was to be a fair arrangement over lunch one night. I purposely starved myself for three days so that I would be ravished by the time that our date rolled around and ended up eating about four lobsters with of course the most expensive desserts and wine. He was really my first scat client, and at first, I had to go home and Google it because I didn’t know that such a thing existed in so far as fetishes went, and lo and behold, there were images after images of people getting coated in shit eating practices. It had to be discreet he warned, and it had to be at his place. It was always at his place. He actually had a maid just for that day that would clean him up after I left.

He knew I would never rat him out, after all, it is my business to discipline sissy boys like him, keeping them happy with a nastiness that comes naturally to me and the fact that my wardrobe screamed dominatrix was part


of my game to always have an ample supply of men to maintain my lavish lifestyle. He wasn’t married or so he claimed, but that was probably a lie, why else would he have such a huge home. If he were married, I’d be willing to bet my life that his partner would do nothing more than just lay there as they copulated, but I had a PI investigate his rich ass and it turned out that he wasn’t lying about that.

I walked in and he was already dressed up, greeting me with a smile, proudly displaying his newest outfit and bright pink corset with matching silk gloves and perfectly matched lipstick and nail polish. He wore pearl ear studs that almost matched the lipstick also. I bet that set him back a penny or two. His taste was exquisite since he had tailors at his beck and call for whatever he wanted. I had my stiletto heels on in my duffle bag, ready to dig into his asshole later that night.

He wanted something from me as only I his Mistress could deliver. His mommy issues ran deep growing up as an only male in a house of sisters and a pussy-whipped father who probably saw himself as one of the womenfolk. After a few months after establishing the trust between Master and Slave he went into great detail about his family life as he was growing up. Usually he liked to confess while he was bound and made to sit inside a small box that he had fashioned from slabs of wood and it almost looked like a rundown outhouse. He surely could have afforded better than that, but I learned that h sordid and sad past.

From what he relayed to me after we established some trust, his parents were strict Jehovah Witnesses that put their children at odds with Christmas enjoying and damned citizens of their community. At times my heart cried


for him, knowing that the forces that shaped him could have been prevented.  Today, he wanted me to accept this particular shade of pink, an annoying seizure inducing shade of pink that was not to my liking. I think he sensed the disgust I felt in spite of his exuberance about it…and he had to know that I would never compromise my integrity and refined taste by agreeing to the pink nightmarish abomination. No Sir.

“I hope this is a fuckin’ joke” I scoffed, half disgusted and half amused at the sight of a middle aged man dressed in pink frilly attire. My feet were still a little bit cold because the sissy man freak made me travel to him so that I could collect my money and punish him. I wanted to burst his bubble as partial payment for my suffering still cold poor toes at the hands of Old Man Winter.

“Do you really want my opinion you piece of old shit? It sucks, and not only that it looks like something that Rosalind Russell would wear if she were a loser half man like you…what’s more, I hate it…that outfit is suitable for one thing and one thing ONLY, cleaning the toilet after I take a dump in it, that’s all that it’s fit for. “I laughed mockingly, picking my nose and finding a nice fat glob of green that was the result of getting over my usual winter colds, and then proudly wiping it all over his beyond ugly pink thing of an outfit. I only mentioned the actress because he had a strange obsession with her.

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

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


“Crawl there like the wormy maggot you are…just imagine what your high and mighty clientele would say if I were to expose you for the shit you are…you know that’s what you deserve. Yes, that sounds like a great idea, I wonder who would want you working on their teeth when they see what a sicko you really are, and how you love to eat my shit…that’s fucking funny, don’t you agree? ” And I concluded, “Maybe I will one day, it’s what you deserve. God, how the fuck are you even alive? If I were your mother, I’d just have taken you to another state and dumped you in the woods. I laughed, and then added, that I wouldn’t ever get caught because I’d burn the fingerprints off his young fingers with a torch and gasoline. Losers like you deserve that you know…what a waste of nine months in the oven” He listened intently, thinking it was over, but it was not over, it would never be over.

He returned with my glass of Southern Comfort with no ice. My twenty- twenty vision spotted a smudge on the glass, mostly likely from his pudgy greasy fingers.

“LOOK…what kind of shit is this?” I screamed at him, pointing to the very expensive glass that was smeared.

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

“I’m so sorry Mistress, it was a mistake, I’m so sorry, Oh God, I am so sorry…” he spoke gently not wanting to irritate me any further and offered out his hand to take the glass back.


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

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

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

“Change that shitty eyesore of an outfit though…and after you do, make me some prime rib or Lobster, I’m hungry. What happened to your promise of buying me a house on the beach…I didn’t forget about you making me the promise you lowlife piece of worthless garbage. God, if I was your mother I would have drowned you in a tub or something…fucking loser.”

CHAPTER THREE

I would always fast the day before disciplining these uber-rich fuckers, so that I’d be conveniently ravenous on my dates. My very affluent pets could afford it better than I could, and I always requested filet mignon, prime rib,


or lobster. That would be my next order of business; I will expect a tank full of lobster at my affluent sissy daddy’s home the next time I come. I’ll make sure to remind him of his Jehovah Witness background so he does not forget exactly who is in charge here. They knew that I meant business, and it was our own little cat and mouse game we shared. No doubt that some of my bizarre requests may arouse a certain degree of suspicion amongst their vanilla families or acquaintances, but that didn’t matter, what mattered is that I get what I want, no matter how absurd the request.

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

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

“Get to cooking…I want it medium rare”

If he weren’t my non-charging dentist I would hire him as my personal chef. He possessed a unique flair for taking the most mundane of recipes and


elevating them to another level of greatness. Then again, Brad never knew a single day of want, always having money and never needing to replace expensive ingredients with lower-priced poor substitutes. The marriage of scents he was composing for me was almost too much to bear….mmmmmm.

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

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

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


someone your fecal creation. It was misunderstood as a fetish, an aberration, and whichever adjective used to describe a beautiful act that was misunderstood. Brad understood the deep love I held for him by letting him eat my shit.

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

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

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

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

“I want you to feed me Mistress.”

“Clean me first, and then wash your tongue…when my asshole is whistle clean, I want you to eat my pussy. My period started today and I want to get eaten out properly, just like I told you; pretend its catsup that mainstay condiment for white trash like you.”

I’ve never done this before, and didn’t know how he would react. If he never tasted a bloody pussy, he was about to, bloody and fishy smelling, since I


forgot to wash up today, well maybe it was on purpose for the unnecessary trip plus the fact that I still hadn’t gotten my perfect little beach bungalow paid in case. I made myself comfortable on his black leather high back chair in the library, putting my legs up on his desk. He walked on all fours again, handing me his leash, it was how I let him know if he needed to look up at me, by tugging on it and choking him. I opened my legs to him; he quickly dove into my asshole, enjoying every bite. That’s my boy. I pushed the leash hard. He looked up at me.

“I ain’t playin’ with you fool, before the week is up I want us to go shopping online for my house, or you can forget me. Do you really think you can live without me telling you what to do?” I said, sneering at him.

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

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

I should have made him wear a bib; some babies have a harder time than others in getting the hang of tidiness. Maybe next time I will show up with a big ass baby bib with the word “LOSER SISSY” embroidered on it. I was enjoying the eagerness he was showing me in ravaging my ass, it felt clean enough, now it’s time for some ripe smelly cherry hair pie.

“Go brush your teeth and wash yourself”

Obediently, he started towards the bathroom. I heard the water running, and then the phone rang. I knew better than the answer it. I could have answered


it, and it would be his lover on the other end, and I would act insulted that he would play us both, and add some drama to the night…but I didn’t. But it would be something to consider on another day.

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

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

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

“Watch for the clumps, you might choke to death on one.”

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


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

His cock was ready to fuck me. I hurriedly got on all fours pushing my ass towards him as he entered me brutally, and fucked me with an anger I’d never seen from him. He thrust faster and faster until I couldn’t hold out any longer…my pussy wanted his hard cock and as I felt myself cum I pressed my thighs together forcing him to stay deep inside me. That was the best fuck of my life, although I would never tell, because that would put him in charge.

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

Yeah, I’m in charge around here now.
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