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Robert walks up the stairway of the degrading building, one of many that dotted the Dominican section of Spanish Harlem. It was on the sixth floor, and not wanting to chance getting stuck inside an elevator that might give out at any moment, he opted for the stairwells that were dark and littered with peeling paint chips that were in part, the result of slum lord ownership. He was huffing and puffing as he reached the last set of steps, exerting himself to the point where he had to stop midway to catch his breath, and sat down, collecting himself before facing the long walk before reaching apartment 6E. Wiping his brow, he began the long trek down the hallway. The smell of Jamaican and Dominican cooking filled the air and brought some semblance of humanity to the otherwise depressing surroundings.

He knocked softly on the shoddily painted red door with obvious bristle marks and drips that should have been wiped off. Robert noticed such things that were overlooked by others who were not as meticulous or observant as he was. On the other side he heard footsteps approaching, then the screech of the peephole cover opening.

“Who that?” He heard coming from behind the door.

“It’s me. Robert.”

After a long pause he heard the door open.  A large black woman stood there, covering almost the entire doorway with her hefty figure, ushering him inside. She stuck her head outside and looked both ways, then shut the door behind her and proceeded to secure it with the police lock and deadbolt lock, and the door chain. He’d never seen so many locks on one single door. This was Roberts first time at the scat trainer’s home; they had met on a website for BDSM enthusiasts, and set up a date after three weeks of getting to know one another. On the couch sat a tall black man with long dreadlocks held up neatly in a ponytail smoking a blunt with a large orange bowl directly in front of him.

“Robert, dis is ma son Jonnie, he be living’ wit me. The large woman signaled for Robert to pay up with the rubbing of her two fat fingers. It was a universal sign for cash; you didn’t need a college degree to read that. Robert removed his wallet from his back pocket, carefully removing six hundred dollars in fifty dollar bills. The large woman counted the money, and then folded it just as quickly tucking it safely inside her bra. Bob Marley’s Red Red Wine song played softly in the background.

“Follow me boy” she walked him to one of the back bedrooms that was separated only by a thick colorful blanket from the other rooms. 

“Keisha…your appointment here” All kinds of thoughts rushed through his head. It was uncomfortable to him that he would be tutored by a woman without even the privacy of a solid door. She was in charge of this very unique relationship Robert chose to embark upon, and he was to become her disciple hungry to learn all the rules.

“You Robert?” The young girl asked, she looked to be no older than seventeen years old. Robert was in his fifties, a once upon a time popular high-school jock who’s life passed by long ago, and was now grasping at whatever straws would make him feel young and vital again.

“Yes, that’s me…you are Keisha? You look a lot younger than the photo…” He seemed perplexed.

“Keisha be my mom, she in the bafroom…” She scoffed at the white man in the room who was interrupting their final showdown. The young girl continued intently playing her game on the PlayStation. The television had to be at least a seventy inch. The little boy next to her was every bit as engrossed. Robert stood nervously and began his nervous twitch of the mouth. Here he was in a shady and crime ridden part of town with people he didn’t really know, the smell of Sour Diesel permeating the smoke filled air, and he had no protection. The sissy man put himself in this predicament once again. Then he heard the sound of a toilet flushing through the door, when suddenly the door opened and the woman he recognized only as “Keisha” emerged pulling up her stretch lavender yoga pants.

The cigarette was dangling from the corner of her lips as she cracked a smile…

“Hey you Robert right?” 

“Yes mam that is me…nice to meet you finally…” Then he caught himself in his annoying trait of saying too much. She had warned him to speak only when spoken to, and he’d already broken the first cardinal rule.

She laughed when she noticed the awkward moment of him realizing the big mistake, bringing her daughter and the young boy into the circle of mockery closing in on him. He apologized. She warned him in multiple emails that rules she would impose were NOT to be broken…ever. The small fat middle aged man began sweating and became visibly agitated.

He was the gazelle and this strange group of people was the Lions.

“Yo Justin, get me the Bullwhip from the closet.” The little boy that seemed no older than six years old was obviously accustomed to fetching a whip for her. Everything about this black family’s life on Spanish Harlem reeked to him of emergency services from Child Protective Services. The little boy was already a drug addict in the making.

“Here gramma..” The bullwhip was twice the size of the boy. She kissed him for his efforts and patted his ass, shooing the boy and his very young mother into the living room with the large woman and the dreadlocks man. The air was thick and reeked of weed; he began feeling a bit mellow from the secondhand THC that was obviously a family function.

“We ain’t done wit our game yet.” The daughter protested the fact that the violent game she’d been playing with her young son that should be in school was being unfairly interrupted.

“Don’t give me no lip…I gotta take care of business here girl…go on.” And she closed the thick blanket curtain behind them. 

“Now sit down….you ever been trained as a submissive before?” She was asking him, sizing him up as they spoke.

“No mam, never.” He was respectful and answering only when asked something. Just as she’d warned him to, he obeyed sheepishly like the little sissy only his next of kin any the few people that really knew him was. She lit another menthol cigarette, and emptied the ashtray full of butts into a nearby trash receptacle. He wanted to get down to business, knowing she charged by the hour. Then came yet another interruption…it was the little boy running through the blanket door into the room, grabbing at his baby bottle with some kind of colored liquid.    

“wat I say boy, get yo ass in wit you mama!” She said, raising her voice slightly to her grandchild who was on his way out.

She shook her head, and engaged the man who just paid his amount to sit down. She didn’t seem as sexy in person as the photo on her website, maybe it was an older picture of her she’d use to lure more submissives to her dungeon. There was no law saying that he couldn’t explore other Mistresses, he was just getting his feet wet with her. She looked at him, and outright just asked him to verify his purpose for seeking her out.

“I need someone to keep me in line, and I was thinking of having you toilet train me, and I already went over the details…” He caught himself sounding like an executive going over the minutes to a meeting…but this was no meeting, not the kind he was used to anyway.

“Yeah, I remember baby, you need a mama to show you…you ever do this before, I can’t remember wat it was you wantin’?” She tried to keep her voice low. 

“Well, no sense beating around the bush, I have this fantasy…” not wanting to sound too condescending or rasict, “well, to put it bluntly, I enjoy the thought of having an African American woman such as yourself, defecate on me, you know, going to the toilet on me.” There it was out.

“Number one or number two?” She asked him stoically, not indicating any reaction.

“Jus fuckin’ wit you…I know wat you want.” She got up as he sat on the couch, inseted her hand inside her pants, rubbing her pussy, then offering the stranger a whiff of her scent.

He closed his eyes, taking in her smell, as he opened his mouth and enveloped her fingers, tasting his Mistress.

“Take you clothes off. “She had given him his first order. He was worried that someone might barge inside, maybe the little boy, she saw his hesitation with uttering a word.

“They ain’t comin in, don’t worry.”

“Don’t nobody be comin’ in, y’all hear me!” She screamed loud enough for the entire building to hear…all he heard was distant laughter and mumbling.  

“Ok baby, let’s get down to business.”

She was stripping the layers of spandex, revealing a very nice set of red and black lace bra and panties beneath. He was taking it all in as he did the same.

“Come here…look at these…they turn you on…mmmm, I bet they do….you know, I gots lots of white men that beg me to piss an’ shit on em…and then the really good one, I jus let em’ fuck me for a few extra rolls….mmmm huh.”

Robert’s cock was growing harder and this beautiful black woman with the perfect chocolate nipples. He began grabbing at his cock as she ordered him to lay on the floor that held a neatly stacked layer of newspapers. 

“You want a pillow baby?” She cooed slowly and softly, waiting on his reply.

“Yes Mistress please…”

Out of the blue and to his surprise she smacked his head like they did in the olden day to kids.

“You ain’t getting no pillow bitch.”

“Lay down on da flo like the dawg you are…you ready to take you meal?” 

What a difference from all the Vanilla women he’d fuck all those years he thought to himself. He was hooked on this living on the edge lifestyle this bad girl was showing him, changing every fiber of his being.  He was now on the newspapers lying on a bare floor with an erection.

“Don’t touch yourself…did you hear me give you permission to pleasha youself muthafucka?” She screamed as she grabbed the bullwhip. 

Crack. Crack. Crack. The sound of the Bullwhip hitting the floor, and ripping the very edge of the newspaper missing him by only inches had aroused him to an almost instant orgasm, and she hadn’t really done anything yet.

“You see that, you made me mad now…open your mouth you fuckin’ piece of shit cracker…you look like white trash to me…..Lawdy lawdy I hate yo kind.”

Robert opened his mouth obligingly as she straddled herself over him to drop a food baby inside him. A loud noise exited her round black booty, she had farted on his face.

“Smell that bitch…that the smell of a black bitch about to shit on you honky ass…how you like that huh, I bet you ain’t gonna share this in no office…” she laughed and then he saw the muscles of her anus dilating above him. Slowly the brown opening of her asshole was releasing a solid brown mass, she was controlling the speed of her shitting to almost a screeching halt. It was a long drawn out process; she wanted him to savor the moment in a long drawn out experience. At first it was one inch, then two inches, her brown babies were being birthed into his awaiting mouth in one long log. His first taste left him hungry for more, as he noted the skins of some kind of exotic fruit within her delicious stool. He greedily chomped on the recycled nourishment as she rubbed her breasts. She was enjoying this as well as he was. He hoped that her arousal would lead to her allowing him to engage in sex afterwards, but that’s not what happened.

“Yo Jonnie…git you ass in here…” She didn’t even wipe her ass and the trace remains of her food baby were still playing hide and seek deep within her crack.

“What you want?” Jonnie pushed aside the makeshift curtain and peeked in.

“I want you to witness history bein’ made…a sister shittin on a whitey non-brotha…should make us a video and upload it…wat you think?” Jonnie was snickering at the middle-aged patron with an erection on their floor; his face was swimming in his sisters feces. He enjoyed every bite of the brown food baby.

“Tell you wat…wit that shit happenin’ all over the news in Ferguson…you lucky we don’t all shit on this muthafucka.” His eyes were glazed from the marathon weed tokin goin on in the adjacent rooms.

“Maybe you right…but all that making me want sum…look at his cock yo…only one thang, its white.” Suddenly they both broke out in laughter giving each other a high five in celebration of his dejection…but what did he expect after all?

Robert began to rise up from the floor when Keisha walked over to him asking softly again….”you got a problem with orders boy…I didn’t tell you to get up yet…did I?”

Suddenly, Robert had the “aha” moment that he was not to address her until she gave the green light. His erection was still waiting for the big release, and he didn’t want to make the day last longer than it had to…after all, he only wanted to taste the scat honey before committing himself fully.                  “No Mistress…you did not.”

She knew or suspected what his rush was, blue balls can be pretty uncomfortable at best.

“Tell you what, you wanna cum dontcha?” The Prince of Vanilla nodded his head, still dribbling brown goo down his mouth. He dared not rise.

“Yes I do” He uttered. Slowly she went towards him pushing her afro bush into his face, mocking him. “You want summa this huh? She said grabbing his ear pulling it tight.

He nodded. “Well you can watch while me an’ Jonnie fuck…you wanna watch us fuck…that wat you want baby…momma gonna fuck her brother….that turn you on???”

“Is that your flesh and blood brother?” Not wanting to irritate her, he asked, or tried to ask, nicely, with no hint of judgment or trace of condescending tones.

“Yeah he is…he took ma cherry…go on Jonnie, show him the size of your Johnson” she said placing both her hands across each other, representing at least a yard.

“Baby now you got me wantin sum a dat sweetness.” Jonnie said to his sister as he fondled her breasts grabbing her and opening his mouth to swallow her long nipples as he grabbed her pussy with the other hand. He was getting aroused as he watched them, two blood relatives, brother and sister, indulge in the most taboo of social offenses, full incest. It was just normal to them, and  he thought to himself how could they not be ashamed, then he began recollecting his thoughts and remembered the cute little boy, and the extra finger he noticed as he grabbed his baby bottle. He had a sister and could never imagine having sex with her. Still, it turned him on. When he removed his baggy pants, Robert was astounded at the size of Jonnie’s cock, maybe compared to his small penis, the comparison was astounding. It hung very close to his knees, and because of its size, it seemed to take longer to become fully erect.

“Mmmmmmmmm…you know how to git to me…” she was moaning as she grasped his penis and stroked it with love. Robert could now see the resemblance between the two siblings. She placed her mouth on his cock and began to tease it, and it grew firmer and firmer in response to her sucking and fondling. He placed an estimate with his calculating mind that this black males penis was well over a foot long and several inches thick…his cock was growing in response to the awkward scene, he felt like he was in porno heaven, but these weren’t white little angels, they were incestuous black bats with wings. 

There was a loud thump on the floor as she got on all fours, begging him to enter her from behind doggie-style. Her brother entered her and dug his entire cock deep inside his sisters wet pussy, ramming her mercilessly, and Robert saw the opportunity to jerk off at the exquisitely unique scenery. Jonnie gave one final thrust and ejaculated inside Keisha as she moaned egging him on.

“Ohhhh fuck…that gonna make us a nice set a twins or triplets…” He kissed his sister on her back, grateful for her.

“You on the flo, come clean up afta ma brotha…this is your first lesson.”

As he heard the words, he knew that learning under this Mistress would be challenging. He walked towards her, and saw the ejaculate flow from her hairy cave cunt.

“Walk towards me on all fours like the dawg you are, and clean me up, you fuckin’ sissy bitch.”

They both laughed at the sight of their sissy creation. Blood is blood no matter how twisted or disheveled. As Robert began to lick and clean up another man’s cum, he began to understand the laws of his new life. His new life would not be the Sour Grapes he settled into from habit; his new life would be Sweet Lemons with his new family in the hood.
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