Mistress Angela (Part 1)

I am 44 and a total male submissive.  We are a dime a dozen, therefore we have to submit and give more to the women and girls that want to use us if we are to get what we want from them.

What I want is to be utterly subjugated, humiliated and destroyed by young beautiful women and I am able to produce whatever they want in return, I have money and I have masochism.

Here is a random story from last Thursday.  Be warned… I bled, ate shit, drank piss and experienced extreme torture from her so if this isn’t what you like choose another story now!

Last Thursday I showed up at a local bar near my house.  A girl, probably about 22 or 23, was playing pool there with some loser guy.  She was short and cute with big boobs and a tramp stamp that centered around a pair of handcuffs and I knew I wanted to eat her shit and be whipped until I bled before licking her toe sweat.  I have money and I know that girls like her love to take it as long as they don’t have to have sex with you, so I approached her and bought her a drink.

Within 20 minutes we were headed to my place.  We stopped to buy rum and Diet Coke for her, and a pack of Camel Crushes.

At my place, we sat on the couch and drank a drink and smoked.  I told her that I wanted to be her total slave for the night, and that I wanted her to be as mean and evil as she possibly could be.  And that she would get a thousand bucks if she made me bleed.  I love being whipped by young women.  Plus another thousand just because if she was good at this.

Her name was Angela.

She made it happen.

She was 22 and a small girl, maybe 5’3” and 100 pounds.  Beautiful face, light brown hair,  tiny size-5 feet.  But muscular arms and legs.  Beautiful blue eyes.  Bitchy look about her.

“Okay, James” she said.  “We’re here, and I want your money, but I like doing this.  Let’s be clear on that, okay?”

“Yes, Angela” I replied.

“Mistress Angela, I like Mistress or Mistress Angela, and you are slave, yeah?” she replied.

“Yes, Mistress” said I.

“So you want to submit to whatever I want, plus you’ll pay me a thousand dollars a day to do that, slave James?”

“Yes, Mistress Angela… I want to pay you to basically almost kill me with your dominance.”

“Then I shall, slave.  Today is Day One, and I need your thousand dollars.  Now.  Then, for the next six hours, I will test you.  If you follow all my commands I will allow you to pay me a thousand dollars a day to be my slave… give me the money.”

I opened my wallet and counted out ten Franklins for her.  I noted how cute her small young hands were as she grasped my money.

“Fine.  Now, I don’t want to fool around.  I want to go right to extremism.  You need to eat my shit, right this second, to prove that you are slave material.  I can get a thousand from a lot of stupid assholes like you but I want one that is decent and has the continuing money… but I also won‘t settle for a slave that won’t do every fucking thing I want, and right now I want to watch my slave eat my shit.  Clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Angela”, I replied.

“Get off the couch and get on the floor.  I am going to shit in your mouth and you will eat it all, no waste, and remember I just took your thousand.  Then I am going to tie you up, whip you until you bleed, then go out in your car and spend the thousand, and probably come back here to whip you more and make you drink my piss.  Then you will cook dinner for me, and then I will whip you again before I go home.  Agreed?”

“Yes, Mistress Angela,” I agreed.

“That will be six hours, and if you impress me, James, I will be your Mistress for a thousand dollars a day, and you will be tested to your extreme limits, understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Angela.”

“Set up an account that transfers your money to me every day, I never want to have to touch money from you directly ever again, you piece of pathetic shit.  Do it now, and then I will use your toilet mouth.  I’ll be in the other room.  Let me know when it’s done, so that you can then eat my shit.”

I called my bank and set up the daily bill pay.

“I have set up Your money, Mistress,” I called.

She came back into the living room and stood over me.  “Instructions, slave.  After I leave in these six hours, you have continuing duties.  Ready?”  she asked as she stripped off her jeans and panties and squatted over my face.

“Yes, Mistress Angela” I replied.

“”You will go acquire a strong chair and make it into a toilet chair so that I am comfortable when I sit over your face every day.  You will get chains and locks so that I can lock you up to the floor when necessary, which will be whenever I am gone or you are working.  Finally, you will buy a chastity device and give me the key.  All after these next six hours before I come back tonight.  Yes, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress Angela” I replied.

“Good.  Now eat my shit and get used to it.  And I am not like the Internet mistresses that let their slaves spill their Mistress’s shit out the sides of their mouths.  I will shit slowly so that you can eat it all, and I want you to get used to this because from now on all my shit and most of my piss will be going into My slave’s mouth… ready slave?”

“Yes, Mistress Angela,” I replied as I lay there on my back in front of my couch.

“Here is your first gift, slave james,” she said as I watched her tiny asshole stretch and swell over my face.  Her beautiful asscheeks spread a bit and her turd began to protrude.  A drop of liquid fell onto my lips and I licked it into my mouth, its bittersweet taste a precursor to the taste of Angela’s shit, a taste I would get very used to.

She then shitted out her first turd.  It was a short solid brown one about three or four inches long and not wide, but nice and solid.  Acrid and a bit sweet at the same time, and it smelled of vegetable and sugar along with the usual shit smell, so I liked it and ate it.  I chewed and swallowed it as the next turd came from her tiny puckered little white anus.  The second turd was softer, as most second turds are from girls, and a little more mucousy.  I let it slide down my throat while I licked my teeth and palate and swallowed the semi-sweet, semi-bitter remnants.  I so love female shit.

Finally, she finished with a blast of soft shit and gas and I dutifully licked that up and swallowed.  I cleaned her tiny asshole with my tongue tip and swallowed again, then kicked my lips clean of all of her shit remnants.  I ate her entire load properly, impressively, as her perfect toilet slave… and now I had earned my torture and whipping.

“Very good, james” she told me as she stood and wiped.  She then shoved the wad of toilet paper she’d used to clean her anus in to my mouth.  “Eat that while I get my whip,” she commanded.  I chewed and swallowed her shit-smeared toilet paper crumple.  She left the room and returned holding a leather cat-o-nines flogger.

“Oh, I bet that was dry, wasn’t it?” I heard as Mistress Angela came back to the room…

“You need piss to go with my shit and toilet paper.”

She stood over me.

She stripped entirely, throwing aside her t-shirt, jeans and panties.  She spread her legs and positioned her pussy directly over my mouth then opened her floodgates.  Washed down the dry toilet paper and filled my grateful mouth with her piss.  I swallowed and swallowed.  Many splashes and drops missed my mouth as she finished…

She stopped peeing and lowered her moist crotch to my face.

“Now slave james, you must begin practicing clean-up.  You aren’t allowed to touch my pussy with any part of your body unless I order you to, yet you must drink up these dribbles of my precious  urine before I whip you.  So stick out your tongue and let the drops of piss in my pussy hair fall onto your tongue.”

I laid under her pussy and breathed in its precious aroma as I slurped down the final remnants of her pee.

“Now, james, I must whip you, and whip you, until you bleed.  Are you ready?  Because I have done this before, and you have eaten my shit and you’ve drunk my pee, and you’re obviously submissive to me, but I require that I am able to hurt you whenever I want to and that you can take whatever pain I want to give you, which will be a lot.   A lot of pain.  I like to hurt men so much… I won’t permanently injure you I don’t think, but I want to hurt you so intensely and for long, long periods of time… I am sort of addicted to it, and I am creative… want to handle more, slave?”

My mind reeled as I lay there on the floor under her feet.  Of course I wanted to be her slave.

“Yes, Mistress Angela, yes” I answered.

“Quit your job,” she ordered as she whipped my back with the cat’o’nine.

“Yes Mistress,” I answered as she flogged me five more times.

“Quit your job, because you are now my full time slave.  Go to the store and get chains and restraints and everything else you know I would want to keep you as my slave all the time.  I know you have millions.  Now you are my slave.  Be back here with restraints as you know I will need within four hours.  Don’t forget the toilet chair and chastity device.  You are now going to be my fulltime slave.”

My “job” is as a self-employed trader; nothing to quit.  I knew that I would rather give that up and spend every dollar on my new Mistress Angela than continue making millions; my life would now be devoted to serving her, worshipping her, and making sure she was happy.

She whipped me five more times just to start the whipping, then sent me on my errand with the promise that upon my successful return far more whipping would follow.

Naturally, I “quit my job” at that moment and went to Home Depot to procure some slave supplies.

I returned with many lengths of chain cut into 5 foot lengths along with clamps, cuffs and straps my 22-year-old Mistress could lock me with.  At the sex store, I bought a strong chastity device with a key just for her, and at Jared I bought a ten-thousand-dollar gold chain that would hold that key locked to her beautiful ankle.  Finally I brought an oak sidebar chair from an antique place to a carpenter who sawed out a hole in the seat and screwed down a toilet seat with strong bolts while looking at me funny… a toilet chair.

Now she could sit comfortably on a toilet over my face after whipping my chained body.  My chained, restricted body… because she would have the only key to my chastity and that key was locked to her new anklet.  I was hers.

When I returned to my house, she was gone.  She left a note though.  It was on my kitchen table underneath the black high heels she had been wearing.

“slave, I want more proof and servitude from you before you get your whipping and your place as my fulltime slave.  I will often demand more from you that makes you unhappy or disappoints you, be ready for disappointment and denial if you want to be my slave.  You will drive to my home tonight with the chastisty device.  You will come to the back door of my house and kneel, then knock five times.  Wait for me to answer.  It might be minutes or it might be years, but you must kneel on my back doorstep if you ever want to be my slave again.  In the meantime, don’t stop my thousand a day you pathetic loser.  Imagine what my lash feels like, what it’s like to be tied up by me, and think about how great my feet smell after a long day in sneakers.  Remember, I am 22 and you are old and I want to whip and punish you but only if you do everything I say while you keep money flowing.  That said, kneel right on my back porch step at 3808 Knellwood.  There is a note there from me when you get there.  Right now take my black high heels and the chastity device with you and place them in front of you when you kneel on my back doorstep and knock.  Google my address if you have to.  If you are really desperate for me you may take some sniffs out of my shoes.”

I read the note and then re-read it.  My heart thumped both with the thrill of future humiliation at this young girl’s hands along with the fierce emotion of sexual denial and with that I googled the address and was there within ten minutes.  I took some long breaths from her black heels.

I parked, grabbed the shoes and the chastity device still in its package, made sure I was at the right address, and walked to the back yard of a modest little rental house.  3808 Knellwood.  A fenced-in small back yard behind a small one-story square house painted light green.  Sure enough, a small concrete two-step stairway led to a back door.  The light was on.  Music inside was on.  I knelt on the stoop and put the items in front of me.  I added the felt-covered small box containing the solid-gold anklet for my chastity lock key.  The toilet chair and all the restraints were still in my Escalade.

I knocked five times.

Angela opened the door immediately.  Wordlessly, she motioned me to follow her.  I did.  We walked to her bathroom.  She had me strip and she had me lay on the floor, face up.  She chasticized me and locked me up with the high-quality device.  Then she thanked me for the thick gold ankle chain while attaching the key with it to herself.  Then she had me crawl back outdoors to the concrete stoop.  She motioned for me to kneel, and I did so.  “Wait here for me, slave.  Kneeling.  I don’t know when I will be back to continue your enslavement, but I need to know you are here and as long as you are waiting here for my pleasure when I want it, the more I know you are willing to be my slave…”

She then walked a few steps into her house and came back with a set of handcuffs.  She cuffed my hands behind my back as I knelt there naked on her back stairs.  My penis locked up in a hard plastic chastity mechanism that capped my cock and ringed my balls tightly.  A small hole allowed me to pee.

“I would tie or leash you, but I want to test your loyalty, slave james”, she told me as I knelt there and she stood in her back doorway.

“If you are really my slave, you will still be kneeling here naked and cuffed in chastity when I open this door again, and when I open this door again, you will be tied, tortured, humiliated and whipped until you bleed… but you will also be allowed to lick my sweaty young feet.  Before I put you in a cage in my basement.  So kneel here and wait for me if you want that.  I do promise I will be back eventually.”

She grabbed her heels then closed the door.  I heard the lock turn.

The next evening, many hours later, my knees burning from the hours and hours of kneeling naked,  I heard her voice along with another girl’s voice as they approached through the side gate of the back yard.  I knelt naked, unmoving, in delicious pain of servitude, listening as my Mistress and her friend came into the back yard.

“Oh, so yeah, Maria, that’s my new slave” said Angela as she pointed me out.

“Hah!  Nice, how long are you going to leave him like that?”  was the girl Maria’s reply to my Mistress.

“I don’t know, but I bet this piece of shit would stay there until he died he is such a subservient loser…  he has lots of money and I want to break him.  Already he has eaten my shit and he is kneeling there because he still hasn’t kissed my feet or had a good torture session.”

Maria told my Mistress “Well, let’s party for a few days here, wanna?”

“And just watch how much he will take?” answered Mistress Angela excitedly to her friend.

“Yeah!”

The two young beautiful women drove away for party supplies as I knelt there on the concrete.

After dark, and after I had been there for 24 hours, I was thirsty and my knees were throbbing.  My wrists, tightly cuffed behind my naked body, were getting tingly.  I had knelt on Angela’s back steps for a full day.

I heard Maria’s car pull up and park and then the excited voices of the two women as they returned to the house.  I heard them all night as they played music and drank… inside while I knelt ignored all night long.

The sun was coming up when I was awoken by the lock turning in the back door’s handle.  I had passed out face-forward into the door.  I jerked erect.

My Mistress’s friend Maria opened the door and looked down at me.  “Shit, you probably need some water right?” she asked me.  I nodded.

My Mistress then appeared behind her.  “He’s MY slave, and I will decide for him.”

Maria closed the door and I remained kneeling naked and cuffed in the growing daylight.  So thirsty.  Grumbles of hunger.

Inside I could hear snippets of conversation between my Mistress Angela and her friend…

“…he likes it and I like it…”

“…so what if he passes out, we’ll water him then…”

“…exciting to make him suffer…”

“…we’ll whip him for water in two days…”

Then giggles.

The morning, afternoon and evening passed.  I kept on my naked kneeling at her back door, craving her.  I heard the beautiful girls having fun indoors.

Night came, I passed out sideways on the concrete.

Early in the morning, the back door opened and both girls emerged.  “Get up!!” ordered my Mistress as she kicked my ribs.  “Stand up!!”

I stood, weary, cuffed and naked.  Stiff from 36 hours of kneeling.

“Are you thirsty, slave?” asked Mistress Angela.

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered.

“Hah!” laughed Maria.

“Okay, we thought so.  Here’s the plan…  it’s nine o’clock on Thursday, slave.  We’re gonna have you be our footstool until nine o’clock tomorrow night, and then we’ll give you water.”

The girls paused and giggled together.

“But before that we’re gonna whip you until we’re too tired to whip anymore… and we’re gonna drink, eat, smoke, do whatever we want while you are chained up there as our footstool… and tomorrow your food will be our toilet shit.  The only thing you get to drink, maybe, is our piss,” all from my Mistress.

“Go get the chains and the chair, then lie down face up in front of the couch, you disgusting piece of shit.”

I walked furtively and naked to my Cadillac.  I carried the restraints and the toilet chair back to the house and set them down in the living room as the two beautiful girls gleamed at me with their pleasure.

I lay passively as they worked together to chain me tightly.  Wrapped round and round and locked.  They positioned the toilet chair over my face.  

“Are you thirsty?” asked Maria.  She was young, maybe 21 or 22, thin, blonde and gorgeous.  I nodded yes.

“Well, we will piss in your mouth after a thousand lashes.”

“Roll over, slave” ordered my Angela.  I did so.

A pillow was placed under my naked ass, raising it up.

“All one thousand will be on your ass, and we are going to torture you,” advised Maria.

The whipping began; I was ordered to count every stroke, remembering that after 1000, I would finally get a drink, even if it was their piss.  I was so thirsty.

Angela began with ten fierce strokes of the cat; I counted off to ten.

Maria was using a belt studded with small silver pyramids.  She was fierce as well; I counted off ninety strokes from her, taking it to a hundred.

“Nine hundred to go before you get a drink, slave” Angela advised me.

“But the next three hundred are on his balls,” Maria said.

Then she delivered them with her belt; agonizing lash lash lash after lash directly to my naked cock and testicles.  They reddened and throbbed as I counted down her strokes.  Three hundred belt whips into my naked genitals.  I loved it… then she finished.

“You’re at 400, 600 to go” counseled my Mistress.  She toed me into position.  “Face up,  lift your knees.”

She removed the handcuffs for the first time in over a day and a half, but immediately cuffed my wrists again so that I held my legs up while lying on my back.  Wrists behind knees.


“Six hundred now to your ass, but with six whips, each more painful,” said my Angela.

“A hundred each.  The first this cat, then another hundred with this…”

Mistress Angela and Maria giggled as they opened a box my Mistress had dragged out of her closet.

The first 100 lashes of the remaining six hundred would be with the cat’o’nine.  The next hundred would be with a thin leather belt from my Mistress’s closet, it was about a half-inch wide, three feet long and tipped with a silver metal heart-shaped decorative piece that would surely dig into my skin… the third lasher was to be an unraveled metal coat hanger… thin and metal, sure to hurt incredibly.  For lashes 300-200, I would receive my Mistress’s beating with a metal chain belt from one of her dresses… made with stainless steel, it was a quarter-inch wide and long and strong, sure to hurt.  The next hundred the girls decided would be direct kicks to my balls.  And the final hundred would be delivered in tandem, with both of them whipping me as hard and fast as they could until the thousand was achieved.

Maria whipped my ass with the cat.  A hundred lashes as hard as she could whip.  With my back down and my legs cuffed up, many of the lashes hit my balls.  She opened a few cuts.  Then it was over.

“Not bleeding enough,” declared my Mistress, and she advanced upon me with the thin heart-tipped whip.

Lash!

The thin leather curled around and the metal tip snapped into my stomach skin… over, over, and over.  I began to scream with each lash.  So much pain!!  

“Shut up!” ordered Maria, and she then crammed her dirty socks into my mouth.  She grabbed a plastic bag and used that to tie my mouth shut around her socks.

The beating resumed.  Ninety, eighty, seventy all with a belt that cut deeply and drew thin blood every time while the nugget at the tip slammed deeply and made a bloody welt when it wrapped around.  Horrific, delicious pain all observed by my Mistress’s friend Maria.

And eventually it was her turn.

With the coat hanger.  I wanted to just cry.

The young woman stood before be as I lay on my back naked on the floor.   My hands cuffed behind my knees, my ass a cross-stitch of welts and bloody stripes, and a hundred dots of red blotches upon my exposed stomach.  I looked up at Maria; she smiled down at me as she held up the metal coat hanger she meant to beat me with.

It waggled slightly as she held it up.  It looked so painful.  “So, slave,” said the thin young blonde, “you can receive 100 of these, from this, or you can choose to receive 100 more from the cat whip and then spend 24 more hours in bondage tied to the toilet with nothing but a straw to drink something.  And by something I mean our toilet leavings.  Choose.  Now.”

Mistress Angela stood before me and lifted her foot.  Her bare beautiful foot recently removed from shoe… so fragrant.  “Choose.  100 with the cat and then a day tied to the toilet with your face in it, or 100 with the metal clothes hanger.  After you will still get the metal belt, the ball kicks, and the grand finale of 100… but this is a chance to avoid the clothes hanger and also to get a drink.”  I breathed in the fragrance of her foot until she pulled it away after a few precious seconds.

I chose yes.

My Mistress delivered 100 more lashes to my buttocks with the cat.  She sweated with the exertion.  I was bleeding.

Now they bound me to the toilet, but not before each used it.  Mistress removed my bonds then ordered me to crawl naked to the bathroom.  Again I was ordered to kneel, this time naked in front of the toilet, and my hands were cuffed behind my back.  My Mistress sat down on the toilet after removing her pink panties.  She also removed her bra, becoming naked.  Maria walked into the bathroom as well and stripped.  Angela urinated and then looked into my eyes as she shitted.  Gassy sounds and smells filled the room… and both women giggled some more.  Then Maria sat down and pissed and pooped while Angela wiped her ass.  I dutifully ate her wad of shit-stained toilet paper, and then did the same for Maria.

It was time for chaining.  I was chained tightly by the knees kneeling before the shit-and-piss-filled toilet bowl.  Hands behind my back, the girls chained my upper torso so that my head bent into the toilet bowl, and then they closed the lid.  They taped Saran Wrap all around the lid and my face and the rim so that every breath I took was filled with the aroma of their toilet leavings.  I couldn’t move.  I was so thirsty.  My Mistress put a straw between my lips and then left after turning off the light and closing the door.  

“Drink if you need to.  It’s eleven o’clock.  At night.  You’ll be chained here until 11 tomorrow night, then you’ll get your last 300 lashes, then you’ll be our footstool for 24 hours, then you’ll eat and drink.  And then you’ll go into the cage and wonder what’s next.  Ready?

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied of course.

“Of course, we will have to use the bathroom in between, but you’ll deal.  See ya!”

She left me in the dark as I knelt and breathed in the delicious aroma of the girls’ piss and shit.  Four or five hours passed as I heard them talking outside the bathroom door while they drank and smoked and watched “Jersey Shore”.  As time had gone by, their shit and piss had created a strong surface to the toilet I was chained to but I drank water through the straw because I was so thirsty AND I didn’t care.

The piss of young women is so delicious, and their shit can be too.  Especially under these circumstances… bitter, sweet, so forbidden, so masochistic to be forced to consume.  Maria was the first to need to use the toilet I was chained to.

She simply opened the toilet cover and pissed on top of my chained head.  No flushing.  An hour later, my Mistress did the same.  Eventually they went to bed as I remained there, and I slept with my face chained above their waste and naked with my hands behind my back.  I drank piss and was no longer thirsty.

In the morning, they both needed to shit.  I still had to be chained to the toilet until eleven at night, so I was inconsequential.  My Mistress entered naked and simply sat down on the ring while pushing her anus into my nose and mouth as she shitted.  I cleaned her dutifully.  Not a word passed.  Her new shit added to the fragrance of the bowl I was chained to.  Maria added her own feces but she stood over my head and just shitted on top of my head.  The smell was fierce and delicious as I spent the rest of the day and evening chained in place.

Both girls left me in the dark all day other than for the few times they came in to piss on my head and into the bowl.  At  eleven o’clock, my Mistress came into the bathroom and uncuffed me.  

“Shower, you filthy disgusting piece of shit, then clean the shower, and then come out naked to lay down on the floor in front of us face up.  It’s 11 at night, be there by midnight, but the tub must be spotless.  You still have a lot of beating and kneeling to go before I decide about you.”

I showered and cleaned all of the shit and piss from my body.  I flushed and cleaned the toilet.  I scowered the tub and shower.  At midnight, I crawled out to the living room and laid face-up in front of my Mistresses.  My Mistress put her pretty bare feet over my face.  Maria put her bare feet on my stomach.  Time passed.  I grew a boner…

“NO!” screamed my Mistress.  Her heel crashed into my balls.  “No unauthorized erections!”

“Time for another whipping,” said her young blonde friend.

“Let’s wreck this filthy piece of slime.”

And so it went…

