
        
            
                
            
        

    






Laste Chance Bondage Inc.:

Volume #18

Fetish Domination

© 2014, Edward Laste

All Rights Reserved


This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


Table of Contents


Chapter 1: Slave Options



Chapter 2: Leap of Faith



Chapter 3: Domination




C
h
apter 1: Slave Options


“Can I talk to you for a minute?” I asked Master Laste.

“Sure, Nancy,” he replied.  “As long as it doesn’t involve changing your mind and kicking my ass over last month’s test.”

“If that was it, you’d already be in the hospital since I’d cheat and hit you from behind when you weren’t expecting it.”

“Then come in and tell me what you need.”

“I’ve been hearing rumors about me and Lilith, and I want some advice.”

“Go on.”

“Everybody knows we’re a couple by now, but they all have their own ideas of what that should mean.  I’m not talking about the normal customers either, but your ‘inner circle’ friends that meet upstairs in the private area.”

“You’re offended by them?”

“No, not at all,” I said, starting to pace in front of his desk.  “But I was thinking of suggesting something more formal or permanent to Lilith, and I’m not sure of the proper etiquette in this BDSM lifestyle.”

“Ah, now the light bulb comes on.”

“So what do I need to do?”

“That’s a rather complex question, but let me give you a few options to consider.  The simplest way is to buy some rings and propose to her like a vanilla couple would.  She’d probably accept and be happy, but might want more.  She’s a well-respected Mistress, and might be happier with a dominant/submissive relationship.”

“I wasn’t even considering a ‘normal’ marriage.”

“If you want to be formally acknowledged as her submissive or slave, then there’s various ways to go about it depending on how serious you two want to make the relationship.  The simplest is a collaring ceremony, where she locks a collar around your neck in front of witnesses from our council.

“It’s tradition for the collared sub to give a token to her new Mistress, but never a ring.  It can be any other item or adornment, often a pendant or bracelet.  If you want to go the slave route, then the options are practically endless, depending on how strict she wants to be with you.”

“What kind of options?”

“She could decide on a permanent collar, cuffs, or piercings.  She may have you wear a gag for the rest of your life.  She could tattoo or brand you.  She could even lock you into a chastity belt for the rest of your life, although the way you two constantly go at it that’s highly unlikely.”

“I don’t think either one of us would like that much,” I said, blushing.

“It’s mostly about the affirmation of her control and the willingness of you to obey.  If you love her enough to give yourself completely to her, then you’d do anything she asks, no matter how cruel.  It’s all about trust.”

“I already trust her.  I know she wouldn’t do anything to really hurt me, and I don’t mean physical pain.”

“Let me give you a hypothetical situation.  Let’s say you’re her slave and she ordered you to pick a random guy from the club downstairs and blow him in front of everyone.  Would you do it?”

“I… I don’t know,” I floundered.  “If I signed on as her slave, I guess I’d have to do it but I wouldn’t like it very much.”

“What if she took you to a tattoo parlor for some piercings and told the guy to give you a nose ring, a two-inch hoop through each nipple, a ring through the clit, and eight fat rings through your labia?”

“I’d have to think about that.  I don’t care much for piercings, especially piercings as painful and extreme as those ones sound.”

“If you’re a slave, then you don’t think… you obey and then thank her afterwards.”

“I guess you’re right.”

“The life of a slave can be harsh, painful, and humiliating.  It can also be rewarding, and only you can determine if it’s right for you.”

“Is there a way I could do a trial run?  Experience being a true slave before any of that permanent stuff happens?  Sort of like an engagement period before a wedding?”

“There’s an extended ceremony I’ve seen before, but it’s rarely used since it takes three months to complete.  It’s mainly for when a new slave has to prove her worth to family and friends, but is also a test for the Mistress.”

“How does it work?”

“You have to learn proper etiquette and how to obey any command instantly.  She’ll have to know you’ll instantly obey any command, and we’ll also have to know she’s willing to give those commands and enforce the proper protocols.

“It happens in three stages, and there’s no backing out once you begin.  For the first part, she needs to prove you’ll obey her in a public gathering of other Masters and Mistresses.  In the second part, she needs to give control away and let the others command you for a night.”

“She has to watch, but not intervene unless a hard limit is being breached.  It’s designed to test the resolve of the slave in as humiliating of a manner as possible, and to make sure the Mistress isn’t being all starry-eyed and lovey-dovey with her property.”

“Wow,” I said.  That sounds pretty extreme.”

“It is,” he agreed.  That’s why we rarely use this particular ritual.”

“What’s the third part?”

“The last part is the wedding ceremony itself.  That’s when you get your one and only chance to call it off.”

“How would I start this thing rolling?”

“You’d present a gold collar to Lilith and ask to be hers.  You’d talk about it all in advance so you two can figure out if it’s really what you both want, and if she puts the collar on you, then it begins.”

“It sounds simple enough.”

“Once she locks the collar around your neck and puts on your gag and chastity belt, your training will begin.”

“Wait,” I interrupted.  “What chastity belt?”

“In order to make sure she’s not getting into a lifetime relationship with just a talented tongue, you’ll be locked away from each other until the night of each test.”

I paused at that; I really liked the wild and crazy sex with Lilith these days and wasn’t looking forward to it stopping.  Still, this weird ritual seemed like the best way to prove to everyone I was serious about doing this.

“Thanks.  You’ve given me a lot to think about.”



Ch
apter 2: Leap of Faith


Taking a massive leap of faith, I decided to go for broke.  None of their friends took me seriously, and Lilith was losing credibility as a result.  Laste’s three month ceremony wasn’t the last choice anymore; it was the only choice.

I cleaned out my apartment (which I hadn’t actually used in the last few months anyway) and either sold or gave away everything I owned.  I commissioned Master Jerry to make me a gold studded collar, and he promised to have it for me by the weekend.

I also got an idea from him on what the perfect wedding gift for Lilith would be, and placed the order, even though it pretty much cleaned out my bank account.  He also made a stainless steel chastity belt for me, and threw in matching cuffs for free since I’d just spent so much money on the other stuff.

The belt was a fairly formidable piece of hardware, and I’d need to wear a butt plug with enema attachments once I put it on.  I’d hopefully be spared using a catheter most of the time, but he gave me a case of the supplies anyway.

Master Laste helped me cast an alginate mouth mold so he could make a highly effective gag that I could wear long term without undue stress.  It would actually be glued to my teeth and only had a hole through the middle for breathing safety and for feeding.

It was white, but the hole made it look like I was missing a tooth and I didn’t much care for it.  It was also scary as hell, but he assured me that someone who knew what they were doing could remove it in a few minutes if there was an emergency.

I’d been talking with Lilith about changing our relationship so I could get a feel for what she really wanted for herself.  It became obvious she would be happiest if I submitted completely to her, so I put my plan in motion for Friday night when the upstairs of the club was restricted to only their inner circle of friends.

I could hardly wait.

I was also scared shitless.

***

I had Monica help me with my corset.  I wanted everything perfect tonight, and she was the best at getting it tight.  She was also the only one I could ask since tonight was going to be a surprise for everyone, other than the few who’d helped me get things ready.

At her recommendation, I was wearing fishnet stockings, ankle boots with five inch heels, and no panties.  A short latex skirt would cover me for now, but if I was to really become a slave, then modesty would have to be quickly forgotten.  Lilith could even choose to completely deny me clothes for the whole three months if she wanted to!

Once Monica got a call from Master Laste that Lilith was busy downstairs, I threw on a robe and we hustled out to the stage with the rest of my stuff.  It was already set for my surprise, consisting of a gaudy ornamental throne for Lilith, and a curtained off area for me to hide behind until the proper moment.

Their friends seemed curious when we scurried by, but didn’t ask any questions.  Master Jerry gave me a covert wink and thumbs-up gesture, and it made me feel instantly better about what I was about to do.  Saying I was nervous was the understatement of the century.

She helped me prepare myself in a kneeling position with my ankles connected by a twelve inch hobble chain, my wrists fastened in front of me with a slightly longer chain, and a small red temporary ball gag.  My offerings to Lilith were placed on a small table in front of me, and now all I could do was wait and hope she accepted.

“What’s all this?” I heard her finally say.  “What’ve you got planned this time, you evil bugger?”

“This isn’t my plan,” Laste replied.  “And it’s hardly evil… this time.  Take a seat and you’ll find out.”

I heard her stilettos clack across the stage toward the throne, and then the room fell silent.  Monica and Laste quickly removed the curtain, exposing me to the room.  Gasps and murmurs instantly broke out from the crowd, but were quickly hushed.

I heard her come close and felt the tip of her crop under my chin, indicating I should raise my head.  I saw her eyes were as wide as saucers and she looked completely stunned.  Monica came up and removed my ball gag.  I licked my lips and took a deep breath.

“If it pleases you, Mistress, I would like to offer myself into your service.  I offer you my body, soul, and mind, trusting you to take care of me in all ways for the rest of my life.”

She leaned down until her lips were brushing my ear.  “I may beat you senseless for surprising me in public like this.  Are you really sure you want to do this?” she whispered.

I gave a tiny nod and she stood back up.  She picked the collar up from the table and opened it wide, holding it a few inches in front of me.

“Your offer pleases me, and I accept.  You now have one last chance to back out, and can turn and leave without fear of any repercussions.  If you choose to continue, place your neck in this collar and seal your own fate.”

I leaned forward until my neck was pressed against the collar and reached up to close the two halves together.  The click when the clasp engaged sounded unnaturally loud and my heart started racing.

“I call upon you all as witnesses to this collaring,” she shouted.  “By her own hand she has chosen to submit to me as a slave.”

The whole room exploded in cheers and thunderous clapping.  She let it go on for a minute or so before waving for silence.  She picked up the gag and squeezed a gel into the grooves on both top and bottom.

“Open your mouth and then bite down hard until I say otherwise,” she told me.

I did as she said.  I wiggled my jaw a bit to make sure it was perfectly positioned and then clamped my jaw shut.  That glue tasted like shit and almost made me gag, but the foul taste quickly dissipated as it dried.  It only took about ninety seconds, and my mouth was now sealed shut for the next thirty days.

“Rise and remove your skirt.”

It was tough getting up after kneeling for so long, but I managed.  Once my skirt was off, she removed the hobble chain and put the chastity belt around my thighs.  She made me spread my legs wide and lean over the throne when she installed the butt plug.

She gave me a gentle caress over my pussy and clit before sealing it away with the chastity belt.  It was done!

“I now claim this slave as my own personal property, to do with as I please for at least the next ninety days.  Is there anyone present who objects to my claim?”

Nobody responded or objected; not even a joke or catcall.  She clipped a leash to the front of my collar and had me kneel beside her throne.  My hands were refastened behind my back and my ankle cuffs clipped together.

“I hope you know what you got us into,” she whispered.  “This won’t be easy, and you’ve got a lot to learn in the month before the first trial.”

I knew it would be rough, but her serious tone made me nervous all over again.  It didn’t matter, though… for better or worse, I was now a slave.



Ch
apter 3: Domination


My initial thirty days of training seemed to fly by, and tonight was to be my first trial.  I had a bit of an advantage with the basics since I’d seen how submissives and slaves were expected to act every night since I started work in the club, but it was the little things I had trouble with.

It took me weeks before I learned to fall into the proper position for whatever was required of me.  Standing at attention, kneeling in submission, or presenting my body all had their own variations, and woe was me if I picked the wrong one.

I had enough stripes on my ass from all those errors that someone might think I was wearing a patterned bathing suit.  She didn’t just punish me for my errors as I made them either; every night she made me go on stage and bend over the spanking bar while she read off a list of the days infractions and shortcomings.

If it was a bad day, she’d make me kneel with my legs spread wide so she could deliver my punishment to my bare breasts.  On a really bad day, she’d pick ten random strangers from the crowd downstairs and have them spank me with a leather strap.

It was embarrassing, but effective.  I learned the hard way to obey with both speed and precision, although some things still were tough to take.  My twice-daily enemas fell into that category, especially when she decided to do them in public like tonight.

“Pay attention, wench!” Mistress snapped, giving my leash a tug.  “It’s time to begin, and you better not fuck things up tonight or it’ll be a month of isolation and hot pepper enemas for you.”

I took her threat seriously, and stood straight, thrusting my breasts out like she liked.  I was unsteady on my feet as I followed her out of the apartment, since I had a hard time with heels over five inches.  Some girls here could wear up to a nine inch heel, but six was the limit for me due to my rather extreme size.

She led me onstage and had me stand in an inflatable kiddy pool that had cartoon characters printed on it.  Yeah, she really did.  Her friends all had front row seats to witness the chastity belt come off for the first time in a month, and to see the enema I’d been holding come gushing out.

The soapy water was almost completely clear, since she’d prepped me earlier with three extra ones to make sure I didn’t stink up the place in front of her friends.  It was still embarrassing as hell.

Next came the gag, and if I thought the glue tasted bad when it went in, the solvent to remove it was a thousand times worse.  It was a few minutes of hell, but then it popped free and I was able to open my mouth again.  It had been so long since I could freely move it, that the motion actually felt unnatural now.

As far as rituals go, I secretly thought this one was kind of lame but I kept that to myself.  I was given fifteen minutes to clean everything up (including myself) and join Mistress on the floor.  I barely finished in time since I spent several minutes trying to get the foul taste of solvent out of my mouth.

I wasn’t given any new clothes to wear, so I figured it was the first part of my test.  I’d been forced to exercise twice a day for the last month and my body was in better shape than ever, but I was still overweight and a little self-conscious about it.

Nobody even acknowledged my existence as I knelt in front of Mistress, presenting myself with knees spread wide, chest out, and hands behind my head.  She made me stay like that for about fifteen minutes before telling me to start fetching the presents her friends had brought for her tonight.

The presents were laid out along two buffet tables set up on the far wall.  I returned with the first one and knelt in front of her, holding it up so she could open it.  It was a beautiful set of eight cobalt blue leather cuffs.

Of course she had to immediately try them out.  A pair went on my wrists, above my elbows, my ankles, and even a large set for my thighs.  There was also a matching collar, but that went unused since I was still wearing the ceremonial gold one.

The next box was heavy, and was tough to hold steady while she opened it.  It contained silver cuffs, chains of different lengths, shackles, and a variety of nipple clamps.  She told me to rub my nipples while she selected some chains.

She put a four inch chain between my thighs, a twelve inch one between my ankles, and eight inch chains for both wrist and arm cuffs.  Heavy clover clamps were snapped in place on my nipples and connected with one of the thinner chains.

Walking to get the next present was a lot harder now, but nobody seemed to mind how long it took as long as I kept moving.  She also didn’t make me put on every new gift, since some weren’t practical at the time.  The leather sleep sack from Master Brandon would’ve put a crimp in the festivities for sure.

She got so many toys, accessories, and restraints that we could’ve stocked a second fetish store with all of them.  I could foresee my next thirty days of slavery being a lot tougher to endure with all the new stuff custom made to fit my large frame.

After the last present was unwrapped, she made me take everything back to the tables and lay them out for people to admire.  I knew my feet would never be the same after all those trips.  Then I had to go get everyone drinks, and only after everyone had a glass of champagne in hand was I allowed a brief respite.

Master Laste made a toast to Mistress, congratulating her on her fine new slave.  She stood and thanked everyone, and asked if anyone wanted the slave to thank them personally.  Three hands immediately shot up; Masters Laste, Master Brandon, and Mistress Grey.

Mistress ordered me to crawl over and thank them one by one.  I didn’t realize what thanking them meant until I got in front of Master Laste and he pulled down his pants.  I froze in shock at what she expected me to do.

I glanced over my shoulder at her, trying to beg her with my eyes not to make me do this in front of everyone.  Her flinty gaze shot down any hope of mercy, so I steeled myself and inched closer.  I reached out to grab his member, but my hand was whacked with a quick blow of his crop.

“No hands,” he said.  “In fact, start diddling yourself so I know they stay out of the way.”

My eyes flew wide open and I glanced back at Mistress again, but her hard scowl promised nothing but punishment in my future for even the briefest delay.  I put my hands between my legs and leaned forward until I could start licking his cock.

It didn’t take long for it to become hard enough for me to start sucking it properly.  I tried to give him the best blowjob imaginable so I could get it over with fast, but was at a serious disadvantage for multiple reasons.

First was a simple lack of experience.  I’d never given head more than maybe a dozen times in my entire life, and I’d never learned the best techniques… especially since I couldn’t use my hands.  Second, his cock was bigger than any of the ones I’d ever sucked before, and I couldn’t fit the whole thing into my mouth without choking on it.

Third, and maybe worst of all, was the fact that I had to play with myself.  After a month of enforced chastity, I’d been ready to explode.  Just being able to touch myself down there was almost enough to make me instantly cum.

However, I hadn’t been given permission to cum, so all I could do was try to suppress the urge and slow my pace.  It wasn’t easy, especially since it took me over fifteen minutes before Master Laste exploded in my mouth.

His first spurt made me retch when it struck the back of my throat, and he forced my head away from him to allow the rest to hit me in my face.  One shot went straight into my right eye, and holy shit, did that ever burn.

Master Brandon gave him a dirty look and he ordered his own slave to clean it off my face before I’d be allowed to thank him.  I had to kneel in front of him, still diddling myself as she licked Master Laste’s cum from my face and spit it into my mouth.

Only once I was completely clean was I allowed to thank him.  It was slow going, but mostly because of my own distractions.  By now I’d been playing with myself for close to a half hour, and even the lightest caress would’ve been enough to make me explode if I didn’t keep it tightly contained.

It was a close call, but I managed to make him cum before I lost it.  Taking a page from Master Laste’s playbook, he withdrew the moment he was ready so he could paint my face with his ejaculate.  I got lucky and managed to keep my eyes closed this time.

I shuffled over to Mistress Grey, but was stopped before I could get my face in position.

“I’m feeling a bit energetic tonight, and would like to take my thanks in another way, if that’s all right with you, Lilith?” she said.

“It’s your choice… what do you have in mind?”

“I want to use a strap-on.  I’ve always wondered what it would be like to fuck an Amazon.”

“I don’t think we have one here,” she said, eying the contents of the tables.

“You have a whole store full of toys downstairs.  I’m sure she wouldn’t mind fetching one.”

My eyes bugged out and I started shaking my head in denial.  The club downstairs was full of strangers right now… surely she wouldn’t make me go down there like this?  I think shaking my head was a mistake; Mistress had steel in her voice when she said it was a wonderful idea.  She’d lose face if either of us refused, so what was I to do?

I had to be gagged since I’d be out of sight of the council, and to my ever-loving gratitude she told Monica to fetch me a robe since I couldn’t walk into the public area bare-ass naked.  Unfortunately the robe she brought me was semi-sheer and just barely covered my ass if I stood ramrod straight.

Without a word Mistress clipped the leash to my collar and dragged me to the elevator.  When it opened downstairs, I thought I’d die of embarrassment.  Here I was, bound and gagged with only a skimpy robe thrown over my shoulders, a trail of my own juices streaking down each of my legs, and a face covered in cum.

She dragged me through the middle of the dance floor before turning to head to the fetish shop door.  Our appearance shocked a young couple who were tentatively looking through some leather skirts, causing them to stare in disbelief for a moment before remembering a pressing engagement elsewhere.

She jerked me to a halt in front of the main dildo display and loudly asked which one I wanted to be fucked with tonight.  She said there were six choices ranging between ‘Small’ and ‘Holy Fucking Shit You Can’t Be Serious’.

She wasn’t really giving me a choice, but was instead pandering to the crowd who’d followed us into the shop.  After crudely and graphically explaining the merits of each model, she asked the crowd what they thought I would like.

Since they were a typical drunken crowd, most of them voted for one that looked like it was modeled from a mule.  Mistress thanked them for their input and attached the massive donkey cock to a harness.

She then made me hold it against my crotch while she guided me back through the crowd.  It hiked my robe up in front and just barely covered my nakedness.  I also felt some cum drip off my face and land on my tits during the walk back, and wondered if it was possible to sink any lower.

When we arrived back upstairs, Mistress Grey was standing on stage next to the spanking bar, naked from the waist down.  Yeah, this was about to become more embarrassing once again.  She removed my gag and made me suck both ends of the strap-on before going behind me and fastening my ankles wide apart to the posts.

I could tell from her moans when she had her end in place, and braced myself for the inevitable.  Even expecting it, I still jumped when I felt the cold, wet tip brush against my pussy lips.  She worked it in slowly, withdrawing every inch or so to add more lube. (For which I was extremely grateful.)

Once she had it all the way in, she held it in place for over a minute, wriggling around and enjoying the sensations it caused.

Leaning over my, she whispered in my ear.  “Sorry to do this to you, sweetie, but you still don’t have permission to cum.  Enjoy the ride if you can, because I know I will.  I even coated my pussy and clit with a topical anesthesia in order to dull the sensations and extend this as long as possible.”

I felt the dildo roar to life as she activated the dual vibrators.  She kept it pressed painfully deep inside me, her weight crushing me to the bar and keeping me from drawing a full breath.  The powerful vibrations were like a blowtorch inside me, and brought my orgasm to the surface in mere moments.

I exploded with a ragged scream, the first sound I’d made since I became a slave.  She held me tightly in place until I was limp and merely twitching in the aftershocks.  Then she began pumping her hips.

I could intimately feel every vein and bump in the dildo as it stretched my pussy lips to the limit with each powerful thrust.  I didn’t have even the slightest chance of regaining my senses enough to try and fight off the next orgasm; the sensations were coming too fast and too strong.

I came for the second time within as many minutes, and this time it wouldn’t seem to stop.  It went straight into a third massive orgasm that left me panting with both pleasure and pain.  She didn’t care and just kept pounding me like she was a machine; never stopping and barely even slowing.

She kept it up for at least a hundred years (I found out later it was only thirty-five minutes) before finally cumming and letting herself fall limp on my back in exhaustion.  I’d long lost track of how many orgasms I’d experienced, but had one more as she lay there with the vibrator still working away inside me.

Even after she pulled out and stepped away, I didn’t have enough energy left to raise myself off the bar.  I simply lay there breathing heavily, twitching a bit now and then as involuntary spasms flitted through my groin.

I felt my nipples being yanked toward the floor and opened my eyes in time to see Mistress tie them to the floor below me.

“Nobody gave you permission to cum, you slut,” she hissed.  “It should be ten lashes per offense, which means eighty in total, but since you’re supposed to be in the middle of a trial, the offense is worse.  I’m sure each person here is disgusted by your lack of control, so I think letting them have at least ten strokes each would be both fair and merciful.”

Did she really just say merciful? There were over two dozen people in the room.  Assuming they all took only the minimum number of strokes, it meant well over two hundred lashes, and possibly even twice as many.  My ass would look like ground beef by the time they were done!

“In addition to that minor transgression, you’re also guilty of a far greater offense.  Not once through the entire night did you properly thank or worship me.  You’re about to pay for that.”

Monica pulled a low slung divan onstage and placed it underneath me.  Mistress then slid on it and wiggled her snatch under my face, causing my nipples to become stretched to the max as she forced my body slightly upwards.  It was painful, but I almost didn’t mind since the powerful smell of her arousal was like ambrosia to me.

She’d barely gotten into place before I attacked her clit with the tip of my tongue.  She was dripping wet and her lips were swollen before I’d even started, so I knew it wouldn’t take long to get her off.  I started changing my technique in order to bring her to the absolute highest pinnacle possible before pushing her over the edge.

I licked, I sucked, I nibbled, I tongue fucked her.  I did everything I could think of, but only for a few seconds with each technique.  I kept her on the brink for what seemed like an impossibly long time, and then when I knew she couldn’t possibly stand it anymore, I bit down hard on her clit and rubbed it with the tip of my tongue.

She started shaking in the most violent orgasm I’d ever seen, and considering what Mistress Grey had just done to me, that was saying a lot.  I kept going, forcing her into a second orgasm right when the first was barely dying down, causing her to squirt so hard it even sprayed up to my tits.

She pushed my head away once the aftershocks died down, needing time to recover.  I wasn’t the only one who’d been chaste for the last month, and she needed to catch her breath after releasing all that pent-up energy.

“Go ahead and start her punishment,” she said in between her ragged gasps.  “I’ll stay here since she owes me at least six more orgasms, and if she doesn’t finish them all in time we can always start over.”

I was dreading the sheer number of lashes I had coming to me, but the reality was even worse.  I was spared getting all of them on my ass, but it meant I usually had six people working me over at once.

Two people sat at my sides and flicked springy wooden rulers at my tits, two people were constantly working my ass or thighs, and others would randomly attack my feet, snatch, or even my armpits!

Despite it all, I kept worshipping my Mistress, making her cum over and over again.  I even came twice more myself from the overwhelming erotic sensations I couldn’t suppress.  Some of them tried to humiliate me further by masturbating and cumming on my back or into my hair, but I was beyond that now.

My mistress was the only thing I cared about, and as long as she was there then nothing else mattered.  In a way, she was mine as much as I was hers.  It was a major epiphany, and if I thought about it, was probably the whole point of this cruel and unusual night.

Other than having my butt plug and chastity belt put back on, I was left for the night as I was.  It was a reminder of my new place in the order of things, but I didn’t mind.  Nobody would ever discuss the matter with a mere slave, but I think I passed my ordeal with flying colors.

I belonged to Mistress now, and for the first time in my life I found myself truly content.

###
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Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

Please feel free to contact me: edwardlaste@gmail.com
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