
        
            
                
            
        

    






Laste Chance Bondage Inc.:

Volume #20

The Fetish Wedding

© 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: Wedding Jitters



Chapter 2: The Ceremony



Chapter 3: A New Life




Chapter 1: Wedding Jitters


Was I really about to go through with this?  When given my one last chance for freedom, would I decline and say yes to a lifetime of slavery?  Would she say yes?  Never before had I been this nervous about saying one simple little word.

If I thought about it intellectually, then a ‘yes’ from both of us wasn’t in doubt since we loved each other.  On the other hand, I have yet to meet a single person who could think coherently on the morning of their wedding day.

If it was up to me, I’d just walk up to Mistresses and say ‘Yo, you wanna get hitched?’ and be done with it.  She’d probably whip me unconscious for ruining her big day, but I’m sure she’d still say yes.  I think.  God, I needed this to be over.

Luckily, the group of girls who’d be helping to get me ready finally arrived, saving me from working myself into an even bigger tizzy.  They were all either submissives or slaves themselves, and getting to help get me ready was probably the highlight of the year for them.

Yes, I was about to become a slave for life, but this ceremony was also a wedding and would come with a huge rise in status for me.  A slave-partner was rare, and I’d have responsibilities on both sides of the whip, so to speak.

I’d already had my morning enema and shower, but today needed to be perfect and the girls weren’t going to skip any steps.  Three of them stripped down and hustled me into the shower.  It’s a good thing Master Laste had a huge shower stall, since my six-foot tall frame usually filled a regular one to capacity.

The first girl started on my hair, lathering it up and digging her fingers in hard to make sure not a single strand escaped her attention.  The second girl gave me a powerful douche which was fairly embarrassing, but I’d endured a lot worse in the last three months of my training.

The third girl gave me an almost painfully hot and soapy enema… and then a second one… and then a third.  Dammit, I was probably so clean back there by now you could’ve drunk the water that came out when she finally finished.

By the time enema wench stepped out, the other girls had long finished their jobs and were simply washing my body over and over to either kill time, or just to make me horny.  The whole lot then attacked me with big fluffy towels and had me dry in mere minutes.

My hair was trimmed and styled to within an inch of its life, and I couldn’t believe how elegant they made it look.  I wasn’t sure I dared to step outside where the wind would ruin the artistry in mere moments.  I was assured this style was designed for an outdoor event and would hold up.

Next was the corset, and getting it tight would probably take as long as the hairdo did, since they’d have to work it closed in stages.  It was a new quarter cup model I’d never seen before, and would leave my forty-two double-D breasts completely exposed.

Apparently Masters Brandon and Jerry had been working on it for over a month now, and the exquisitely tooled leather was a genuine work of art.  It even had real gold filigree all over it to highlight the patterns.

It also took close to an hour before we got the laces pulled tight enough for the covering flap to close.  In between lacing rounds I got sheer white silk stockings, garters, and white sandals.  No high heels for me today so our height difference wouldn’t seem as severe.

My actual wedding dress wasn’t what one would normally expect, since it might’ve been considered a negligee if it wasn’t for the fancy lacework and strings of pearls adorning it.  Long white gloves finished my outfit (no underwear for me today) and some subtle makeup wrapped up the job.  I wore no jewelry other than my symbolic gold collar.

It felt weird going out into public with absolutely no restraints of any kind, but that would be changing shortly unless one of us chickened out at the last minute.  I took several deep breaths to compose myself and stepped out the door.

It was time.



Chapter 2: The Ceremony


Sherri was patiently waiting for me… or probably not so patiently since she was wearing her full parade ponygirl outfit and had been standing there for over an hour.  She looked stunning in her pearlescent white latex outfit, gleaming black pony boots, and sparkly black harness.

Her hair was held in a high ponytail and was braided with silver wire, and it just barely outshone the perfect white ostrich feathers on her head.  The long blonde tail sticking out of her rear was a perfect match for her real hair, and had been groomed to perfection.  I almost wished she didn’t look so perfect since I was sure she’d outshine me.

She knelt so I could climb aboard the cart she was attached to, and the girls kept my dress straight as I carefully sat.  I heard Sherri grunt through her bit gag as she stood; I guess she was used to pulling smaller passengers, but she was a champion and could manage for the mere quarter mile she’d need to go.

The road had a slight incline to it and I could see her strain to get us started, but once we were in motion it looked like it went a little easier.  I briefly wished I had a crop or buggy whip to get her going, but this was purely ceremonial and she’d be joining the other guests after she dropped me off.

We had to wait just before the last corner until everyone else was in place, but once we got the word, she finished the last part of our journey with the elegant high step gait she used in dressage contests.  The sound of her mini-horseshoes ringing off the cobblestones and the tiny bells on her nipples tinkling were the only sounds in the glade.

The crowd was arrayed in a long, wide corridor for us to pass through, and this was my equivalent to walking down the aisle.  With how wobbly my knees felt right now, I was glad I didn’t actually have to walk it.

Trying not to think, I stepped down from the cart and up the three steps to the wedding dais.  Satin sheets decorated the ground and helped protect my dress as I knelt at the edge.  One just doesn’t kneel directly on the ground in a ten grand dress.

Footsteps approached from both sides.  Mistress Grey who was officiating stepped in front of me first.  Master Laste provided the setting and the entertainment, but she handled all the decorations, catering, and everything to do with the actual ceremony.  No woman would ever trust a mere man with real wedding planning details.

Then Mistress appeared, looking absolutely beautiful in her wedding garb.  She’d also selected an outfit in pure white, although that was by choice rather than tradition.  She could’ve shown up bare-ass naked if she really wanted to.

I barely noticed her elegant corset or flowing robe, my eyes went straight to her adornments; yes, she was wearing the jewelry that was part of my surprise gift to her.  A blaring of trumpets announced the beginning of the ceremony and Mistress Grey gestured for everyone to take their seats.

“I call upon you all as witnesses for this binding ceremony between Mistress Lilith Sharon Chance and supplicant Nancy Jane Drow.  I have personally witnessed the supplicant’s trials and swear that she has learned proper etiquette and obedience.  Does anyone gainsay this?”

Nobody spoke up so she continued.

“This is not a simple collaring ceremony, but will also be a partnership.  Is it your decision to accept this supplicant’s petition in both aspects?”

“It is,” Mistress simply said.

“And you, Nancy Jane Drow,” she continued, stepping up to me and lifting my chin.  “Is it your choice to bind yourself to your Mistress for the rest of your life?”

“It is,” I said as firmly as I could while trying not to piss in my dress from the sheer terror of the moment.

“Then rise,” she said, offering me a hand up.

Mistress Jill escorted Antoine the fetish club bouncer onto the dais and had him place a large wooden chest next to me.  She helped me out of my dress and the rest of my outfit with the exception of my corset.  My golden ‘engagement’ collar was also removed for the first time since my ordeal started.

Three short months ago I would’ve been embarrassed about stripping naked in front of a crowd, but those days were long gone.  Everyone here had seen me naked numerous times, and most of them had even touched me sexually during my training.

I knelt in front of Mistress again and she held up my new collar.  It was a flawless white leather piece, studded with diamonds and chased with gold.  I leaned forward until it was around my neck and she buckled it in place.  She selected a small lock from the chest, pausing a moment to admire the workmanship of it, but then looked confused as there weren’t any keys present.

“May I speak, Mistress,” I asked.

“Yes, of course.”

“I was told it’s traditional for a slave to present a gift to her Mistress on this day, so I commissioned a full set of golden locks to be made.  Each lock has a small jewel set in it, and the color of the gem indicates which key will open it.

“The new jewelry you’re wearing are the actual keys to these locks and each key has a matching gemstone to the lock they open.  I believe the one you’re looking for right now is located on your right ear.”

I was looking into her eyes when I said this, and the look of pure pleasure and surprise was worth the hefty price tag the gift cost me, and more.  The crowd, other than Masters Brandon and Jerry who’d helped me with the gift, were both amazed and impressed.

She removed the earring and opened the lock briefly before snapping it shut again to secure my collar in place.  She then yanked me to my feet and gave me the biggest, sloppiest kiss in the history of weddings anywhere.  She also slipped a hand between my legs and gave me a gentle caress, which wasn’t on the agenda but nobody minded, and several cheered.

Continuing with the ceremony, she put me into my real wedding garb.  Leather cuffs were wrapped around my ankles, thighs, wrists, and elbows.  Each piece got one of my fancy new locks.  The covering flap on my corset had spots for locks down the whole length and she attached one to each hasp, twenty in all.

She pulled a butt plug out of the chest and lubed it in her own mouth before having me bend over to accept it.  She teased me with it, pushing it partway in and letting my sphincter expel it before pushing again and going a hair deeper.  Eventually she got it all the way in place and selected a dildo which she lubed the same way, not that I really needed any lube in that hole by this point.

This model had a flange around the base that pressed against my clit and would transfer some of the vibrations to it when she turned it on.  I held it in place while she buckled a wide belt around my waist and ran the crotch strap between my legs.  That took four more locks.

She locked my wrists to D-rings on the sides of the belt and also clipped a remote to the right side within easy reach of my hand.  Mistress held another remote in her hand and pressed the button to test it out.

I felt my vibrator start on a low speed and wondered what my remote was for.  I pressed the button but didn’t feel any change.  I saw Mistress jump slightly, and shook my head at how slow I was; she had a toy between her legs as well.  Dinner would be interesting.  We both shut the toys off for now so we could finish while we still had the will to do so.

Chairs were brought up to us and it was obvious which was mine. (It was the one with dozens of D-rings and straps on it.)  I sat and let Mistress lock my remaining cuffs in place, holding me firmly in place to both the seat and chair back.

By this point, my nipples were rock hard and didn’t need any extra attention before they were ready to accept the gold plated clover clamps.  She licked and sucked them for a few minutes anyway, just for the fun of it.  She ran a golden chain through the D-ring on the front of my collar and connected it to the ends of each clamp, forcing them to pull my nipples up.

Before sending Antoine away with the chest, she selected a white trainer ball gag, but just draped it over the back of my chair for now.  Of course she had another lock with it as well, and I was happy to see how much she liked my gift.

A table with a starched white tablecloth was set up in front of us and champagne was served while the grounds were rearranged to allow for dinner seating.  She held my glass for me and let me take small sips as she also began playing with the remote.

I got right back at her with my remote to her toy, and we were having so much fun messing with each other, we both climaxed before dinner was served.  It was the happiest day of my life.



Chapter 3: A New Life


Dinner was excellent.  Since it was the first real food I’d tasted in over three months, I’m sure even a baloney sandwich would’ve tasted like heaven on Earth.  We had far better fare than baloney, although I was only allowed tiny portions of each course since I wasn’t used to solid food any more.  I had an extra bowl of the delicious chicken soup to make up for it.

I was released from the chair after dinner and was gotten ready for the dancing.  I had my wrists and elbows locked together behind my back, forcing my chest out invitingly.  My legs were left free for once so I could actually move, but I had the ball gag locked tightly in place so I couldn’t refuse any dance requests.  I wasn’t likely to refuse any of the guests here anyway, but it was tradition.

It was actually a lot of fun, even though the more energetic dances caused my tits to bounce and pull painfully on the nipple clamps.  Mistress randomly played with her remote while I danced, but even when it was off I found myself getting hornier by the second as it jiggled around inside me with every step I took.

I was passed from partner to partner like a prom queen, barely even getting a chance to take a sip of champagne (through a straw) in between songs.  Mistress cut in every third or fourth song, but was kept busy with her own multitude of dance requests.

After about an hour of dancing, I was feeling flushed and my heart was racing.  I was hovering on the very edge of orgasm, and knew I wouldn’t be able to hold it back for much longer.  When Mistress got her next dance with me I tried pleading with my eyes, but she either didn’t understand or didn’t care.

Well, if I was going to have to endure an orgasm in the middle of the dance floor, then I was determined I wouldn’t be alone.  I turned Mistresses vibrator on to full speed and hoped she was as hot as I was.

Of course, that meant she simply turned mine on to full power as well and the battle was lost.  I saw stars as the pent up sensations exploded out of my pussy and tore through my body.  I was cumming so hard I couldn’t even stand and had to be supported by Mistress.  There was a wet spot on the floor below me by the time I was finished.

She started cumming just as I was recovering, and now it was my turn to offer support, although that meant I just stood there and let her hold on while she shuddered in ecstasy.  We’d both turned off the vibrators we controlled, but I hardly knew the difference; I found my lust rising again even without it running.  God, I’d never felt so horny in my entire life.

It seemed our impromptu show on the dance floor was having an effect on the rest of the people as well, since a few of them had started playing with their slaves.  Even as I watched I saw Mistress Grey twitch in the throes of passion as some unknown sub below the table licked her to orgasm.

I was so hot I began wishing Mistress would turn the vibes back on, and to hell with what anyone thought.  I just wanted to cum, and I didn’t care who knew it!  Instead, she led me back to our table and told me to drink a large glass of ice water.

Sucking up the cold water seemed to help, but only for a minute or two.  My skin wasn’t flushed and covered with a sheen of sweat from the dancing, but from the fire burning between my legs.  A playful little buzz with the remote was enough to send me over the edge again, and I found myself still wanting more.

Enough was enough.  I cranked Mistresses vibe up to the max and left it running, determined to keep it at full blast until she got the hint and took me to bed so we could fuck each other silly until the break of dawn.

She gave me a dirty look before her eyes rolled up in her head.  She began moaning as the powerful vibrations ripped another orgasm out of her, and it looked to be a doozy.  She gave me an even dirtier look when I didn’t turn it off afterward, but I wasn’t going to shut it down until she got the hint.

She turned mine back on again, determined to get her ‘revenge’ on me, and also because she didn’t want to be the only one making a spectacle out of herself.  I came twice more in short order, and some of the guests began joking we needed to ‘get a room’.

She finally agreed it would probably be a good idea and turned off the remote so I could stand.  I’d finally gotten what I wanted so I turned hers off as well.  She took me back out to the dance floor for one last turn, which also gave me a massive squirting orgasm and caused Master Laste to call for a mop bucket so other dancers wouldn’t slip and break their necks.

Mistress hobbled me with a small chain between my thighs and a longer one between my ankles.  She clipped a leash to my collar and led me around the dance floor in what felt like a victory lap; it took damn near forever with the tiny four inch steps that was all I could take due to my fetters.

I had one more orgasm as we were leaving the dance floor, and another as I was stepping into the elevator inside the house.  Mistress was shaking her head in disbelief as she removed my hobble chains, and I felt the same way.  After this many orgasms, I should be painfully sensitive down there and slow to build up to each new one.

We went down to the dungeon level and into Master Laste’s playroom which he’d set aside for our use tonight.  The walls were covered in flowers and looked beautiful, although slightly out of place as they were interspersed with his large collection of sex toys and torture implements.

She removed my ball gag and gave a me a long, deep kiss that turned my legs all wobbly, and I returned it with gusto.  Once we finally broke our embrace she began removing the rest of my restraints as fast as she could, acting almost like a horny teenage virgin on her first night past second base.

As soon as my arms were free I started in on her clothes, although I couldn’t do much since she had to keep changing positions to remove the multitude of locks she’d used on me.  Eventually we were both naked and I’d had enough waiting.  I broke with tradition and picked her up over my shoulder and threw her down on our waiting nuptial bed.

She seemed surprised at my aggressiveness, but eagerly returned the kisses I attacked her with.  After a few minutes of tonsil hockey I spun around into a sixty-nine position and dove between her drenched thighs.

“So much for foreplay,” she chuckled before diving in herself.

I was licking, sucking, and fingering as furiously as I could, using the new techniques that Monica had explained to me in graphic detail over the last month.  I could tell it was having a good effect on Mistress, but she was no slouch in the oral sex department and I found myself cumming first.

Her mouth was infinitely better than any toy, and she literally rocked my world.  I gushed over her face and completely drenched her with my juices as I collapsed into a twitching and screaming wreck.  I was slow to recover and only her hand slapping against my ass made me realized I was both crushing and smothering her.

“We need to switch positions,” she said after she caught her breath.  “Or you’re going to either drown me or suffocate me if this keeps up.”

“Sorry, Mistress,” I said as I climbed off of her.  “I don’t know what’s gotten into me tonight.”

She climbed off the bed and poured two glasses of champagne for us.  I drank mine down like it was a tequila shooter and poured myself another one to drink like a civilized person while I watched her cute ass wiggle as she selected some items from the wall.

She came back with a small bag of toys and crawled back beside me.  After a brief kiss we finished our champagne and she put the glasses aside.  Using suspension cuffs she tied me into a tight spread eagle on my back.  She left the rest of the toys in the sack for now and climbed on top of me to resume our interrupted sixty-nine.

Again I climaxed before she did, but this time I had the presence of mind to keep working at it and it wasn’t long before I returned the favor.  Her pussy had never tasted as good as it did tonight, and I wanted to stay like this forever.

She moved away slightly after she finished cumming and simply lay on top of me panting while she recovered.

She spun around and lay beside me with her head nestled between my breasts, her hot panting breath passing over my nipple and driving me crazy with lust.  She noticed my reaction and changed position slightly so she could take one nipple in her mouth and the second in her hand.

After a few minutes of that her free hand went down between my legs, and I exploded at the first touch of her fingers on my pussy lips.  She seemed surprised at my extreme reaction to a few simple caresses, and even more surprised when I begged her not to stop.

“You’re insatiable tonight,” she laughed.  “If this keeps up we’ll need to order some room service so we can keep our strength up.”

“We might need it,” I replied, only half joking.  “If you do call for some grub, you can have my steak.  It was a little hard on my tummy, so I’ll stick to Mistress Grey’s tasty chicken soup.”

“You can have whatever you… wait… did you say Mistress Grey’s soup?”

“Yes, it was quite delicious.  Remember I asked for a second helping earlier?”

“Oh my fucking God,” she swore.  “She couldn’t have.  I’ll kill her for this.”

“What is it?  What’s going on?” I asked, confused.

“Give me a minute to find the right DVD and I’ll let you hear it in her own words.”

She climbed off the bed and opened a drawer at the main entertainment center.  After a minute of searching she took a DVD and put it into the player, coming back with the remotes.  She stepped above my head and slid her legs underneath my arms, wiggling downwards until my head was propped up on her chest.

Using one hand to fast forward the video, she absently began to caress my tits again with the other.  She stopped when she found the part she was looking for and turned up the volume.

“You know what to do,” she said after sitting on Jill’s face for a minute and watching her struggle for air.  “I’ll tell you a little story while you’re busy taking the edge off.”

“One time when I was vacationing in Belize, I got the chance to spend a day in the jungle with one of the local Mayan tribes.  At dinnertime I got to try some of the indigenous cuisine, and found I had a rather extreme allergic reaction to one of the herbs they used to flavor the meal.”

She began humping Jill’s face as she was being eaten out.

“It wasn’t a dangerous reaction or anything, and I didn’t break out or have trouble breathing, but I had to excuse myself early from the festivities.  What it did to me could probably be compared to what would happen if you ate a pound of Spanish fly and washed it down with a gallon of espresso.  It … oh God… ahhhhhh.”

Whatever she was about to say was interrupted as she started cumming.

“What was I saying?” she asked once she finally came down.  “Oh yes… the herb.  It unfortunately doesn’t affect most people the way it does me, or I’d make a rather large fortune importing it.  It would probably fetch a higher price per gram than cocaine.”

“The Mayan tribe probably thought they poisoned me or something, since I was up all night masturbating in the back seat of my car.  I must’ve cum at least two dozen times.  Let me tell you, I was never gladder to have dark tinted windows as I was that night.”

She began cumming again, and this time she also squirted.

“Ever since that night, I make sure I have a good supply of the herb on hand at all times, although I try not to use it too often.  However, since this is a special occasion, I took a triple dose while waiting for you two to wake up.

“As you can probably tell, it’s already working its magic on me, and will most likely last all weekend.  In case you were wondering, it’s actually rather delicious and sort of tastes like sage.  It’s great in chicken soup.  But that’s enough chit-chat for now; hurry up and give me one more good orgasm before I go and have some fun with Sherri.”


	(Authors Note: See Volume 13, The Fetish Dungeon for the whole tale.)



She stopped the movie and threw the remote to one side.

“It appears she made her ‘special’ chicken soup tonight, and you have the same reaction to the herb that she does.  I’ll kill her for this, or better yet I’ll force a pound of it down her throat before leaving her tied naked to a skid-row dumpster so she can beg every bum in town to fuck her senseless.”

“Before you break out the torch and pitchfork, can I say something?”

“Of course,” she said, giving my cheek a gentle caress.

“She had no way of knowing I’d have this reaction, so I’d like to think of this as a lucky accident.”

“Lucky?”

“Yes… it means our wedding night is going to be one for the record books, and if you think you can survive the best night of wild sex you’re ever likely to see, then I say we thank her… and steal part of her stash.”

“I hadn’t thought of it that way, but you might be right.”

“Then if I may be so bold, I’d like to say one last thing.”

“What’s that?”

“Shut up and fuck me already!”

She actually broke out into uncontrollable laughter at that, and it took her several minutes to recover.  She climbed out from behind me and hopped to the floor, fiddling with something and occasionally leaning over to give me a sip of champagne.

“Ok, slut,” she said, jumping into view.  “If you want to be fucked senseless, then brace yourself.”

I could see she was wearing a massive strap-on vibrator and an evil grin.

“Incoming!” she shouted, falling between my legs and guiding it into place.

The first thrust was almost enough to send me over the edge, and she lasted for much more than just that single stroke.  It was indeed the best night of sex for both of us, and the perfect way to start out new life together.

###
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