
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

“It’s a family tradition,” he said, so nonchalantly, like it was a special dish passed down from grandma. I took a deep breath. Surveyed the palatial Miami condo laid before us. Derek was a very sweet boy. And very handsome. And very rich. But with that money came some very strange customs that I was not quite accustomed to.

“You want me to fuck your entire wedding party? Right before we get married?!” I yelled. Derek was not a cuckold, as far as I knew. He had never expressed interest in me being intimate with anyone other than him in our whirlwind relationship.

My upbringing was decidedly middle class, if that. One domestic road trip vacation a year plus a week at Christian retreat on an Alabama beach subsidized by church tithes. Stolen kisses under a Walmart blanket. Summer jobs since the age of 13.

Derek’s was very different. He had generational wealth that I could only have dreamed of when growing up. He spent entire summers in Europe. His parents had vacation homes in places I couldn’t even pronounce. So while I was a bit taken aback by his proposition, you can understand why I gave it a second thought.

“Well…not exactly,” he replied with his signature smirk. “It’s more like a free use thing. You put on the wedding gown, you go into the library, and for the next hour the groomsmen can use you how they want. You’re supposed to just take it, whatever they throw your way.”

I had visited Derek’s family ranch in Tennessee, the five thousand plus acres of rolling hills with an estate flanked by stables. The property in the French wine country. The Santa Barbara beach club. This was the life I wanted. But at what cost?

“What the fuck is free use?” I asked, in a decidedly more muted tone.

Derek laughed. “Valid question. It’s not something I’d expect you to know about. Think of it as turning your body into a sex doll, like-“

“Again, what the fuck!?” I interjected. “Turn my body into a sex doll? Is this some kind of joke?”

Derek’s expression turned serious.

I stared at Derek, trying to process the words coming out of his mouth. A sex doll? For the groomsmen to use however they pleased during the hour leading up to our wedding ceremony? It sounded like something out of a depraved porn movie, not a proposal from the man I loved.

But then again, Derek's family did seem to operate in their own twisted world. The lavish parties, the private jets, the hushed conversations about business deals that made my head spin - it was all so foreign to me. Maybe this was just another one of those things I needed to adapt to if I wanted to be part of their circle.

"I...I don't know," I muttered, feeling a wave of nausea wash over me. "This is a lot to take in. This isn't some kind of joke, is it?"

Derek reached out and took my hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze.

"Of course not," he said, his blue eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my heart flutter despite my unease. "Free use wedding days are a tradition among the wealthy families I've grown up around. It's a way for us to assure allegiance amongst clans without the issues that come with inbreeding."

He paused, studying my face for a reaction. "I know it's unconventional, but trust me, it's not as bad as it sounds. The guys will be respectful, and afterward, we can focus solely on each other for the rest of the night."

I swallowed hard, trying to imagine myself in that scenario. Stripped bare, available for any man to use me however they saw fit. I wasn't going to lie, some of his friends had caught my eye in the past few months. The wealthy class was full of tall and fit men who had no hobbies but to work out and play beach volleyball between rounds of golf. But I had never imagined straying from my Derek.

Derek's words echoed in my mind as I tried to reconcile the man I loved with this dark, twisted tradition. I thought back to the countless nights we'd spent together, exploring each other's bodies, whispering sweet nothings in the dead of night. How could he suggest sharing me with others, especially right before we exchanged our vows?

Yet, as I looked into his eyes, I saw the sincerity there. He believed this was important, that it would strengthen our bond and secure our place within his family's elite social circle. I trusted Derek, or at least, I wanted to. He had swept me off my feet with his charm, his generosity, and his unwavering devotion.

With a heavy sigh, I finally spoke up, my voice barely above a whisper. "Okay, I'll do it.”

"Really?" Derek's smile lit up the room, his relief palpable. He pulled me into a tight embrace, nuzzling his nose against my hair. "Thank you, baby. I promise it won't be so bad once you're in the moment."

His hands roamed my body, igniting a familiar heat between us. I felt myself melting into his touch, my reservations slowly fading away. If Derek believed this would bring us closer, then maybe it was worth a try.

"You'll look stunning in that white dress," he murmured, his lips trailing along my jawline. "The guys will be fighting over you, wanting nothing more than to bury themselves inside you."

My skin tingled at Derek's words, a mix of apprehension and arousal coursing through my veins. The image of his friends vying for my attention, their hands and mouths on my body, sent a shiver down my spine. I knew I should feel disgusted, but instead, a forbidden thrill began to build within me.

As Derek's fingers danced across my breasts, I found myself arching into his touch, craving more. His cock pressed insistently against my thigh, and I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him closer. We were lost in a haze of lust, our wedding plans momentarily forgotten.

"I want you to make love to me," I whispered, my voice husky with desire. "Right here, right now. Show me how much you need me."

Derek's eyes flashed with hunger as he lifted me up, carrying me towards the bedroom.


CHAPTER 2

Our wedding day arrived faster than expected. Caught up in the whirlwind of guest lists, flowers, catering, and everything else that came along with a wedding, I almost forgot about the free use promise.

Almost.

On the morning of the big day, as I stood in front of the mirror, adjusting my veil and smoothing out the delicate lace of my gown, a flicker of nervousness crept into my chest. The dress was exquisite, a vision of ivory satin and intricate embroidery that hugged my curves in all the right places. I felt like a princess, ready to embark on a fairy tale romance with the man of my dreams.

But amidst the joy and excitement, a nagging doubt lingered in the back of my mind. How rough would his friends be? Was it just a harmless tradition, or would they push for more than I was comfortable giving?

I pushed the thoughts aside, focusing instead on the love and anticipation building inside me. Today was about celebrating our union, not dwelling on potential uncertainties. With a deep breath, I finished pinning up my hair.

A knock came at the door. "Come in," I said, butterflies going wild in my stomach. In walked Toby, Derek's best man.

Toby's chiseled features and piercing green eyes immediately drew my gaze. He was even more handsome up close, with a confident swagger that commanded attention. As he entered the room, the air seemed to thicken with tension, and I felt my pulse quicken.

"Hey there, Ashley," Toby purred, flashing a charming smile. "You look absolutely stunning. Derek's a lucky man."

He approached me slowly, his eyes roaming over my figure appreciatively. I could smell his cologne, a heady mix of spice and musk that sent a shiver down my spine. When he reached out to adjust my veil, his fingers brushed against my skin, leaving a trail of warmth in their wake.

"But for now, me and the rest of the groomsmen are the lucky ones." Toby said, his voice low and suggestive. "Are you ready to come join us?"

I nodded, my throat suddenly dry. Toby's proximity and suggestive tone left little to the imagination. He knew exactly what lay ahead, and the fact that he was so open about it only heightened my anxiety.

Following behind Toby, I descended the grand staircase, my heels clicking against the marble floor. The sound echoed through the empty halls, a stark contrast to the bustling activity happening elsewhere in the mansion.

As we stepped into the opulent library, I was greeted by a sight that made my heart race and my cheeks flush with embarrassment. Derek's closest friends, all tall, muscular, and devastatingly handsome, lounged on plush leather sofas, their eyes fixed intently on me. They wore tailored suits that accentuated their broad shoulders and chiseled features, exuding an aura of raw masculinity that left me breathless.

Toby led me to the center of the room, where the men parted to create a makeshift altar of sorts. They watched with rapt attention as I approached, their gazes burning into my skin like physical touches. I could feel their eyes undressing me, taking in every curve and contour of my body.

"You've all met the beautiful Ashley," Toby announced, his voice dripping with admiration. "She's ready to be used. Remember, try not to make too big of a mess. She still needs to walk down the aisle in a couple hours."

A collective murmur rippled through the group, their faces alight with anticipation. I swallowed hard, trying to maintain my composure despite the overwhelming sensations coursing through me. This was real; these men intended to take me, right here, right now.

Toby guided me to a nearby leather chair and placed my hands on the back of it. "I'm not sure how much Derek explained 'free use' to you, but there's not much to it," he said.

"We get to do whatever we want to you, whenever we want. You're fair game - mouth, pussy, ass, tits... wherever we desire for the next full hour. And trust me, we're gonna make full use of those options."

Toby's words sent a chill down my spine, even as a traitorous part of me tingled with excitement. Before I could process further, he leaned in close, his hot breath tickling my ear as he continued.

"The rules are simple. No marks, no bruises, no tears. Keep things classy, gentlemen. And remember, as best man, I get to go first," With that, Toby stepped forward, a wicked grin spreading across his face.

I bit my lip, bracing myself for the inevitable. Toby's hands pulled up the back of my wedding dress and caressed my ass. I wore a small lacy thong panties.

Slowly, deliberately, he peeled them off, tossing them carelessly aside.

Toby's fingers trailed along the smooth, exposed flesh of my rear, sending shivers racing up my spine. He palmed my cheeks firmly, squeezing and kneading the supple skin as if testing its yield.

"Mmm, perfect," he murmured approvingly, before leaning down to press a lingering kiss to the swell of my right buttock. "I've fantasized about this ass since the day Derek first brought you around."

I let out a soft gasp, my knees nearly buckling under the intensity of his touch and the unexpected heat of his lips on my sensitive skin. It was both embarrassing and exhilarating, knowing I was completely vulnerable, on display for these men.

As Toby straightened up, I caught a glimpse of the other groomsman watching intently, their eyes dark with lust. One, a tall, blond-haired man named Ryan, was already unfastening his belt, preparing to join in.

Toby's hand slid between my thighs from behind, his fingers brushing teasingly against my most intimate area. "And now, finally, I get to make those fantasies a reality," he growled, nipping at my earlobe.

His digits probed further, finding me slick with unwanted arousal. Toby groaned appreciatively. "Someone's excited. I think she likes the idea of being passed around like a party favor."

Ryan moved to stand in front of me, his impressive erection straining against his slacks. "My turn next," he declared huskily, palming himself through the fabric.

The other men voiced their agreement, a chorus of masculine grunts and moans filling the air.

Toby wasted no time, unzipping his pants and freeing his large, throbbing member. He rubbed the tip teasingly along my slit, coating himself in my natural lubrication. Then, with one swift thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside me.

"Oh fuck yes," Toby groaned, gripping my hips tightly as he began to move. His pace was relentless from the start, each powerful snap of his hips jolting me forward. The obscene slap of skin on skin echoed through the room, punctuated by my muffled cries of pleasure and discomfort.

With a loud smack he slapped my ass cheek, the sound echoing throughout the large room.

The sensation of being so suddenly and thoroughly filled overwhelmed my senses. Toby's thick length stretched me deliciously, hitting depths I didn't know I had. Pleasure sparked through my core with each forceful thrust, even as a twinge of pain accompanied the intense stretch.

"That's it, take it," Toby grunted, one hand fisting in my hair as he pounded into me from behind. His other hand snaked around to roughly palm my breast through my wedding dress, kneading the soft mound and rolling my nipple between his fingers.

The lewd sounds of our coupling grew louder, interspersed with Toby's guttural moans and the creaking of the leather chair beneath us. Ryan unsheathed his member and started stroking it slowly as he approached.

Toby's relentless thrusts drove me closer and closer to the edge, my inner walls clenching around him involuntarily. Drool trickled down my chin as I panted and moaned shamelessly, lost in the haze of sensation.

Just as I teetered on the brink of a mind-blowing orgasm, Toby abruptly withdrew, leaving me empty and aching. Before I could protest, Ryan stepped forward, grasping my chin and tilting my head up to meet his heated gaze. He moved me off the chair until I was on all fours, his cock dangling right in front of my face.

"Open wide, princess," he commanded gruffly, fisting his rigid shaft and tapping the leaking tip against my lips insistently.

The musky scent of his arousal filled my nostrils, making my head spin. Behind me, I could feel Toby's hands roaming possessively over my curves, tweaking and tugging at my nipples through the thin fabric of my dress.

"Don't keep her waiting, Ryan. Shove that fat cock down her throat and make her gag on it," another voice called out encouragingly from the peanut gallery.

I hesitated only briefly before parting my lips and allowing Ryan to slide his thick length past them. The taste of his precum coated my tongue as he pushed deeper, not stopping until he hit the back of my throat.

"Fuck, just like that," Ryan groaned, holding my head steady as he began to thrust shallowly. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes from the effort of accommodating him, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his shaft with each withdrawal.

Behind me, Toby hiked up my dress fully and delivered another sharp smack to my ass, the stinging pain mixing deliciously with the pressure building in my core from having my throat used so roughly. His fingers delved between my legs again, rubbing tight circles over my clit as he finger-fucked me in tandem with Ryan's movements.

"Someone hand me the lube," yelled Toby. A bottle of lube materialized in Toby's grasp almost instantly. He popped the cap open with his teeth, squirting a generous amount onto his fingers. The cool liquid made me gasp around Ryan's cock as Toby smeared it liberally over my puckered hole.

"Gonna get this tight little ass ready for some action," Toby growled, slowly pushing one slick digit inside my entrance. He worked it in and out, scissoring and stretching the sensitive ring of muscle until he deemed me prepared enough. I had done anal only a couple times, once with Derek, after much pleading and a lot of foreplay. It didn't seem like Toby was going to give me that luxury.

Without warning, Toby pressed the blunt head of his re-hardened member against my loosened back passage. "Deep breaths, sweetheart. You can take it," he coaxed, starting to push forward insistently.

Ryan chose that moment to thrust particularly deep, hilting himself in my throat and holding me there as I struggled not to gag.

I felt Toby's thick cock breach my tight rear entrance, the initial penetration burning and stretching me far beyond what I'd experienced before. My body resisted instinctively but he kept pressing forward inexorably, not stopping until he was fully seated inside me.

"Holy shit, she's so goddamn tight!" Toby grunted, giving me a moment to adjust. The dual penetration - Ryan's cock stuffed down my throat and Toby's huge dick splitting me open from behind - left me feeling impossibly full, stuffed to capacity in every hole.

"Has Derek not been taking advantage of this amazing ass?" Toby asked.

Tears streamed freely down my face now, smearing my carefully applied makeup. Drool leaked from the corners of my stretched lips, dripping down my chin and onto the floor.

Toby gave me a few moments to acclimate to the overwhelming fullness before he started moving, sawing his thick shaft in and out of my tight rear passage. Each thrust sent shockwaves of intense sensation radiating through my core, pleasure and pain blurring together until I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.

"Not yet, princess," Ryan said breathlessly when I tried to pull back, tears and drool making a mess of my face. He held me in place, forcing me to deepthroat his entire length over and over. The obscene wet glucks and gurgles of my throat working around his cock filled the room. I struggled to breathe through my nose as he thrust in and out.

I felt utterly debased, used like a cheap sex toy for these men's pleasure. And yet, despite the degradation, an unfamiliar heat coiled tighter and tighter low in my belly with each thrust and stroke. My neglected clit throbbed almost painfully, swollen and aching for attention.

As if reading my mind, Toby's clever fingers found my engorged bud, circling and rubbing it in firm, deliberate strokes. The added stimulation proved too much, catapulting me over the edge into a mind-shattering climax. My pussy clenched rhythmically around nothing as I came hard, clear fluid gushing out to coat Toby's pumping fingers and drip down my trembling thighs.

"Yes, that's it! Cum for your husband's best friend like a dirty slut!" Toby snarled, pounding into my spasming asshole ruthlessly, drawing out my intense orgasm.

Ryan took advantage of my slack mouth, fucking my face with wild abandon, chasing his own release. With a strangled groan, he buried himself to the hilt and erupted, flooding my throat with spurt after spurt of hot, salty cum. I swallowed greedily, hoping to keep it from staining my wedding dress.

I continued swallowing desperately as Ryan pumped load after load directly into my stomach, the sheer volume making my belly bulge slightly. When he finally pulled out, a few stray drops dribbled from my puffy, abused lips.

Behind me, Toby showed no signs of slowing down, using my fluttering hole like his personal cock sleeve. The wet squelch of lube and the slap of skin on skin echoed obscenely. "Gonna fill this up too and mark you as mine."

He angled his hips to hit my sweet spot dead-on with each thrust, prolonging the aftershocks of my intense orgasm. I could only whimper weakly around Ryan's softening member, completely spent and overwhelmed by sensation.

Toby's rhythm grew erratic as he neared his peak, his heavy balls slapping against my sensitive clit with each powerful thrust. "Take it all, you filthy bride-to-be!" he roared, burying himself to the hilt one final time. His cock jerked and pulsed as he emptied himself deep inside my bowels, painting my insides white with his potent seed.

I shuddered and mewled brokenly as I felt the hot spurts of cum flooding my most intimate place, marking me irrevocably. In that moment, I knew I would never be the same pure, innocent girl I was before, eager to marry her knight in shining armor. These men had awakened dark desires within me, shown me the depths of depravity I craved.

As Toby finished emptying himself inside me, he remained buried to the hilt, grinding his pelvis against my reddened ass cheeks. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise as he savored the feeling of my inner walls fluttering weakly around his softening length.

"That's right, take every last drop like a good little cock sleeve," he panted, voice rough with satisfaction. After a long moment, he slowly withdrew, a trickle of pearly white escaping my gaping hole to run down my thigh.

Ryan tucked himself away and zipped up his pants, looking immensely pleased with himself. He grabbed a fistful of my hair, wrenching my head back to force me to meet his gaze.

"Look at you, such a desperate little whore, letting us use you like our personal fucktoy," Ryan sneered, his grip on my hair tightening painfully. "I bet you're regretting ever agreeing to marry that limp-dicked loser now, aren't you? No way he could ever satisfy you like we just did."

He released me with a rough shove, sending me sprawling to the floor in a disheveled, cum-stained heap. I could feel the sticky essence leaking from both my holes, marking me as thoroughly defiled.

Another groomsman stepped forward. I had met him only once before but could not forget his boyish good looks. Tyler was his name.

Tyler looked down at my debauched form sprawled on the floor, a wicked grin spreading across his handsome features. He palmed the prominent bulge tenting his trousers, eyeing me like a predator stalking its prey.

"That was quite a first round," he drawled, voice dripping with suggestive intent. Kneeling down, he hooked a finger under my chin, tilting my face up to meet his heated gaze. Up close, I could see the flecks of gold in his green eyes, the light dusting of freckles across his nose and cheeks that somehow made him look even more boyishly charming.

"You know, I've always thought you were smoking hot, Ashley. I was hoping Derek would marry you so this day would come."

Tyler leaned in closer, his warm breath ghosting over my ear as he whispered huskily, "And now here you are, my perfect little bride, all dressed up and ready to be ruined. I'm going to make you feel things that pathetic groom of yours never could."

His deft fingers made quick work of his belt and zipper, freeing his impressive erection. He gripped my hips and turned me around so that I was lying with my back on the floor.

I lay there dazed and pliant, my body still thrumming with the aftershocks of my intense orgasms. The cool tile felt refreshing against my flushed skin. I watched through hooded eyes as Tyler positioned himself between my splayed legs, his impressive manhood jutting out proudly.

"Such a pretty little thing, all spread out for me like a feast," he murmured appreciatively, running the broad head of his cock through my slick folds, coating himself in the combined juices of my arousal and the other men's releases.

Without warning, he surged forward, sheathing himself to the hilt in one smooth thrust. A choked moan spilled from my lips at the sudden intrusion, my sensitive walls clenching reflexively around his thick girth.

He gripped my legs, raising them high in the air so that he could go deeper.

Tyler set a relentless pace, pounding into me with long, deep strokes that had me seeing stars. The new angle allowed him to hit that special spot inside me with every thrust, stoking the embers of my desire into a raging inferno once again.

"Yes, that's it baby, take my cock like you were made for it," he grunted, sweat beading on his brow from the exertion. He leaned in for a kiss, folding my body in half as he continued to thrust.

I kissed him back fiercely, all tongue and teeth as years of pent-up lust and forbidden fantasies poured out. My nails raked down his back, leaving angry red welts in their wake as I clung to him desperately.

Tyler's words echoed in my mind - I was a perfect little bride, made to be ruined, to be used for their pleasure. And God help me, but I loved every second of it. Being filled and stretched so deliciously, taken with such primal hunger...it was everything I never knew I needed.

My second climax built rapidly, coiling tighter and tighter in my core with each drag of Tyler's cock against my G-spot. I could feel myself teetering on the brink, my thighs starting to tremble and quake.

"Fuck, your pussy feels so good!" Tyler growled, his hips snapping forward with increased urgency. He could feel my velvety walls starting to flutter and clench around him, signaling my impending release.

One hand slid between our bodies to rub tight circles over my aching clit while the other gripped my hip hard enough to leave bruises, holding me in place for his relentless thrusts. The lewd sounds of flesh slapping against flesh and our wanton moans filled the room.

"Oh god, yes! Don't stop!" I cried out, my back arching off the floor as the coil inside me finally snapped. Waves of ecstasy crashed over me, my pussy clamping down rhythmically on Tyler's pistoning cock like a vice. Juices gushed out around him, making obscene squelching noises as he continued to pound through my intense orgasm.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" he groaned, his movements becoming erratic. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and let out a guttural moan. I felt the hot spurts of his release painting my insides.

We stayed locked together, riding out the aftershocks, until he finally softened and slipped out.

As Tyler pulled out, another thick stream of cum oozed from my well-used hole, joining the puddle already forming beneath me on the cold tile. I lay there boneless and panting, my mind reeling from the intensity of my experiences. The ache between my thighs served as a delicious reminder of how thoroughly I had been claimed.

The sound of clapping drew my attention to the remaining groomsmen, who had been watching the entire scene play out with undisguised lust and amusement. Their eyes raked over my naked, debauched form hungrily.

"So, what do you say, boys?" Toby asked with a wicked grin, gesturing to my prone figure. "Who wants to go next and show our blushing bride what a good fuck really is?"

I lay there in a daze, my body still trembling from the aftershocks of my intense orgasms. The cool tile felt refreshing against my overheated skin, which glistened with a sheen of sweat. I could feel the sticky evidence of my defilement leaking from my abused holes, marking me as thoroughly used.

At Toby's words, a fresh wave of shame and reluctant excitement washed over me. To be passed around like a toy, used for the pleasure of these virile young men...it was wrong, so very wrong. But my treacherous body ached for more, craving the delicious stretch and fill of a hard cock. I wondered what Derek was doing at that very moment. If he had participated in sessions like this with these men's wives.

I lifted my heavy lids to meet the hungry gazes of the remaining groomsmen.

The men circled around me like wolves scenting blood, their eyes dark with barely restrained lust. Mark stepped forward, slowly unbuckling his belt with deliberate motions. His massive erection strained against the confines of his dress pants, an impressive tent that made my mouth water despite myself.

"I've been dreaming of this moment for years," he rumbled, freeing his thick shaft. It bobbed heavily, the bulbous head already weeping with pre-cum. "Derek fucked my wife's ass so hard that she couldn't walk straight for a week. It's time for payback."

He knelt between my splayed thighs, gripping them and pushing them back towards my chest. The new position left me completely exposed and vulnerable, my well used asshole on full display.

I shuddered as Mark loomed over me, his huge cock hovering mere inches from my face. The musky scent of his arousal filled my nostrils, making my head spin with unwanted desire. I tried to close my legs instinctively but his strong grip held me open, exposing my most intimate places to his hungry gaze.

"This is for what your husband did to my Sarah," he growled, rubbing the spongy tip of his cock teasingly along my asshole, coating it in the combined fluids dripping from my holes. "I'm going to ruin this tight little ass and paint your insides white with my cum."

With that declaration, he notched the broad head of his shaft against my asshole and began to push forward, stretching me wide around his immense girth.

Mark pushed forward relentlessly, his massive cock slowly sinking into my impossibly tight rear passage inch by excruciating inch. Tears pricked the corners of my eyes from the burning stretch, my body struggling to accommodate his incredible size. By the time he bottomed out, fully sheathing himself in my ass, I felt utterly split open and stuffed to capacity.

"Fuck, you're even tighter than my wife when we first met," he groaned, giving a few shallow thrusts to work himself deeper. "Gonna wreck this perfect little asshole."

He started up a punishing pace, sawing his huge shaft in and out of my clenching heat. The wet slap of skin on skin and my garbled cries of pained pleasure filled the room.

The pain was intense, bordering on unbearable as Mark's enormous cock plundered my tender asshole. Each brutal thrust sent shockwaves of agony radiating through my body, making me whimper and sob. But beneath the discomfort, I felt a twisted thrill, a perverse sense of satisfaction at being so thoroughly dominated and used. And I knew I had to keep my eyes on the prize: a wedding with the man of my dreams.

As Mark pounded into me mercilessly, I couldn't help but imagine Derek watching from some hidden vantage point, taking in the sight of his bride being ruthlessly fucked by one of his best friends. The thought sent a dark shiver down my spine, mixing with the physical sensations to create an intoxicating cocktail of shame and arousal.

My hands scrabbled uselessly at the tile as I was manhandled, unable to escape or even slow Mark's relentless assault. All I could do was take it, submitting to his cruel desires as tears streamed down my face.

Mark's relentless pounding showed no signs of abating, his hips slamming into mine with animalistic ferocity. Sweat dripped from his brow, mingling with the rivulets running down my own flushed skin. The air was heavy with the stench of sex - our combined arousal, the acrid tang of my tears, and the musk of his exertion.

"You love this, don't you?" he grunted, punctuating each word with a vicious thrust. "Love being stretched open on a big cock, having your ass ruined for anything else. You won't be able to shit right ever again." His voice was low and menacing, laced with sadistic triumph.

I couldn't deny the truth in his words. Despite the pain, I craved more, needed to be filled and used until I was nothing but a vessel for their pleasure.

"Yes, God yes!" I wailed, my voice raw from screaming and crying. The words spilled out of me without thought, a desperate affirmation of my degradation. "Please, just keep fucking me! Ruin my ass, make me yours!"

Mark's response was to increase his tempo even further, the force of his thrusts jarring my entire body. I felt like a ragdoll, helpless and limp, with only my inner muscles clenching weakly around his invading cock. The pressure built in my core, coiling tighter and tighter, until I was teetering on the brink of another explosive climax.

Mark's brutal pace reached a fever pitch, his balls slapping loudly against my ass with every savage plunge. The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed through the room, punctuated by my high-pitched whimpers and the creaking of the floor beneath us.

"You're such a dirty slut, taking it so well," he sneered, reaching down to roughly pinch and twist my nipple. "Bet your precious Derek never fucked you this hard, huh?"

His crude taunts only heightened my arousal, pushing me closer to the edge. I could feel my orgasm building, threatening to consume me entirely. My inner walls spasmed erratically around his pistoning cock, trying to milk him for all he was worth.

Just as I teetered on the precipice, Mark slammed home one final time, burying himself to the hilt.

With a guttural roar, Mark buried himself to the hilt inside me, his thick cock throbbing violently as he erupted deep within my ravaged ass. Wave after wave of hot, viscous semen flooded my insides, painting my bowels with his potent seed.

The sensation of being filled to overflowing triggered my own climax, sending me hurtling into ecstasy. My body convulsed wildly, my pussy clenching rhythmically around nothing as I rode out the intense waves of pleasure. I screamed uncontrollably, my voice hoarse and ragged, as I came harder than I ever had before.

Through the haze of my orgasm, I dimly registered Mark pulling out, his softening cock leaving a trail of cum oozing from my gaping hole.

As Mark withdrew, his still-spurting cock painted my inner thighs with streaks of pearly white cum. The excess fluid dribbled down to pool on the tile below, a lewd testament to the depravity that had just transpired.

I lay there panting, my body trembling with the aftershocks of my earth-shattering climax. My mind reeled, struggling to process the sheer intensity of what had happened. I'd been taken, claimed, and used in ways I never could have imagined, and yet... there was a part of me that craved more.

Slowly, painfully, I managed to sit up, my abused hole clenched tightly shut. I gathered up my dress, careful not to get it drenched in the cum pooling around my asshole and slit.

As I struggled to my feet, my legs shaky and unsteady, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror hanging on the wall. The reflection that stared back at me was a far cry from the demure, innocent bride-to-be I once was. Instead, I saw a woman whose eyes gleamed with a newfound darkness, her skin flushed and slick with sweat, her hair disheveled and tangled. The evidence of the groomsmen's brutal claiming still dripped from my body, a visible reminder of the depths of depravity I'd sunk to.

But even as revulsion warred with twisted arousal in my chest, I knew I wouldn't trade this experience for anything. In surrendering to these men's dominance, I'd discovered a part of myself I never knew existed - a part that craved submission, pain, and the primal rush of being owned.

One final man approached, ready for his turn.

Jack, the last of the groomsmen, eyed me with a predatory gleam in his eye as he strode towards me, cock in hand.

"Well, well, well," he drawled, circling around me like a shark sensing blood in the water. "Looks like the other boys got their fill. But I think I can still find a way to make you scream."

Without warning, he grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back to expose the vulnerable column of my throat. His free hand slid down to cup my chin, tilting my face up to meet his piercing gaze.

"First I'm going to fuck your face," he murmured, his breath hot against my ear. "And then I'm going to make you cum so hard you forget who you are."

A whimper escaped my lips as Jack's grip tightened in my hair, forcing me to arch my neck submissively. His words sent a shiver down my spine, a mix of fear and anticipation coursing through my veins. I knew what was coming, and despite the trepidation, a part of me eagerly awaited the sensation of his cock dominating my mouth.

As if reading my thoughts, Jack chuckled darkly, the vibrations traveling through his grasp on my hair. "That's it, baby girl," he purred, guiding my head downwards. "Open wide and show me how much you want it."

With a resigned sigh, I parted my lips, preparing to receive Jack's girthy shaft. I braced myself for the inevitable stretch, knowing it would hurt, but also craving the pain.

Jack's cock nudged against my lips, the swollen head prodding insistently at the entrance to my mouth. I could taste the salty pre-cum beading at the tip, and the musky scent of his arousal filled my nostrils.

Suddenly he thrust forward, gripping my hair as he sent his cock deep down my throat.

I gagged as Jack's thick length invaded my mouth, stretching my jaw to its limits. He didn't give me a chance to adjust, immediately setting a brutal pace, his hips snapping forward to bury himself to the hilt over and over. Tears streamed down my cheeks, mixing with the saliva that drooled from the corners of my mouth as I struggled to breathe around his girth.

Despite the discomfort, I found myself relaxing my throat, allowing him to plunder me deeper. The rough texture of his cock rubbed against my palate and the back of my tongue, making me shudder. I could feel his balls slapping against my chin with each powerful thrust, the lewd sound echoing in the room.

Jack's grip on my hair only tightened as he fucked my face with reckless abandon, using me as his personal cocksleeve. He screamed out in ecstasy.

His roar of pleasure vibrated through me, the sensation intensifying the ache in my throat and the wetness gathering between my legs. I could tell he was close, his thrusts becoming erratic and desperate as he chased his climax.

Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, Jack suddenly pulled out, his cock slipping from my stretched lips with a audible pop. I gasped for air, my lungs burning from the lack of oxygen. Before I could recover, he spun me around and bent me over the table, exposing my dripping cunt to him.

"Time to make you cum like the filthy little slut you are," he growled, lining up his cock with my entrance. With one brutal stroke, he sheathed himself to the hilt, stretching me open and hitting a spot deep inside that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

Jack set a punishing rhythm, his hips smacking against my ass as he pounded into me with merciless intensity. Each savage thrust drove him impossibly deeper, grinding against that sensitive sweet spot that had me seeing sparks.

My hands scrabbled against the tabletop, fingers curling into the cold surface as I fought to stay upright under the onslaught. The pain was exquisite, every brutal invasion sending shockwaves of pleasure-pain through my core.

"Fuck, you're so young and so tight," Jack grunted, his voice strained with effort. "Gonna fill this pretty little cunt with my cum." He reached around to rub my clit, the sudden stimulation sending me careening towards the edge.

I could feel my orgasm building, a tidal wave of ecstasy crashing over me as Jack continued to drill into my quivering depths.

With a keening wail, I tumbled over the precipice, my body convulsing as waves of intense pleasure ripped through me. My pussy clamped down on Jack's pistoning cock, milking him for all he was worth as I came undone beneath him.

Through the haze of my climax, I felt Jack's movements become erratic, his thrusts shortening as he neared his own peak. Then, with a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt one final time, his cock throbbing as he emptied himself deep inside me.

The heat of his seed flooding my womb triggered another mini-orgasm, my walls fluttering around his softening shaft as I rode out the aftershocks. When he finally pulled out, a river of our combined fluids gushed forth, trickling down my thighs.

As Jack stepped back, his spent cock still twitching, I collapsed onto the table, my body limp and sated. The cool surface pressed against my overheated skin, providing a welcome respite from the relentless pounding I'd just endured.

Slowly, I pushed myself up on trembling arms, surveying the damage with a mixture of shame and pride. My dress was bunched up around me, the once-pristine fabric now rumpled around me and sticky with sweat. My mascara ran down my face, and cum dripped from my asshole and cunt all over my legs.

I looked down at myself, taking in the debauched sight. A sense of raw, unbridled sexuality pulsed through me, leaving no doubt that I had been thoroughly claimed and used for the groomsmen's pleasure. And yet, amidst the chaos and degradation, there was an undeniable thrill, a rush of power that came from embracing my darkest desires without restraint.

As I stood there, covered in the evidence of their lust, I realized that I had never felt more alive, more truly myself than in this moment.

With a heavy heart and a wicked grin, I turned to face Toby, my voice husky with exhaustion and satisfaction. "Well, that was quite the initiation," I squeaked out. "Do all the girls do as well as me?"

Toby let out a low whistle, his eyes roving appreciatively over my ravaged form. "You've definitely raised the bar," he said, a hint of admiration in his tone. "That was the best session we've ever had."

I preened slightly under his praise, a smug smile playing on my lips. It was nice to know that I had impressed them, even if it was through such a degrading act.

Toby stepped closer, reaching out to brush a stray lock of hair from my face. His touch was gentle, a stark contrast to the brutal fucking I had just endured. "You're a natural at this," he murmured, his breath warm against my ear. "It's too bad you belong to Derek now."

I flinched at the mention of my fiancé's name, a pang of guilt stabbing at my chest. Despite the intense pleasure I had just experienced, I couldn't shake off the feeling that I had betrayed Derek somehow.

But then again, hadn't he asked me to do this? To prove my devotion to him and his wealthy friends, to keep the peace between families?

Toby's hand slid down to cup my cheek, his thumb stroking my bottom lip. "Now it's time to clean yourself up," he whispered. "We'll send hair and makeup back in here in a few minutes." His gaze flickered to the cum leaking from my abused hole, a wicked glint in his eye. "We’ll see you at the ceremony."

I nodded numbly, watching as Toby and the rest of the men left the room.

Part of me was horrified by my actions, by the ease with which I had submitted to the men's demands. But another part, a darker, more primal part, reveled in the freedom of giving in to my deepest, most taboo desires.

By the time the makeup artist arrived, I had managed to compose myself, my expression serene and innocent once more. As she worked her magic, transforming me back into the perfect bride-to-be, I couldn't help but wonder what other dark secrets lay hidden within this network of wealthy families, waiting to be uncovered.

The wedding went off without a hitch, and I still managed to glow in all of my photos.

As I exchanged vows with Derek, I couldn't help but think back to the events of that day, the way I had willingly surrendered to his friends' desires - it all seemed like a distant dream now, a naughty fantasy tucked away in the recesses of my mind.

But as Derek leaned in to kiss me, his lips soft and reassuring against mine, I knew that this experience would always remain a part of me, woven into the very fabric of our relationship. And maybe, just maybe, it would continue to play a role in our marriage, adding a delicious layer of complexity and intrigue to our sex life.

For the moment, however, I was just happy to finally marry into the wealth I had only dreamed about before.

Mark had done what he promised – I couldn’t walk straight for at least a week. But it was well worth it to finally attain the man and lifestyle of my dreams.
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