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Chapter 1

“Look at you. Such a little slut, on your knees just for me.”
I struggle despite my bound hands, but a single gesture from my dominant is enough to calm me. My body trembles under his caresses. Slowly, his fingers massage my ass still aching from his forceful spanking. I moan as his finger begins to go down between my globes, soon plunging-
I open my eyes abruptly, remembering where I am. My cheeks flush slightly. Fortunately, no one seems to have noticed my sudden absence.
It's like my presence doesn't really matter. Everyone is busy, chatting and getting excited, without really paying attention to me. And to think this is supposed to be my big day.
Oh, all the attention is on me, in a way. Since dawn, an army of stylists, hairdressers, make-up artists have been bustling around me. My family paid handsomely to ensure that the wedding of Alexandra Davis and Charles Thompson overshadows the greatest royal weddings.
I'm like a doll in the hands of a little girl on Christmas Day. They dress me, they do my hair, they comment on the beauty of my features. No one really talks to me, they're all too busy making me the perfect bride.
Still, that doesn't bother me. All I think about is my future husband.
We hardly know each other. We only met a few times before this marriage was decided. A smart way to unite two already rich and powerful families.
I lick my lips, thinking back to the one I will soon marry. He's older than me, and we don't have much in common. And yet, I don't think anyone has ever been so eager to get married than me.
For years, this man has made me fantasize. Becoming his wife is like a dream come true.
As my wedding party continues to rave about the beauty of my dress, I can't stop my mind from wandering. To think back to the day I learned he was going to be my husband. To the day he took my virginity.
It should never have happened like this. I just had to meet him, formally. Pretext that this meeting was only a happy coincidence, and not the first deadline of an arranged marriage. What strange ways our world has.
However, I don't think anyone could have anticipated what would happen next, once he dragged me into a separate room so that we could "get to know each other". I had expected everything. Talking about his career, about where we're going to live...
But certainly not to hear him tell me that he’s a dominant. And even less that he would show me his talents.
I bite the inside of my cheek, remembering the way he got me to my knees. The way he made me crawl towards him. And how he made me undress for him before we even exchanged our first kiss.
And then it all happened. Endless orgasms. The searing pain as his belt came down on my ass, punishing me for coming without his consent. I even remember his finger venturing into my most taboo entrance.
Yes, I remember everything, and can't help dreaming of our wedding night. Since this first meeting, we have hardly seen each other. There have been a few events, a few engagement parties bringing together all the good society of our city. But not once did we get to find ourselves alone.
Each time, I just watched him out of the corner of my eye, my fantasies going well while my gaze couldn't leave this man so perfect. He may be seventeen years older than me, but I want him like I've never wanted anyone.
His body is probably no stranger to this feeling. I don't know when a businessman as successful as him can find the time to maintain his body like this. But he manages to do it, as his perfectly defined abs and his muscular arms prove.
I discreetly bite the inside of my cheek, imagining him pressing me hard against a wall to capture my lips. To own me like no man has ever owned a woman.
A slight sigh escapes me. Yes, I'm happy to get married. Not for the freedom it will give me, nor the social status. Not even for love. But out of sheer lust.
I know it, as long as I show myself a good submissive and a good wife, I will have the most delicious life.
I breathe a sigh of relief as the people in the room slowly stop bustling around me, leaving me some peace.
My eyes wander to my reflection in the mirror. I really look like a princess. I wonder if he'll like it. But I know that if not... He can always destroy my dress. A trail of goosebumps forms on my skin as fantasized images of my wedding night assail me.
So lost in thought, I didn't hear someone knock on the door. It’s only when the voice of my maid of honor resounds that I come out of my torpor.
“Mr. Thompson, you can't see the bride! It’s bad luck!”
Her tone is jovial, almost playful. But her smile fades when the deep, stern voice of my future husband cracks in the air.
“Leave us alone.”




Chapter 2

Never has a room emptied so quickly. Employees as friends, everyone cleared out without being asked twice. I couldn't suppress a discreet smile when I saw them all reacting like this in front of my fiancé.
I’m the first to feel intimidated by such a powerful man. But seeing others obey him as much out of respect as out of fear of the consequences greatly amuses me. And I feel it's only just begun.
I remained motionless since he entered the room. From my little pedestal in the middle of the room, I turn my back on him, offering him the spectacle of my bare shoulders, the slight cleavage in my back.
For long moments, we look at each other in the mirror. Without realizing it, I can't stop my eyes from sliding over his body, discovering the suit he has chosen. The dark blue of the fabric only brings out that of his eyes.
I can't help but lick my lips as I admire his perfectly accentuated broad shoulders. How I would like to get lost there. To be against them, stuck in their imposing grip.
Nervousness grows in me as the minutes pass. The man is silent, content to detail me. Nothing shows on his face with perfect lines. Impossible to know what he thinks of me.
I can't help worrying. What if he is disappointed? What if he realizes that he doesn't want to marry me anymore? What a scandal that would be for my family.
And yet, that's not what worries me the most. No, the dishonor of my family is not that important to me right now. Only lust.
I want to be his wife. I want that, until the end of my days, it’s next to him I wake up. At his feet I kneel. To his body that I submit. I want to be his forever.
I hold my breath as he finally moves, his predatory gait making me shiver. I barely breathe when he approaches me. And when his hand lands on my back, it's as if I found myself struck by lightning.
I don’t care about the wedding more. I don’t care about the dozens of people on the other side of the door, ready to come back to finish their work on me. No, it's just his hand, his warm breath that awakens all my senses.
How can his mere presence trigger such reactions in me? I’m ready to do anything for him, and only want one thing: that he gives me an order.
I've only been his submissive once, and yet the reflexes are already back. When he takes my hand to get me off my pedestal, I don't even try to think, I follow him blindly.
“It's finally the big day. Are you ready to be my wife?”
Throat tight, I nod, totally hypnotized by his gaze on mine, by his intoxicating scent enveloping me in its warmth. However, a snap of his tongue is enough to call me to order.
Right. When he speaks to me, I must answer him appropriately. I must not forget my lessons. Not when he can still call off the wedding. I swallow and recover quickly.
“Yes, I’m ready.”
A slight smirk forms on his lips. He circles around me, before leaning into my ear, making me shudder.
“And you're ready to be my good little girl?”
“Y… Yes, Master, I’m ready.”
“Well, let’s check that out.”
My eyes lock into his, waiting for him to give me more information. But the man prefers to remain silent for a few moments, watching me. So, I too stand still. I know it's not up to me to take initiatives.
And despite the nervousness that begins to invade me, I hold on. I know it's part of his game. He wants to test my ability to obey him, even if he puts me in an awkward position. I can't deny it, I love when he does that.
Despite everything, I can't help but balancing from one foot to the other, trying by all means to get rid of this growing anxiety.
We're supposed to be getting married in less than an hour. There are all these people waiting for us, there, outside. What would they all say if they walked in and found us in an awkward position? There isn't even a lock on the door.
My breathing gets louder as I suddenly feel much more anxious about the prospect of being discovered than about what my master wants to do to me.
He seems perfectly relaxed. As usual, he’s master of the game and of himself. I must trust him no matter what. It’s almost with a sigh of relief that I welcome his order.
“On your knees.”
I swallow hard. Wedding dress or not, he wants to have fun with me. So, despite the many layers of fabric covering my curves, I obey him, keeping my eyes fixed on him in submission.
I try to forget that this position is uncomfortable, to stop worrying about ruining this expensive dress. I have to focus. The future of my marriage depends on this moment. Of my ability to satisfy him.
I almost meow with pleasure when his hand lands on my hair pulled into a tight bun. This mark of contentment is the best reward. And if I feel anguish in the pit of my stomach, I must also recognize that there is something else. Excitement. I never would have believed that submitting to a man could awaken such feelings in me.
And yet, just one look from him is enough to bend me to his will. If he were to slip his hand under my skirt, he could feel that I’m already soaked for him. I can't help but blush at the idea.
I shiver when, finally, the man moves. He steps in front of me, his fingers slipping under my chin to make sure I don't take my eyes off him.
Sensually, he slides his thumb over my lips, forcing me to take it into my mouth. Diligently, I suck it, reminding him of what my mouth is capable of despite my inexperience.
He's the only man I've ever touched, and the blowjob I gave him during our first time wasn't enough to make me an expert. Despite it, I want to do well, I want him to know that I am ready to do anything for him.
A slight smile spreads the corner of his mouth as he withdraws his finger.
“My little submissive. Always ready to take care of your master. We still have a little time before the ceremony. Show me how good a girl you are.”
Saying these words, the man slid his hand down his pants. Now he undoes his zipper with calculated slowness, exposing his cock.
I swallow hard when I see it. He’s not even totally hard, and yet, his cock already seems huge. I bite my lip, my eyes fixed on this member half erect in front of me.
I probably still look like a startled virgin. Still, I've had it in my mouth before. I know what it feels like to have that silky skin come and go inside me. I know its taste; I even liked it. So why do I feel so nervous?
The man clicks his tongue, bringing me back to reality. I know what he expects of me. I must be docile. Prove him my goodwill. So, hands slightly shaking with nervousness, I grab his cock, gently sliding it between my fingers.
And then, I disconnect my brain. I stop thinking about right and wrong and move my head forward. Although nervous, I grab its tip, capturing it gently between my lips. My hand curled around his base, I struggle to hold him in place as I thrust his member deeper into me.
Although my movements are shy, they seem to be enough for the dominant, his cock growing every moment under my careful licks. Soon, a few drops of his excitement fall on the tip of my lip.
I welcome them with pleasure. I could never have believed one day that I would love the taste of a man. This position is so degrading. But I don't know why, these few salty drops are like a reward, an encouragement that keeps me going.
The man slides his hand on the back of my neck. I love the pressure he puts on me. It's light, and yet, I understand the message. I need to take him deeper. His length is at its climax now, and it fills my mouth with force.
Every time I come and go, I have to fight not to gag, not to let my traitorous body take control. I focus on my breathing as he begins to move his hips rhythmically.
He hits the back of my throat, proving again that I’m nothing more than a toy for him. A little thing that belongs to him and that he just uses for his selfish pleasure.
And despite everything, I too am excited. How can being treated in such a humiliating way take such feelings away from me? Yet there is no doubt. I can feel my pointed nipples rubbing against the fabric covering my chest.
Between my legs, my clit throbs, expressing its desire to finally be touched, to finally be delivered. But that is out of the question.
Only my master has the right to pleasure right now. I look up at him with teary eyes, a physiological reflex to his attack that destroys my mouth and throat. He tightens his hand on the back of my neck, a sly expression lighting up his face.
I think he takes as much pleasure in seeing me suffer as in the act itself. This idea alone makes me shiver. I don't know where these dark desires come from. And yet, they don't scare me. On the contrary, I totally want to surrender to them. His voice, made hoarse with excitement, reaches my ears.
“I’m gonna come down your throat. You’re gonna swallow everything until the last drop. You wouldn't want to stain your pretty dress and show everyone how dirty you are, right?”
A growl from my throat is the only response he gets from me. He picks up the pace even more, seeming to go even deeper inside me, if that's possible. I fight back a gag as his cock slams into the back of my throat one last time, letting out long spurts of his hot seed.
He stays inside me for a few more moments, slowly pulling out so I can lick his cock, not missing a beat of his salty arousal.
Without moving, I watch him close his pants without looking at me. Despite the discomfort of the position, I remain perfectly still. I know, only an order from my master will allow me to change it. But for now, I have to stay like this for as long as he wants.
I keep my eyes on him, watching for any sign from him. A sigh of relief escapes my mouth when he finally turns to me. Gently, he caresses my cheek, before helping me up. I think if he hadn't, I would have been stuck on the floor, trapped by my dress.
I remain motionless, looking at him with impatience and mixed concern. I don't know what to expect now. Is he going to leave me as if nothing had happened, leaving me trembling with desire until our wedding night? Or is he going to take care of me, giving me a little pleasure in turn?
I gasp in surprise as he suddenly grabs me, pulling me towards the desk leaning against the wall. Unceremoniously, he presses on my upper back, forcing me to lean over the piece of furniture.
With the same firmness, he moves my head, turning it to the side. Thus positioned, I have a direct view of the large mirror that covers the wall.
I don't miss a bit of the show. There he is, standing behind me, his imposing presence against my body. I shudder realizing how frail I am in comparison. He could destroy me, break me with a single gesture.
Despite this disturbing thought, I can't help but get even more excited. A dark part of me would like to see what it would be like if he let all that power work out against me.
I bite my lower lip as he grips the petticoats of my dress, rolling up layer after layer on my back. Quickly, the skin on my thighs is exposed, making me shiver.
The man steps back, admiring the unobstructed view given by my position. I blush as he inspects me without the slightest emotion.
I guess that my little white lace panties must already be stained with my excitement. There's no way he won't see it, as he confirms to me just a few moments later.
“So wet, and just because you sucked me off. Who gave me such a filthy bride?”
I hide my face in my hands, ashamed as his fingers invite themselves over the fabric between my legs, as if to test my excitement. I can't hold back a moan as he presses a little harder on my clit.
The pressure is low, but enough to send a shock of pleasure through my body. A mocking sound escapes his throat at my reaction. He said it. I’m a filthy slut. I have no way to hide it.
Slowly, he lowers the piece of fabric on my legs, without bothering to remove it. Thus positioned, the panties almost look like a link wrapped around my thighs.
A stream of cool air caressing my soaked pussy makes me shiver. Being exposed like this excites me in ways I can't explain. And when the man's fingers come back to rest on my bare skin, I can't help but moan, showing him without the slightest embarrassment how much I like it.
A cry of surprise escapes my throat as, suddenly, his hand comes down on my ass. The blow is strong, powerful. In the mirror, I stare at my dominant, an expression of incomprehension on my face. He notices it and replies with a smirk.
“No, you did nothing wrong. But you’re about to become my wife. I believe that a punishment is the best way for you to remember what will happen if you ever misbehave.”
I swallow hard before nodding, to show him that I understand. My breath hitches as his hand crashes into my bottom again. The pain is intense, but delicious.
He doesn’t hold back in his blows, putting as much force into them as the last time, when I came without his permission. When I disobeyed. I'm ashamed to admit it, but that hand crushing my sensitive skin over and over does me more good than harm.
A normal person wouldn't allow to be mistreated like that. But the more time passes, the more I believe that I’m not normal. Not when I feel more drenched than ever as he continues to slap his hand on my ass.
Seeing him do it in the mirror only makes it more exciting. Thus positioned, I miss nothing of him. I can see everything, discovering this facet of his dominant personality. Powerful. Terribly seductive.
The slaps echo in the room, and I wonder if we can be heard from outside. I don't even know how long it's been since he arrived. Do people suspect what's going on here, or are they too wrapped up in their little selves to even care?
I don't care, my breathing erratic as he doesn't falter. I can see it in the mirror. My ass is red now. I'm sure I'll feel it all day. I even wonder if I will manage to sit down, so intense is the sting of his gestures.
Without my realizing it, a few tears are beading in the corner of my eyes as my fingers instinctively cling to the edge of the desk. Luckily my makeup is waterproof. I wonder what my makeup artist would think if she knew what tears come to test her work.
I breathe a sigh of relief when finally, his hands land on my damaged skin, caressing it gently. This gentle gesture almost makes me sigh with pleasure, as it contrasts with the intensity of his previous blows.
In the mirror, I watch every expression on his face. The man doesn’t really pay attention to me, his eyes fixed on his hands, like an artist in front of his work. I’m his art, and my body, his canvas.
I can't help but smile at the idea. I don't know what this marriage will bring, but as long as he continues to be interested like that in me, I know it will go well.
My breathing has returned to normal, and now I'm looking forward to what's next. It can't be too far from ceremony time now. He should leave, I should rearrange my outfit, and follow the plan for the day.
But I know only he can decide what happens next. I stay perfectly still, just enjoying his touch and his gaze on my bare skin. Who knows how long I'll have to wait before I find such a sense of peace and calm again?
My breath is cut off as his hands suddenly grab my globes to spread them, thus offering himself a more plunging view of my intimacies. I blush violently, remembering how, as he took my virginity, he thrust his finger into the most taboo part of my anatomy.
Every day, I thought about it, like a parasitic idea in the middle of this mountain of flowers, frills, and guest lists. We haven't really talked about it, and yet I know it. Sooner or later, he will want to take me there.
Otherwise, he wouldn't have touched me like that. It’s better that I get used to this idea. And quick. Because his thumb is already tracing my crenellated outline, as if to remember the feeling around his finger. I lick my lips and focus on my breathing, trying to ignore the blush rising to my cheeks.
A high-pitched squeal escapes me as, without warning, he plunges two fingers inside my pussy. I'm so soaked that they slip in without the slightest problem, giving me only a slight feeling of tightness.
They may be wide, but I know they're nothing compared to my dominant’s cock. I must prepare myself. Because I know it, our wedding night won’t be short. And it looks like he's already ready to start the festivities.
I discreetly glance at his pants. I have no doubt, the man has an erection again. No chance that he will remain in this state until the ceremony. And there's no way he'll let it go down on its own. Looks like we're going to be late for our own wedding...
So much for the guests. When he starts moving his fingers inside me, I forget everything. An obscene wet sound is already echoing through the room, only interrupted by my soft moans.
With his free hand, he tackles the closing of his pants. He seems more feverish, less in absolute control of his emotions, as he grabs his tense member. With a brisk gesture, he withdraws his fingers from my pussy, before placing them on his member, using my excitement as a rudimentary lubricant.
Staring at him in the mirror, I'm mesmerized by his actions, my breathing quickening in anticipation. One of his hands lands on my lower back, while the other guides his tip to my entrance.
I can't hold back a pathetic moan as he slides the rounded tip of his cock along my lower lips, making me yearn for a few more moments.
My entire body tenses as he finally enters me. For a few seconds, I forget to breathe. I had forgotten how thick his cock is. It's so wide, and it's only the second time I've had anything other than fingers in that tight entrance of my anatomy.
My jaw clenches as he continues to split me open. He seems to take pleasure in going slowly, but without stopping, not giving me a moment to breathe and get used to his presence.
I close my fists, my perfectly manicured fingernails digging into the palms of my hands. I'm struggling to catch my breath, and the tug I feel is as strong as the first time.
The man lets out a slight groan when finally, he is entirely inside me. I can feel the jerks of his cock, visibly delighted to be buried again in this warm and soft cavity that now belongs to him.
I moan in discomfort as he slowly pulls back, making sure the tip of his cock brushes every inch of my inner walls. My body is overheating, as if all my nerves are on fire, overreacting to the slightest of his stimulations.
Yet, as uncomfortable as it is, I know that soon the pleasure will come. So, I remain patient, focusing on my breathing to forget this feeling of tearing.
Soon, my squeals turn into light sighs of pleasure. The man lowers his hands to my hips, gripping them so tightly that I think I'll have marks.
Feeling me relax around his cock, he begins to move deeper, faster. I close my eyes, letting myself go to the now delicious sensations that run through my body.
I don't care if anyone can hear us anymore. Neither do I care if my dress wrinkle, maybe even be torn, as my body rubs against this wooden desk.
I just want to pursue this warmth that is born in the pit of my stomach, like a spark to catch. Because I know it, it will turn into fireworks, if my Master lets me come.
My clit throbs harder and harder and I feel more and more pushed towards the precipice. But before I feel too comfortable, my dominant takes control.
Without my realizing it, he puts his thumb against my tight entrance again, thrusting until he parts my jagged outline and forces his way inside me. In the mirror, I can see my mouth open in a perfect O as he continues to thrust in, only stopping once his finger is all the way inside me.
It pulls, but it doesn't hurt. It's like my burning body is opening up completely for him, letting him do absolutely anything he wants, as long as he continues to bring me this insane pleasure.
My gaze meets that of my dominant. I can see the lustful gleam in his eyes, as a smirk decorates his lips. Yes, he really likes to see what he can transform me into.
Me, the heiress, the young girl from a good family, transforms into a perfect slut under the slightest of his touches. I have not the slightest modesty, not the slightest reserve. Whatever goes through his mind, I let him do.
And if my cheeks blush violently at this thought, my mouth lets express all my perversity. My moans fill the room, I end up biting my lip, reminding myself of where I am, and who might hear us.
When he puts his hand on my clit, then I totally feel myself leaving. Before I even have to ask, he bends over me, groaning.
“Go ahead. Cum on my cock. Show me you're a good girl.”
I barely manage to moan in response to his request, as his hand presses a little harder on my nerve button. I’m a good submissive. I want to satisfy him. And it doesn't take me more than a few seconds to finally obey him.
White flashes crackle before my eyes as my entire body contracts around him, an orgasm devastating every cell of my being. That seems enough to topple him too.
With a most exciting groan, he empties into me, filling me with his seed for the second time of the day. And to think we're not even married yet. What is it going to be like on our wedding night?
I don't move, trying to get my breathing back to normal as he sits up, leaving me incredibly empty. He clicks his tongue, looking down at his hardened member.
“Look how you creamed my cock. If we had time, I would have made you clean up your act up. But we have to get ready.”
As I'm about to sit up to see the extent of the damage his assaults have done to my outfit, he presses on my back, forcing me to lie down.
Then, he rummages in his pocket, taking out a small object that I quickly identify. My eyes widen as a satisfied smile forms on my master's lips. He’s visibly proud of my reaction.
I swallow with difficulty. This day is going to be even longer than expected.




Chapter 3

Discreetly, I squeeze my fingers in the thick fabric of my dress. In front of us, the priest continues to declaim his speech in front of a full church. This wedding is the event of the year. For all these people, just to receive an invitation was an honor. The union of two powerful families is as important as a royal wedding, it seems.
Now, all eyes are on us. I’m the princess today. How many women in the room, in the world even, would kill to be in my place?
I can understand them. An attractive fiancé, plenty of money, a pretty face, a sexy body. I have everything for me, and a life all mapped out, which for many, would seem carefree.
But they don't know. They don't know what's really going on. They have no idea that, as I stand before this religious man, ready to promise to honor my husband and the laws of the Church until my last breath, I’m nothing but a slut.
On my thighs runs the seed of this man by my side. I can feel it, running with treacherous slowness every inch of my skin. Fortunately, it was this dress with multiple petticoats that was chosen for me, and not one of those form-fitting dresses which seem to be so fashionable. I think it would have shown otherwise.
My master was perfectly clear once he withdrew from me. I’m forbidden to clean myself. I must keep the traces of his passage on me until the end of the day. Until our next meeting.
He marked me, making me his in the most primal way. This wedding is only an administrative detail. It’s with his cock that he’s marked his possession, and that he announces it to the whole world. As if the men around us could know it, feel it.
Even if I find this idea a little ridiculous, I can't hide that it turns me on. And a dark part of me hopes he does it again in the future. That he forces me to attend social events, the evidence of our depravity flowing out of me as I put on my most innocent smile.
Still, I can't help but giggle. Oh, barely. I'm not sure anyone can notice. But I do move, trying to hide my nervousness and discomfort.
Because if this marking makes me ashamed, it’s only the hidden part of what he did to me. Nothing compared to this object that he took out of his pockets. Who gets married with a hidden plug inside of her?
I swallow as the priest continues to declaim his holy words. Images come back to me. I see my dominant, pushing the small silicone object against my soaked entrance, covering it with our mixed excitements to lubricate it.
Then he pushed my globes aside again, smiling as he watched my taboo hole, offered to him. I looked down and hid my head in my arms, trying to disappear to face the immense shame that gripped my stomach.
All the air in my lungs escaped when he forced this small object into the most taboo place of my anatomy. It’s barely wider than his fingers, and shorter. Still, I feel like I'm torn in half.
Yet I know, his cock will be much larger than this little toy. I don't know how I will manage to bear it. But I will have to. Because a man who hides a plug in this part of your anatomy on your wedding day won’t settle for that. I'm sure now, he'll take me all. Maybe even on our wedding night.
I swallow hard, glancing sideways at my fiancé. He wears the same serious expression that is so usual to him. In a way, it's reassuring. He does not change. He is like a beacon in the middle of the night. An anchor point in this chaotic day.
I can't hold back a slight smile as he in turn looks at me. Discreetly, his eyes glide over my body, lingering here and there on my highlighted curves. My cheeks flush slightly.
For an outside look, he’s doing nothing special, just glancing at his fiancée. But I know better than that. I know the truth. It's discreet, but in the back of his gaze is a touch of lust. Of desire.
And that's enough to set my whole body on fire. Because I know it, the man imagines me naked and offered to him. Perhaps he’s already fantasizing about the idea of replacing this plug to submit me once and for all to his perverse will.
I nervously lick my lips before looking away, returning my attention to the priest. I must look like the perfect young girl. Modest and humble before the law of God.
No one knows that right now, my nipples are sticking out in excitement, rubbing against the fabric of my dress. And that, on my thighs, the seed of my master is now joined by a new excitement.
Marriage is supposed to be the happiest day in a woman's life, or so it seems. However, I have only one desire: that it ends. The hours seem endless. As if there was an eternity between now and the moment when I find myself naked and on my knees in front of my master.
Ready to prove to him that I hadn't lied. I will be a good wife. A good submissive. His, until the end.
A shiver takes me when finally, the ceremony ends. With his characteristic discretion, my now husband leans toward me, his voice as much as his words making me shiver.
“I'll come see you when you change your dress. Make sure you're alone.”




Chapter 4

Nervously, I pace the room, my dress swirling around my legs as I come and go. Somehow, I managed to get rid of the others. Finally, a few moments of peace.
I know it though, it won't be long. Soon, someone will come back, wanting to fix my hairstyle, my outfit. I'm even supposed to change that dress.
The timing of the day is tight, and yet, I don't care. All I can think about right now is my lover, and his promise. He will join me in this room. He didn't tell me why, but you don't need to be a diviner to figure it out.
Considering what we've been doing since the beginning of the day, he must have a very precise idea of how to use this time alone, just him and me. Just thinking about it makes my nipples pointing.
I don't care anymore that there's a crowd of guests there, waiting for us to party all night long and celebrate our union. I would send them home right away if I had the choice.
I bite my lip, nervous. He must hurry. Soon, a dresser will come to change my dress. We don't have a lot of time ahead of us.
My body freezes, when finally, the door of the bedroom opens. Instinctively, I rush towards my master who appears on the threshold. I probably shouldn't be so passionate, but it's stronger than me.
I want him. I want to once again lose myself in his powerful arms and forget everything about the outside world.
But I stop short when someone else appears behind him. His best man. One of his best friends, a being just as attractive as him.
I frown before blushing. I was so sure he was coming for another intimate session, that I didn't think of any other possibility. I plaster a smile to my lips, trying to hide my embarrassment. I must focus.
Even if he wants a good submissive, a little sexual object fulfilling all his desires, I must not forget that he also wants a good wife. Someone who knows how to behave in society, who help him have a good image. And this role is not made for a slut.
My anxiety reappears as another man enters the room. The one we hired to film our wedding. I give my now-husband a questioning look, trying to figure out what's going on here.
He says nothing, glancing at his friend before approaching me. For a moment, I forget my interrogations as he cups my face in his hands, kissing me a little harder than he should in public. Then he looks at me, his steel blue eyes seeming to want to probe every bit of my soul.
“You remember what you said to me when we got engaged, right? That you want to be a good wife, and a good submissive?”
My eyes widen in surprise. I can't help but look to the side to see if the others have heard it. He spoke out loud, not bothering to whisper in my ear.
My master grabs my chin between his fingers, forcing me to look at him again. His gaze is neither stern nor threatening. But I know it, I had better answer him, and quickly.
With a trembling voice, I manage to whisper a slight yes, Master. A satisfied smile forms on his lips. After a light caress on my cheek, he takes a few steps away, before showing his best friend with a nod.
“I don't think I told you, but it's thanks to Matthew that we're getting married today. I wasn't sure you were the right one, but he had the right arguments. And I have to admit… he was right. So, I thought that our wedding day is a good opportunity to thank him, don’t you think?”
I stare at my husband, totally confused. Of course, if he's the one who got me to where I am today, I'll thank him... But I'm not quite sure how I should do this.
A shiver runs through me when my dominant runs his hand over the bare skin of my neck, suddenly appearing clearer. A terrified expression on my face, I look at him. He doesn't really ask me what I believe, does he?
Yet, judging by the lustful glint in his eyes, and the smirk that parts his lips, that's it. I swallow hard, not knowing how to react to this unexpected news.
I had prepared for everything. I had imagined him putting a bigger plug inside me, to other toys on my body. But to be shared with his friend? That, I would never have imagined.
Suddenly I remember that there is someone else in the room. The videographer. Why is he there? Without my having to ask the question, my dominant answers me.
“Matthew is about to taste the best submissive he will ever have. It would be rude of me not to give him a something to relive it, don't you think?”
Mechanically, I nod my head, not really knowing what I believe or what I think. My mind is completely blank. All I can think about right now is that another man gonna see me naked, gonna touch me.
And despite all the fear it creates in me, I feel something even more familiar. Excitement. Slowly the dominant leans over me.
“You remember your safe word, right?”
“Y… Yes, Master.”
“Do you want to say it now?”
I swallow with difficulty. This is my exit door. I know it, if I say no, he will respect it. He will surely be disappointed, and the others too. But I have the right to say it.
However, it does not take me more than a second of reflection to sketch a slight no with my head. I told him. I’m ready to discover all of his world, to satisfy the least of his desires. And if that means being used by his handsome friend, then I will.
I barely had time to give my answer, that already, the hands of my master are on me. With a forceful gesture, he grabs the fabric of my dress, pulling on it with force until it tears it. I can say goodbye to my dress. Too bad, it was pretty.
I shake my head. It's really not the kind of thoughts that should haunt me. In an instant, I find myself in lingerie, exposed to the eyes of these men riveted on my body.
I look down, feeling my cheeks glow bright red. Other than my doctor, only Charles had seen me naked before. Now everyone can see my white, almost transparent lingerie set.
A sexy choice that I had only intended for my husband's eyes. But he’s the one deciding now. And if he wants to give me to his friends, I don't see what I could do to stop him. Apart from pronouncing this safe word that I don’t want yet to use.
My eyes fixed on my master, I watch him undo his tie with an almost indecent slowness. Then he grabs my wrists, sliding the silk tie over my skin to bind my hands.
The last time too, he tied me up. But then I had no spectators. No one to see how far I'm willing to let him go. I dare not turn my head to look at the others. Yet, I know that they don’t miss a crumb of the show.
My master tugs on the tie, making sure I'm secure. Then, firmly, he presses on my shoulders, silently inviting me to kneel before him. Obediently, I comply, descending until my knees meet the carpet covering the room.
I keep my eyes on him, patiently waiting to know my fate. He strokes my hair distractedly, more to show his superiority over me than to reassure me, I think. It does not matter. In any case, I appreciate this contact, even light.
A few seconds later, he deprives me of it, stepping aside and nodding to his friend. I don't dare look at him yet, so what I see first of him are his perfectly polished shoes appearing in front of my knees.
My entire body freezes when I hear the distinct sound of a belt coming undone, a zipper coming down.
“Look at me.”
With difficulty, I obey this harsh growl. I never would have thought that it would be so difficult for me to obey a man who’s not my dominant. However, I know it, this is what my master expects of me.
Slowly, I raise my eyes to him. Even though he doesn't have Charles' charisma, he's still just as intimidating. I shudder as his fingers slide over my face, wandering until they stop on my lips.
With a sudden gesture, he draws the contours, as if he wanted to spread my lipstick. Then, unceremoniously, he plunges his thumb into my mouth, driving it as deep as possible.
I cough at this unpleasant intrusion. Still, it's only a finger, and from what I saw when I looked up at him, his cock is way bigger than that.
Even if he’s not as long as my dominant, he remains very well endowed. And thick, above all. So thick that I don't know if I can open my mouth wide enough to take it.
And yet, it will have to be done. Because quickly, the guy removes his thumb and grabs his cock. Slowly, he slides his long fingers down his length, keeping his eyes on me.
I remain perfectly still, trying to calm my heart, which is beating faster and faster. It doesn't take him long to run his hand through my hair without the slightest delicacy. I'm just a toy for him. A means to an end.
Without the slightest hesitation, I open my mouth, letting him slip his cock inside me without any ceremony. All my efforts are focused on my breathing. He’s even wider than I realized.
And yet, I have to hold on. I must prove to my master that I am worthy of him. Worthy of taking his orders, even the most lustful. Even the ones that make me the most ashamed.
The man doesn't seem to care about my thoughts at all. He is far too absorbed by his cock which plunges centimeter after centimeter into me. How could I blame him? It's not every day that you come across such a docile woman.
I nearly choke as Matthew continues his dive, giving me absolutely no respite. It's only when he's finally completely in me that he stops, his fingers undoing my bun a little more as he grips it, forcing me to stay in place.
I keep my eyes fixed on him, waiting for what happens next. He remains calm, perfectly master of himself. I wonder how he and my dominant met. Maybe they share the same practices. Maybe he's a dominant too.
Whether he is or not, it doesn't matter. He treats me like my master would. Like a slut that shouldn’t be spared.
Without wasting another moment, he begins to move in my mouth, giving me little gasps that I can't control. A glance to the side brings me face to face with my dominant.
He smiles, visibly enjoying the show. I blush as he begins to speak, reminding me of the presence of the cameraman among us.
“Come closer. Make sure we can see her face. It’s something we’ll want to remember.”
I feel my cheeks turning red, the ever more powerful shame of being treated like this. Still, I can't really claim not to like it. Between my legs, my excitement is at its peak.
My clit is throbbing, and if either of them wanted it, I'd be ready to spread my legs. To welcome them one by one, if that could ease this feeling in the pit of my stomach. It's like an itch, a spot on your back that you can't reach without someone helping you.
So, I focus on the task, desperately trying to satisfy this man in my mouth to prove to everyone that I am a good girl. That I deserve to be treated well in return.
But that is not for me to decide. I know it very well, my dominant could totally decide not to give me anything. To leave me there, shaking and desperate, covered in their seeds as he forced me back into the reception room.
I shudder and close my eyes, trying to get the idea out of my head. For the moment, nothing else matters but this large cock that invades my mouth. I can't believe I'm doing this. But when I think my embarrassment at its peak, the bedroom door opens again.
My body freezes when, out of the corner of my eye, I can see who has just joined us. I feel like I'm dying of shame and would give anything to disappear in a heartbeat. Because there, on the doorstep, stands the priest who has just married us.
It hasn't been an hour since we swore loyalty, and now I find myself with another man's cock in my mouth. Oh, sure, I do it out of obedience to my husband. But I'm not sure that's what our vows meant.
Tears of shame begin to well up in the corner of my eyes. Impatiently, I wait for the man in me to stop, step back to close his pants. That he acts like any man caught shoving his cock down the bride's throat. But he doesn't. He continues his thrusts, even accelerating them.
My attention turns from the churchman to Matthew. With the tip of his thumb, he crushes the few tears that have run down my cheeks. Yet, this is not enough to make him stop. He loves what he does far too much to feel embarrassed, it seems.
He proves it to me for good, a few seconds later. In a vile gasp, he empties into me, keeping my hair tight in his fist to make sure I don't miss a single drop of his seed.
When he pulls away from me, I look down at the ground, too ashamed to meet the priest's gaze. Because I can't deny it, I liked being treated like that. My husband is the first to speak.
“Father. You can see the depravity of my new wife.”
My eyes widen, and for a bit, and I want to protest. He's the one who put me in this position. He who opened the doors to all these practices that I thought were reserved for films and books for adults.
But I don't have to say anything. I must remain his good submissive. Besides, anything I say could make my situation worse if I'm not careful. When the voice of the priest resounds in turn, my whole being tenses.
“I see it. All this deserves punishment. She must do penance.”
“She's all yours.”
The best man moves away, leaving me horribly alone in the middle of the room. The priest approaches me. He says nothing, but a single movement of his hand on my shoulders is enough to put me on all fours.
I focus on my balance made precarious by my tied hands. The blush floods my cheeks as he’s now behind me. Without hesitating for a moment, he pulls on my panties, bringing them down violently on my thighs. He doesn't bother to take them off.
Apparently, all he needs is access to my pussy. I shudder at this idea. I know from where he stands, he can see all of my excitement. And even... A gasp escapes my throat as the man presses the plug, clicking his tongue.
“It's even worse than I thought. I'm going to have to use the hard way to get her back on track.”
Before I can figure out what it is, intense pain shoots through my body. He just hit my ass with an unknown object. A few more taps, and I understand what it's all about.
A rosary, whose hard beads will leave many marks on my thin skin, I'm sure. The pain is intense, and yet everything is mixed up in my mind. I can no longer think. It only took two punishments from my master for these sensations to now turn into pleasure for my brain.
I shouldn't be so soaked being punished by a priest. And yet, I feel my excitement flowing down my thighs. I'm ready to be taken, by anyone. My high-pitched cries and the snapping of prayer beads on my skin are the only sounds that resonate in the room.
I look up, as my master just crouches down in front of me. He doesn't need to touch me to keep me quietly in this position, shame consuming me as his eyes probe me.
Finally, the beating stops, and I can't help but relax my body slightly. But my relief is only short-lived.
I feel the man crouch down behind me, his warmth radiating against my burning ass. I look at my master with incomprehension. It's not really going to happen, right?
“You're going to let Father Andrew fill you up like the good little slut you are, understood? He’s going to empty himself inside you, and you’ll take it all.”
My mouth opens but no sound comes out. Before I even have time to react, the man enters without any preparation in my soaked pussy.
I can't help moaning, new tears of shame welling up in the corner of my eyes. Never have I felt so humiliated. I'm just a little toy, something passed from hand to hand, without my opinion being really asked.
Oh sure, if I really wanted to, I could say my safe word, or fight back. But I don't want to. I want to be degraded like this. I want to continue to feel these feelings so intense, so taboo.
As the man bustles behind me, I indulge myself, enjoying the gentle warmth of his cock inside me. It's nothing like what my master has made me so far, but it's enough to give my over-stimulated body a good time.
My master pats my cheek condescendingly, before standing up. I follow him with my gaze, not missing the nod he gives to the cameraman. He looks at Charles incredulously, as if to verify that he has understood correctly. So, my dominant clarifies.
“Matthew, could you film for a while? Our friend can have a little good time too, right?”
I swallow before letting out a long moan. The priest has just put his hand on my clit. It's not strong enough to send me into orgasm, but enough to give me pleasure.
It’s without resistance that I welcome the last man who has not yet touched me. He looks nervous, I think it's the first time he's done that. So, for fun and provocation, I give him a sensual look. If I'm a slut, I can be a seductress too, right?
It doesn't take much for him to quickly undo his belt and pull his already stretched cock out of his pants. With the impatience of a man living his first time, he slips it into my mouth.
He is of medium size, but his speed causes me some coughing. It does not matter. I no longer have the slightest thought. I turn into a machine to satisfy these men, my brain going offline as my body gets pounded from all sides.
The priest lasts much longer than I had imagined for a man supposed to remain chaste. Perhaps he too cheats a bit on his contract relaying him with God.
All I know is that his cock is doing me a lot of good, and my moans against the other man's cock are getting louder and louder. Every time the priest pounds me, an indecent wet sound echoes around the room, proving to everyone how much I want this.
My master may be rough, but it's clear now that he's not forcing me into anything. I'm just a little thing now, totally controlled by her desires. And when the priest presses a little harder on my clit, I totally lose my footing.
My body shakes as an orgasm runs through my whole body. I could collapse, if I wasn't held so tightly by the bodies of these two men surrounding me.
The priest soon follows me, hooking my hips to make sure his seed goes deep inside me. I blush at this thought. I can't believe I got bred by a priest on my wedding day.
It doesn't make the slightest sense, but it excites me more than ever. I just came, and I think I would be ready to start again right away. As the man withdraws from me, I return my attention to the cameraman, putting more ardor into sucking him, deploying the little of my knowledge to make him come.
Imitating Matthew, he grabs my now messy hair, pounding my mouth until it's full. I swallow without being asked. I then resume my submissive position, eyes lowered to the ground, waiting for more to come.
It's my dominant who approaches, gently patting my head before moving towards my rear end. Will he want to take me again, now that I'm dripping with another man's seed?
His response comes quickly. Charles removes the plug still hidden in my taboo entrance. My entire body tenses, yet I barely react when he presses down on my shoulders, forcing me to lean forward until my face is on the carpet.
Then, I hear a wet sound echoing in the room. A few moments later, the man touches me again. I bite my lip as his lube drenched cock is already pushing against my most taboo intimacy.
I can't believe he actually does that. Oh sure, I had expected this to happen. But I thought it would take place in the privacy of our bridal suite, or on our honeymoon.
Not that it happens now, in the short interlude of our wedding, when all our guests are waiting for us, and other men are present, ready to discover the extent of my depravity. I shouldn't accept all of this. It's bad. And yet, I don’t stop him. I don’t want to.
Without question, the man pushes his cock into me. It's as if my brain goes offline, while my body undergoes this unknown intrusion. It has nothing to do with the plug, nor with his fingers.
I feel like I'm torn in two. That I will never recover from this feeling. It opens my body and takes possession of the last bits of my soul. After that, he won't have anything else to take. I would have already given him everything.
And despite the great shame I feel, I am also relieved. I had feared this moment, afraid of not being able to pass this terrifying ordeal. And yet, here I am, accepting every inch of him inside me.
I don't know how, but he manages to fully enter me. I never would have believed this possible. He who is so wide, so long. It's as if in the end, my body had been made for him. As if recognizing its owner and letting him take what is rightfully his.
I would have almost forgotten the presence of the others, if Matthew had not decided to approach me, the camera fixed on my face while my dominant begins to perform his comings and goings in my taboo entrance.
I close my eyes, as much to ignore this intruder who invites himself into such an intimate moment between my master and me, as to appreciate every moment of this new experience. From time to time, I let out a squeal of discomfort.
The man doesn’t slow down. I must learn to take him without resisting. And then, I must admit that I like the brutality he shows with me. His power only makes him sexier.
As I begin to appreciate these new sensations, my dominant decides to reward me for my good behavior. With a brisk gesture, he puts his hand on my clit, pressing it with force and expertise. There is no doubt about it, the man knows my body better than I know it myself.
I never thought I could come with a cock in my ass. And yet, a few more moves are all it takes for the most powerful orgasm I've ever experienced to ground my body.
The man has to wrap his free arm around my hips to keep me in my position. Encouraged by my reaction, he quickens his own movements, even allowing himself to let out a few grunts worthy of an animal in heat.
Still in the mists of orgasm, I barely feel him emptying into me. I only emerge a few minutes later, when my dominant, while inserting a bigger plug, whispers in my ear.
“Be a good girl. Keep my seed in you. I want to find everything back when I take you again later.”




Chapter 5

A blissful smile glued to my lips, I observe the dance floor. Everyone seems to be having a good time. Yet I know it, no one had as much fun as me today. I should feel ashamed, dirty even, to have let them treat me like this.
Maybe I should have hidden myself, never appeared in public again. And yet, I have never felt better than in this moment. I think my now husband has figured me out. I’m indeed a slut.
We all came back into the room as if nothing had happened. And now they can watch me play the perfect little bride, chaste and modest. Yet they know it. There is nothing chaste in me anymore. Absolutely nothing.
I lick my lips, trying to ignore the feel of the plug inside me. If this assignment was just a taste of my wedding night, I wonder what our honeymoon will be like.
Maybe I won’t do nothing else but lie in bed, legs spread, letting him take whatever he wants from me, unable to move after hours of taking him in me.
My cheeks flush at the thought, yet I can't help but smile again and again. To everyone here, I must look like a radiant bride full of hope for her future. No one can know the real reasons that lead me to smile like this.
So much the better. All those fine folks would probably be shocked to learn of the depraved ways of the little Davis heiress.
Still, if they bothered to take a closer look, they could see on my neck, barely concealed under a thick layer of foundation, the hickey left by my husband. The mark of my dominant.
It's just a tiny thing, and yet knowing it’s there excites me as much as receiving it. To be exhibited like this, to be his property, that's all I want now.
In a corner of the room, he talks with his friends. I can't help but blush when his best friend stares at me. I know that from now on, every time we meet, his eyes will remind me of my depraved actions on my wedding day.
Again, my mind wanders. I think of the wedding night and what will come next. To all these things that he still has to make me discover. I can't stop thinking about our future home. His penthouse.
Does he have a room totally dedicated to his darkest desires, as I have read in some erotic books? A place where he can express all his dominant power. At this idea, I feel the excitement reborn in the pit of my stomach.
I snap out of my lustful thoughts when I see my maid of honor approaching me. A longtime friend, someone with whom I have always shared everything. And yet, that, I hid from her.
She has no idea I'm no longer a virgin, let alone the depravities my husband did to me before we were even truly engaged. She who has always tried to make me sleep with the first comer, she would surely be shocked to learn of what I did on my first time.
But she will never know. So, I resume a modest face as she sits down next to me.
“So Alex, your wedding night is coming up. You’re sure you don't want me to give you some advice? I'm very good you know. I could teach you a thing or two.”
I can't help but laugh softly. If only she knew. I need none of her lessons to satisfy my husband.
“Don't worry, I'll manage.”
“As you wish! So, nervous?”


My gaze meets Charles's across the room. For long seconds, we stare at each other, a glow of burning desire on our faces. This is enough to inflame me whole. So, without thinking any more, I answer honestly to my friend.
“No. I can’t wait.”


- To be continued -
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I HATE him. And yet, I want only one thing… To kneel and call him Master.
I don't know how this happened. Benjamin has always been my enemy. The man to beat. And yet that night, in the bathroom of our office, he gave me more pleasure than any man I’d known before him.
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