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Chapter 1

“Send me the proposal, I'll take a look at it.”
I look up, watching my now-husband pacing the terrace in front of me. It doesn't matter if this is our honeymoon. When you have an empire like his to run, you don't take breaks.
Not even to admire your new wife, totally naked in the pool.
It’s his order. As soon as we pass the door of this luxurious villa that shelters our honeymoon, I must undress. That’s my husband's will. My dominant’s will.
We have been married for a week, and I must say that I’m adapting very well to my new role as submissive. I, who was still a virgin before knowing him, have become the perfect companion for his most lustful desires.
And to think that not so long ago, I hardly knew this man. The marriage was arranged, a simple way to unite two already powerful families.
If Charles is older than me, I must admit that I never thought I would find such a good match. And such a good lover.
I also never thought I would be capable of so much depravity. Everything he asks of me, I give him. Without asking myself any questions.
That's how I found myself, before our wedding day was over, on all fours in the middle of a room, taking him in my most taboo entrance. And with public, at that.
His best man was present, as was the priest who married us. My husband even gave me to them, letting them visit every part of my body without the slightest shame.
I swallow and lick my lips, fondly remembering those feelings. I have never felt so humiliated in my life. And yet, if I had to, I would do it again.
I who thought I was a nice, well-behaved girl, this man reveals that, deep down, I’m the most depraved woman there is. A slut ready to do anything to receive a little pleasure and attention.
If this were to be known, it would be a scandal. Girls like me are supposed to be the good wives, the ones who make their husbands shine in society, and give them a perfect family. Not be the mistress that they go see in secret to satisfy their darkest needs and desires.
But I really don’t care. I want to be both. To prove to my master that he will never need anyone but me. And so far, I believe it works.
I decide to have a little fun as he continues his call. As elegantly as I can, I kick my legs to change places in the pool. Then, I stare intently at him, hoping to catch his attention.
Before he even turns his head towards me, I take my breasts in my hands, playing with them innocently. I grab them with force, making them even more imposing with these simple gestures.
Then, I catch my tips already starting to tense. I close my eyes, slowly savoring this feeling so pleasant. I probably shouldn't feel that way. Not when my husband has been restless since we arrived, taking me any time and any way he can.
We barely left the villa. I had dreamed of the crystal-clear waters of this paradise island for weeks. And now, I only see them from the position in which my master decides to take me.
Whether my head is hanging in the air, or whether I'm taken doggy style against the villa's huge bay windows... The view is still just as pleasant. And the activity, much more delicious than lazing on the beach or strolling through the narrow streets of the village.
I can't hold back a few moaning sighs. I don’t understand how I can be so sensitive. Ever since my master started training me, the slightest stimulation is enough to get me off the ground.
I open my eyes again and freeze. Still on the phone, my dominant now has his full attention on me. His gaze is intense, almost stern. And yet, I don't stop.
Licking my lips sensually, I continue to touch myself, exaggerating my movements to try to stir up desire in the man. With a mischievous smile on my lips, I slide my hand on my belly.
The man does not miss a beat, his eyes fixed on these fingers which disappear under the water. Can he tell them apart, as they press against my clit, making me moan more?
I bite my lip as his raspy voice echoes.
“I’ll call you back later.”
Slowly, he puts his phone in his pocket, before approaching me with his predatory gait. I swallow with difficulty.
Maybe I took things a bit too far. I know, I'm not really supposed to make decisions on my own. He's the master of the game. He decides my pleasure. And judging by the stern look on his face, he's about to remind it to me.
I shudder as he motions me to join him by the pool. I nervously comply. I've barely reached him when he grips my chin between his fingers, forcing me to look at him.
“You want to explain to me what you think you’re doing?”
I stammer, suddenly unable to provide a clear answer. His steel-blue eyes make me lose all my means, and I now regret my provocation. The man resumes, making me shiver.
“I was ready to give you a romantic evening. But I think you need a punishment.”




Chapter 2

I can't help fidgeting, trying to get used to the unpleasant feeling. When my master told me about a punishment, that's really not what I thought.
The excitement was born in my belly, as I imagined myself already lying on his lap. With his large hand, he would have spanked my ass again and again, making me tremble under his power. Just the prospect made me wet.
From that day when he took my virginity, he made me discover how much I enjoy being in pain. It doesn't make the slightest sense. And yet, each time his hand or his belt smash against my raw skin, pleasure and pain blend into a most delicious combination.
Unfortunately for me, that's not what my master wants to do tonight. What he has planned is far less comfortable. Much more shameful.
I can hardly focus on what surrounds us. This small village with colorful houses seems to be the perfect place for a couple on honeymoon, celebrating their love.
But between us, no love. Only lust.
This is confirmed again tonight, while I try to keep a normal gait. I feel like everyone is watching me. Like everyone can see it. I know it though, it's in my head.
Only me and my dominant know that right now, a tiny vibrating egg is hidden between my thighs, ready to turn on at any moment.
I can't stop my mind from wandering. I can still see when he took me out of the pool, leading me to the bedroom and laying me down on the silk sheets of our bed, still soaked from my bath.
“Spread your legs,” he told me in such a stern tone that my body acted before I even had time to think about it. My breath hitched when he approached me, a tube of lubricant and this then unknown object in his hands.
It didn't take me long to figure out what it was for. He installed it in me in an almost clinical way. The egg entered without the slightest difficulty. How can only a few caresses and my dominant's gaze on my body put me in such states of excitement?
For long moments, I waited for him to turn it on, to show me the feeling of this little toy inside me. But he didn't. No. He preferred to go into the huge dressing room and come back with the sexiest dress I own.
Its fabric is light and almost transparent. Certainly not the kind of clothes I was used to in the past. But he bought it for me. He can decide everything. Even if it means exposing the body he owns in full view.
I put it on without a word, respecting my master's command. No underwear. I am completely exposed. I know, if my nipples tense, or if I start getting too wet, everyone will see it.
I then put on a pair of high heels, making my legs look endless, and my curves sexy. Before we went out, he added one last detail to my outfit. A collar.
It's a novelty, something he introduced me to since we arrived here. Another way for him to mark his possession on me.
I should probably find that degrading. And yet, I love the feel of leather against my bare skin. It’s as if it were his own hand holding me, once again proving to me his power over me.
Now in the street, I try to focus on my steps, to look as natural as possible. Like a young bride living the best days of her life. Not like a depraved woman, leaving this man she barely knows have all powers over her.
A scream escapes my throat, right there in the middle of the street. I nearly stumble, caught only by my dominant’s firm hand wrapped around my arm.
With a sweet voice, he says loud enough for people who have turned in our path to hear him.
“Are you okay, honey? Watch out for those stones, they're dangerous.”
I can't hold back a murderous gaze, only increasing his amusement. Because it wasn't the cobblestones or my heels that caused me to lose my balance. No.
Viciously, the man turned on the toy deep inside me, giving me no sign that he was going to. He gives me a smile, pretending to help me. Yet, if he really wanted to help me, he'd turn off that toy between my thighs.
But that, I must not count on it. So, I do everything I can to focus, to ignore the growing heat in the pit of my stomach.
I still don't know where he's taking me like this. He had promised me a romantic evening. But it's torture. And who knows what else he has in mind? The perversity of this man seems limitless.
I complain about it, yet that's exactly what I expect of him. He got me addicted to his ways, and now I would find it hard to live without it. I breathe a slight sigh of relief when he finally turns off the object.
My mouth drops open in surprise as I find out where we'll be spending the evening. A table apart from the others in a romantic restaurant. A tree, lanterns. A perfect place, if it weren't for the toy menace.
Without hesitation, I grab the hand that my husband extends to me, letting him guide me to our table. I can't take my eyes off the man. Under this soft light, he seems even more beautiful than usual.
Even though he is older than me, he’s one of the most attractive men I’ve ever seen. His square jaw could have made him a model. And his body? He could have served as a model for one of these talented sculptors. And he’s all mine now.
The start of this dinner is going like a dream. We laugh, almost as true lovers. But despite this romantic mood, he doesn’t forget what he had planned. And even less that this is supposed to be a punishment.
So, without warning, he turns the toy inside me on again, causing me to moan uncontrollably. I bite my lip, seeing the waiter come back to us. I must stand firm. I can't let this stranger notice my embarrassment, nor understand what is happening, there, before his eyes. That the lovely newlywed couple might not be so cute after all.
Of course, my dominant has another idea in mind. With a treacherous gesture, he raises the vibrations within me, turning my voice into a high-pitched moan. If the waiter notices something, he doesn't say anything, taking my order before walking away.
My breathing gets heavier, and I try to focus on the questions my dominant asks me, on where I would like to live, how many children I would like to have…These kinds of questions that couples normally discuss before the wedding.
And most importantly, without either of them curled up on the table, fighting intense and faster vibrations inside them. I feel more and more soaked.
I don't know how much quicker this devil thing can go on. Every time I think it’s maxed out, my dominant finds even more, increasing the power of the toy. I don't have to look down to know that my nipples are sticking out through my dress.
Luckily, we're a bit apart, otherwise everyone could see it. I can't ignore the waiter's gaze on me though. My dress is low cut, and I know his eyes can see my state of excitement.
I try to ignore him, looking away at the moonlit sea. It would surely be one of the happiest moments of my life, if it weren't for this toy torturing me over and over again.
I can barely breathe now. My master eats as if nothing was going on, enjoying this delicious meal in this magical place. I close my eyes for a moment, trying to regain control over my emotions.
But it becomes impossible. This is all way too much stimulation. I give my master a pleading look, a pathetic squeak escaping my lips. Without looking up from his plate, he questions me.
“Is there something you want to tell me, Baby Girl?”
I swallow with difficulty. I know it. He likes it when I say these things out loud. It's part of his control games. I'm ashamed to death, yet I know that I have no other choice if I want to receive what I want. So, my cheeks red from this humiliation, I say in a timid voice.
“Can… Can I come? Please, Master.”
My dominant’s mouth stretches into a slight smirk. He doesn't respond immediately, licking his lips all too sexily before taking another bite out of his meal. He takes all this time to eat it, before finally answering me.
“Really, Alexandra. Wanting such a thing in the middle of a restaurant. Who gave me such a depraved wife?”
My cheeks are burning. His words are like a reality check. So absorbed in these licentious games and the orgasm about to devastate me, I had almost forgotten where we are.
However, I can't hold back a new squeal, the excitement far too powerful now for me to completely contain. It feels like hours go by, waiting for his answer. I don't know if I'll be able to hold back any longer. I must. Otherwise, he will punish me.
With exaggerated slowness, the man puts down his fork, before meticulously wiping his mouth. Then, his hand slips under the table as his voice finally reaches my ears.
“Come.”
It's as if a weight is lifted from my shoulders as the vibrations accelerate further. I can't hold back a few high-pitched squeals as my lower abdomen contracts, sending me into the most delicious of orgasms.
At this moment, I thank him internally for having booked this table away from everyone. If we had been in the heart of the restaurant, there is no doubt that everyone would have noticed our play and would have seen me come without the slightest restraint.
My cheeks flush as the waiter appears. I can't help but wonder if he understood what we did. He arrived very quickly. Too quickly. I'm sure he heard me. I don't see how he could have missed that.
However, he remains professional, acting as if nothing had happened. He leaves as quickly as he arrived, only reappearing once our desserts are ready to be served. All the while, my master keeps his eyes fixed on me.
He turned the toy off, giving me some respite. But I know him well enough to know that I mustn't let my guard down. It could come back any moment. I must be ready.
And yet, when he proves me right a few moments later, a cry escapes me. Surprised, I drop my spoon loudly into my dish.
He didn't just turn the toy back on. He put on the strongest vibration immediately, not caring about my already over-stimulated pussy. It's almost unpleasant, it's so intense, and yet I know I have to put up with it.
I can't do anything to stop it, except say my safe word. The only means at my disposal to counter the omnipotence of this dominant yet so powerful. But I don't want to use it. Not for something so trivial.
I grit my teeth and go back to enjoying my dessert as if nothing had happened. Charles decides to play a bit more with me.
“Don't get too full. I have another dessert for you to taste after that.”
My body tenses at this affirmation. No need to be a diviner to understand where he is coming from. I swallow hard, lowering my eyes in an attempt to hide my shame and worry.
I can't get my mind off the idea that he's going to ask me to get on all fours, there, in the middle of the restaurant. That he will force me to suck his cock as if we were in the privacy of our villa.
Despite the shame that invades me in the face of this degrading idea, I feel turned on again. I would be ready to do that.
The man laughs softly seeing my embarrassment but says nothing. We remain in this silence filled with sexual tension until the waiter arrives, the bill in hand. My husband pays it without blinking, before getting up and extending his hand to me.
“Let's go have some fun.”
◆◆◆
 
I take the soda my dominant hands me, before watching the dance floor. It's not really what I imagined when he talked about having fun. But I must admit that I’m not against a little rest.
He finally stopped that damned egg inside me, letting me come to my senses. Oh, I'm not fooled. I know perfectly well that he will eventually turn it on again. But for now, I'm savoring the moment, trying to ignore how soaked I am.
Fortunately, the dim light of this club gives me some protection. I'm sure my excitement shows through my skirt. I'm sure I even stained my chair at the restaurant.
I hope we won't be going back there until the end of our stay. I could never look the waiter in the eye after this most embarrassing experience.
From this upstairs VIP room, I can see everything going on in the club. Sensual bodies that come and go to the music.
I come out of my observation when my master suddenly gets up. A man has just entered the private room. Before I have time to really observe him, my husband is taking him in his arms, in the way men sometimes have.
After a few moments of greeting and patting each other on the back enthusiastically, the two men turn to me, as if they suddenly remembered my presence.
“Your new wife, I presume. Congratulations mate, that's a nice little spouse you find there.”
I blush shyly as I shake the hand the man holds out to me.
“Alexandra, this is Simon, a friend from college.”
After a short exchange of courtesies, the three of us sit down. I resume my observation of the room, only listening distractedly to their conversation. Most of the time they exchange memories or talk about people I don't know exist.
That’s ok. I was brought up to be a nice, pretty girl, the kind to listen to conversations in silence. Soon, three other men join us. Old friends from college too, now all associated with Simon. And owners of this club.
As they continue to exchange, I swallow hard. My dominant has just reignited the toy in me. For the moment, it’s very light. I hardly feel the vibrations. But I know the man. He's definitely not going to settle for that.
To add to my torment, his hand absently caresses my thigh. I feel like I'm liquefying, I'm so excited. And I have to make every effort in the world to listen to Simon speaking to me.
“We are all very sorry that we could not be there for your wedding. But you know how it is, business comes first.”
I nod, remaining mute as the vibrations inside me increase. I know it, my high-pitched voice would betray what is happening there, a few inches from them. The way their friend plays with his wife. It's Charles who answers, an undisguised pride in his voice.
“You have no idea what you missed. I had the best marriage a man could dream of. Right, Honey? Maybe we should show them the videos…”
My entire body freezes as I suddenly understand my husband's insinuations. He's not talking about the footage of the ceremony, or of our first dance. No.
He talks about that time when I just had to change my dress for the evening. When he joined me with the priest, the best man, and the cameraman. About how they all take me one after another, and how it was all immortalized forever.
I had no idea he would ever want to share this video with others. And yet that’s what he’s suggesting, I have no doubt about it.
I ignore his question, leaning into his ear, stammering.
“Can I go freshen up, Master?”
The man smirks, but nods anyway. Without delay, I get up and walk away, as he raises the vibrations in me even more. I jump slightly before focusing on my steps.
If the others looked at me, I'm sure they understood. Nobody walks like that, squirming. Maybe they even saw the excitement stain on the thin fabric of my dress…
When I finally manage to reach the toilet, I rush to the sink. Without elegance, I splash water on my face, trying to ignore the delicious vibrations inside me. And especially the idea that out there, my master is showing his friends what a slut the woman he married is.
Maybe if they had been at the wedding, they too would have participated in my degradation. I feel my cheeks flush again. But not of shame this time. No. Of excitement. Because all these men are incredibly attractive. I’m starting to believe that my husband only befriends people whose beauty is breathtaking.
I can't help but wander off. I imagine myself crawling into this VIP room, lying on the floor and spreading my legs so that they all take me one after the other. It doesn’t matter we're in a crowded club. I’m ready to give myself to them.
After a few minutes, I take a deep breath and come out, ready to welcome the gaze of these men who, I'm sure now, have discovered the extent of my perversity. But to my surprise, my dominant is alone.
“The others are gone; they have another club to show us. I told them we would join them later.”
Without a word, I approach him, responding to his gesture. Obediently, I let him sit astride his thigh.
He captures my lips, pulling me into a kiss of intense sensuality. I can't help rolling my hips, hoping in vain to find some relief from my excitement. He separates our mouths, before leaning into my ear.
“My friends liked you very much. They don't know everything yet, but I hope that very soon they will find out I have the best wife a man can have.”
I let out a louder moan, ignoring what he just implied. His fingers undo the top of my dress, leaving my breasts exposed, which he takes in his mouth. This man is so talented. I believe that one day I will come only because of his treatments on my nipples.
Slowly, he begins to rock me back and forth on his leg, still covered in his pants. Without a doubt, I’m soaking the precious fabric. But he doesn't seem to care at all.
His teeth lightly nibble one of my nipples, making me moan even louder. I forget all good behavior. I forget that a few feet below us is a club full of people dancing and having fun, unaware of what is going on here.
His treatments of the day turned me on so much that I soon find myself moaning pathetically.
“Please Master. Take me. I want to feel you inside me. Please. Please!”
“No. You are punished. You're already lucky that I touch you. You better not come without asking, understood?”
I nod quickly, lifting my hips slightly to limit friction on my throbbing clit. My orgasm is imminent, and I have to do everything to hold it back.
I let out a little cry as, without warning, he lifts me up, forcing me to settle between his legs. With a feverish movement, he undoes his belt and pulls his cock out of his pants. Then, without giving me a choice, he grabs my hair forcefully.
I don't need anything more to open my mouth and take him inside me. And to think that I was still a virgin before we got engaged. Now, I perform the least of his wishes without flinching, and with enthusiasm.
Slowly, I play my tongue along his length, drawing a sigh that he barely conceals. The man rarely lets slip what he feels. So, hearing him like that encourages me to keep going.
I take him deeper now, pushing inch after inch of his imposing length into my mouth. I would never have believed myself capable of doing this in a day. The idea of blowjob had always intimidated me.
And now, I couldn't live without it. When I do it, it's as if I had mad power over this man who nevertheless controls me the rest of the time. So, I take my time, savoring each of his breaths, each of his movements betraying his breathing speeding up.
The man loses patience slightly, his hand slips into my hair to grab it, forcing me to speed up my movements. I focus on my breathing, trying not to choke on his intense hips movements.
I know he likes to take control. Demonstrate his omnipotence. And I must admit that this excites me, despite the difficulty of my position. More than anything, I want to prove to him how good I mean to do. How much I want to be his.
A scream muffles against the man's cock as the toy resumes its intense movements inside me. I had almost forgotten its presence, so focused was I on satisfying my master.
Now I must do my best to focus on my moves as my excitement takes over. I know it. It's up to him to come first. His pleasure I have to take care of. That would only be fair, after all the orgasms he's already given me.
I close my eyes, diligently speeding up my head movements, trying to push my dominant ever further toward climax. His groans are getting louder, his fingers closing more firmly on my ponytail.
But just as I'm about to swallow whatever he wants to give me, the man pulls out briskly, covering my bare breasts with his hot seed. My chest rises quickly, I feel my orgasm approaching in turn.
But just as I'm about to ask him for permission to come, the man grabs me and turns me around. I find myself on all fours, my ass facing him. He plays with me, letting his fingers slide against my most taboo entrance.
Oh, I'm used to it now. He took me there several times. And yet, I still feel the same shame. It's bad. A girl from a good family shouldn't let herself be touched there.
If he hadn't come, I'm sure he would have taken me there, whether we were in a public place or not. I blush at this thought. Then, a long sigh of frustration escapes me. The man has just stopped the toy and removes it from me. I was so ready to come, and now he's robbing me of that chance.
I remain motionless, not daring to turn to him. I find it difficult to calm my racing breathing, my body which still waiting for a deliverance which won’t come. I hear him zip up his pants and buckle his belt. Finally, his voice rings out.
“Get up. Our friends are waiting for us.”




Chapter 3

I sigh with relief as the water engulfs my naked body. This pool is a godsend. The best thing about this whole honeymoon. Even better than the ton of sex that my husband gives me... When he gives it to me.
I start swimming a few lengths, trying to calm my nerves and my burning body. I may be sore, tired of his many penetrations of the last few days, I feel in need. Like a drug addict deprived of her dose.
Last night, I really thought he would quickly lift his punishment. Especially considering how he played with me on the dance floor at the second club. Sensually, our bodies danced against each other. As always, our movements were in perfect harmony, our hips meeting every so often in time to the music.
It was the first time we danced together, apart from the traditional dance at our wedding. And then he lost interest in me, preferring to go have a drink and chat with this or that guest.
But last night, this simple dance changed something. As if it had woven a very special bond between the two of us. A union even more intense than all the sessions we had done so far.
It's as if we were made for each other. No one existed around us. There was only his gaze in mine, intense. Then his lips against mine, kissing me like he had never kissed me before. This simple skin-to-skin contact was enough to hypnotize me... And to frustrate me even more.
Because if I was ready to go back to the villa, undress and spread my legs for him, he had other things in mind. We danced all night, and I'd be lying if I said I didn't have fun. But I thought he was going to take care of me when he got home.
The first rays of the sun were peeking through our window when I arrived in our bedroom, ready as ever. But he ignored me, telling me to go to bed. To rest. I fell asleep, more frustrated than ever.
I've been awake for several hours now, and yet nothing has happened. Since we arrived, all my mornings have passed the same way. Slow sex, to wake up. Then a shower, then a good breakfast, sometimes interspersed with more sex.
This morning, nothing. My husband kissed me tight, letting his hands run over my naked body. But he did not push things further, preferring to grab his computer to work.
So here I am, alone and desperate, splashing around in the pool, hoping he'll come out of the villa office to join me. I know I shouldn't complain. I'm already lucky that he managed to take so many days off, while his company is in full development.
Besides, it's not like he hasn't touched me since we arrived. I have lost count of the number of times he has approached me, forcefully lifting me to take my body in every way possible.
I still remember that first morning, when he sat me down on the bathroom sink. Before I even had time to realize what was happening to me, he knelt in front of me. With his mouth, he traced a line of kisses on the thin skin of my inner thigh.
I held my breath until finally it reached my pussy, already throbbing with desire. My fingers tightened forcefully on the marble counter, as his tongue began to explore my most private parts, bringing me a thrill yet unknown.
Then he captured my clit between his lips, sucking it passionately, biting it with his lip until I was shaking and screaming with pleasure.
I shake my head and focus on my arm and leg movements in the water. I have to stop thinking about that. Get these lustful thoughts out of my head. My skin is already on fire, and I feel ready to explode. I cannot add to it by replaying in my head all the exploits of my husband.
If I hadn't been so afraid of the consequences, I would have touched myself this morning, in my shower. How could he have known? He wasn't there to watch me...
But I'm sure he would have found out eventually. It seems that nothing escapes the devilishly observant gaze of my dominant. It's as if he could read me, even before I even know how I feel.
And then... Now that I've tasted the expert gestures of this gifted man... My own hands seem dull to me. I touched myself, between our first time and our wedding. But that wasn’t so great anymore. I had tasted the ultimate pleasure, the body of a man on mine. Nothing can match it now.
I raise my head. My dominant has just got out of the villa, a towel casually thrown over his shoulder. My eyes are on him, on his perfect body. His abs are so defined, and his torso sprinkled with a few salt and pepper hairs seems to have been carved in marble.
I lean against the edge of the pool, kicking my legs casually as I watch him walk toward the pool. As best I can, I try to forget my throbbing clit. The mere sight of this man is enough to put me in a horny mood. And when he in turn enters the water, I can only hope that it is to join me.
I expected him to swim a few lengths before taking an interest in me. And yet, Charles comes directly to meet me. In no time, I feel the warmth of his skin against mine, his minty breath caressing my face.
He captures my lips, while pinning my body against the pool tiles. I can't breathe, but I don't care. I wrap my legs around his waist, moving my hips against his, showing him how much I missed him.
He does nothing, neither stops me nor encourages me to continue. He continues to kiss me as my pointed nipples rub against his bare chest.
Feeling more adventurous, I let my hands slide down his body, until I reach the seam of his bathing suit. Without thinking any more, I let it slide inside, grabbing his half-tense member.
He doesn't stop me, preferring instead to run his tongue into my mouth, dragging mine into a passionate kiss.
A cry of surprise escapes me as he suddenly picks me up, sitting me on the edge of the pool. Slowly, he rubs his face against my legs, the hardness of his beard's bristles sending me small electric shocks as it scratches against my sensitive skin.
Then he kisses my soaked skin, making the exchange even more sensual. He goes higher and higher, soon ready to discover the wetness created by my excitement.
But as his warm breath caresses my pussy, already driving me crazy, he stops. I look up into his eyes, a look of despair on my face.
I need to feel him. Now. Need him to take me for good. Need to finally come. I can barely focus when suddenly he breaks the moment to talk to me.
“You know my friends… They're really disappointed that they missed the wedding.”
My blood freezes as he utters these few words. Immediately, I understand what he is talking about. A group of four single men, as attractive and powerful as they are...
They have everything on this island to satisfy all their party needs. It's not either to flirt with my bridesmaids that they would have wanted to be there.
No.
I know very well what he is referring to. To what was on the video. To me, on all fours in the middle of the room, my torn wedding dress a few feet from me. To the men around me, using my body as they please to satisfy their needs.
How, when I had just gotten married, I offered myself to these strangers, turning into a perfect slut.
Oh sure, it would be a lie to say I didn't like that moment. Being treated like a little sex toy pleased me more than I dare say. And yet, I didn’t believe that I would have to relive it so quickly.
My dominant smiles. He knows that I understood where he was coming from. He kisses my inner thigh again, making me moan. My nerves are so raw, I think I could come in just three strokes of his tongue on my clit.
“They're going to arrive any moment now. It's Simon's villa, he wants to check that we’re doing good.”
I nod distractedly, trying to prepare myself for what's to come. Five men. One more than last time. But what men... I observed them at my leisure last night. All are more attractive than each other. I could have come across much worse.
“You have the choice. You can go to the bedroom and stay there. I'll tell them you have a headache and apologize for you. Or, you can put on the outfit I prepared on the bed and join us. The choice is yours. But do it quickly... They're coming.”




Chapter 4

I barely have time to get up to go to the bedroom, when already, the doorbell of the villa is ringing. My stomach immediately contracts at this sound. They’re here. His four friends, handsome as gods, and I'm sure, as gifted as my master.
I freeze for a moment, like a doe in front of a car's headlights. Then, I start running towards the bedroom, making my master laugh mockingly.
I close the door behind me, creating an illusory sense of protection. I'm more nervous than ever. Last time, I had no idea what was waiting for me, when all these men entered the room.
But here, I know. This makes me even more nervous. This is completely crazy. What sane person would do that on purpose? They are five men. Five powerful beings, capable of destroying me in an instant if they so choose to.
As I hear them talking in the living room, I approach the bed, curious to see the outfit my master prepared for me. I swallow with difficulty. Of course, he doesn't make it easy for me. I thought of a light dress like the one I wore yesterday. But no. My master is tired of playing, of taking detours.
With my fingertips, I grab the harness. A mix of straps hooked to each other. And then, a collar connected to the rest. I swallow hard, realizing that he hadn't even had the goodness to pull out a pair panties. If I put on this outfit, our guests will all see me.
I can still decide to stop everything. And yet, without thinking any more, I begin to put on this erotic lingerie, highlighting each line, each curve of my body. One after another, my breasts find themselves captured by the straps, made bigger, more appetizing.
I turn around, admiring my ass also highlighted by this harness. Then I attach the last links enclosing my thighs, this simple pressure on my soft skin enough to excite me a little more.
Once my submissive collar is attached, I carefully slip my feet into the high heels he has pulled out for me. Then, I admire myself again in the mirror. I barely recognize myself. Gone is the modest little girl. I am now the very image of lust.
I take my time, tying my hair up in a high ponytail that I hope they'll tug on. Then, I draw my lips with a bright red lipstick, which will soon be spread over one or the other of these glorious cocks ready to slip into my mouth.
To perfect my outfit, I underline my eyes with a black line, knowing full well that it will smudge quickly. If they want to degrade me, they might as well do it right.
I take a deep breath, admiring myself one last time in the mirror. I know it. I can decide to stop everything now. Stay like this, in the peace and security of my room. Nothing forces me to go out. Nothing forces me to face this ordeal.
And yet, without thinking any more, I throw myself into the arena.
I barely enter the room that the discussions and the laughter stop. All eyes turn to me in an instant. I look down, suddenly intimidated. They are even more impressive today, in daylight, without the headlights of the night world to dim the mood.
I’m more aware than ever of my nudity, of the way in which I expose myself to the perverse gazes of these men. A part of me is screaming to turn around, go hide in the bedroom and not come out until the day we have to leave this paradise island.
But soon, I shut it up. Because my dominant approaches me, extending his hand to guide me in the middle of the room.
“When I was telling you I married the best woman in town, I wasn't just talking about her family situation.”
A few laughs break out, as their eyes continue to devour me. Trying to silence the little voices inside me, I stand up straight, trying to be as elegant as possible. Maybe it's ridiculous, knowing what they're about to do to me.
But I don't care. I want them all to be jealous of my husband. That they regret not having such a woman on their arm.
I shiver as my master steps back, leaving me alone in the middle of the room. I feel like I'm in one of my dreams, where I find myself naked on stage, spotlights illuminating every corner of my body.
I lower my eyes, suddenly not daring to look all these men in the face.
“On your knees.”
A trail of goosebumps forms on my body when I hear the firm order of my dominant. Serious things have already begun. Despite the anxiety still present in my stomach, I kneel, obediently responding to my master's expectations.
I meet a look or two, visibly impressed by my responsiveness. I wonder if they are all dominants, or if for some, this is the first time they’re dealing with a submissive. Maybe they don't know anything about this depraved world to which my dominant belongs.
I feel so small now, kneeling in front of all these imposing men. Ever since I entered the room, a tension filled it. Testosterone is so present in the air around me that I'm sure I could cut it with a knife.
All of this makes me so nervous, like I'm prey in the middle of a pack of wolves, about to be devoured. But despite this fear, I still feel the excitement inside me. And it's starting to show.
My nipples are pointed, and between my thighs are already flowing evidence of my excitement. I shudder as my master approaches me again, no doubt judging that he's let the others admire his possession enough.
Slowly, he pulls a small piece of silk out of his pocket. Before I understand its use, it already glides over my eyes. I swallow hard as the knot closes behind my head.
I had prepared myself for all the scenarios, for all the perversities that these men would want to inflict on me. But I hadn't thought that I would have to face them blindfolded, ignorant of the person perpetrating them.
My breathing quickens even more when I feel his hand slide on my neck, and a small click sounds. I think he just put a leash on my collar. I breathe quietly, trying to stay calm.
But my dominant does not intend to stop there. He clicks his tongue and pulls a little on the leash, forcing me to fall on all fours to follow him.
“Gentlemen, let's have a little fun.”
A shiver runs through me at these words, and yet I have no choice but to start walking. The tension in the leash is the only thing that guides me. I must have absolute confidence in my master. Follow him blindly, literally.
The hot wind caresses my raw skin, bringing me comfort in this difficult ordeal. I know it, our guests are all behind me, watching without a doubt my exposed pussy in this degrading position. Can they see I'm soaked? I fear and hope so at the same time.
Slowly, my master makes me get on one of the loungers on which I have lazed so much since we arrived here. I swallow as I feel him let go of the leash. So that's it. It's going to start.
Obediently, I sit on my legs, straightening up to let them enjoy the sight of my breasts swollen with desire. I don't see them, but I feel their presence. One by one, they begin to surround the lounger, their imposing bodies forming a barrier around mine.
Then, someone is more reckless, sliding his hand from my neck to my breasts. Without further ado, he lifts one, weighing it, testing its softness, its size.
I can't help but lick my lips as another hand lands on my body. It slides down my back, tracing the curve of my spine, creating a trail of goosebumps as it passes.
Soon, I find myself overwhelmed. I can no longer follow, no longer know which areas of my body are touched, as hands are venturing on every inch of my skin revealed to them.
A small squeak escapes me as finally one of them slides down the inside of my thigh, tracing the soft skin there until it reaches my soaked pussy. Curious, the stranger traces the hills and valleys of my pussy, covering his fingers with my excitement.
I moan louder now. On my breasts, the fingers began to grip my tips forcefully, twisting them until I moan pathetically. My cry is indescribable, both of pleasure and pain.
My breath catches as a finger already slips into me. It's long and thick, immediately settling deep inside me.
“She loves it, the little slut. She is completely soaked. You like that, huh?”
I nod my head quickly, not even recognizing the voice speaking to me. A single evening spent with these men was not enough. It's as if I’m giving myself to complete strangers.
A high-pitched moan escapes me as someone crushes their hand on my ass in a gesture as painful as it is delicious. A few laughs ring in my ears.
“Well, well. Does she like to be in pain too?”
“That's what she likes best, right little girl?”
“Y… Yes, Master.”
I didn't even need to think to speak to him like that. I should probably be mortified to admit in front of everyone that's what I call him. What I consider him. But I don't care anymore.
What they are doing to me is far too good and far too depraved for me to worry about my reputation anymore.
I can hear a few mean smiles in their breathing, and yet, I'm sure it excites them as much about me, to see me being so submissive to another man.
A few new slaps fall on my ass. Then, they push me forward, again forcing me to get on all fours. I shiver as my master's voice echoes near my ear.
“How about we show them how much you like being in pain?”
I nod, barely managing to stammer out my response. A scream comes out of my mouth as he begins the demonstration. I had expected his hand. But not this object. A paddle.
He hasn't used it much on me yet, and it has nothing to do with his fingers against my skin. With them, I can at least feel the bond that unites us, the warmth of his skin against mine. Paddle is cold, hard, and much more painful.
However, I have to get used to it. That's what my master decided to use. I tighten my fingers against the mattress of the lounger, trying to find any shred of control over the situation.
I grit my teeth as the object falls again on my ass in three close blows. I don't know if it's having an audience that makes my dominant so quick to demonstrate his strength.
I moan as a hand absently grabs my breast, as a way to keep themself busy while watching the show before their eyes.
A terrible cry escapes me as, at the same time as my master brings down the paddle forcefully on my ass, the stranger pulls forcefully on my nipple, giving me very different and yet equally pleasurable painful sensations.
I’m more soaked than ever, the pain waking me up to my most bestial instincts.
I shudder hearing a belt come undone, and feeling a man approach my face. I fear what’s going to happen, and yet, I obediently open my mouth when the stranger presses my jaw.
Without delay, a cock comes to sink into my mouth. The first of a long series, I know. The man is of average length, but this is the first time that I have had to give a blowjob while receiving a punishment.
So, I have a hard time focusing. The man doesn't care, slipping his fingers through my ponytail to hold me in place. Slowly, he begins to come and go in my mouth, invading it with his masculine taste.
Behind me, the blows finally stop. My ass is burning, and I don't think anything can put out this fire. My respite is only short-lived. I hear a new belt coming undone, and I feel someone move behind me.
I freeze, trying to get used to the idea that a new stranger will enter this place normally reserved for my husband. And yet, I have to focus if I don't want to choke on the sex in my mouth.
I groan as the man behind me enters me, sinking without difficulty into my soaked pussy.
“Shit, she really wants it, the little slut.”
I feel my cheeks flush with shame, and I'm suddenly grateful to have this blindfold on. I'm not sure I could have endured the stares of these men, judging me and treating me like a piece of meat. However, this is exactly what I want. But I don't need to be reminded.
My squeals of discomfort are muffled by the cock inside me as the man behind me already begins to pound me. His cock is long and delicious.
But with each of his thrusts, his hips come crashing down on my ass still sore from the severe punishment I received. I believe pain will be part of this whole assignment. Good, that's what I like.
New hands come to rest on my breasts, grabbing my nipples, pinching them hard, always sending me a little more on this fine line between absolute pleasure and pain.
Without warning, the man in my mouth empties, making me cough. The men around me laugh mockingly, having fun seeing me in trouble like this. Still, I hold on, swallowing every last drop of seed before another comes immediately to take the place.
I greet him with the same diligence as his predecessor, opening my mouth and letting him dive in without putting up the slightest resistance. This one is thicker, I have to make more effort to be able to focus on it.
Behind me, the man speeds up his movements for, I hope, soon to empty in turn. All of my senses are confused as I get pounded from all sides. My body no longer belongs to me. It’s theirs. I am nothing more than their little thing. A sex toy to empty themselves into again and again.
I shiver as, barely empty, I find myself filled again. Time no longer has any meaning for me. I don't know if it's been hours or minutes since we started.
I don't know how many of them went into my mouth, between my thighs. All I can think about is my body being tossed from one man to another. And then comes this hand.
I squeal a little louder against the cock between my lips as fingers press down hard on my clit throbbing with lust.
I breathe a little harder, and it's hard for me to focus. I nearly choke on the cock inside me, causing the group to sneer.
I shudder for good as my master leans into my ear, giving me the long-awaited words.
“You can come, Submissive.”
I growl in a pathetic attempt to thank him. The man behind me pounds me like never before, making me vibrate with pleasure.
Suddenly, my entire body tenses as a powerful orgasm passes through me. Tears of relief start streaming down my cheeks. I've waited so long for this deliverance that I thought it would never come.
A slap hits my ass, bringing me back to reality. Men are not done with me. I don't know how long they planned to play like this. It's not every day that your friend offers you his wife's body. I'm sure they'll make this moment last as long as possible.
I find myself surprisingly empty after the two men withdraw from me. A cry of surprise escapes me when suddenly, I am lifted, and I find myself installed on the back.
Hands start moving over my body again, making me shudder. Then, before I even realize what's happening to me, someone grabs my thighs and settles between them. A long moan escapes me as the man's tongue lands on my throbbing clit.
I was not expecting this. This moment is for them, not for me. And yet one of them seems to think the opposite, tasting me as if I were the best food in the world.
I bite my lip, trying to cope with these extreme sensations that are assailing me. It's both pleasure and pain, after that powerful orgasm that over-stimulated my body. Hands invite themselves to my breasts, kneading them with force, playing with my nipples in the most delicious way.
This language is not enough. I want to feel more, more. To have their powerful bodies against me again, making me moan again and again under their rule. So, in a voice that I don't recognize myself, I start begging.
“Please, fuck me. Please, please!”
The men sneer, a slap falls on my breasts, surely to punish me for so much audacity and perversity. I moan as my dominant comes close to my ear.
“How about we show them what you're really capable of?”
I freeze, immediately understanding where he is coming from. He wants to take me in my most taboo entrance. I don't have the slightest doubt. It won't be the first time he's done it in front of someone else.
Before I manage to answer him, another orgasm devastates my body, unexpected and powerful. My body arches and the man between my thighs has to hold my hips firmly to keep me still.
He keeps going for long moments, accompanying my orgasm to the end, and even a little further, having fun with my hypersensitivity.
In my fever, I finally manage to answer my master. This one does not waste a moment. Without the slightest difficulty, he lifts me to lie down on the lounger. Then he pulls me against him, until my back comes to meet his chest.
I swallow hard as I feel his lubricated cock align with me. I know, all men have their eyes glued to my body offered to them.
My master's tip is already beginning to push against my jagged outline. I grit my teeth, focusing on my breathing as he slowly takes possession of my tight entrance.
If it weren't for his arms around me, I think I would fall, completely losing my footing. Nothing else exists anymore. No more villa, no more guests. Just this man who expertly penetrates me.
His gestures are slow enough for me to accept him, without him stopping. I even moan as his hand lands on my clit, stroking it gently, just enough to relax me.
Without my realizing it, He’s soon fully inside me. With my thighs wide open, I know no one can miss his show. All can see the slow back-and-forth movements he is now making inside me, tearing me apart forcefully.
I moan again, forgetting all reason. I probably shouldn't like this so much. And yet, feeling his cock taking my so taboo entrance does me as much good as his hand stroking my button of nerves.
I wonder what the others think, there, a few inches from me, their eyes hypnotized by my body accepting even the most shameful degradation. Perhaps they imagine themselves in my master's place.
But this I would not allow. Only he has the right to take this place. However, what he is offering me now is even more degrading.
“How about we invite Simon to join us?”
Timidly, I nod my head, having little doubt about what's going to happen. I'm here, legs wide open, a hole free and dripping with excitement.
Until now, my master had only used toys to penetrate me in these two entries at the same time. Now he has a friend on hand. And what a friend.
I already feel him against me, as my master has repositioned us to give him better access. His cock is thick, very thick. So much that I can't help moaning pathetically when he starts to enter me.
With my master's already wide member inside me, I'm already full. And yet, my body adapts, accepting this newcomer. The man doesn't stop, plunging ever deeper into me. My hands come in search of my master's, my fingers intertwining with his for strength and courage.
One after another, the men begin to move inside me, having fun changing the pace. Sometimes they go slowly, sometimes they go fast.
My brain totally disconnects, I'm more than a rag doll, moving only under the impulses of the two men. Still, I'm alive. The intense heat in the pit of my stomach reminds me.
My moans turn into screams. I have never felt such a strong pleasure. And when, finally, a new orgasm takes me, it's in my whole body that I feel it. The lightning crackling before my eyes spreads through every inch of my limbs, making me shake uncontrollably.
I’m no longer aware of anything. The men continue to pound me, as if they want to stay inside me for the rest of the night. In the fog that confuses my brain, I still manage to whisper with a smile.
“Thank you, Master.”




Chapter 5

I can't hold back a sigh as I sit up. The leather seat of this private jet is incredibly comfortable. But after ten days of being taken over and over by my husband, my body is exhausted. And what to say about what his friends did to me...
I lick my lips, remembering each of their caresses, each of their kisses on my burning skin. Of everything they've done to me, ravishing my body until daybreak.
The least I can say is that my honeymoon was a success. I only hope that my friends will not ask me too many questions about what I thought of this heavenly place, nor to see photos.
We barely left the villa. And it is surely not when I had this vibrating egg hidden in me that I could enjoy the cute little villages of this enchanting island.
It doesn’t matter. I’ll have my whole life to travel around the world and discover new cultures. But I’ll only have one honeymoon. Who knows how long it will take my husband to lose interest in me.
I know I'm going to have to work hard to prove him that I'm better than any submissive he could find in a specialized club.
I think I'm on the right track, judging by the smile he gives me as he gets into his private plane. Before sitting down, he takes the time to approach me and kiss me with new tenderness.
I believe that never an arranged marriage has led to such rapid complicity between the two spouses. And yet, that’s what we have. We don't know each other very well yet, but there is now this unbreakable bond between us. A true union was born. And I can't wait to start our life as a couple.
I haven't seen where we're going to live yet. His penthouse, in one of the tallest towers in the city. A temple of luxury and power, no doubt about me. He assured me I could put my touch to his bachelor’s den. And I'm not going to deprive myself of this occasion.
But what intrigues me the most is discovering his collection of toys. I only got a faint glimpse of what he can use to submit his partner's body. Handcuffs, plug... All this is very nice. But I want to know more.
Being tied to a bench. Suspended by ropes from the ceiling. Subjected to the torment of a machine that pounds me in a repetitive rhythm for hours.
My dominant opened the door to a new world for me, and I have only one desire: to visit its every nook and cranny.
I don't know what the future holds for us.
But I’m sure it’ll be orgasmic.




You want more?

Suscribe to Emily Colter's Newsletter and don't miss the next book to come out!
In the meantime, have you read this?
Taboo Desires Series Bundle

Liked this book? Find the whole series in just one book!

“Be a good submissive. Spread your legs.”
I’ve always known I would marry someone chosen for me. But I never thought they would pick him. Charles Thompson. The businessman I’ve always fantasized about. Even though he's older than me, I want him. And when I discover he’s a dominant… I just crave him more.
I don’t really know him, but I'm going to let him take my innocence. One after another, he’s pushing back my limits. I’m going to accept all his games. Even if it means spending my wedding day with a toy inside me.
Even if it means being shared with other men.
Best friend or priest, all will get the right to taste my body offered to them. No part of me will be forgotten, not even the most taboo one.
Tied up, blindfolded, I discover desires I didn’t know I had. Spanked by hands or a paddle, the pain only makes the pleasure more intense.
No matter the humiliations and punishments… I’ll keep begging for more.
If you like shorts better, here is the first in Series: His Submissive Fiancée
 
◆◆◆
 
Used and Shared by the Bikers


“Come on Princess, spread your legs for my friends.”
I’ve always been an independent woman. I'm not normally the type to fall for a man like Ice. A biker. A dirty male. A dominant.
And yet, under his hand, I completely surrender. What he asks of me, he gets. Even if it means he keeps my soaked panties in his pocket while we visit his lair.
Even if it means being shared with his biker friends.
But before that, he's going to show them who's in charge. Right before their eyes, he’s going to punish me with his belt. And I'm going to love that. Just like I’m going to love kneeling on the garage floor to submit to these powerful men.
It doesn't matter that we are in a public place. I'll let them take all of me.
◆◆◆
 
The Dirty Submissive Series Bundle


He’s 40. I’m 22.
 
He’s an experienced dominant. I’ve never been touched by a man.
 
We weren’t meant to be. He was just supposed to do the renovations in my apartment. But when he caught me touching myself while moaning his name, everything changed. His belt slamming into my thin skin was just a glimpse of what he’s capable of. Now?
 
I want to be the best submissive he’s ever had.
 
He can use me however he wants. My body belongs to him. Punishment or reward, I welcome them with the same greed. No matter the pain or the limits he pushes back, I never utter my safe word. Every toy he pushes into me, every rope he ties around my body, makes me wetter than ever.
 
And if he wants to share me with four of his attractive colleagues, I’m ready to spread my legs to take them in every part of my body.
 
What can I say? I’m a Good Submissive…
 
◆◆◆
 
Filthy Training

You liked this story? Find it and 21 more in just one book!

“On your knees. Prove me you deserve my attention.”
It doesn't take much for a decent woman to turn into a perfect SUBMISSIVE. The heroines of these books are living proof of it.
They’re ready for anything. Some will kneel in front of their older neighbor. Others will offer themselves to an entire BDSM club. These submissives want only one thing: a DOMINANT. A man who can punish them. A man who can satisfy their darkest desires.
They will take everything from their Master, without saying their safe words.
Even if it hurts. Even if it makes them nervous. They want to be used, to become playthings. Spread their legs and be tied with ropes or handcuffs. The pain from crops and paddles is nothing compared to the heat in the pits of their stomach. And the humiliation? It’s quickly forgotten when their dominant praises them.
No matter the ordeal. These submissives are ready to give everything to receive the ultimate pleasure.
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