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The soft glow of golden sconces bathed the honeymoon suite in a sensual haze. Rose petals littered the bed like a trail of indulgence, their scent mixing with expensive perfume and something rawer, more primal. The sheets were pulled back, already wrinkled from anticipation, as if the room itself knew what was about to unfold.

The bathroom door creaked open.

I stepped out, trembling in my six-inch heels, each step a shaky click against the plush carpet, the soft swish of lace brushing against my thighs. My knees wobbled beneath me, the fragile weight of my transformation balanced on stilettos that made me feel like prey on display. My skin tingled with nerves and need, heat blooming between my legs as I caught my own reflection in the full-length mirror.

The lace bra molded tight to my chest, the padded inserts pushing out a delicate swell that looked obscenely soft under the sheer fabric. My nipples ached behind them, teased earlier by cold air and the glide of my bride’s nails. Thin garter straps stretched against my thighs with every careful step, anchored to stockings that clung to my freshly shaved legs like a second skin. And my thong—God, that pearl-studded thong—rode up between my cheeks, already slick and soaked through. Every tiny shift sent the string rubbing against the plug buried inside me, the subtle weight in my hole making me feel owned before a single word had been said.

The satin gloves embraced my arms like restraints dressed in elegance, and the delicate veil framed my face in a soft blur of femininity, fluttering with each nervous, shallow breath. My cheeks were flushed, my lips glossed and parted, my painted lashes blinking back the sharp pang of knowing exactly what I looked like.

White. Feminine. Fuckable.

She sat perched on the bed like the queen she was, a decadent force of nature swathed in filth-drenched elegance. Her bridal set mirrored mine down to every filthy detail—white silk bra pushing her tits high and full, lace biting into her skin just like mine did, the satin gloves stretching snugly up her arms, fingers wrapped around her champagne flute with effortless control. Her panties were sheer, high-cut, and clinging—an identical pearl-studded thong like mine, but hers hugged a wet, swollen pussy instead of a caged cock. The garter belt wrapped her hips like a threat, the straps pulled tight against toned thighs that were framed by stockings so sheer they shimmered like sex itself. Her toned legs were spread with practiced ease, her glistening slit peeking through the lace, as if daring Daddy to take his first taste. One matching six-inch stiletto dangled from her foot with lazy rhythm, heel bouncing with every sip, her eyes locked on me with the amused hunger of a woman who already owned everything in the room—including the trembling little bride staring back at her.

The moment her eyes met mine over the rim, I felt it—my cock twitching helplessly inside its tiny cage, pressure building and unable to go anywhere. She smirked. She knew.

And she loved it.

“Took you long enough,” she teased, voice syrupy and sweet.

I didn’t speak. I didn’t have to. I just stood there, silent, trembling, her blushing little groom wrapped in white.

She giggled, patting the bed beside her. I stepped closer, my heels clicking louder now in the silence. But before I could sit, the air shifted. The door clicked.

Daddy was here.

The sound of his footsteps was deliberate, slow, heavy. A predator taking his time.

He stepped inside, still wearing his tailored black suit, shirt unbuttoned to expose the deep brown of his chest, muscles hard beneath the fabric. No tie. No rush.

His eyes locked on me.

Then her.

Then back to me.

And he smiled.

“There they are,” he said, voice low and gravel-thick. “My two perfect brides.”

My legs nearly gave out.

She grinned and stood, the bed creaking under her as she walked over to me. One arm slid around my waist as she kissed my cheek, her gloss leaving a mark. “Ready to show Daddy how pretty we look together?” she whispered into my ear.

I nodded.

We both turned to face him, side by side, his girls in bridal white.

Daddy undid the first button of his jacket, then the second. He took his time, letting the silence stretch until I could hear nothing but my own breath.

“Come here,” he said, pointing to the spot in front of him.

We obeyed, the sharp click of our heels echoing off the walls as we moved in sync like well-trained pets. Her steps were confident, purposeful, dripping with ownership; mine were hesitant, every click a confession. She descended smoothly, one graceful movement down to her knees, the silk of her stockings catching the candlelight as if they were made to worship. I followed behind her, cheeks blazing, the pressure of the plug inside me shifting with every step. My knees parted awkwardly, spreading the delicate white lace of my thong as I sank to the carpet. My veil slipped forward slightly, framing my flushed face as I looked up at Daddy through lashes heavy with mascara. I could already feel the heat radiating from him—the scent of his cologne mixing with something darker, more primal. I was kneeling next to my wife, both of us done up like pornographic angels, and yet I felt more like the offering than the partner. I lowered myself fully, eyes cast downward, heart thudding like a drum, ready to be unwrapped by the man who truly owned us both.

Daddy reached for his belt.

“Take it off,” he ordered, voice deep and commanding. “With your mouths.”

We looked at each other briefly—her eyes glinting with practiced filth, mine wide and full of heat. She gave me a slow, filthy smile, then leaned forward first, her tongue darting out to trail along the edge of the belt like she was tasting him already. She slipped it under the leather strap, her wet lips brushing the surface as she teased it free. Her movements were confident, sinfully sexy. I followed behind her, lowering my head, my lips parting around the buckle. I kissed it first—soft, reverent—then let my teeth hook around the clasp, tugging with careful, needy desperation.

Daddy didn’t move. He stood with his arms crossed, watching us struggle and worship, our mouths fumbling over leather and metal like obedient sluts in heat. My heart hammered in my chest, my breath coming fast through my nose as I finally felt the belt loosen and slip free with a slow, sinful hiss.

She wasted no time. She slid down lower, nuzzling his bulge with her nose, mouthing the thick outline through his pants. She moaned into it, letting her lips trace the heavy ridge underneath. I moved to the other side, face burning as I leaned in. My glossy lips kissed his zipper. I could smell him—musk, arousal, raw masculine heat—and I left a faint trail of lipstick across his slacks, marking him like a filthy little bride. The cage inside my thong pulsed helplessly. My plug shifted with every shaky breath.

I was trembling. Flushed. Aching.

And completely exposed in every way.

Daddy looked down and grunted. “Look at you,” he said. “Lipstick already on my cock and I haven’t even pulled it out.”

She laughed, soft and wicked, fingers trailing down my cheek with a touch that was both loving and filthy. Her nails scratched lightly under my chin, tilting my face up toward hers. Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper, lips brushing my ear as she spoke, each word sliding under my skin like silk laced with poison.

"You're not just my husband anymore," she murmured, breath hot and sweet, heavy with champagne and power. "You're Daddy's pussy too now."

My chest tightened, a shiver running straight through me, the words hitting deeper than I was ready for. My eyes fluttered shut as my thighs clenched uselessly, the cage pressing into the soaked lace of my thong. My body ached, exposed, needy.

I didn’t just belong to her alone anymore. I never really had.

This was our wedding night.

And I wasn’t the groom. I wasn’t even the man.

I was the second bride.

Daddy’s second bride.

It’s strange what comes back to you at moments like this. As I knelt there in the honeymoon suite hours later—panties soaked, plug buzzing, and Daddy watching us like we were his property—I couldn’t help but drift back to that morning. The start of it all.

The morning sunlight had poured through the hotel windows, warm and golden, casting a soft glow across the suite. The world outside buzzed with anticipation—flowers being arranged, guests arriving, champagne being chilled. Inside, everything was still—except for my heartbeat.

I stood in front of the mirror in nothing but tux pants, my shirt hanging open, my chest rising and falling in shallow breaths. I looked like any other groom about to marry the woman of his dreams.

But under the surface? I was something else entirely.

My panties were pure white lace, tight, delicate, obscene. A high-waisted cut that hugged my hips like a whisper, pretty little bows resting above each thigh. She had chosen them, of course—a perfect match to the exact same expensive set she wore under her breathtaking wedding gown. Her panties too were white lace, the same pearl-studded trim, the same sinful secret against her skin while the world thought her innocent in ivory. Just like she chose the sheer stockings now halfway up my legs, the garter belt she was carefully clipping to them, the same ones she'd slipped onto herself that morning with a smile full of wicked joy. I trembled beneath her touch, knowing we were both dressed as Daddy's brides beneath it all.

She looked up at me and smiled, that same confident, radiant smile that had undone me from the very start.

“Every groom should feel like a bride on his big day,” she said, giggling as she gave one garter strap a playful snap.

I couldn’t speak. My mouth was dry, my body already responding, the cage beneath the lace pressing tight as she reached behind her for the plug.

It was new. Elegant. White with a rose gold base, shaped perfectly for humiliation and pleasure. She kissed the tip of it, lips glossed and wicked, before coating it in lube and turning back to me.

“Bend over,” she whispered.

I obeyed. I always did.

As I bent forward, the memory of two days ago flickered through my mind—Daddy had treated us both to a full day at a luxury spa, his way of preparing his brides for the big day. Side by side, we had been pampered, scrubbed, and waxed from head to toe. Every inch of me below the eyebrows was left smooth and gleaming, my skin tingling and baby-soft, as if my entire body had been groomed to be touched, to be used.

Now, her gloved hand spread me open with the same casual grace she'd shown at the spa, admiring how silky and hairless I was. Her other hand guided the toy inside me with slow, deliberate pressure, twisting gently, pushing past resistance. I gasped, knees buckling slightly as the thick base kissed my rim and locked into place.

“There,” she said, smoothing the lace back into place with a little smirk. “Perfect.”

Then she reached for her bouquet—a soft white arrangement of lilies and cream roses—and turned it slightly to reveal the hidden compartment inside.

A remote.

Daddy’s gift.

She held it up and smiled, eyes glinting. “Guess what yours is going to do,” she teased, her finger tapping the control as a soft vibration started deep inside me.

“He gave me one too,” she added, lowering her voice, lips brushing my ear. “An identical plug. I’m wearing it right now under this gown. Only difference is… the remote for mine is with Daddy.”

My breath caught, a rush of heat flooding my face as I imagined him with that remote in his pocket, deciding exactly when to make her moan.

I moaned before I could stop myself.

She giggled and tugged the panties snug, sealing everything in, then helped me into the rest of my tux. Each button she fastened felt like a stitch pulling me into a secret identity—a facade of a groom on the outside, her little sissy bride underneath.

Before doing up my tie, she smoothed the fabric over my chest, adjusted the garter beneath my slacks, and gave the plug one sharp buzz.

I jerked forward with a breathless gasp.

She leaned in close, lips brushing my ear, her voice honeyed and low.

“To the world, you're my handsome groom. But underneath?” Her hand grazed the front of my trousers, pressing softly over the outline of my caged, pantied cock, feeling the helpless little bulge trapped beneath lace and silk. “You're my sissy bride. And tonight? You're Daddy's too.”

She kissed me softly, her tongue teasing, lingering for a moment as if she didn’t want to let go. Her hands cupped my face, thumbs brushing my flushed cheeks.

“I love you, sweetie,” she whispered, her voice suddenly softer, more tender. “More than anyone ever will. You’re mine—my perfect little sissy. And nothing makes me happier than sharing this life with you baby.”

She stepped back then, her expression melting into a playful smirk as she straightened my tie with a gentle tug.

“Let’s go get married, pretty boy.”

The chapel was full.

Friends, family, co-workers. Rows of people dressed in pastel and pearls, smiling with cameras, completely unaware. No one knew that beneath the crisp tuxedo fabric hugging my frame was a layer of filth I could barely contain. My panties were glued to my skin, pearl-studded and soaked. The lace tickled every time my thighs moved. The garter hugged my hips like a promise. The stockings made each step feel like I was walking through a dirty little dream. And the plug—God, the plug—was humming at the lowest setting, just enough to keep me on edge, to keep me submissive, leaking, and barely composed.

Every step forward was a silent moan. My cock strained uselessly inside its cage, pressed snug against the damp lining of my sissy panties. With every shift of my thighs, the pearls rubbed and teased, turning my walk into a trembling performance.

I walked the aisle alone, to the world a confident groom, but inside I was burning.

My eyes flicked across the rows of strangers, the smiling oblivious faces, and landed on the one that made my knees go weak.

Daddy.

He sat like a king among peasants. Towering. Silent. Regal in his tailored charcoal suit, his shirt unbuttoned just enough to tease, his dark skin gleaming with power. One hand rested over his thigh, fingers splayed like he already owned the room—and me.

He didn’t blink. He didn’t smile.

He didn’t need to.

I could feel the weight of him across the space between us. Like gravity. Like heat. Like ownership.

I swallowed hard, just as the plug pulsed again inside me, a sneaky little buzz from my bride that made my body jolt. My thighs clenched, my steps wobbled, and I could feel a fresh leak dampening the silk even more.

Daddy’s gaze never left mine.

Just before I reached the altar, he tilted his head—slow, deliberate—and his lips moved with surgical precision.

“Slut.”

No sound needed. The word pierced me like a knife dipped in honey.

My cock twitched violently inside the cage. I nearly gasped. My knees buckled for half a second before I caught myself.

My whole body screamed with the need to fall to the floor, to kneel at his feet, to present myself to him right then and there—but I kept walking.

Because the show had only just begun.

She entered like a dream sculpted in ivory and elegance. Her gown shimmered with delicate beadwork, clinging to her curves in a way that was both regal and absolutely sexy. Common conscience would say I was marrying way out of my league. A few might even whisper that I was one lucky son of a bitch to be bagging someone so beautiful, so successful, so untouchably radiant. If only they knew the kind of filthy, depraved things she let Daddy do to her behind closed doors. If only they knew what kind of bride she really was under all that silk and sparkle. The lace traced the swell of her breasts, the soft flare of her hips, and every step she took made her look like she was gliding—a goddess cloaked in innocence, even though I knew exactly what hid beneath that silk. The same pearl-studded panties. The same garter, the same stockings. The same plug.

Her eyes found mine as she took her place beside me, and her smile was soft, sweet, and devastating. She reached for my hand, squeezing it with gentle affection—but I saw it. The tiniest twitch in her jaw, the faintest flicker in her lashes.

Daddy had started her vibration, too.

The priest began speaking, but the words melted away into static. All I could feel was the warm pulse inside me, the electricity of her touch, the weight of Daddy’s presence like a collar I couldn’t take off.

“You may kiss the bride,” he finally said.

I turned to her, flushed, trembling, lips quivering with devotion and shame.

I kissed her before the world. Her perfect lips, her loving tongue, and the filthy, sacred secret only the three of us knew. The chapel erupted in joyful fanfare—applause, cheers, phones held high, cameras flashing. There were gasps and coos from the front row, the sounds of celebration and innocent awe. To them, it was the picture of love. A beautiful bride. A devoted groom. A fairytale ending.

But under all that silk and satin, beneath the applause and confetti, we both buzzed with Daddy’s wicked little truths. Their cheers only made the filthier parts of me squirm harder.

And behind us, in the front row, sat the man who owned every part of this.

Because I wasn’t the groom.

I was the gift.

The festivities had ended, the champagne gone flat, the laughter fading into silence. But our night was only beginning.

The elevator ride up to the honeymoon suite was quiet. Too quiet. Just her and me—bride and groom to everyone else, but we both knew better. She held my hand, fingers laced through mine, her engagement ring cold and heavy against my palm, a reminder of how far she'd come—and how far I'd fallen. I was still in my tux, but beneath it, the lace panties clung to my skin, soaked and buzzing faintly from the plug still snug inside me. I shifted on my feet and tried to hide my wince as the motion pressed the cage harder into the damp fabric.

She leaned closer and whispered against my ear, her voice laced with tease. “Tonight’s not just about us, baby. It’s about showing him how much you’ve changed.”

My heart raced, the anticipation crawling under my skin. She squeezed my hand again and gave me a look so full of smug affection and filthy promise, it made my knees weak. I was marrying the woman of my dreams, yes—but Daddy’s blessing had made it possible. And tonight, we were going to prove just how much of a good girl I could be for both of them.

The elevator dinged softly. Our suite waited.. She looked over at me with a sly, knowing smile and squeezed my hand. I squeezed back, breath shallow, mind already racing through what was coming next.

The suite was stunning. Daddy had paid for the penthouse suite at the hotel for this special night. Velvet drapes, soft candlelight, white roses everywhere. The bed was massive, layered in silk sheets and rose petals, a throne for the man who owned us both.

She gave my hand a squeeze and stepped toward the bed.

“I’ll start slipping out of this dress,” she said with a sultry smile. “Go make yourself pretty, baby. You know how Daddy likes you.”

I nodded, eyes low, and padded into the bathroom. The moment the door closed behind me, I exhaled shakily, then flipped on the lights.

Time to transform.

I peeled away the tuxedo, folding the jacket and slipping out of the pants until I was left in nothing but my lingerie—the lace panties damp from hours of teasing, the garter still tight, the plug still seated deep. The tuxedo shirt slid off my shoulders like the last mask being discarded. I stayed like that for a moment, breathing in the sight of myself: stripped, bound by lace, the soft hum of submission already in my veins. Then I moved to the counter and set about my routine.

Foundation, blush, soft pink gloss. Thick lashes. A touch of shimmer on my cheekbones. I styled my hair to fall over one shoulder in soft curls, feminine and flirty. I applied perfume at the pulse of my neck, wrists, and thighs. Then, with trembling fingers, I slipped on the final touch—my satin elbow-length gloves, smooth and cool against my freshly waxed skin, sliding up my arms like silk restraints. They completed the look: delicate, polished, submissive. By the time I looked into the mirror again, the groom was long gone.

Only the sissy remained.

The bathroom door creaked open.

I stepped out, trembling in my six-inch heels, each step a shaky click against the plush carpet, the soft swish of lace brushing against my thighs. My skin tingled, my plug shifting with every movement, the blush-colored lace set clinging to my smooth body, transformed and aching. My nipples were hard beneath the bra cups, my cage straining under the weight of arousal I wasn’t allowed to act on. Our actual wedding night began then.

Daddy was now seated in the armchair, thighs spread wide, his big black cock already semi-hard and resting heavy against his thigh. His shirt was open, his gaze hungry.

She now sat on the edge of the bed in her silk robe, untied and loose around her body, one shoulder bare and glowing in the candlelight. Her matching lingerie peeked through—a mirror to mine—the same pearl-studded thong stretched across her hips, the same lace bra teasing her nipples through sheer fabric. We had undressed Daddy just moments before with our mouths, worshipping every inch as we freed his cock from the confines of his briefs, our lipstick smudging his thighs. Afterward, we had paused to catch our breath, sipping champagne in the afterglow of obedience, letting the buzz of anticipation soak into the air. Now she waited for the next act, every inch of her looking like seduction wrapped in silk, her eyes locked on me with that same smug, loving hunger.

He looked at me and smiled, voice low and gravel-thick.

“There they are,” he said. “My two perfect brides.”

My heart pounded. My knees weakened.

“On your knees,” he added, voice darker.

I sank instantly, kneeling on the plush carpet, head low, my breathing shallow. She rose gracefully from the bed and knelt beside me without hesitation, our shoulders brushing. Her touch grounded me, but Daddy’s gaze set me ablaze.

Daddy unzipped a black velvet box and opened it slowly, like he was unveiling some sacred relic.

Inside lay the most exquisite, degrading thing I’d ever seen.

A custom-made chastity cage in gleaming rose gold, its shaft wrapped in tiny, sparkling diamonds. At the tip, right near the slit, the word “Owned” was etched in delicate, cursive script—like it belonged in a display case, like it was made not just to deny but to humiliate. It was beautiful. And horrifying.

“Time for the Ceremony of Truth,” Daddy said, his voice a low purr that made my toes curl.

My wife didn’t hesitate. She reached for me like I was her favorite toy, fingertips grazing up my trembling inner thighs. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my pearl-studded thong and tugged it down slowly, letting the air kiss my bare, smooth skin as it slid over my thighs. She dipped her fingers down to my twitching cocklet, collecting the glistening pre-cum pooling at the tip. With a wicked little smile, she raised her slick fingers to her mouth and slid them between her lips, sucking slowly, tasting me like a treat. Her eyes stayed locked on mine the entire time, her moan soft and filthy as she swallowed. Then she ran them over the tip of my old plastic cage, making me twitch.

“Let’s set you free, baby,” she whispered, finding the little pink key we kept hidden in her travel bag.

Click.

The moment the lock popped, I gasped. My tiny, soft cocklet flopped forward pathetically, barely rising, already leaking. I could feel the heat of my arousal without even being hard. I was so sensitive it almost hurt. She touched the tip, dragging her slick fingers down it, and giggled.

“So sensitive,” she cooed. “You really do need to be locked back up, don’t you, sweet thing?”

Daddy leaned forward, voice low and commanding, his cock resting heavy against his thigh as his eyes pinned me in place.

“Tell me whose slut you are,” he growled. “Tell me what you want more than a honeymoon fuck.”

My lips trembled as I looked up at him, my free small cock twitching, leaking helplessly between my legs.

“I’m your slut, Daddy,” I whispered. “Yours and hers. Please lock me back up. Please, I need it. I want it more than anything. I want to belong to you both. Please... make me yours forever.”

Daddy’s smile deepened. “Good girl.”

She took her time fitting the rose gold cage over my cocklet, lifting it delicately between her fingers, her touch reverent and filthy. The cold metal kissed my skin as she slid it into place, her tongue peeking out as she aligned every perfect edge.

“So fucking small,” she teased. “Just the way we like it.”

The click of the lock made my entire body jolt. I whimpered, the weight of the cage a comforting, humiliating pressure against my leaking hole.

She leaned down and kissed the tip through the slit, her lips warm, soft, possessive.

“Mine,” she whispered. “Forever.”

She slipped one necklace over her own head—a diamond pendant with a delicate key. Daddy did the same.

I had no access. I had no control.

Daddy wasn’t done.

He reached into the box again, pulling out something that sparkled so hard under the chandelier it almost hurt to look at. Two chokers, both diamond-studded from end to end, catching the light like a pair of halos for his sluts. But it was the centerpiece that stole my breath: the word “Wifey” screamed from the middle of each collar in bold, unapologetic lettering, spelled out in thick-set pink sapphires—expensive, obscene, and impossibly bright. No metal plate, no gentle tag. Just raw, gleaming filth spelled out in gemstones across the neck of Daddy’s obedient girls.

He took his time, letting the chain slip through his fingers like silk before fastening the first one around her throat. The sparkle framed her collarbones, the word glinting like a brand. She tilted her chin up proudly.

Then he turned to me.

My throat was bare, trembling. I lifted my head, lips parted, eyes wide and waiting. He leaned in, fingers brushing my skin, the soft weight of the choker settling against me like a collar made of sex and shame.

The clasp clicked, locking me in.

We matched.

His wives.

His property.

Then came the plug—not just any plug, but the one she always saved for Daddy’s nights. Bigger. Thicker. The smooth, glossy black silicone gleamed under the low lighting, girthy enough to fill me completely but just manageable with the right amount of lube and surrender. This one didn’t just stretch—it claimed.

She called it my “bedtime pacifier.” I knew what that meant. I’d be kept warm and full all night—stuffed, occupied, and ready.

She dipped her fingers into the thick jar of lube and coated it generously, letting it drip down the base until her hands shimmered with slick shine. Her fingers moved with practiced confidence, letting some fall across her palm before she slowly rubbed the tip of the plug in slow, circular strokes—like she was anointing it. She brought it to my lips, holding it like a cock.

“Open up for Daddy’s plug, baby,” she whispered, voice soaked in filth and affection. “He wants you nice and stretched for bedtime.”

My lips parted automatically. I knew what to do.

I suckled the head, tongue swirling over the smooth silicone, the faint taste of the water lube, and something faintly floral from the scented oil we used. I moaned low in my throat, holding eye contact with her like the good little thing I was. She smiled sweetly, then pulled it free with a wet pop, letting a string of spit and lube stretch between us before it broke.

“Good girl,” she murmured, standing.

I whimpered and turned, crawling toward the bed, my heels clicking faintly against the hardwood. The sheets welcomed me with cool silk, and I climbed up and positioned myself exactly how they liked—face down, ass up, legs parted wide, presenting my stretched hole and aching cage. My thighs trembled slightly as I settled in, the plug I wore earlier already removed, the absence of fullness making me feel so exposed, so empty.

She climbed up behind me slowly, like a predator with all the time in the world, her hands spreading my cheeks. Her nails raked gently down my inner thighs, not enough to scratch, just enough to remind me I was hers.

Then the tip pressed to my entrance. I gasped.

“Shhh,” she crooned. “It’s just your pacifier, sweetheart. Take it in for Daddy.”

And I did.

The pressure bloomed slowly, the stretch building as she pushed it past resistance. My hole fluttered, clenching down instinctively, but she didn’t stop. Her hand pressed firmly between my shoulder blades, keeping me in place, while the thick silicone plug pushed deeper, wider—until the widest part popped inside with a shuddering snap.

I cried out, face buried in the sheets, the sound muffled but raw. My body trembled. My cock jerked uselessly in its cage.

“There we go,” she purred, stroking the plug’s base now seated snug between my cheeks. “Nice and stuffed. Daddy’s going to love how you squirm around him later. I can't wait to finally watch”

She leaned forward, kissed my back, and whispered, “You’re perfect now.”

And she was right.

The Ceremony of Truth was complete.

And the night was just beginning.

The suite was silent now, humming with heat and tension. The Ceremony of Truth had left its mark on us—my plug sat snug and full inside me, my cage pulsed against soaked lace, and the choker around my neck glittered in the candlelight with pink sapphires spelling out exactly what I was: Wifey. She wore the same. We matched. Owned.

Daddy stood over us like a god, bare-chested and massive, his dark skin gleaming with sweat and candlelight. His cock hung thick and proud, already wet with precum, the shaft glistening like it had been oiled. He hadn’t even touched himself. Just watching us squirm had been enough.

He gave us that look—the one that made my stomach flip and my throat tighten. That look that told me I was his. That we both were.

"Up on the bed," he said, his voice low, casual, like this was just the next step in a routine we already knew by heart.

She moved first, her heels slipping off with a lazy kick before climbing onto the bed, silk sheets rustling beneath her. Her robe slipped off her shoulders as she crawled up on all fours, giving Daddy a perfect view of her slick, eager pussy peeking from behind her thong. My own heels clicked against the floor as I followed, my cheeks hot and my thighs trembling. Every step made the plug shift deeper, every breath made my cage ache.

I knelt at the head of the bed, positioned just where Daddy liked me. I could see everything. She lay back, legs parted slowly, deliberately, her thong peeled to the side by her own fingers to show just how wet she already was. Her folds glistened, swollen and ready, the scent of her arousal thick in the air. My caged cock twitched helplessly, drooling into lace.

Daddy climbed onto the bed like he was claiming it. He moved between her legs, gripped her thighs like they belonged to him—and they did. He didn’t ask. He didn’t tease. He lined up his cock with her dripping slit and looked down at her.

She tilted her head toward me.

"Hold my hand, baby," she whispered, voice already trembling.

I reached for her and laced our fingers together.

Then Daddy sank in, slow and unforgiving. The thick head of his cock stretched her folds wide, and I watched with breathless awe as he kept pushing, inch by thick inch. Her body trembled, her back arched off the bed, and a long, broken moan burst from her throat. The sound was pure need, edged with something deeper—worship.

She squeezed my hand tight, nails digging into my palm. I could feel her whole body tighten beneath him, her pussy fluttering as it strained to take him in. I watched every moment—how her lips stretched wide around his girth, how her hips lifted just slightly, trying to keep up with his slow, claiming thrust.

When he finally bottomed out, his hips flush against her, the room seemed to hold its breath. I saw her bite her lip, tears brimming in her eyes as she whimpered. She looked overwhelmed. Used. Beautiful.

Daddy held there, buried inside her, grinding his pelvis slow against her clit like he was savoring her surrender. Then he started moving. Not fast. Not yet. He dragged his cock out until just the head remained tucked inside her stretched, soaked pussy, then pushed back in with a firm, patient thrust that made her gasp and writhe.

The rhythm began—deep, steady, ruinous.

Her breasts bounced in their lace cage, her hips rolling instinctively to meet each thrust, her moans growing louder, wetter. The bed creaked beneath them, silk sheets twisting as her body arched and bucked.

Daddy grunted, his eyes never leaving her face. “Look at that,” he growled. “That’s what a real wedding night looks like.”

I could barely breathe. My throat was tight, my chest shaking.

“Th-thank you, Daddy,” I whispered. “Thank you for giving her a real wedding night.”

He narrowed his eyes.

“Louder.”

I flinched. “Thank you, Daddy!”

He fucked her harder in response, his thrusts turning savage and deep, each one hammering into her soaked cunt with a wet, relentless rhythm that echoed off the walls. The sound of his hips slapping her flesh was obscene—raw and primal—punctuated by her helpless moans that pitched higher with every punishing stroke. Her body bucked beneath him, thighs trembling, her tits bouncing in their lace prison as he used her like she was nothing more than a perfect, begging hole.

Her hand clawed at the sheets, the other clutching mine with a desperate grip that made my knuckles ache. She was unraveling, coming apart beneath him, body quaking with every thrust.

“Daddy,” she sobbed. “Please… please breed me. Fill me up. I need it… I need your cum in me… I want to feel it drip out of me… please!”

Daddy snarled, hips slamming in once more with a brutal grind, his cock buried to the base, her pussy stretched around him, clenching like it was begging to be filled. He held there for just a moment, grinding his pelvis against her soaked folds, her clit mashed under the pressure.

Then he let go.

His breath caught, a deep rumble in his chest as he pressed in impossibly deep. Her eyes flew open, her mouth fell slack, and I felt her whole body jolt as he spilled inside her—hot, thick spurts pumping deep into her cunt. His cock pulsed again and again, his cum pouring into her with each twitch, flooding her tight, used hole.

She gasped at the heat, arching into him, wrapping her legs around his waist as if she could pull him even deeper. "Yes, Daddy... yes, fill me... oh fuck, I feel it, I feel it!"

He grunted, still grinding, holding her locked to the base as her pussy milked every last drop. When he finally pulled out, it was slow, deliberate, and followed by the thickest spill of white-hot seed, gushing from her abused slit, coating her inner thighs, her folds, her ass.

She reached between her legs, fingers dipping into the mess, moaning as she smeared it up over her folds, her clit, her belly.

She gasped at the heat, at the feeling of his seed marking her, her fingers dipping instinctively between her legs to smear it across her folds.

Daddy's voice cut through, rough and commanding.

“On her face.”

She didn’t hesitate. She giggled softly, breath still ragged, and climbed up the bed with a slow, practiced roll of her hips. Her thighs glistened with Daddy’s cum, and her pussy was puffy, flushed, stretched open and leaking. She straddled my face without shame, her eyes on Daddy as she lowered herself slowly, sensually, until the full, messy weight of her heat met my mouth.

Her thighs pinned me down, slick and trembling. I could feel every twitch in her legs as she settled, grinding her spent pussy against my lips with a sigh of filthy satisfaction.

“Smother her, baby,” Daddy said, pouring himself a drink from the crystal decanter on the dresser like this was just another show. “Let my cum drip right into her mouth. Let her know what being married really means.”

She shivered, then leaned forward, bracing herself on the headboard, and pushed her hips forward—my nose pressed to her clit, my lips parting beneath the flood of slick and seed.

“Clean me,” she moaned. “Lick it all up, slut. Daddy bred me for you.”

I opened my mouth, tongue flat and eager. Her cum-slick folds rubbed against me, and I tasted everything. Her arousal. His cum. The heat of their fucking.

Daddy sat nearby, his drink in hand, eyes trained on us with lazy hunger. The glass clicked softly as he swirled the liquor, lips curling into a smirk.

“Good little wifey,” he murmured. “Don’t spill a drop.”

I moaned against her slit, the mess of her and Daddy filling my mouth, my nose, my whole fucking head. Her pussy was sloppy—puffy, gaping, the taste overwhelming. I lapped up everything that spilled out, swirling my tongue deep between her folds, chasing every drop of cum as it dripped onto my tongue. Her hole flexed with each pass of my tongue, still fluttering from the pounding she’d just taken, and I felt another gush spill down my chin.

She rocked her hips slowly, deliberately, dragging her clit along the bridge of my nose while I sucked greedily at the heat pouring into my mouth. The smell of sex coated my lungs, my eyes were wet, and I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to.

Daddy sipped his drink and let out a low hum of approval.

“Keep going,” he said, voice smooth. “Don’t stop until she’s empty.”

Daddy sat reclined like a king, legs wide, cock resting heavy across his thigh, the shaft already swelling again as he watched us—his two ruined brides, smeared in sweat, cum, and each other's filth. One of us was still panting through the aftershocks, fingers lazily swirling through the creamy mess between her thighs. The other—me—was on all fours, face dewy with slick, lips plump and raw from worship, chin dripping with more than spit.

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t have to.

The change in the air was instant. Thicker. Charged. I felt it prickle over my skin like heat before a lightning strike. Daddy stood, silent but commanding, and I knew exactly where I was supposed to be.

His cock swung low between his thighs, heavy and veined, already hardening as he walked toward me. Every step he took made my heart race harder, my hole clench tighter, my throat tighten with need.

He didn’t need to say a word. A tilt of his chin toward the bed and I moved, scrambling up like an obedient bitch in heat. I knelt where he wanted me—back arched, hands planted, my tiny, locked cock aching under satin, my chest rising and falling in frantic, shallow breaths.

My wife sat watching from the headboard, her legs parted again, two fingers slick with Daddy’s cum still teasing herself lazily. She bit her lip, smiling down at me like the proud, filthy goddess she was.

Daddy stepped up to the edge, looming over me. His cock brushed my mouth, thick and already glistening with precum. He smeared it across my lips, ruining what was left of my gloss with slow, deliberate swipes.

“Keep your eyes on her,” he ordered, voice deep as thunder.

I turned my eyes to her.

She licked her lips, her voice a slow purr. “Open up, baby.”

I parted my lips with a soft gasp, already moaning before the head of his cock breached my mouth.

Daddy pressed the tip against my tongue, letting it rest there—just a moment of silence, heat, and expectation—before he pushed in. The flavor hit first: bitter, musky, pure power. My tongue instinctively curled beneath him, welcoming, worshipping. Then came the stretch—inch by thick, throbbing inch—forcing my mouth wider, my lips straining to stay sealed around his girth as the head pushed toward the back of my throat.

I could barely keep my breath steady, but I obeyed.

His hands gripped my hair—tight, possessive—and in one brutal, smooth thrust, he buried himself deeper. My eyes went wide, chest heaving as my throat clenched around him. I gagged wetly, spit pooling on my tongue.

And still—I didn’t break eye contact with her.

She was watching me intently, two fingers circling her clit, eyes glazed with lust as she moaned at the sight of her sissy bride choking on Daddy’s cock.

“Good girl,” she whispered, her voice dark and molten.

Daddy didn’t give me time to recover. He pulled out an inch, then slammed back in—his cock heavier, deeper, the blunt head battering my throat. My lipstick smeared up his shaft, my jaw locked wide. I felt every ridge, every throb. My lashes fluttered with effort.

My throat burned. My nose was buried in the base of him, the scent of him overpowering, grounding me in submission.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

His hips slammed forward again and again. Each thrust louder, wetter, messier. My face was being used—no gentleness, no pause. Just relentless pressure and filthy purpose.

Drool poured from the corners of my mouth, stringing down my chin and splashing onto the sheets. My nose ran. My cheeks were wet from tears and spit. I was an absolute mess—and she loved it.

She crawled closer, her knees brushing against mine as she brought her hand to my cheek. She cupped it sweetly for a second, thumb wiping some spit away—then slapped me, light but sharp.

“Pretty little whore,” she cooed, her voice dripping with affection and filth. “You take Daddy so well.”

Daddy groaned above me, his cock thrusting deeper with rougher rhythm now, thick and relentless, pounding into my throat with a need that made my body tremble. I gagged around him, throat fluttering, jaw burning, but I swallowed—again and again—trying to keep up with the brutal rhythm.

Every time I managed to suppress the reflex, he rewarded me with more—more cock, more pressure, more praise. The head of his cock throbbed against the back of my throat, and I could feel each pulse as he used me.

She crawled closer, brushing her fingers along my cheek again. Then she leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to my tear-streaked temple.

“That’s it, baby,” she whispered, her lips brushing my skin. “You were made to choke for Daddy.”

My body answered before my mind did.

I pushed deeper, burying my nose against the base of him, letting the musk and salt fill my senses. Spit and tears ran freely down my chin and onto my chest. I was nothing but a hole now—a warm, obedient, ruined throat made to serve.

He grunted, his grip in my hair tightening. I felt his cock pulse again, angry and hard, dragging against my tongue with every deep thrust.

And I let him.

Because I loved it.

Because this was who I was.

His mouth. His bride.

His filthy, eager, perfect little whore.

Daddy lay back against the headboard, legs spread in easy dominance, cock still glistening from the ruin he’d made of my throat. I knelt at the foot of the bed, gasping through the last of my tears, spit still trailing down my chin, the taste of him and my own surrender lingering thick on my tongue.

My wife reached for me, stroked my cheek, and kissed the corner of my mouth—as if to say I’d done well, as if to remind me that this wasn’t the end.

And it wasn’t.

Daddy’s chest rose slowly, power humming just beneath his skin. He looked untouched despite everything, like a god among chaos. The sheets were soaked, twisted around limbs and slick with sex, and still he lay there—calm, commanding.

He patted his thighs.

“Crawl to me.”

We obeyed instantly. I moved first, knees weak, throat sore, and face a mess of tears and spit that had dried sticky across my cheeks. Each crawl forward made my cage ache between my legs, every shift of my thighs grinding the plug in deeper. I felt her move beside me, elegant even on all fours, her thighs shimmering with slick, her tits swaying with every motion.

We reached him together, the heat of his body drawing us in. His cock lay heavy against his abdomen, still wet and swollen from what he had done to me. It twitched as we stared at it—thick veins pulsing, the head flushed dark and glistening.

She moved first. She always did. Her hand curled around the base like it belonged there, her grip confident, almost possessive. She stroked him slowly, reverently, thumb teasing the thick ridge beneath the head, spreading fresh precum over the already-slick surface.

I followed lower. My lips brushed along his thigh, worshipful. I could smell myself on him. Taste my own shame still clinging to his skin. I moaned softly, nosing under his cock, letting the heavy weight rest against my cheek as I brought my mouth to his balls.

They were warm and tight, damp with sweat and drool from earlier. I kissed them like something sacred, tongue trailing up their curve before I sucked one between my lips, slow and wet. I let it fill my mouth while she leaned over us both and kissed the underside of his shaft, our mouths moving in unison, syncing over his body.

“Good girls,” he rumbled, low and rough, his voice curling in my spine like a leash tightening.

We didn’t stop.

We found a rhythm without speaking, as if our mouths were synced by instinct, by heat. She stroked him with slow, practiced grace, letting the slick glide of her hand build pressure, keeping him thick and aching. I stayed low, lips wrapped around one heavy ball, sucking gently, letting it fill my mouth as my tongue swirled and teased.

Her mouth dropped lower to meet mine. I felt her breath against my skin before her lips touched his shaft. She pressed a soft kiss just above where I was sucking, and our mouths met over the thick base, warm and wet. My cheek brushed hers, and we shared a quiet moan between us. She tasted like him. I tasted her.

She shifted first, trailing her tongue up his length in a slow, teasing stripe. I followed her path downward, kissing the curve of his sack, letting my spit trail in lines that glistened in the low light. Our tongues worked together over him, licking, kissing, tasting each other through his cock.

Our mouths crossed again—hers at the head, mine at the root. I felt the shudder that ran through his body as we devoured him from both ends. He groaned, a deep, brutal sound, and his hands found our heads, fingers gripping gently, guiding us.

He grunted, hips twitching as he shifted slightly beneath us, hungry for more, for everything we had left to give.

“Switch. You—” his fingers slid under my chin, tilting my head up, “—get back there. You—” his eyes cut to her, dark and heavy, “—on my face. Now.”

She giggled, already moving before he finished the command. Her body flowed over him like silk, her hands gliding up his chest as she swung one leg over and straddled his face with practiced grace. She turned herself around, lowering slowly, deliberately, until her soaked pussy hovered over his mouth.

His hands gripped her ass the moment she settled, fingers digging into her flesh as he yanked her down. His tongue was already working before she let out her first gasp, diving into her folds, lips suctioning around her clit with greedy precision.

I watched her shiver before dragging my mouth down his thigh, inch by inch, trailing soft, filthy kisses until I reached the base of his cock. I shifted lower, the scent of sweat and heat growing heady as I moved between his legs.

His hole was already glistening, tight and flushed, slick from the sweat pooling between his cheeks. I spread him open gently, watching it twitch under my breath, and leaned in with reverence.

My tongue met his rim with a slow, wet stroke. I dragged it up the crease, then back down, licking deeper each time. The first press made him grunt—low and filthy—straight into her cunt.

That groan made her whimper and rock her hips harder against his face, grinding herself down on him while she reached back to pull her cheeks wider, giving him full access.

I circled the tight ring again, spit trailing in long strings, then pushed in just slightly, flicking, licking, worshipping him like it was my purpose.

His whole body tensed, then relaxed with a shudder. I moaned against him.

She moaned louder.

His tongue in her. My tongue in him.

We rocked with the bed.

We were all being devoured.

She rocked her hips against his face, her thighs trembling as she ground down. My tongue circled, flicked, pressed deeper. I rimmed him with everything I had—long, messy licks, spit dripping as I worshipped the last untouched part of him.

The bed rocked. Our moans overlapped. He had a tongue in his ass, a pussy on his mouth, and his cock resting proud and twitching on his stomach.

Daddy didn’t just own us.

He owned every hole in the room.

The sheets were soaked, twisted around our bodies, heavy with the scent of cum and sweat. His tongue still coated with her taste, my mouth still sticky with his scent. I could feel it—the throb of my caged cock against the mattress, the ache deep inside me where my tongue had been buried in Daddy’s ass, the vibration of her moans still echoing through my spine. She lay above him, glistening and blissed out, her juices smeared across his chin. I was still kneeling between his thighs, spit-slick and raw.

Daddy sat up, slowly, the muscles in his chest flexing as he adjusted beneath her.

He looked at me.

“On your stomach, baby.”

My breath hitched.

My wife slid off his chest and moved toward me. Her eyes were wide, soft, and wet. This was her first time seeing him take me—not just preparing me or hearing the sounds from behind closed doors. She was going to witness it. All of it.

I moved as if in a trance. My body obeyed, even as my mind trembled.

I rolled over slowly, limbs shaky, and laid my face down into the damp pillow. My ass was lifted slightly, plug still nestled inside, pressing deep. My caged cock throbbed helplessly against the bed.

Daddy didn’t rush. He hovered behind me like a shadow of control, his presence hot and heavy on my back. I felt the bed dip beneath his weight, the air tighten around us.

His hands spread my cheeks slowly, reverently, thumbs dragging over the flushed skin with deliberate pressure. The touch alone made me twitch, my caged cock pressed tight to the sheets, useless and aching.

His fingers traced around the plug, teasing the rim of my hole with featherlight circles. I gasped when he gave the base a gentle twist, rocking it inside me. He tugged—just a little—enough to make my breath hitch and my hips jerk forward.

Then he pulled it free.

It slipped from me with a wet pop, my hole fluttering open in its absence. The emptiness that followed made me whimper into the pillow, hole twitching, clenching instinctively around nothing.

"So empty now," he murmured, voice dark and full of promise. "So needy."

He leaned forward and dragged a single finger along my seam, collecting slick that had already begun to bead from how open and ready I was. Then he reached lower, between my thighs, and cupped my caged cock.

It twitched violently in his palm.

"You’re dripping already," he chuckled, giving the cage a gentle shake, just enough to make the pearls of precum smear against my thighs. "Fucking perfect. My good little bride. Made for this."

My wife sat beside me, her hand finding mine. She squeezed it tight as Daddy knelt between my legs.

Before the first touch, Daddy took his time. He leaned back, reaching for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, the slick sound of the cap popping sending a jolt through my chest. My wife sat up slightly, watching, then wordlessly offered her hand. He poured a generous amount onto her palm, the clear liquid glistening under the soft light.

She leaned in, spreading it across his thick shaft, fingers moving slowly, deliberately, working the lube into every ridge, every vein. Her eyes flicked to mine as she stroked him, lips parting in a breathy smile. "He’s gonna stretch you so good, baby."

Daddy grunted softly, then coated his fingers again and rubbed more lube between my cheeks, circling the twitching rim of my hole, now empty and desperate. His fingers slid easily over the entrance, easing some inside, twisting and teasing until I gasped and rocked back.

Only then did he position himself.

The first touch of his cockhead against my hole made me freeze, my breath catching in my throat. He held there, letting the heat of him radiate against me, giving me a moment to feel just how wide I would have to open.

Then he pushed.

The burn was instant, stretching me wide, setting fire through my spine. But it was slow. So slow. He fed me inch after thick inch, stopping to let me breathe, letting me whimper and tremble as I adjusted.

It wasn’t just the stretch. It was the weight of the moment—the surrender, the shame, and then the warmth of my wife shifting closer. She moved behind me, her hands brushing down my back before sliding underneath, fingers lacing with mine. Her grip was firm, grounding. She leaned in, her breath hot against my ear, whispering praise just loud enough for me to hold on to.

Then she kissed me. A soft, deep, tender kiss—her lips pressing into mine while Daddy’s cock pressed into my hole. Her tongue swept across mine with love, with hunger, with pride. It wasn’t just comfort. It was ownership. Witness. And love.

While Daddy made me his from the inside out, she claimed me with that kiss, her body curved around mine, her hand squeezing tight.

I cried out, not from pain alone, but from everything—the fullness, the surrender, the humiliation of being opened in front of my wife.

She leaned in close, brushing hair from my face, whispering, “You’re beautiful, baby. Let him take you. I’m right here.”

Tears blurred my vision as I felt him bottom out, his cock stretching me to my limit, every inch pulsing deep inside me. My throat caught on a sob, my entire body trembling, clenching helplessly around him as the pressure overtook me. My hole fluttered, trying to adjust, trying to hold him—trying to belong  to him.

He stayed buried for a beat, letting me feel the weight of what I was, then pulled back and thrust again, firm and deliberate.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say what you are.”

I whimpered, voice broken.

“This is my new life,” I gasped, shaking as his cock dragged against every tender spot inside me.

He slammed in harder, making my back arch and my fingers curl into the sheets.

“Louder.”

“This is my new life!” I cried, voice high and full of something beyond pain—beyond pleasure. A surrender that had no turning back.

He slowed the next thrust only to go deeper, rougher.

“Say it all.”

I buried my face in the pillow, my voice cracking open with the weight of the truth as his hips met my ass in a filthy slap.

“I’m not a man,” I moaned as tears streamed, tears of pleasure and humiliation. “I’m Daddy’s… cumdump bride.”

He groaned in approval, fucking me harder, rougher, his ownership now carved into my body with every thrust.

My wife let out a soft, sultry moan as she crawled up behind me, her body draping over mine like silk. She nuzzled into the back of my neck, her breath hot as she whispered, "You’re doing so good for us, baby."

Then she slid lower, her slick heat finding my locked, aching cock. She rocked her hips slowly, teasing me with the wet heat of her pussy, grinding the lips of her cunt against the cage that trapped me. The pressure was exquisite torture—my cock throbbed, twitching against the steel as slick smeared between us.

I whimpered, the weight of her body pressing me down while Daddy continued his relentless rhythm behind me. I was fully trapped, pinned between them, their bodies using mine like it was made for this—because it was.

Daddy grunted as he slammed into me harder, each thrust punching breath from my lungs, driving me deeper into the soaked sheets. My mouth hung open, gasping as I felt precum spill from my locked tip, soaking my thighs, the sheets, mixing with her juices.

“Take it,” Daddy growled, his voice rough and deep. “Take it like the little whore you are.”

She leaned in again and pressed a kiss just below my ear, then whispered with a dark sweetness, “Let go, baby. Let Daddy break you.”

My body spasmed violently, a high, helpless cry ripped from my throat as the orgasm tore through me. I came inside the cage, helpless and leaking, every nerve in my body set on fire, my cock twitching and jerking against its prison as thick, hot streams of cum flooded the inside of my chastity.

It poured out through the tiny seams, dribbling down my thighs, mixing with my wife’s slick and Daddy’s sweat. My moans came in ragged sobs, overwhelmed by the raw, unbearable pleasure of being used exactly the way I was meant to be.

Daddy didn’t stop.

He slammed forward again with a savage thrust that jolted my entire body, the slap of his hips echoing through the suite. His cock pulsed hard inside me, thick and swollen, stretching my hole wide as he gave me everything.

Then he let go.

He groaned—deep, feral, guttural—as the first wave of cum surged into me. Hot. Heavy. Endless.

His hips rolled in slow, brutal waves, grinding into me as he filled my hole with thick, wet spurts of seed. I could feel it flood me, feel it leak out around his cock as he pushed deeper, grinding it in.

Again. And again. And again.

Each pump wrung a new moan from me, each breath ragged and desperate. I was nothing but a leaking, clenching mess under him, body twitching from overstimulation, from the ache of release, from the raw stretch of being split open and filled.

My wife moaned loud above me, her hips moving harder, slick soaking my caged cock as she came again, grinding over my ruined chastity like it was a toy made for her pleasure alone.

We collapsed together in waves of motion—moans, gasps, whispered praise, the slosh of cum against skin.

When he finally stilled, it was with a long, slow exhale and one last lazy thrust, his cock buried deep inside me as if it never wanted to leave. I could feel it trickling out already, hot and thick, sliding down my crack, pooling beneath me.

I was sandwiched between them—drenched in sweat, in sex, in their love and filth. My cock was still locked, twitching, aching, useless. My hole was raw and overflowing.

And her?

She was still rocking on top of me, kissing my temple, whispering filthy little things about how perfect I looked like this.

I wasn’t a groom.

I was their bride.

And I belonged to them now—used, sealed, overflowing, and utterly, deliciously ruined.

We stayed there for a long time, our bodies tangled, our breathing slow. The room was thick with heat, with scent, with the weight of what had just been claimed. I could feel him still inside me, softening but still so deep, and her weight above me, her lips pressing soft kisses into my damp skin.

She reached up and brushed a strand of hair from my face, her smile soft, her eyes glassy with satisfaction and pride. Daddy let out a slow exhale behind me, and I felt the heavy rise and fall of his chest pressed to my back.

Somewhere in the mess of twisted sheets and dripping bodies, I felt it—the choker still tight around my throat, glinting faintly in the low light.

The veil was long gone.

But Wifey  was forever.

And this? This wasn’t just sex.

This was love. This was ownership. This was everything I’d never dared to want.

Sunlight poured through the gauzy curtains, golden and soft, warming the air with a gentle, almost holy glow. The honeymoon suite was a wreck—a soaked shrine to everything we became last night. The bed was a storm of twisted sheets, stained in sweat, lube, and sex. Pillows littered the floor. Rose petals were everywhere—smeared between thighs, stuck to skin, crushed into the mattress.

The last echoes of our wedding night still hummed in the air. My mind replayed every brutal, beautiful moment: her riding my caged cock, Daddy fucking me deep, my body trembling between them, sobbing out my vows with my hole stretched around him, my cage leaking under her grinding cunt.

And now—I was in the middle of them.

Daddy behind me, her in front, both of them curled around me like heat and gravity. I was the center spoon, small and soft, trapped in their warmth. My body was sore in all the right ways, my skin sticky with the dried evidence of their love. The plug nestled deep inside me pulsed with every twitch of my thighs. My cock was still locked, still dripping inside the cage.

I blinked slowly, lashes fluttering, breath light as my body tried to decide whether I was waking or still dreaming. The weight of her leg thrown over my hip, the feeling of Daddy's cock still pressed against my ass—it blurred the line between.

She let out a sleepy hum, her cheek pressed against my chest. He grunted behind me, breath hot on my neck.

I stayed still. Quiet. Grateful. Held by them both. Owned by them both.

And I never wanted to move.

Then Daddy stirred.

His hand reached back and found my hip, fingers brushing my skin with quiet possession. He pulled me in with a lazy grunt, wrapping his arm over both of us now.

His lips brushed my ear, his voice rough from sleep, low and commanding.

“Good morning, pussy,” he whispered, his lips brushing my ear. His morning voice was gravel-thick, warm and full of possession. “Last night was your wedding gift. Tonight? You start earning it.”

I gasped, my cheeks going hot, my caged cock twitching helplessly. The plug inside me pulsed as my hole fluttered around it, still aching and wet from everything he'd poured into me.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice soft and needy, pressed against his chest like the good girl I was.

He gave a low chuckle, deep and satisfied, his hand sliding down to grope my ass, fingers tracing the plug’s base and pushing it in just enough to make me whimper.

“Still so full of me,” he growled. “We’ll see how well you hold it when I fuck it back into you later.”

From the front, her hand slid across my belly, fingers dipping beneath the lace of my panties to stroke the cage, smearing the dried mess around the base. She giggled against my lips as she kissed me, slow and filthy.

“You made such a pretty little cumrag for us,” she purred. “Our messy little bride.”

She gave the cage a light tap, making me gasp and twitch, before adding with a wicked smile, “Time to clean up and serve, baby. Wedding night’s over—but your duties are just beginning.”

Then she stretched like a cat, rolling onto her back, her thighs still sticky. Daddy sat up with a groan, rubbing a hand down his chest, and both of them looked at me expectantly.

“Breakfast, bride,” she said, voice still hoarse from being used all night. “Pretty and proper. Don’t forget the plug.”

I nodded and slipped from the bed, my legs wobbling with every step as I made my way to the bathroom. My thighs were sticky, my hole still aching and gaping from the night before, and my cage pulsing from the mess still trapped inside it. I took my time with my morning routine—brushing my teeth, wiping the dried smears from between my cheeks, freshening up the parts that had been used the hardest.

Only after I was clean did I pick up the plug Daddy had left waiting on the counter. It was still slick from the night before. I lubed it generously and slid it back in with a needy little gasp, watching myself in the mirror as my hole swallowed it down. Then I washed my face, fixed my hair, and turned to the delicate set she'd laid out for me the night before—waiting like a quiet command.

It was white and pink, soft and sinful. The bra hugged my chest just right, white satin cups padded to give me that pretty, pouting shape, trimmed in soft pink lace that framed the swell like a gift. The panties matched—high-cut, sheer, and tight—with pink satin bows at the hips and a wide, heart-shaped cutout at the back that perfectly framed the plug Daddy had locked inside me. The sheer fabric barely covered the cage, which peeked through and caught the morning light with a shimmer.

The thigh-high stockings were blush pink with lacy white tops, and I clipped them to a matching pink garter belt that cinched my waist. I slid on my sheer robe—white chiffon with fluttering pink trim—and tied it at the waist with a silky bow.

I served them breakfast barefoot, hair tied with a satin ribbon, the scent of coffee and sex thick in the sunlit suite. Every step made the plug shift and the cage twitch. I was their perfect little bride—pretty, pink, and still plugged.

They lounged in bed like royalty, sheets pulled up just enough to tease, her tits barely hidden beneath the white silk, Daddy bare-chested and sprawled like the king he was, cock still half-hard against his thigh.

Her phone appeared in her hand, that wicked smirk already curling on her lips.

“Smile for our wedding album, baby,” she purred.

I stood at the edge of the bed, tray in hand, trembling in my white-and-pink lingerie. My nipples peaked beneath the satin cups, the plug snug between my cheeks, the cage glinting proudly through the sheer fabric. I flushed as the camera clicked.

Daddy gave a low, approving grunt. “Get used to it, bride. We’ll be filling that album every day.”

She giggled, reaching down to spread her legs beneath the sheets, flashing just enough to make my heart stop. “And maybe tonight, we let him serve with his mouth while I ride your cock, Daddy.”

The tray nearly slipped from my hands.

My plug twitched. My cage pulsed.

I smiled for the camera—dripping, blushing, and utterly owned.

Welcome to forever. And God help me, I wanted more.

***

Sign up for my mailing list  to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!
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His Doll, Her Pet: The Ultimate BBC Bi-Cuckold Affair: A MFM Chastity Menage Tale 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/OhDS0    )

His Doll, Her Pet: The Ultimate Bi-Cuckold Affair 

Michael always believed he was Jessica’s devoted husband—until she brought another man, her black boss, into their marriage bed. Now, Marcus isn’t just her lover; he’s the one in charge. And Michael? He’s about to find out exactly where he belongs. 

Stripped, chastised, edged and denied, Michael watches as his wife surrenders to another man, moaning for the pleasure only Marcus can give her. But watching isn’t enough. If he wants to be part of their world, he has to prove himself. He has to obey. Dressed to please. Kneeling when told. Serving in every way they desire. 

With each command, each teasing touch, Michael is pushed deeper into submission. Jessica adores seeing him transformed. Marcus expects nothing less than complete devotion. And as their control tightens, Michael realizes he’s no longer just the cuck. 

He’s their sissy. Their doll. Their perfectly trained pet. 

A spicy and addictive bi-cuckold romance  featuring sissy training, husband humiliation, chastity, and total submission.  Perfect for readers who crave intense power shifts, dominant bulls, and a wife who knows exactly what she wants. 
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The Billionaire’s Shared Hotwife: A Deal with a BBC 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/ngcUrsK    )

Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

Read her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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