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Chapter 1

“You look tired, but I’m gonna fix it. You’re not the first bride who’s so stressed that she doesn’t sleep the night before her wedding.”

I purse my lips, smiling politely at the makeup artist. She’s far from the truth. Stress didn’t keep me awake. My future husband did.

We were supposed to stay away from each other for a few days, to make our wedding night even more intense. And yet last night, Jake slipped into my bedroom. As soon as he put his hand over my mouth to keep me from screaming, I felt wet.

We’ve been playing together for over a year now, and few have been the nights that we have spent away from each other. Every occasion he has, this perfect man put his hands on my body, making me vibrate. I can only admit it. I hit the jackpot the day I replied to his message.

And to think that it was only a game for me. A way to explore my fantasies. When I joined this BDSM dating app, I just wanted to have a new experience. I never thought I'd love it so much.

I didn't plan that the first man I submitted to would become my official dominant. So that he ends up asking for my hand? I never would have believed this possible. And yet, that’s exactly what is happening to me. A most lustful fairy tale.

I lick my lips longingly. Even though I'm happy to get married, wear the beautiful white dress, and have all my friends around me, I can't help but think about the aftermath. My dominant promised me a memorable wedding night. He's going to do things to me that I have no idea.

And yet, since we've been playing together, the man hasn't stopped pushing my limits, tying me up, punishing me, and even exposing me to the gaze of strangers. How could he do more than that? I don't know, but I can't wait to find out.

In the pit of my stomach, a very recognizable warmth is already beginning to show up, as the images of last night come to mind.

My dominant could have been satisfied with a quick fuck, or a slow and passionate lovemaking, to show me the extent of his adoration for me. But instead, he wanted to celebrate our last night as unmarried people in the most delicious way.

Discreetly, I glance over to the bed he tied me to only a few hours ago, before descending onto my body, nibbling at my skin. My nipples still show the mark of his teeth. I will wear it like a trophy. Today, he’s going to make me totally his.

His ring will be added to the many collars he loves to adorn me with. I'm wearing one right now. Oh sure, for an outside look it would be a simple choker necklace, with that little white velvet ribbon around my throat.

But he and I know very well that on the back of the little chiseled gold medallion are his initials. I’m already his, body and soul. All that remains is to make things official in front of everyone.

Finally, the makeup artist finishes her work and leaves me. Taking advantage of these few moments finally alone, I get up to observe myself in the mirror. My dress perfectly highlights my feminine curves, my imposing chest, and my tight waist.

The cap sleeves fall over my shoulders, giving me a falsely ingenuous look. As for my skirt, it’s split on one leg. I hope my dominant will appreciate this outfit, the perfect mix of angel and demon, as he likes to describe me. But who knows… If he hates it, maybe he'll rip it out of my body even faster.

I can't help but smile at the thought, ignoring the throbbing of my clit, already waking up to my lustful desires. Fortunately, a few knocks on the door snap me out of my daydreaming. It opens, and a man's voice echoes through the room.

“Can I see you, Submissive?”


Chapter 2

I shiver as Michael enters the room. His suit fits him perfectly, showcasing his carefully groomed body. Immediately, images come to mind. Holidays in Italy. His luxurious yacht. My dominant sharing me with him in a hot tub.

And now this attractive man stands before me, in his best man outfit. How can I behave normally when this man has seen everything of me? When I let him play with my body, taking me again and again? How could I erase from my memory the images of this dominant pounding me while my master slipped in my most taboo entrance? It’s simply impossible.

And yet, I clear my throat and offer him a sincere smile, as if none of this ever happened. He approaches me, detailing my body with intensity.

“You make a very pretty bride. Many men will be sorry to see such a woman leave the market. Luckily your future husband is the generous type. We know something about it, you and me.”

I bite my lip at his knowing wink, lowering my gaze as I feel my cheeks flush. This makes the man laugh softly. He approaches me, a package in his hands.

“Your Dominant asked me to bring you a gift. Go ahead, open it.”

Without being asked twice, I grab the box and undo the little satin bow holding it closed. Then I unwrap the neatly wrapped package, eager to see what's inside. My mouth opens in surprise upon discovering the object. Immediately, I raise a confused face to Michael.

“Your dominant would like you to wear this. Of course, you don't have to do anything. If you want, you can have the same boring wedding as all the other brides. But if you want, you can also make things more… fun, shall I say.”

I watch the man for a moment before looking back down at the box. I had expected everything from my dominant. But certainly not a chastity belt. Even less one adorned with a dildo.

I bite my lip, already imagining the feeling of this object inside me. Something must really be wrong with me. I should close this box with a look of shock, throw it in the corner of the room. After all, today is about celebrating our love. We shouldn't taint that with sex.

And yet, I do want to play. After all, that's what makes our relationship strong, right? Power games, submission, discipline. Yes. It’s what defines us, what makes it so beautiful and intense. So how can we refuse to honor this part of us?

I lift the belt, looking at it, puzzled. It would have been much easier to put it on before my dress. But my dominant is not one to make it easy for me.

I turn to Michael as he pulls a new box out of his pocket. This one is small. I can't help but smile, wondering if Jake wants to give me a piece of jewelry. But in the precious box, it’s not a bracelet or a ring that awaits me. No, it’s a jewel of a very different kind.

An anal plug, adorned with a small diamond. I can't help but chuckle at this detail. My fiancé's best man approaches me, a whiff of his intoxicating scent reaching my nostrils. Without ceremony, he hands me a phone.

“How about calling your dominant to thank him?”

I nod enthusiastically, catching the object. It doesn't take more than one ring for my master to pick up. He chuckles as he hears me thank him enthusiastically.

“My pleasure, Doll. It's going to be hard for you to put those things on with your beautiful wedding dress, right? I'm sure Michael will help you, if you ask him nicely.”

Immediately, I feel my cheeks redden. I could never have imagined that a man other than my husband would touch me on my wedding day. And yet, I don't see the slightest objection to it.

“You’re a good girl. It's bad luck that we see each other before the wedding, so we can't film you. You're going to have to tell me everything he does to you. It's understood?”

“Yes Master.”

I answer in a breath. Behind me, Michael is already busy, leaning me over the desk of the room. With more care than I thought he could use, he meticulously lifts the skirts of my dress. I shiver as I feel a trickle of cool air caressing my ass.

“He’s taking my panties off. A white lace thong that I chose especially for you.”

“I'm sure it's very pretty. And now what does he do?”

“He… He slides his fingers on my slit.”

“Are you wet?”

“Yes Master. Since I saw the belt. And hearing your voice only makes it worse.”

The man lets out a satisfied grunt. For long minutes, I continue to describe the movements of his best man. The way his fingers travel over me, covering themselves with my excitement. The expertise of his gestures as he presses down on my clit, making me moan uncontrollably.

The man takes pleasure in making me languish, barely dipping his fingers into me to prepare. It's not enough to open me up completely and help me accommodate the dildo. But I don't think he cares.

My mouth opens wide, and I let out a gasp of surprise as he goes to the next level. My dominant clicks his tongue, probably finding that I've been quiet for too long.

“He…He has a finger in my ass.”

“Oh yeah? Does it feel good?”

I swallow hard, trying to get used to the presence. Oh, this is far from my first time. Anal has become an integral part of my sex life. But I always did that with my dominant.

This is the first time that another man is touching me there. I don't know what to think of it. I had always imagined that this part of me would forever be reserved for my dominant. And yet, the feeling is far from unpleasant. The man behind me obviously knows what he's doing. I yelp as he abruptly slaps my ass.

“Your dominant asked you a question. Answer him.”

“Yes Master. It's good.”

“Good. You better enjoy it. This is the first and last time that a man other than me does this to you. Do you hear, Submissive?”

“Yes! Yes Master, my ass is yours.”

My breathing quickens. I'm more feverish, while the man runs the lubricant between my buttocks. Soon, I feel the plug entering me, tearing me apart deliciously. I can't help daydreaming, already thinking about when my dominant will plunge his cock into that taboo place in my anatomy. I can't wait to be totally his.

But in the meantime, I must get used to something quite unusual. With patience, Michael installs the chastity belt. He has no difficulty getting the dildo inside me, I'm so soaked. Then, he closes the ties on the side, finishing harnessing me.

Slowly, the best man helps me straighten up and readjust my dress. I watch myself in the mirror. I'm glad I didn't choose this super tight wedding dress in the end. Everyone could have seen the extent of my perversion, what I accept from my fiancé.

At least with all these fluffy skirts, my secret is well hidden. I'm going to pass for the ingenuous and respectable bride. Only my dominant and his friend will know that in reality, I’m the biggest slut ever.

I jump as my dominant speaks to his friend through the speakerphone.

“Go ahead Michael, tell me what she looks like.”

“She’s magnificent. But she looks a little stressed to me. I think she needs to relax a bit before the ceremony.”

“I'm sure of it. Do you think you can help her with that?”

“That's what the best man is for, isn't it?”

The two men laugh softly, and I can't help but blush again. To believe that my dominant doesn’t see the irony of the situation. The purpose of a chastity belt is to protect one's property. So, to offer his wife to another man when she wears it? It sounds ridiculous.

But I refrain from commenting. I'm much more interested in knowing what his friend plans to do to help me relax. For the moment, he gives me no indication, preferring to go and settle comfortably in one of the sofas of the room.

I stand watching him, already feeling the excitement flowing from my pussy. My mouth drops open in surprise when I see him pull out a small remote. In a theatrical gesture, he presses it. Immediately, I jump as the dildo begins to move inside me.

Small squeals escape my mouth. I never expected to feel so much pleasure. Especially not after the night that just put my dominant on me. But you have to believe that the emotions of the day cause greater excitement than I had imagined. I shudder as I hear my dominant's voice echo through the room.

“Does she like it?”

“Yeah. She's so sexy when she tries to stop herself from moaning. Very exciting.”

“Look what you're doing, Submissive. You turn my friend on when he must concentrate to be my best man. I think you can do something to help him, right?”

“Everything… Everything you want, Master.”

“Suck him. And be quick to make him come. I don't want you to be late for the ceremony.”

I swallow hard, yet I walk obediently toward Michael. He undoes his belt, already pulling out his taut cock to present it to me as I kneel in front of him. Without even thinking, I place my lips on his tip, engulfing him in my mouth.

I shouldn't do this. I’m about to get married, and this man is not my fiancé. And then, my dress is going to be all crumpled up. Yet, I don’t care. Not when the vibrations inside me quicken, and I get to taste this man again.

Even if he is not as well-hung as my dominant, he’s still impressive. I choke a little taking it deeper. Fortunately, my makeup is waterproof. I can't imagine what state I would be in otherwise. How they would all judge me if they found out what I'm doing with the best man, less than thirty minutes before my wedding is due to start.

I quicken my movements, my fingers digging into the man's thighs. He growls.

“Shit. She’s so fucking good. You’re a lucky bastard.”

“I know. She has the best mouth I've ever had. Go ahead, speed up the vibrations. I want to hear her squeal.”

He barely finishes his sentence when already, the vibrations in me double in intensity. I have to stop for a moment to get used to them. I didn't expect so much enthusiasm. I may be tired from my hot night, but I can't help but be horny like never before.

If I listened to myself, I would beg the man to take that belt off and take me instead. That he pushes his big cock deep inside me. Let him pound me, let him destroy me. That he lines my inner walls with his seed.

My dominant would join us too. To hell with the ceremony. Everyone would be waiting for us, and we wouldn't care. We would be there, indulging in our most animal desires. They would take me front and back, totally submitting me to their cocks, turning me into a little thing without the slightest will of my own.

I accelerate my movements on the cock of the man. Fortunately, he has the presence of mind not to slip his hand through my hair and destroy my sophisticate bun. Instead, his fingernails dig into the armrests of the chair as his hip thrusts grow stronger inside me. At the end of the line, my dominant doesn’t miss a beat.

“You’re going to let my friend fill your mouth. He was a perfect best man. He deserves a reward.”

My mouth is too full to answer. Instead, I speed up my movements, letting the man tap the back of my throat, ripping muffled squeals out of me. A few more moments, and Michael empties deep into my throat in a powerful rattle. I swallow it without hesitation.

Slowly, he comes to his mind, catching my jaw between his fingers. Then he presses the remote again, further accelerating the dildo inside me. I let out a long moan and lower my gaze. But immediately, the man straightens my face, forcing me to look at him.

The thing is incredibly intimate. He wants me to give him my orgasm, to let him see all of me. I'm not sure I'm capable of it. But when the voice of my dominant is heard again, my whole body ignites.

“Go on doll. Come for us. You'll see. It’ll make you feel good.”

I respond with a long moan as my clit throbs harder and harder. Seconds later, my body cracks, and gentle waves of warmth wash over me, pouring through my veins.

I smile, panting softly. Jake was right. I feel much more relaxed now. His best man smiles, helping me up before zipping up his pants. Then he holds out his hand to me.

“Let's go, Submissive. Let's make you an honest woman... Ish. »


Chapter 3

“You are beautiful. My perfect little wife.”

I smile softly, looking up at my dominant. The day passed at an incredible pace. In the blink of an eye, we were married. Now we are holding each other, like any newlywed couple. Yet we are like no other.

Because while everyone can see us dancing, surely admiring the beauty of our couple, there are more shameful things happening inside me. Nobody knows that I have this chastity belt on me, and that my holes are filled with a dildo and a plug. So much the better. I don't think I could resist such humiliation.

At least the vibrations stopped. I can enjoy this day, tenderly cuddled against my dominant. His arms are wrapped around me, supporting me with strength. From time to time, the man slides his lips to my ear, making me shiver.

“I can’t wait to rip that dress off you and fill all your little holes. You'll see, you'll never forget that wedding night.”

I lick my lips, both impatient and restless. Because he told me his plan. He wanted to make sure I was comfortable with this one before putting it into action. Despite my nervousness, I can't help but feel great excitement.

I want to make the most of this evening, and yet I can't wait for it to end so that I can finally spread my legs for my master. I glance discreetly to the side. Michael is there, in his suit, watching us.

I wonder if he already knew my master's plan when he came to see me in my room just now. I'm sure yes. I give him a shy smile before focusing back on my master. He kisses me, before making us leave the dance floor.

Finally, the moment I've been waiting for has arrived. One by one, we thank our guests. I try not to sound too impatient or too nervous. However, I have only one desire, to leave them all there and run to our room.

When we finally manage to escape the crowd, I squeeze my fingers around my dominant's, suddenly nervous. I can't believe this is finally going to happen. And yet, here we are. Our bridal suite.

Obediently, I follow my now husband inside. Immediately, he takes back his role of all-powerful dominant. No more sweet words and tender caresses. A stern look can be read on his face. The one I love so much. I don't know why, but seeing him like this excites me more than anything. I’m ready to surrender myself completely to his hand.

He circles me without saying a word, watching me from every angle. I stay as still as possible, nervously waiting for him to finally touch me.

As if he heard me, he puts his hands on my body, plunging them inside my cleavage to pull out my breasts. I bite my lip, nervously glancing to the side at myself in the mirror.

The man pinches my nipples hard, already making me moan. I can't believe I'm so sensitive. But in his hands, I become a little thing totally controlled by his libido.

I let out a disappointed sigh when he lets go of me, circling me again. In a quick gesture, he undoes the zipper of my dress. It falls heavily to the ground, exposing my naked body. I nervously look at myself in the mirror.

What vision I offer. Completely naked on my heels, barely covered by my chastity belt. I wait patiently, waiting for an order, an indication. But my dominant ignores me, making my embarrassment even stronger.

Nonchalantly, he grabs the piece of cake he has sent up to the bedroom. Then he goes to sit on the sofa. He starts eating, as if I wasn't there. It’s only after a few moments that his voice echoes in the room.

“On your knees.”

He doesn't even bother to look at me, seeming far more interested in his cake. I feel humiliated, and yet I obey the man without hesitation.

“Crawl.”

Immediately, I fall on my hands and hurry to join him. I need to feel him against me. May he be a bulwark to better accept my nudity and my submission.

He spreads his legs and I come to sit between them, as I usually do now. He looks at me with a slight smile. Then he plunges his spoon into the cake, before bringing it close to my face.

“Open your mouth.”

I obey him without the slightest hesitation, welcoming this dose of sugar with pleasure. I’m surely going to need it to face the night he has in store for me.

“This cake is good, isn't it? But I think there's a treat you'd like even more.”

My eyes light up as his free hand reaches for his belt, and I can't help but nod impatiently. This makes the man smile, pulling his member out of his pants.

“You've been driving me crazy all day. Between your moans this morning, and that little dress that hugs your curves… I'm sure they all saw you pretty and innocent. They don't have a clue what a little slut you are. Go ahead. Take me in your mouth.”

I don't need to be asked to obey him. Immediately, I slide it inside me. The tip of the tongue, I play with his slit, collecting a few drops of his excitement flowing there already. The taste is delicious, mixing perfectly with the sugar of the cake he just made me eat.

I still can't believe I married that man. For the rest of my life, I will give these treats to him and him alone. Well, almost.

Immediately, I remember what he has planned for me tonight. I feel slightly nervous at the idea, but refocus on my task. For now, all I have to do is suck my dominant to perfection. The rest doesn't matter.

Carefully, I let my tongue slide into every corner of his beautiful cock, following the lines of his central vein, enjoying the softness of his skin. I keep my eyes fixed on him, watching for any reaction on his impassive face.

His hand slides through my hair. For now, he lets me go at my own pace, absently stroking the back of my head. But soon, his fist clenches, and he makes me go to him with more vigor.

I place my hands on his thighs, digging my fingers into them. As best I can, I try to keep calm despite this huge cock invading my mouth. With each hip movement, he slaps the back of my throat, seeming to sink ever deeper into me.

Strangled sounds escape my body, seeming to give it even more vigor and encouragement. I lose all control. I’m only the receptacle, the thing to be filled. Between my legs, my clit throbs, and I'd give anything for the dildo to turn on inside me and give me the relief I'm desperately waiting for.

But the man doesn't do anything about it, just pounding my mouth, taking possession of it for the first time as my husband. He doesn't even pay attention to me anymore, focusing only on his pleasure.

I watch him with interest, and despite the discomfort of my position, I can't help but feel proud as he unleashes himself completely inside me, coating the back of my throat with long spurts of his seed. Breathless, he pats my cheek before questioning me.

“So, Submissive. Ready to move on? Or do you want a little more time to get ready?”

I bite my lip, considering his question. I suddenly feel nervous. I know what awaits me. And although a part of me wants it to happen, another, more feverish part takes hold of me. What if I can't? What if I wasn't up to it? If it was too hard, if it hurt? What if, what if...

Nervousness takes hold of my body without my being able to do anything about it, or respond to the man. Luckily, he seems to notice. His fingers land on my jaw and he makes me look at him. I calm down when his gaze meets mine.

“There is no obligation. We can just stay you and me, as usual. It will be fine too.”

“No, I want to. I'm just a little nervous.”

“How about I help you relax?”

To accompany these words, he pats his thigh. I smile, immediately understanding what he means. Most normal people would be horrified at the thought of being spanked in bed. And many would not understand how it could relax me.

And yet, it is. I can't explain it, but as soon as my master gives me one of those spankings he has the secret to, I relax, anchoring myself in the present moment and forgetting everything else.

So, it’s without the slightest hesitation that I climb on his thigh, lying on him to present him my ass. Without bothering to undo my chastity belt, the man begins to take care of me.

He takes it easy, stroking my ass first, making me sigh with relief. Then, he begins to massage them with more force. I bite my lip, trying to forget my nervousness and just focus on his movements.

I almost moan in relief when finally, his first slap lands on my ass. The pain is intense, radiating throughout my body. Yet, I have only one desire: that he start again immediately.

Luckily, I don't have to beg him for that to happen. With the same force, the man attacks my opposite ass cheek, snatching a long moan from me. He starts again and again, alternating between each of my cheeks. Sometimes he flirts with the top of my thighs, just to give me a little more sensation.

“You like it, huh?”

“Yes Master. Thank you, Thank you!”

“What a little slut. What am I going to do with a wife like you? But I'm not worried. I'm sure I'll be able to make you docile. The perfect little submissive.”

I bite my lip. My whole body is on fire. The pain is intense. However, there is no question for me to give up. I'm not going to say my safe word or beg him to spare me.

If he wants to spank me for the rest of the night, then I'll let him. The feeling is way too good to pass up. And too bad if that means I'll have trouble sitting down tomorrow morning. I know it will be worth it.

Still, I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief when, finally, the blows stop, replaced by gentle caresses. Not a word is spoken between us as the man scours my ass, comforting me with the warmth of his hands.

I feel much more relaxed now. Even if a part of me is worried about what will happen next, it’s largely overpowered by my desire to discover this new game that my dominant wants to indulge in.

For the moment, I appreciate this moment of calm, this sweetness that it offers me. I’m there, naked on top of him while he is still dressed. I’m totally open and vulnerable. And yet, I feel incredibly good. Confident and safe. Like every time we play together.

With delicacy, he lowers me to the ground before getting up. Then, with a click of his tongue, he encourages me to follow him. I crawl beside him, not asking myself a single question as he hoists me onto the bed.

Gently, he presses his lips to mine, giving me one last comforting kiss before moving on. Patiently, I wait for him to go get the toys he has concocted for tonight.

It starts with a blindfold that he slips over my eyes. I can't see anything at all. I rely on him to watch everything that will happen in the room. I know I can trust him.

He turns me over, putting me on all fours on the bed. Then he presses my upper body down. My ass is in the air as my face is buried in the soft sheets. Without violence, he crosses my wrists behind my back before attaching them with a pair of handcuffs.

Finally, he takes care of my legs. I don't need to see it to know what's hanging around my ankles. Handcuffs connected to a long metal bar. Thus positioned, I can only keep my legs wide open, inviting anyone passing by to see around me.

I lick my lips nervously, yet I feel hornier than ever. I can't wait for him to take off my chastity belt and finally dive inside me. But I know it. This is not part of his immediate plan.

His hand slides delicately down my back as he approaches my face. His warm breath caresses my skin as he announces.

“That's it. You’re ready. It's time to welcome my friends.”


Chapter 4

I focus on my breathing as I hear the door open. Immediately, male voices echo through the room. With this blindfold, impossible for me to know how many there are. At least three, that's for sure. And perhaps many more than that.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. I can't believe we're actually going to do this. A gang bang, for real. And on our wedding day. Many would be shocked by such an idea.

But me, I'm horny as ever, ready to spread my legs for these men, whoever they are. Something is seriously wrong with me. But I don't care. Because I found the man to share these crazy ideas with.

I concentrate on my breathing as I feel them all approaching. The atmosphere in the room changes completely. It’s filled with pheromones, setting my nerves even more on edge, if that's possible.

Soon, the men begin to comment on what they see. My cheeks burn so much they are red. The men don't hold back, complimenting the curve of my ass, making gritty comments about my handcuffs, already noticing what a little slut the bride is.

I’m dying of shame. To think that all these people were sitting during the ceremony earlier. They saw us pledging respect and loyalty. Did they already know what my dominant had planned for us tonight? Were they all staring at me, imagining what was under my wedding dress?

I don’t know. All I know is that I'm grateful to have this blindfold over my eyes. How could I have come across one of these men in the future, knowing what he had done to me? No, that would have been impossible. This way, it’ll be much easier to pretend that none of this has happened. Like an erotic dream shared but never confessed.

I shiver as a hand lands on my ass. That of my dominant.

“My friends, thank you all for coming to celebrate this moment with us today. Now, we have one more ritual to complete to be fully married. The wedding night. As it was done in the past, we need witnesses. So, what do you think? Are you ready to see what’s hidden under this belt?”

Immediately, enthusiastic cries greet his proposal. I’m unable to say how many voices answered. Four? More? I don't think I will ever know. But that thought soon vanishes as my dominant puts his hands on the belt.

He takes his time, probably for theatrical effect. I lick my lips, shivering as I feel the cold air caressing my pussy again. There’s no possible doubt. I’m completely soaked.

How could it have been otherwise, with all the treatment inflicted by my dominant? And yet, I can't help but blush when I hear men commenting on the state of my pussy.

I feel overwhelmed with intense humiliation. I bury my head against the mattress, a pathetic and futile attempt to escape the lustful gaze of these men. It amuses them, and immediately, I get a light slap on the ass.

I straighten up without waiting, too afraid to upset my dominant. So, I stand there, listening to them comment on my body, on my little hole filled with a plug. It seems to amuse them. And my dominant only adds to it.

“Yes, she loves anal. She’s really insatiable on that side. Right, Submissive?”

I bite my lip, shame twisting my stomach. Yet, I know it. My dominant won’t be satisfied with my silence. So, swallowing my pride, I answer him.

“Yes Master. I love that.”

Fat chuckles are heard in the room. They like it, apparently. My dominant laughs in turn, before stroking my ass.

“Well, it's time to show them then.”

I gasp in surprise as he removes my plug. I certainly hadn't expected him to start the session like this. And yet, here he is, spreading my ass, showing everyone the enlargement caused by his toy.

Then he drips some lube into my little hole, before sticking his finger in there. I can't hold back a moan, making the men around us laugh again. My humiliation is intense, and yet I must hold on.

I must be strong. My dominant trusts me to be a good submissive. I must prove to him that he was right to choose me as his wife. Nothing would make me prouder and happier than that.

So, I try to relax as his finger goes deeper and deeper into me. I feel like it completely overwhelms me. Yet, it’s nothing. A few seconds later, a second finger invites itself into me, making its way into my hole so fine and delicate.

I can't help but sigh softly as the man begins to scissor inside me, preparing me more and more for the arrival of his cock. The others continue with their degrading comments.

Some say they want to find someone like me, and that fills me with pride. I who knew nothing about BDSM and sex before meeting my master, I have now become the object of lust and compliments.

My grunts grow louder as my man plunges his fingers into me, moving them back and forth with rapidity. I'm almost disappointed when he takes them off. Patiently, I wait for the rest, unable to know what my master has in mind.

My breath catches as I feel the mattress sag around me. He just joined me on the bed, there is no doubt about it. I tense as I feel lube running between my ass again.

“Gentlemen, learn from it. That’s what a good little submissive looks like. Don't marry any that can't take you like that.”

All the air escapes my lungs as he presses his tip hard against my crenelated entrance. He may have prepared me, but I can feel him passing. I don't know if it's because he has spectators, but it seems to me that he is going much stronger than usual.

Behind my back, I dig my fingernails into the palms of my hands. The room fell silent around us, as if to better observe my dominant diving into my most taboo entrance.

I feel like his cock is so big it never ends. He fills me, and by this simple gesture, takes possession of my whole soul. There is nothing I can do but focus on my breathing.

Despite the discomfort, I don't want it to end. I want him to keep tearing me apart, making me his little bitch. Too bad if I must spend the rest of my life looking like a slut to his friends. Even better.

Forever, they will keep this image of me, docile and sexy. The perfect woman who will never be theirs. I can't help but smile at the idea. Because even if my dominant wants to share me with the whole world, he alone truly owns me. I am his, and he can do with me what he wants.

I breathe a long sigh of relief when, finally, his hips hit my ass. That's it. He’s totally in me now. He bends over my body, gripping my hair forcefully to force me to arch my back a little more.

In this position, I feel everything more intensely as he begins long back and forth. If others make comments about my position or my body, I don't hear them. There is only my dominant and his delicious thrusts.

All my energy serves me to concentrate on his movements, to better accommodate them. I am his, totally. I moan louder and louder. I can't explain why being taken this way feels as good to me as the normal way.

So, when he starts slipping his hand between my legs to press my clit, I can't control myself anymore. Long moans escape my throat, making the men around me react.

A few whistles are heard, making me blush as much as they encourage me to continue. My dominant is going faster and faster, sparing me nothing. I moan loudly, all my senses on alert as the heat in the pit of my stomach grows stronger.

“Go ahead. Come on my cock. I know you're dying to. Show them what a good little slut you are for your master.”

I moan louder at those words, totally intoxicated by his encouragement. I bite my lip. I can’t stand it anymore. So, with his permission, I totally let myself go. In a long moan, I come, my whole body shaking from my orgasm as he continues to pound me hard.

I feel like this moment lasts for hours, and that I’d be ready to come again, if he were to continue like this. But suddenly, my dominant freezes, emptying in long streams in me.

I try to catch my breath as the man triumphantly pulls out, spreading my ass apart to show them all his seed dripping from my most taboo entrance. My cheeks are red with shame.

In this moment, I’m nothing more than a toy that is displayed with pride. I’m totally naked and vulnerable. All these men know what I am, what I am capable of. My darkest secrets revealed before their astonished eyes.

I’m dying of shame, and yet, if I had to do it again, I would do it without hesitation. Under the hand of my Master, there is nothing I fear. And that's good. Because who knows what he has in store for me now?

There is silence in the room as my dominant repositions a large plug inside me, barring access.

“This little hole is mine. No one else has the right to touch it. Now, for the rest, have fun. This is an opportunity that will not come again. So, enjoy it.”

I shiver hearing those words. Things are really going to start now. I hope I meet their expectations. But as my dominant reminder to all, I have a safe word, and everyone will have to respect it and leave the room if I were to pronounce it. So, I breathe deeply, preparing myself for what comes next.

For a few moments, there is perfect silence in the room. Nobody moves, nobody speaks. As if they were deciding on a battle plan without daring to put it into action. Then, someone finally moves.

A hand slides over my body, making me shiver. It goes up on my skin, before landing on my ass. I squeal as an unexpected slap lands on me. This makes some of them chuckle, who in turn approach my body.

Hands rest on me, with more or less delicacy. Some touch my thighs, while another attacks my breasts. He begins by massaging them, as if he wanted to discover their softness and density. Then he grabs one of my nipples. I squeal as he pinches it hard. The feeling is far from unpleasant. I even end up moaning, as another hand grabs my opposite nipple.

I shouldn't be so reactive, especially since I've already come several times today. And yet, I can't control it. My body is in control. And my breasts as always are hypersensitive. The slightest caress is enough to make me soak like never before.

My breathing quickens as I feel the mattress sag in front of me. A man has just joined me there. No need to be a genius to understand what he intends to do with me, thus installed. A hand goes through my hair to lift me up. Soon, I find myself with my face against a man's cock.

I don't know who he is. It could be any of our wedding guests. A childhood friend or a colleague. And here I am, opening my mouth to let him sneak in his tense member.

Despite the shame and questioning, I let my tongue curl around him, discovering his salty taste. With my hands tied behind my back and my butt in the air, it's hard for me to have a good balance.

Fortunately, the man takes care of my movements. Using my hair as a balance, he rocks me back and forth along his length, letting out satisfied grunts here and there.

The other men don’t stay behind. While this one uses my mouth, others continue to caress me. Fingers even sneak into me, coming and going without the slightest delicacy in my soaked pussy.

They make it clear to me. At this moment, I’m nothing more than a toy, a piece of meat made available to them to relieve themselves of their most salacious impulses. I should refuse such degradation. And yet, I cannot. I let myself be done of my own free will, even moaning under their not-very-tender and delicate gestures.

Finally, one of them goes ahead, climbing on the bed behind me to join me. Impatient, the man is already pushing his cock against me, sinking with an almost ridiculous satisfied gasp. He grabs my hips with both hands and starts pounding me. I moan against the cock in my mouth, trying to get used to the onslaught on either side of my body.

Soon, the first man is coming into my mouth, holding my jaw tightly shut to force me to swallow him. Then, another takes his place, while the man behind me speeds up, pushing harder and further into me, throwing me on the other's cock with incredible power.

I chain men. I don't know how many of them are passing over me, swapping places to better get back to where they were before, as if they were treading on testing everything about me before deciding what they prefer.

I welcome them indifferently, letting them use me as they please. I’m here for this. And then, I am not left out. Because even if they use me, they don’t forget my pleasure. They touch my breasts, pinch my clit, have fun making me climb very high without ever letting me come. I think I could beg them, if my mouth wasn't so busy with their delicious cocks.

I never thought I would have so much fun doing this. This is a fantasy that I discovered with my dominant. He had already shared me with Michael, so why not with others? And now my dream has come true.

I don't know how long it's been since we started this little game. Men are falling away from me. That's it? It's already over? I was ready for a little more. Especially since I haven't come yet. I would hate for it to end like this.

But before I have time to worry anymore, I feel a hand run over my body, and a very recognizable voice slip into my ear.

“I think it's time for a game, you and me, Doll. Do you remember what we did on the boat with Michael? How about we do it again to show others what you're really capable of?”

“Yes, Master!”

I respond with an enthusiasm that makes him laugh softly. He caresses my face before pulling back. After a few moments without being touched, I find myself lifted and manipulated without my being able to do anything about it.

They take away the bar that held my legs apart. Then, I feel a man coming in front of me. Michael. In a few moments, I find myself sitting on him, his cock proudly erected between our two bodies.

“Glad to find you back, Submissive.”

I can't help but smile when I hear those words said to me. I must admit that I too am happy to find someone familiar to me. Besides, it would be a lie to say that I didn't enjoy sleeping with him the last time. Even though he's not as good as my dominant, he's still an incredibly gifted man.

So, I eagerly slide onto his cock, already moaning as he drives deep inside me. The man places his hands on my hips, rocking me back and forth slowly on his cock.

Moments later, I shiver as I feel my dominant join us. He caresses me distractedly, before slipping his hand between my buttocks. With an expert gesture, he removes the plug. Then he positions himself behind me, his chest to my back. I shiver as his mouth slips into my ear.

“Are you ready, Doll?”

Enthusiastically, I nod, causing the two dominants to laugh softly. While Michael keeps my hips still, Jake resumes his dive into me. Even though I had him there earlier, I have to concentrate to welcome him, the other's cock making access more difficult.

However, my dominant succeeds, by dint of patience and caress. Inch by inch, he burrows deep into my body. I drop my head back, resting it on his shoulder as slowly he begins to move his hips, visiting my tight entrance.

I still can't believe I'm capable of such a thing. That my body can open up in this way for these two men, as if it had been created for this.

In turn, Michael begins to move inside me. It's slow, delicate. Like a dance that would have been painstakingly choreographed and rehearsed for hours. Their patience and expertise stand out with the erratic and abrupt movements of other men before. Yes. The two dominants are giving them a good lesson. And I’m the lucky guinea pig.

As best I can, I roll my hips in rhythm, trying to give us all more sensations. The two men encourage me with compliments and caresses. I forget everything else, focusing only on them. I think it's even better than last time.

I moan louder and louder, encouraged by that hand that slipped between my legs, expertly pressing my clit. As best they can, the two men speed up, filling me at an impossible pace.

Long screams come out of my mouth now, as they’re pounding me. The hand between my legs is no exception. I don't know how it can be this good. It's too much pleasure for one person. And yet, the heat that invades me doesn’t seem to want to stop.

I'm screaming out loud now. And suddenly, the dam breaks. Without even being able to ask permission from my dominant, I see myself devastated by a powerful orgasm. It's a hot and intoxicating wave that runs through my body, destroying everything in its path.

I nearly convulse, my limbs tensing and relaxing at an insane rate. I contract so hard around them that, soon, the two men follow me in the orgasm, releasing each in turn deep inside me.

I'm just a lifeless doll when they retire. My dominant hugs me tightly, caressing me tenderly as he whispers compliments in my ear. He had sworn to give me a wedding night that I would never forget.

He certainly did not break his promise.


Chapter 5

“After you, Doll.”

With a big smile on my face, I grab the hand that my dominant is offering me. My husband. How weird to say that. Here I am, married to the most extraordinary man there is.

Jake is perfect in every way. A caring lover who always cares about my well-being, both in bed and in everyday life. A man who pushes me to surpass myself, to explore my limits. To throw myself headlong into the craziest adventures.

Yes. Even in my wildest dreams, I could not have imagined marrying such a man.

Licking my lips, I can't help but glance discreetly at the suitcase my husband is holding. He didn't let me see what he was putting in it. Oh, there must be more than a bathing suit in that suitcase, I'm sure of it.

Who knows what perverted games he plans to put me through on our honeymoon? I can already imagine myself in our luxurious Caribbean villa, sipping a fruit cocktail while admiring the sea.

We are going to be on a paradise island. And yet, in a corner of my mind, I'm already ready to see nothing of it. Not that the idea bothers me, quite the contrary. Because if it comes true, it will mean that I’m tied to a huge bed, legs spread for my dominant to use me as he pleases.

I lick my lips, already imagining myself doing it. Considering the wedding night he has just given me, I can only hope for a torrid honeymoon. In our private cocoon, we will be able to indulge our darkest desires. As a prelude for the rest of our life.

I shiver as my dominant places his hand on my lower back, guiding me to the car to take us to the airport. After what I did last night, I shouldn't get so fired up. It's already a miracle that I can walk.

And yet, it seems stronger than me. No matter how hard he fucks me, my body never seems to get enough. It's better this way. Many couples end up divorcing because they don't want each other anymore. I know that will never be our case.

Especially when my dominant leans towards me as the car pulls away, ignoring the presence of the driver in the front, barely concealed by a divider.

“Give me your panties, Submissive. I think it’s high time for our honeymoon to begin.”

- THE END -


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?

Servicing my Dominant


Read the whole series, in just one book!
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“Oh, Doll... When I'm done with you, you won't even remember your name.”

All I wanted was to explore my darkest desires. A one-night stand, with a dominant met on a BDSM website. I had no idea how far this dirty encounter with this older man would take me... Or how much pleasure I’d get from hurting so bad.

Pain or humiliation, I’ll stop at nothing to become his perfect Submissive.

Every time we meet, he pushes me further. Whether he ties me up with handcuffs or ropes doesn't matter, as long as he makes me submit to him. Under his hand, the spankings are delicious. My body belongs to him. Even in the most vulnerable of positions, I don't say my safe word.

And if he wants to share me with his dominant friends, I will totally open myself to them.

You prefer short format? Here is part 1 of the series: Initiated by my Dominant 

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

17 short stories, in just one book!
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“I’m going to ruin you. Beg me for it. Submit.”

The women in these books used to be sweet and innocent. But when their paths crossed a dominant older man, everything changed.

It doesn’t matter what they were before. Roommate, intern, or hot wife… They’re all sluts now, ready to do anything for their masters. Even expose themselves in public or in front of a camera.

And if they act like brats… They’ll be punished.

With a crop or a paddle, tied up to the ceiling or to a table, they’ll have to take it all to please the dominant man they serve.

They’ll offer everything to their Masters. Even if it means spreading their legs or opening their mouths for other men.

And in return, they’ll get everything they ever wanted. They’ll be used in every way imaginable, and whether it’s pain or pleasure they get, whether they scream or moan…

They’ll always beg for more.

◆◆◆

His Submissive Fiancée
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“I know you didn't really choose to marry me. But as my wife, if you misbehave, you’ll be punished.”

I'm an heiress. All my life has been planned for this moment. Meeting my future husband. I expected everything, but not this. Not that I'd get to marry the man who's always filled all my most lustful dreams.

I may be younger that him, but I’m ready to do anything so he sees me as the perfect wife. And when he tells me he’s a DOMINANT, my will only strengthens.

What he orders, I will do.

Even if it means lowering myself to things I didn't even know existed. Tied to the bed of this hotel room, I’m going to let this man I barely know take my body as he pleases.

I never thought I would enjoy being spanked. Or having to crawl for a man. Or even being touched in my most taboo places. And yet, I love it. Pain or pleasure, I'll take it all without ever saying my safe word.

Under his hands, my innocence is flying away. Before he puts a ring on my finger, I will become his submissive fiancée.
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