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"Tell me what you want," his expert fingers moved down from my cheek to my neck, going ever so slowly down sending pleasurable tingles through me. 

"Please," I moaned, pulling against the cuffs that held my arms and legs to the metal slab. I was bound, naked and spreadeagle, on the special sex table that he had gotten from a sale just a day before. He was eager to try it out. So eager, in fact, that he had insisted I take the day off work. 

I was more than eager to comply with his demand.

"Please what?" he growled, his voice a deep vibration that sent shivers through my already inflamed skin. 

His fingers continued to create a blazing trail down my skin and I felt myself melting into the table. My mind was a hot mess of wanting him to touch me further down and wishing he would stop completely. 

The cold metal chains on my wrists and ankles made sure I couldn't get away, but it allowed me just enough space to arch outwards, lifting my spine off the table to push myself closer to him. 

"Please..." I pleaded, my brain cells electrified to mush. He had been touching me for what felt like an eternity, somehow managing to miss all the spots I wanted him to. 

At first I was still making coherent sentences. 

"Please, touch my pussy... fuck me hard... pinch my nipples..." 

Then that dissolved into. 

"Ohh... that feels good... further down... I'm so wet, please, I'm burning..."

Now all I could manage were single-word pleas that meant absolutely nothing as he continued to tease my body. I was a burning, throbbing mess of nerves and wanton desire, twitching and pulling against the metal chains in vain hopes that he would pleasure me. 

"Do you like it when I touch you here?" 

Acute surges of desire coursed through my veins and I cried out when his fingers touched the burning folds between my legs. Wetness seeped out of me and I arched my back to better accept him. 

"Yes," I breathed. "Yes!" 
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He lowered a hand down my belly, reaching the growing wetness between my legs and I crossed them instinctively, clenching my thighs tightly together as if that would be enough to stop him.

His wandering hand continued downwards, squeezing between my clenched legs to rub against the engorged clit. 

Passionate tide overtook rational mind and I lost myself in his passionate kiss, convinced that nothing would ever make me feel this good ever again. 

He swallowed my whimpers as he rubbed my clit, sending jolts of pleasure through my spine. 

His eyes dilated with pleasure as I responded to his kiss. 

A hardness between his legs pressed insistently against me and I reached out and gripped his shoulders, curling my fingers through the fabric of his shirt. I moaned into his lips and he shuddered. 

His erection grew larger and thicker. He drew back from my lips and kissed my shoulders, branding me with his molten lips. My sex pulsed with need and I opened my legs willingly. 

Dampness soaked me, allowing his fingers to delve into my hole easily. My breath came in short pants and I squirmed in place. 

"You're ravishing," he growled and I flushed in embarrassment. 

With his free hand, he rolled my nipple and lowered his head to capture the sensitive tip into his mouth. 

"Ohh!" I screamed, stars exploding in front of my eyes. He bit gently on my nipple and a full-body tremor went through me. 

"Oh, fuck!" I moaned. He chuckled as he moved his attention to my other nipple, careful not to ignore it. Dark curls covered his eyes and I closed my own, unable to withstand the primal desire in them.  

As he took my nipple to his lips, he inserted another finger into me. 

"Sir, your presence is requested outside," a voice interrupted at the worst possible moment. 

I pushed him away quickly and attempted to cover myself from the prying eyes of the stranger. 

"I will be there when I'm ready," Nicholas growled, glaring at the employee. There wasn't a doubt in my mind that the man would be jobless by the end of the day. 

The stranger didn't seem to care much for his job though. He was too busy staring at me. 

I tried to cover as much of myself as I could, but it was hard considering I was completely naked. 

Other staff members of the hotel were coming in. They were probably on their break and was hoping to use the room to relax. Instead, they were being treated to the sight of my very naked body. 

"Is there anything we can do to help you, Sir?" the man asked brazenly, licking his lips in lust. 

My face and upper chest flushed red in embarrassment but the hardened expression on Nicholas's face relaxed and he looked contemplative. 

"Why don't you just stay and watch? I'm sure Ella here would enjoy the company," he said suddenly. 
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It was two years before I set foot into the bar again. 

Two years after the worst day of my life had led me to the best night of my life. An unforgettably night fueled by raw, animalistic desire. 

We were two wounded human beings grasping desperately to each other, hoping to belong, if only for a moment. 

And for several blissful moments, we were lost in our own perfect world. 

Naively, I thought all sex was like that until I started seeing other people. Only then did I realize how wrong I had been to walk away that night. What we had was different. It would be cliché to say it was special, but it was just that. It was unique. It was something that I had never been able to replicate. 

There was a pure carnal desire that brewed inside us and only managed to awaken in each other's presence. No other lover had been able to emulate the way he made my body feel. 

The men I had dated after him were not just inferior, they were sub-par. It was all the same. In, out, in, out. 

It was boring. 

There was something different about the way he made love. 

It wasn't just his dominating nature or his slews of commands. It wasn't because he tied me up on the bed before making love to me. It wasn't even that his eyes were so intense it burned my skin, or that his voice was so deep it vibrated through my bones. It was that when I was with him, the whole world fell apart and nothing else mattered. 

By the time I realized what I wanted, what I needed, was him, it was too late.  

I didn't even know his name. 

It was two years before I set foot in the bar again.

And there he was, smoking his cigarette. He had the same brown eyes that were as dark as the abyss. My heart skipped a beat. 

Lithe fingers made music on the grand piano but he wasn't looking at the keys, he was looking at me. 

When he spoke, he had the same deep bass that growled and reverberated through my body. I could hear him from where I stood and I knew I could hear him from a million miles away. 

"Hello.". 

The world around me fell away.  
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His lips taste of warm cinnamon and honey. But there was nothing gentle about the way he touched me. His hands were on my breasts, massaging and kneading the soft flesh there as he pushed me against the gate that clanged loudly upon impact.

His kisses were bruising, devouring me without regard to past inhibitions. 

A voice in the corner of my brain implored me to stop this insanity, but that was silenced by his fingers brushing over my sensitive nipples, bringing alive every nerve ending in my body. 

For a moment, I didn't know how to reach, stiffening slightly as my body caught up with my mind. Then, my arms came up to grip his back and I answered feverishly to his kiss.

We took off each other's clothes in a frenzy of lust and desire. My dress came off with the sound of cloth ripping and he shucked off his shirt and undid the buckle of his jeans with trembling fingers. 

My eyes widened at the sight of him, naked and ready. A soft flush covered my cheeks. 

"I'm not a gentle lover," he confessed abruptly, as if worried about my reaction. His eyes were searching, worried. I wondered who had rejected him before. 

"I don't want a gentle lover," I said.  

Suddenly, a hand gripped my hair too tightly and I was forced down until I had no choice but to fall on my knees. The soft grass cushioned my knees. It also reminded me how much out in the open we were and how anyone could drive by and see us. 

"What if someone sees us?" I asked even as my fingers wrapped around his hard, throbbing erection.  

My heart was pounding, racing, hammering in my chest so hard that I was afraid it would jump right out of my ribcage. 

His erection was the biggest I have seen and was thick enough to be a solid mouthful. "This is my property. I can do on it what I want," he hissed as my fingers brushed across his slit. Precum leaked from his cock and the smell of musk, sweat and sex filled my nose.

"Now blow me," he growled and I complied without thought. 
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"So, what do you think?" she asked, biting her lower lip shyly. 

"Well, I'm not familiar with some of the names," I said, "but the rest of the guys actually seem like a good fit." I bit my lip and frowned, "Maybe not Irving. That guy gives me the creeps," I said. 

"He does?" she gasped. It seemed like news to her. 

"Yeah. Even when I was a Dom, he kept making advances at me..." I found myself deliberately isolating him from the other subs I knew. "I know some people like rough, but he plays a little too close to breaking hard limits for my taste..." 

She looked as if she was making a mental note of that. Then, she sighed and looked almost disappointed at me. She said, "I wish you could come to more meetings, Ally. Your input would be so helpful for us when it comes to choosing the right Dom," she said. 

I didn't know what to say, so I kept quiet. 

"Other than him, the rest of the guys are okay, right?" she asked. 

I considered getting rid of Victor as a candidate with the guise of keeping work and personal relationship separate but I knew Lisa could see past the obvious lie. There were two levels of management between us and nobody could really object to who the boss dated. 

"Do you really think Victor would be a good fit?" I asked. 

She looked torn between telling the truth and lying out of fear, and then said with absolute conviction:

"Yes." 

"Okay," I nodded, biting my lower lip. "So, how's your Dom treating you?" I asked. 

"Oh," her face flamed red. "There's something I want to show you," she said a little shyly. 

My eyes widened as she started unbuttoning her shirt. My heart thumped rapidly and I wisely kept my mouth shut, less I say anything I'd regret later. 

Then, she twisted around so I could see the freshly-tattooed words on her upper back. It was still red and painful, but the words were clear. 


I want to be owned, to be used. My time, my thoughts, my dreams, my life. Yours.



And just like that, I felt as if a missing puzzle piece of my heart had just fallen into place. This was what I wanted: A surrender so absolute that it enveloped me completely. 

I knew I was prepared for a Dom. I was prepared to belong. 

But nothing prepared me for Victor. 
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"Take off your dress, angel," he said for the second time and I complied quickly, grabbing the hems of my dress and pulling the thin fabric over my head. 

The only thing I had left was my lace pink bra. The cold gush blew against my skin mercilessly. I shivered in the sudden cold and wrapped my arms around myself, partially to ward off the cold but mostly to hide my breasts. 

He looked at me from the corner of his eyes and grinned. "You're exquisite," he said. 

"Thank you," I blushed, sinking down in the seat in hopes that nobody would notice my stark nakedness. 

"Now take off your bra," he ordered. 

"I can't!" I gasped. 

He turned to me a smirked, then turned on his turn signal, as if he was going to stop the car by the side of the road. 

I hastily reached around my back to unhook my bra strap. The lace bra came off quickly and I was completely naked. 

Due to his slowing down earlier, cars were starting to overtake us and I was acutely aware of people turning towards us to see why we'd slowed down. 

"Hurry up, Rex," I urged, squeezing my eyes shut in a feeble attempt to hide my embarrassment from the world. 

My public exposure had made me incredibly aroused despite how embarrassed I felt. A car honked loudly on the way past, the passengers whistling and catcalling loudly, leaving no doubt in my mind that they'd seen everything. They continued blaring their honks until they were out of sight.

"Oh my god," I exclaimed, my cheeks burning brightly. 

"That was exciting, wasn't it?" he teased, laughing whole-heartedly. 

"I can't believe you made me strip!" I shouted at him over the wind, trying my very best to get myself eaten by the seat to no success. 

"Put your legs onto the dashboard," he instructed, patting the empty dashboard in front of me lightly. "And stop saying you can't do it because you can," he added before I even opened my mouth. "You can and you will."
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(Exhibitionism, Public Humiliation, BDSM)

Daisy Rose

Tanya is ready to finally marry her Mr. Right. But there's one gigantic problem...

Her groom is nowhere to be found.

Star footballer Tanner Wilson is the best man waiting to say "I don't" at the right time. Now, he doesn't need to speak up.

He soon finds out he is not the only man opposed to the wedding. Thrill-seeking adventure guide Derek has held a torch for Tanya for years and he wasn't going to give up easily.

The fireworks between them could light up the ball park, but there's an easier way to solve the problem. Whoever can make Tanya come first, wins.

​​​

[image: C:\Users\User\Documents\Miscellanous Writing\Kindle\Covers\PUBLISHED COVERS\Public Submission 1 Wedding.jpg]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Wedding Day

[image: ]




"What do you mean he's not here yet?" I muttered, careful not to tilt the veil. I knew I was being overly cautious. A tornado couldn't have moved the veil out of place. I just needed something to do with my hands. 

All I wanted was a nice, simple wedding at a beach with a nice, normal man who loved me for me.

Was that too much to ask? 

Evidently so. 

The groom was nowhere to be found. 

"I couldn't find him in the groom's changing room, but I'm sure the guys will find him outside or something," Lisa said, looking flushed and breathless. 

"Or something," I echoed, sitting completely still. 

My reflection looked back at me in absolute shock. I didn't feel as shocked as I looked though. It wasn't unlike Jason to be late to his own wedding. Wisps of brown hair escaped my upswept hairstyle and I tugged it back in place hastily. It wasn't as if I was a big priority in his life. 

I tried to keep my thoughts positive, but it was getting harder by the second. My fiancé was far from perfect. He's had his share of affairs but we always managed to get through them and make our relationship a little stronger in the process. At least, that's what I liked to believe. He had been there for me when my parents were killed a car accident and I would be forever indebted to him for that. 

Sure, he wasn't the best boyfriend in the world but at least the sex was good...


...



"Tell me what you want," his expert fingers moved down from my cheek to my neck, going ever so slowly down sending pleasurable tingles through me. 

"Please," I moaned, pulling against the cuffs that held my arms and legs to the metal slab. I was bound, naked and spreadeagle, on the special sex table that he had gotten from a sale just a day before. He was eager to try it out. So eager, in fact, that he had insisted I take the day off work. 

I was more than eager to comply with his demand.

"Please what?" he growled, his voice a deep vibration that sent shivers through my already inflamed skin. 

His fingers continued to create a blazing trail down my skin and I felt myself melting into the table. My mind was a hot mess of wanting him to touch me further down and wishing he would stop completely. 

The cold metal chains on my wrists and ankles made sure I couldn't get away, but it allowed me just enough space to arch outwards, lifting my spine off the table to push myself closer to him. 

"Please..." I pleaded, my brain cells electrified to mush. He had been touching me for what felt like an eternity, somehow managing to miss all the spots I wanted him to. 

At first I was still making coherent sentences. 

"Please, touch my pussy... fuck me hard... pinch my nipples..." 

Then that dissolved into. 

"Ohh... that feels good... further down... I'm so wet, please, I'm burning..."

Now all I could manage were single-word pleas that meant absolutely nothing as he continued to tease my body. I was a burning, throbbing mess of nerves and wanton desire, twitching and pulling against the metal chains in vain hopes that he would pleasure me. 

"Do you like it when I touch you here?" 

Acute surges of desire coursed through my veins and I cried out when his fingers touched the burning folds between my legs. Wetness seeped out of me and I arched my back to better accept him. 

"Yes," I breathed. "Yes!" 

Blood hummed in my veins and the burning heat between my legs screamed out for him. His fingers traced circled around my hole, teasing the sensitive, engorged nub of flesh before finally penetrating into the hole and I was lost to him completely. 

He bent down and took my nipple into his mouth as he fingered me, burying his finger knuckle-deep into my sweet heat and curving. 

"How 'bout here?" he asked again, his lips so close to my nipple that I could feel the warmth of his breath against my skin.

Without waiting for a response, he lowered his head to my other nipple and sucked it into his mouth, tongue flicking over the tip of my pebbled nipple while grabbing my breast with his free hand. With his other hand, he continued pulling his finger out and entering me slowly. My eyes narrowed to a half mast and I felt my walls tightening to his finger, trying to trap him inside me to no avail as he continued pulling his finger outwards and inwards with devastating slowness.

"Oh god!" I gasped, familiar longing squeezing in my belly. If I thought his teasing was bad, this was even worse. I felt as if I was kept perpetually on the verge of orgasm. The tight, almost-there strokes of his tongue and fingers sent my mind into a whirlpool of lust and desire. 

"Oh, fuck me, please!" I begged.

It was impossible to not be blown apart by the heat, but I managed to keep all my limbs intact as he suckled and licked my nipple, all the while touching the erogenous zones inside me. 

When he introduced a second finger into my scorching heat, the burning, gripping sensation intensified until my brain turned to mush and words became jumbled moans and groans. 

He chuckled at my lack of control and I trembled under his sensual assault.

The gripping tightness inside me built and built and when he nibbled my nipple between his teeth lightly, I felt everything crumble and the orgasm rushed through me in a wave of cold and hot juxtaposition that sent my mind blank. 

As I was still quivering from my orgasm, he pulled his fingers out and climbed on top of me. Then, with a swift push of his hips, he crumbled any barrier of resistance I had left inside me and penetrated me. 

His hands cupped my breasts, pinching my nipples as he forced my orgasm to be prolonged much longer than humanly possible. 

Deep primitive desire kept me alive as he rammed his hard cock inside me over and over, spreading me and touching all the erogenous zones inside me. My walls clenched and relaxed around him in a rhythm that he enjoyed. 

Fevered skin burned against each other and his cock entered and filled me completely. I arched my back against the metal platform, meeting him thrust for thrust until we were both groaning in satisfaction...  


...



I would marry him just for the mind-blowing sex and his kinky fetishes with ropes, whips, and nipple clamps. 

Shuddering from the thought, I focused my attention to the wedding that we were all waiting for. A familiar longing squeezed my heart and I wished that we were at a beach so that guest could at least be entertained by the seaside breeze and lapping waves.  

Instead of a wedding by the beach, he insisted on a traditional church ceremony, never mind that I wasn't even a little bit religious. I wasn't going to start another argument though.  

In spite of his unwillingness to help me in planning, or in fact, paying for the wedding, everything was going according to plan. I saved up enough to get the venue and catering for the after-wedding party and we managed to agree on a date. 

My best friend, Derek, had even gone through the trouble of taking an online examination to be a ordained and licensed Ceremonial Minister. He was going to be one of Jason's best man, since he though being one of my bridesmaids would be weird. 

Since Jason never bothered to talk to his pastor about officiating the marriage, Derek volunteered to help with everything to do with the vows, which made the church wedding a lot less stressful for me. All I needed to do was pay for the use of the church for a few hours. 

The ring, which Jason did pay for, was beautiful and I was looking forward to having it on my finger. 

Everything was progressing well...

Everything was going well except for the fact that my groom was missing. 

"Have they found him yet?" I asked, turning to Lisa, who was texting someone frantically on her phone. 

"I'm texting him, but no replies," she said with a slightly panicked look. 

"I'm sure he'll respond," I said. There had to be a reasonable explanation for his absence. Maybe his alarm didn't go off in the morning and he's not replying because he has his phone turned off. Maybe he's dead. 

I gave myself an internal scolding for being excited by the prospect of him dying.

Maybe I wasn't as eager to marry him as I thoughts. 

"It's just cold feet." 

I turned to Lisa in surprise, but she looked like she was talking to herself more than she was talking to me.  

When it became obvious she wasn't waiting for a response, I turned my attention elsewhere. I caught sight of myself in the large mirror.  

Did I look like the kind of woman a man would leave at the altar? Sure, I was no raving beauty, but I was pretty enough. In the wedding gown, I was a fairly beautiful bride.

"I'm sure he'll be there, darling," Faith said. Like her namesake, my cousin was a limitless bundle of optimism. She flitted around me, offering me suggestions of more things to add to my hair and calming alcoholic drinks. 

I stood transfixed in front of the mirror, trying to find flaws that weren't there today. My normally pale complexion matched well with the white wedding dress. I was wearing my mother's old wedding gown, which the tailor had sewn to fit my smaller but bustier frame.

The milky white dress clung snugly to my upper body and flared out beautifully past my waist, giving me the illusion of having a perfect tiny waist. I fell in love with the dress when I first laid eyes on it and the love had only gotten stronger since. 

The semi-transparent veil with gold and silver beads was all but super glued to my hair, pinned into a deliberately messy bun on top of my head. Thankfully, I had stopped the makeup artist from working too much on my face. I wanted to look natural for the pictures.

"Don't worry about Jason. I'm sure he probably just got sidetracked with work," Faith continued when she realized I hadn't listened to a word she was saying. 

"He'll be there," Lisa agreed, smiling guiltily, as if she had a hand in making sure he wasn't where he needed to be. 

I took a deep, calming breath. Suspecting Lisa of cheating with my soon-to-be husband was unbecoming of me. It was unfair.

Ever since I found Jason in bed with my ex-friend, I had been suspicious of every girl around me. Lisa had been my best friends for years and I shouldn't be suspecting her of something as beneath her as cheating on my fiancé.  

"He should be getting ready," I whispered, my movements slightly jerky as I fought to keep my composure. I stood up ungracefully, the high heels doing their job of adding a good few inches to my height but also making each step a balancing act. 

"Don't fret. He'll be ready in time," Pauline said, squeezing my upper arm reassuringly. 

I blew out a deep breath. "I hope so." I took the drink she offered me and downed it quickly to sooth my frayed nerves. I cringed. "This is disgusting."

She shrugged unapologetically. 

For a wild second I wondered if he wasn't here because he had gotten too hung-over from the bachelor's party the night before. Then I remembered that Derek and Tanner were his best men and there wasn't a chance in hell they would let him be hung-over to my wedding. It probably wasn't fair that his best men were better friends with me than with him, but it also wasn't fair that he was late for his own wedding. 

"Where's my phone?" I asked my maid of honor, Lisa. 

Lisa stumbled around in her panic to locate my phone, but it was Faith who found it. 

"Here," she passed it to me. 

I didn't know if I was more disappointed of relieved by the fact that there was no messages on my phone.  

The clock ticked ominously. 

Ten minutes passed... 

Then, twenty. 

The grandfather clock rang at precisely nine o'clock, which was when the ceremony was supposed to start. 

"Could you go and find out what's the matter, Faith?" I asked, ushering her away so she would stop trying to make awkward conversation to pass the time. It was uncomfortable enough without someone trying to make light of things. 

I took another sip of my vodka tonic, careful not to ruin my light lipstick in the process. 

"You should probably slow down on that," Marie murmured even though she was working on her 10th tequila shot of the morning. Her words were a little slurred, and she was swaying ever so slightly. 

Marie wasn't dressed for a wedding. She was wearing a tie-dyed shirt that barely covered her bulging belly and a pair of worn jeans that looked like it needed to be replaced yesterday. In fact, I wasn't sure why she was in here in the first place. She was Jason's cousin and I suppose he invited her without telling me, or she invited herself. My patience was running thin. 

She leaned on the table and Sally, the makeup artist, hastily rushed over to save her makeup brushes and eye shadow palates before they were destroyed. Sure enough, the table tilted under Marie's weight and both human and furniture fell to the ground. 

I couldn't help but smile. "You should slow down," I said to the woman. "I can handle it." 

She rolled her eyes and got up without batting an eye. It probably didn't hurt her at all, given how drunk she was. 

As the clock continued to tick, fast nearing half past nine with no sign of Pauline, I sent Marie out to find out what was holding everyone up. 

"Relax," Lisa said, though she was pouring herself a glass of champagne too. Everyone was getting edgy.

Pauline probably didn't have good news to give and was pacing around uncomfortably outside in hopes that somebody else would take the burden off her shoulders.

Faith spoke up finally, voicing the thought that was in everybody's mind, "I don't think he's coming, love." 

A small part of me thought there was a surprise waiting for me outside and Jason had planned something amazing. A more cynical part of me knew that Faith was right. If the most optimistic of us all could come to that conclusion, it was probably true.  

"Have you heard from Pauline?" I asked. 

"No."

"Maybe you're right, Faith," I murmured. 

"Your phone's blinking," Lisa pointed out suddenly.

Sure enough, there was a text message from Jason. 

"i can't do it. i'm sorry. it's not you, it's me." 

I snorted at the most cliché line in the history of breakups and then felt... nothing, really. 

It was hard to focus on anything. I felt cold enough to get frostbite. Instead of feeling angry, I felt... nothing. 

Maybe it was shock. 

"Who was it?" Lisa asked. 

I turned to her. Maybe it was my expression that gave it away, but she knew immediately. 

"I'm so sorry," she murmured.

Before I could respond, the best men burst into the room. "I know where he is," Derek announced, his normally smooth hair messed from his running impatient fingers through it. 

"Let's go," Tanner grabbed me by the arm and pulled me up. We were out of the church and in a car before my brain had caught up with my feet and my vocal chords.  

"Where are we going?" I asked. The reality of the situation hadn't quiet settled in yet. 

"The airport, that lying bastard," Derek announced. The car skidded through the wet path. Heavy rain that seemed to have appeared out of nowhere was belting down on the roof of the car. 

"He's... at the airport?" I asked. My voice had a hint of panic that I couldn't quite hide. I had nervously shredded my overpriced lace handkerchief completely and gripped the seats tightly.

"Where's he going?" Lisa asked. 

I turned to her in shock. I hadn't realized that she had jumped into the car with us. 

"Nowhere if we can help it," Tanner murmured.

I stared at Lisa for a moment. "I'm glad you're here," I said finally. "You're a good friend." 

She winced and looked away. 

I frowned at her, confused. Tanner gave her a suspicious look but didn't say anything. 

"What about the guests in the church? I only have the place booked for a few hours..."

"Pauline's handling that," Derek said. 

I stared at him and wondered what I should be feeling now. Crushed? Sad? Disappointed? Humiliated?

All of the above? 

A month ago, I found Jason in bed with another woman and I asked him if he wanted to call off the wedding. He said no and promised to love only me from now on. 

Maybe if I had been more loving and forgiving, he wouldn't leave me at the altar like this. 

"Is there something wrong with me?" I asked. I took a deep breath but continued to feel as if walls are closing in on me, suffocating me. 

"No, of course not!" Lisa wrapped her arms around me, but I found no comfort in her touch. 

"There's something wrong with him," Derek said with conviction. 

"Possibly," I muttered. 

We hurried into the airport. Derek seemed to know exactly where to go.  It shouldn't surprise me that he had connections with people at the airport. He worked as an adventure guide and spent most of his days travelling. 

We must've been a sight. Two men in tuxedos and a woman in her wedding gown. I must've looked pathetic. 

In a rush, I found myself staring directly at Jason. He was standing there in the perfect black tuxedo, looking as debonair and perfect as ever. My heart constricted and I felt my throat tightening. Blood circulation turned into a voluntary process suddenly and I had to force myself to continue pumping air into my lungs.  

Jason was here.

"You're beautiful," he sighed, his voice full of regret and guilt. 

Derek and Tanner stood beside me, like bodyguards. I found strength in their imposing presence. I wondered if Jason was scared. He should be. 

Everything around us burned to nothing and all I could see was him. How much it hurt to see him. 

I thought of the people at the church and the humiliation of being left by my groom on my wedding day and my hand closed into a fist and drove my fist into his face. 

It was incredibly therapeutic. 

He caught himself before he went down and stood up straight, his jaw quickly bruising from my punch. My fist ached and my knuckles were swollen. The thought that his face was hurting more than my hand calmed me. 

"Why?" I asked. 

"I-" He rubbed his jaw. I wondered if I had dislocated his jaw. I hope I had dislocated his jaw. "I already said it. I don't love you. Marriage isn't for me," he shrugged. 

"Why now? Why not two weeks ago, or a month ago? Why ask me to marry you if you're going to run away?"

I could feel my brain cells dying as I continued to stand there, watching him. Sea-blue eyes stared at me pitifully and he turned to Lisa. "Should I tell her?"

Lisa's face was immediately crimson and suddenly I knew. 

"I'm so sorry," she gasped.

And my world came crumbling down. 
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"I've been sleeping with Lisa," he said even though everybody knew that already. 

My mind had gone completely numb. 

I tilted my head and looked at him from behind the translucent veil. Then I asked a single-worded question that seemed to confuse everybody but myself: 
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