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Alex Zhang's little sister Susie nervously cleared her throat, running her shaking fingers through her short black bob. “Um, don't freak out,” she said.

Of course her words had the opposite effect on him. You didn't tell a man on his wedding day to not freak out. If you didn’t want the groom to freak out, you would simply say nothing and do everything in your power to not fuck anything up. “What is it, Susie?” he asked, feeling his blood pressure spike.

“Um, we can’t find Kira,” she said, avoiding his eyes.

“You can’t find Kira?” He blinked. Kira, the woman he’d wanted ever since he’d met her six months ago, the love of his life, and... “Kira, the woman I’m supposed to be marrying in two hours?” 

“I told you, don’t freak out—”

He hissed, “How am I supposed to not freak the fuck out? I thought you were going to tell me the band couldn’t make it or the cake fell all over the floor, and that would’ve been bad enough, but you’re telling me my bride is missing. How can she be missing anyway? Didn’t you pick her up this morning?”

“Yes, but um...”

“You fucking lost her?” He was almost shrieking, his normally deep voice now at a pitch that was comparable to that of a chipmunk on cocaine.

“I had to deal with something about the cake. Then when I went back to check on her, well...”

Alex rubbed his eyes. “Jesus fucking Christ, I can’t believe this is happening.” Had Kira gotten cold feet and run away, thinking that their marriage was doomed to fail? But she’d seemed fine last night. A little nervous about the wedding, but that was normal. God knew how anxious he’d been and how much time he’d spent obsessing about every tiny detail that could go wrong—though he’d evidently neglected to worry about one extremely important thing. “You made sure she’s not here?” They were having the wedding in a grand mansion that had belonged to one of Kira’s favorite writers, some morbid aristocrat with a penchant for writing creepy poems that were extended metaphors for vaginas and stories that read like the drug-induced hallucinations of a kinky serial killer. Kira could have simply wandered into one of the many rooms.

“Yes,” Susie said. “I tried calling her ten times too. Nothing.”

“Okay, I’m gonna go back to my place and see if she’s there.”

“But it’s bad luck for the groom to see the bride before the wedding!”

He glared at his sister. “Seriously? My bride is missing and potentially a runaway one. How can things get worse?”

“Well, something could burn down—”

“Christ! Susie, I love you, but please shut up.”

“But—”

“Here’s what I need you to do. I need you to stall the wedding until I come back.”

Panic entered Susie’s eyes. “What? How—?”

“Go into hysterics, give an impromptu stand-up comedy routine, mess with the band’s equipment—use your imagination.”

“What if you don’t find her?”

He set his hard stare on her. “Oh, trust me, I will find her. Kira and I are getting married today.” Whether the bride liked it or not.
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If he’d been driving at the speed limit, it would’ve taken him 30 minutes to go back to his place. As he’d been driving at a pace that an instructor definitely would’ve called reckless and dangerous, however, it’d only taken him 10 minutes to arrive at his big white mansion, which he’d been able to afford thanks to LiZi, the electronics company he owned that managed to rival Apple and Samsung in profits. 

Please let Kira be here, please let Kira be here, he repeated in his head. Hopefully, she’d come back here to retrieve her something borrowed or something old; his bride was prone to forgetting things. If she wasn’t at the mansion, he was officially going to lose his sanity.

Living room—nothing. Kitchen—no sign of her. Dining room—no luck. Letting out a stream of curses, he marched up the staircase. His bride had to be in their bedroom. She had to be there, she had to...

And she was. But seeing her didn’t bring him any comfort.

He clenched his fists, seeing her abandoned white lace dress on the bed. Instead of her wedding gown, Kira was wearing an orange t-shirt with a sleeping kitten on it and denim shorts. And instead of looking for her something borrowed or something old, she was packing up a suitcase.

“What the fuck are you doing?” he spat.

She jumped up at the sound of his voice and looked up from the clothes she was stuffing into her luggage. “Oh, hi, Alex,” she said as if he hadn’t just caught her while she was in the middle of her preparations for leaving him on their fucking wedding day.

“What the fuck are you doing?” he repeated, unable to stop himself from noticing how beautiful she looked. Her long shiny black waves, rosy cheeks, plump reddish lips, and big green eyes, the only thing she hadn’t inherited from her fully Japanese mother and the only thing her deadbeat Caucasian dad had given her.

Her face turned melancholy. “I’m sorry, Alex. I...I can’t go through with the wedding. I’ll pay you back. I don’t know how, but I will.”

He grabbed her elbow. “Goddamn it, Kira,” he said. “You were going to leave me at the altar? Without even a letter?”

“Um, I left a note on the nightstand...”

Glaring at her, he wrapped his arm around her waist, eliciting a squeal from her. Keeping her body glued to his the whole time, he snatched up her note and read it aloud: “‘Dear Alex, I’m so sorry for doing this to you. I desperately want to marry you—not that it makes this any better, but I do. However, I just can’t. I love you and wish you the best. You’ll find someone better, someone so much better than me. Love, Kira. P.S. I know the wedding was very expensive. I’ll pay you back every cent, even if I have to work 3 jobs for 30 years.’” He crumpled up the note. “Let me get this straight. You love me and want to marry me, but for some reason, you fucking can’t?” It was bullshit of the highest degree. “Is there another guy? Oh, Jesus fucking Christ, of course there is. I’m going to strangle the fucking bastard—”

“There’s no other guy,” she said, squirming against his hold and putting her hands on his chest. “Can you let go of me?”

Tossing her note aside, he wrapped his other arm around her. “No, I’m not letting you get out of my sight again.” They were right for each other, they were soulmates, they were all of those cheesy cliché sayings—he knew that down to his very core. So they were going to get married today, no matter what asinine ideas were in her head. 

“Alex...” 

He yanked down her shorts, making her gasp. She was wearing white lace panties that matched her wedding dress. “You’re not wearing anything unless it’s that 2,000-dollar Vera Wang gown on the bed.” He tore off her shirt, leaving her shaking in only her white lace bra and panties. 

“I liked that shirt,” she said, frowning as she saw the orange pieces of fabric on the floor; the sleeping kitten’s face had been ripped in half. 

“I’ll buy you ten of them after you become my wife.” He unhooked her bra, freeing her fair breasts.

“I can’t marry you...” A moan came out of her throat as he took her nipple into his mouth.

After sucking on and licking the skin, he breathed, “You can and you will. I made a lot of nonrefundable deposits for this wedding.” When he’d proposed, she’d immediately said yes, then suggested they get married at City Hall. “Why not skip all of the stress and fuss?” she’d said. “Plus it would save a lot of money.” He’d promptly rejected the idea, telling her, “You don’t really want to get married at City Hall.” And he’d been right. She’d wanted a big white wedding, but known her single mother couldn’t possibly afford one. Then he’d assured her that he would take care of it, like he would take care of her for the rest of her life.

“I’ll pay you back...”

“I don’t want your money. I want your ass to walk down the aisle with me.” He punctuated his words by slapping her butt, causing her to yelp.

“We can’t...” She was unable to finish her sentence for Alex had pulled down her underwear, dropped to his knees, and stuck his tongue into her slit.

“Let me show you why you should be saying, ‘I do,’ right now.” He kissed her clit, making her groan and grab a fistful of his black hair.

“You’re going to ruin your suit...” She closed her eyes, moaning as his tongue reached her sweetest spots.

“No one’s going to care about the groom’s clothes. They’ll be too busy looking at the beautiful bride.” Seizing her ass cheeks, he sucked on her nub, producing a scream from her. While her eyes remained shut in ecstasy, he placed a finger inside her pussy. With his other hand, he gingerly picked up the Vera Wang dress, then put it over a chair. Then he flung her down onto the bed, furiously rubbing her pussy and continuing to make her moan. He smirked. She could never manage to be quiet when they had sex. One time, they’d stayed in a hotel and their neighbor had banged on their door at 2 in the morning when Kira hadn’t quite been able to keep her cries at a reasonable volume. 

He whispered into her ear, “Do you want to come, Kira?”

She whimpered, nodding.

“Then say you’ll marry me.”

“I can’t...”

Her words stilled his hand. “Why the fuck not?” he asked, dropping the seductive tone and adopting a pissed-off one.

She glowered at him. “Did
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