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I never liked big spaces.

And yet — my life was composed only of them: huge halls, endless corridors, libraries three stories high, courtyards bigger than parks. My family's wealth was old, deep, older than many states, and I... the only thing I ever wanted was to be lost among books, where no one expected me to be what I never could be. That's the only way I felt fulfilled and happy.

"Heir to the Blackwell dynasty," they used to say when I was a kid.

"A brilliant boy." 

“He’s so handsome.”

Everyone looked at me with admiration. 

I looked at myself as a burden.

I spent so many years trying to understand the ways and the system in which my family and all of high society functioned, but I couldn't. For so many years, I was lost and alone, and books were my only refuge. Although I was brilliant, charming, and good-looking, it was all for nothing. Something was missing. I was not like them, and I never will be.

I lived a lonely life, condemned to the prison of my mind and a legacy I never wanted.

And today... I was supposed to get married today.

I didn't want marriage. Neither the spotlight, nor the shroud of tradition, nor the children that the family will use as a guarantee of the future. I wanted the earth to open up and swallow me. I didn't want any of that whole circus.

Father, of course, thought otherwise.
His word was not a suggestion—it was a law. And I had no choice but to comply.
"Richard, it's time," he said a few months ago, flipping through the financial statements as if talking about the weather forecast. "I found you a wife."

I didn't even look at him. I just put the book down. My throat went dry, and the muscles in my body became incredibly tense.

"I don't want a wife."

"Wish has nothing to do with this. You are a Blackwell. And you must leave heirs."

Those words — you must — have always paralyzed me. I didn't want to have to marry a stranger. I didn't want to sleep with her and leave heirs so the Blackwell line wouldn't die out. At that moment, I wished the line never even existed.

"Who is she?" I asked, with a bitter taste in my mouth. Disgusted by my father's judgment, which was like a yoke to me. I tried to imagine my new wife.

"Rachel Warren. Beautiful, young, healthy. She comes from a humble family, but... she has character. Liveliness. You're too reserved. She'll bring blood where you don't. Plus, she's a hucow, which means she's fertile and able to give you heirs."

I didn't know what to say to this, so I just shrugged my shoulders and sighed deeply. I knew that nothing was in my power anymore.

And so it was decided.

Contracted.

Irreversible.

Now I was standing in my dressing room, dressed in a black tailcoat, with gold cuffs and a tie I didn't want to wear. On the outside, I seemed like any Blackwell man: perfectly dressed, stout, cool.
But inside... inside I was a silent storm.
I tapped my fingers on the spine of the book I'd brought as cover—a collection of poetry I'd read for the hundredth time. I wanted to move away from here and at least be somewhere else in my mind. Hundreds of eyes will be on me, and on my new bride, whom, of course, I haven't even met.

I wanted the charade to end as soon as possible.

The house was full of flowers, music, whispers, people in expensive suits and women encrusted with diamonds. The air smelled of champagne and coercion. Although the whole world was celebrating this day, I felt my throat tighten. All this was too much for me. Irritating. The smells were too strong, the suits too shiny.

I had to sit down. I hid behind the altar in the room reserved for the groom. 

My hands were shaking.

Knock. Knock.

"Richard?" the voice of the head personal butler. "The guests have arrived. The bride will be here any minute."

"Leave me alone," I replied quietly.

I was ready to run away. To jump the fence. To hide in the library and let the world fall apart.

But then—the door opened.

Not fast. Not noisy.

Just... slowly.

I turned around.

And saw her.

I didn't know what to expect. My father used to say that she was "witty and charming", which sounded like a disaster. I was expecting a noisy, aggressive girl, one who would immediately try to talk, to impose herself, to take over the space... because that's the kind of women with a reputation that reaches my father.

But there she stood—beautiful, wondrous, sumptuous. I couldn't look away, and I thought how rude it was for me to stare at her, paralyzed.

Her dress was simple but perfect. White satin ribbons followed her movements like water. The simple, sophisticated material flawlessly accentuated her curves, which were, well, in a word, perfect.

The V-neckline of the dress emphasized her lush and round breasts. They were big and firm, and looking at them, I felt a huge thrill. It was like electricity went through my body. Everything in me started dancing.

Her body was slim, toned with a perfectly shaped rear and wide, voluptuous hips.

This girl was incredibly beautiful. I hated myself for having those primal thoughts running through my head, but she was made for impregnation. 

Her hair was in waves, golden in the light, her cheeks slightly flushed.

Simple, fruitful, obedient.

My whole body trembled with desire for her.

When she saw me, she smiled widely, but without exaggeration. Naturally. Witty.

"You're Richard," she said.

Her voice was bold and gentle.

I just nodded, still mesmerized by her appearance. Her breasts were slightly undulating and looked slightly swollen. It seemed as if they would spill out of her well-tailored dress at any moment.

"Hello," she added, taking two steps forward.

I opened my mouth... and nothing came out. My groin was throbbing with the painful heat that was getting stronger and stronger. I had to have her, right now!

She smiled slightly.

My wife, that's my wife! I couldn't come to my senses.

I stood up and put my arms around her waist. I inhaled her scent, which was fresh and innocent. The bulge in my pants was getting bigger. My mind was almost clouded.

I placed my hands on her juicy breasts, feeling the beautiful curves. She smiled happily at me again, as if she was happy that I liked her so much.

"Rachel, you are perfect, and I have to have you, now!"

I said it and carefully watched the look on her harmonious face. She looked at me carefully with her big eyes and then nodded. She unzipped her dress and let me slide my hands inside.

When I cupped her nipples with my fingers, the warm and sweet liquid slid over my skin. Milk.

I unzipped my pants and lay her on the bench. I lifted the hems of her white dress and slid gently inside her warm, small, fertile pussy. Rachel moaned softly.

I penetrated deeper as her massive breasts melted under my lips. My fertile, perfect wife. 

I fucked her fast and eagerly, hungry for her juicy body.

I wanted to tear her apart, fill her up, make her mine.

I came violently into her wet cunt, just as the butler's voice called us to the ceremony.

Quickly, we got dressed and hurried to the hall.

I was still taken aback and unable to believe everything that was happening.

My heart—cold, slow, used to beat in peace—was now beating as if someone had awakened it after a long sleep.
Warmth spread in my chest and groin.
My skin was burning. The swollen flesh of my cock throbbed painfully for more.
What did she do?
Nothing. She just existed.
But that was enough. Perfect, submissive, with a juicy womb now full of my seed.

I watched her carefully. We stood in front of the altar, ready to vow eternal love to each other.

For the first time in my life, I crossed the line I had always shakily held between myself and the world. This girl, something in her, woke me up and drove me crazy.

I couldn't get the image of her huge, full breasts and milk gushing, out of my head.

When we stood before the altar, I could no longer see the audience.

I didn't see my father.

I haven't seen the world.

I only saw her.

A flame that just like that—without warning—ignited a part of me that I believed was dead.

When the priest said to hold hands, mine were shaking.

I shifted from foot to foot as the priest growled his speech.

We said our "yes", Rachel chastely and tenderly, and I surely and loudly with a new flame raging in my eyes.

Out of the corner of my eye, I now observed my father, who was both pleased and surprised with my change. 

When the ceremony was finally over, we moved into the party hall where a classy orchestra played beautiful music, food and drinks were served continuously, and the guests happily paraded around in their expensive toilets and congratulated us.

I held her close to me, wrapped around her waist. I didn't want to be separated from her; for me, Rachel was like a magnet. I breathed in her fresh scent, absorbed the warmth of her skin, and fed on her presence. I watched her breasts heave, slow, easy to the rhythm of her breathing, and her beautiful face that I kept imagining convulsing with pleasure.

I couldn't wait to penetrate her again.

"Rachel..." I said, surprised at my own boldness, "I want you to give me an heir. I want to impregnate you. You, you are..." She put a finger to my lips.

"I know.", she whispered and moved my hand lower, towards her butt.

"I want the same. After all, that's why I'm here, right?"

I pulled her even closer to me, feeling a new wave of heat wash over my body.

I felt a desire, an unbearable desire. I saw only her naked body in front of me. I tried so hard to calm down and hold back and wait for the celebration to end, but it was almost impossible when
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