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Prologue

The church was alive, not with prayer, but with whispers and laughter — a low rustle of anticipation, like an audience waiting for the curtain to rise. Shadows leaned forward in the pews, faces blurred into masks of amusement and malice. They weren’t guests. They weren’t family. They were spectators. And I was the show. Some smirked, some sneered, one even hissed a word I thought I heard — “slut.”

I stood trembling at the altar, bound into the parody of a mock bride, a counterfeit wife. The corset cinched me mercilessly, ribs aching with every shallow breath. Padding forced my hips wide, false tits swelling into obscene mounds that strained the satin bodice. The skirt was a froth of ruffles, high enough to expose the smooth sheen of freshly shaved thighs, pale as porcelain, ready to be ogled. My boots — white, knee-high platforms, ludicrous, teetering, built for a whore’s stage not a wedding aisle — locked me into a swaying stance. Every step was a stumble waiting to happen, every wobble a reminder that I wasn’t a bride but a spectacle, a whore on parade.

The air itself mocked me. The organ pipes didn’t sing hymns; they groaned like a funeral march. Candle flames quivered as though stirred by the crowd’s stifled laughter.

My face was a mask. Lashes thick as tar, eyeliner like knives, lips painted into a glossy red whore’s pout. The blunt platinum bob gleamed under the lights, synthetic, counterfeit, the wig turning me into a doll — gaudy, painted, false. A doll. A whore. A slut.

And yet here I was, offered up for their entertainment.

The Mistress of Honour stood tall at my side, dressed in gleaming black leather trousers and polished knee-high boots that cracked sharp against the stone floor. She looked like command made flesh, everything I wasn’t. She leaned close, her gloved hand brushing against my side as though steadying me — then lower. Her fingers found the bulge beneath the satin and squeezed.

A ripple went through the pews. She laughed, sharp and merciless, her voice carrying like a cue.
“Hard already,” she said, loudly enough for the whole church to hear.

The words were repeated from the pews like a chant. Hard already. Hard already.

Her smile widened, theatrical, cruel. She gave my cock a squeeze, forcing it into a stiff outline under the dress. “They’ll love that,” she purred.

A wet patch bloomed instantly, darkening the satin, spreading with each twitch. I could feel it dripping — hot, slick precum sliding down my thigh. My humiliation was no longer private; it was bulging, leaking, obvious, shared. My blush burned hotter than the rouge painted on my cheeks, shame seared into cloth and skin alike.

My humiliation was no longer private; it was bulging, obvious, shared. My blush burned hotter than the rouge painted on my cheeks.

I wanted to collapse. I wanted the floor to open and swallow me whole. But my body stood, rigid and trembling, pinned by corset, heels, and shame. A living sacrifice. A grotesque bride.

The organ swelled, a heavy thrum that made the walls shake. The crowd fell silent in unison, like an audience waiting for the star to take the stage.

The aisle stretched before me — impossibly long, impossibly bright, not leading to salvation but to ruin.

Any moment now, she would appear. My wife. My captor. My owner.

And when she did, there would be no escape.


Chapter One — Dressing the Bride

They woke me early. Not with words, but with the snap of gloves and the clink of steel on a tray. My eyes blinked open to half-light and the blur of figures moving fast, efficient, merciless. Attendants circled me like butchers at a carcass.

Mistress of Honour sat watching from a chair in the corner, legs crossed, leather gleaming like oil. Her boots stretched long and cruel, polished until they shone like weapons. She didn’t need to raise her voice. Her silence already held command.

“Strip him,” she said at last, low and bored, as if giving an order about waste to be disposed of.

They didn’t peel the clothes from me — they ripped them, fabric tearing like filth to be disposed of. Cold air hit my bare skin and a ripple of cruel laughter followed. One knelt low, fingers trailing my thigh. “Still smooth?” she sneered.

“Check,” Mistress replied without looking.

Warm foam was slapped across my chest, my groin, my thighs. Razors scraped, not careful but careless, nicking, leaving trails of sting. One attendant pinched my cock between two fingers like something disgusting, holding it high while another shaved beneath it, slow and mocking. The steel made me flinch, and my cock twitched. The room howled.

“Look at it jump,” one said. Another ran her thumb over the head, spreading a bead of precum into the foam. “Messy little thing. Bride’s dripping already.”

They laughed louder, some hawking spit onto the blade before scraping it across my skin, as if spit was better than water for me. Every stroke scoured me raw, stripped me bare, unmade me.

The plug came next. Cold lube slapped between my cheeks, thick and slimy. A gloved finger jabbed, pried, stretched. I gasped. Then the blunt head of the plug pressed, pushed, forced until it locked inside, fat and merciless. My knees buckled.

“Keep him open,” Mistress ordered.

The attendant shoved it deeper, twisting cruelly. Lube and precum squelched down my thighs. Applause broke out. One bent down and gave the base of the plug a flick, making me jolt and moan.

“Bride’s got her bouquet stuffed already,” she jeered. Phones clicked.

The corset was next. White satin, boned with steel, a machine built for pain. They wound it around me, tugging laces until my ribs creaked, until my waist shrank into a caricature, hips padded wide, tits stuffed high. My breath was shallow, desperate. My cock strained, crushed under satin, leaking uselessly.

“Listen to him squeak,” one said, tugging harder.

The dress followed. Skimpy, frilled, lewd. They yanked it down, bruising tight, the bodice smashing my chest flat while the fake tits bulged obscene and glossy. In the mirror: a slut in drag, trembling, waiting to be paraded. Not man. Not groom. Not even cheap drag bride. Just whore.

“Boots,” Mistress commanded.

They rammed my legs into patent white knee-highs with towering platforms, heels like knives. Standing was torture. I tottered like a crippled doll, thighs quivering, skirt bouncing to flash shaved skin. Mock applause rippled through the room. One attendant kicked the back of my calf and I stumbled forward, nearly falling.

“Good,” Mistress murmured. “Clumsy makes you prettier.”

Makeup came next, smeared on like vandalism. Foundation caked, eyeliner smeared into knives, lashes glued heavy until they drooped. Rouge slapped on hard enough to sting. Lips painted red, then glossed wet, smeared further when an attendant spat on her fingers and rubbed it in.

The wig last. Platinum bob, chin-length, too shiny, too fake. They yanked it tight, plastic strands itching. The man vanished beneath it. A doll remained — a dummy tarted up for spectacle.

Mistress rose at last. Her boots cracked sharp against the stone as she circled me, predator calm. She lifted my skirt, exposing thigh. Her gloved hand slid against the corset, down to the swollen satin bulge. She pressed, hard. My cock betrayed me, jerking against her palm.

“Drippling slut,” she whispered, then raised her voice. “Pathetic little bride’s leaking for her own ruin.”

The room roared. One yanked a veil down over my painted face, sheer and mocking. My vision blurred, my breath shallow, the smell of spit and gloss thick on me.

I wasn’t man. Not groom.

Just the bride.
Just the slut.
The spectacle.

And all that remained was to be paraded to the altar.


Chapter Two — The Journey

The tacky white stretch pulled up outside like a slut’s coffin. Its paint was dull, hubcaps scuffed, pink ribbons dangling limp from the aerial like used condoms. A carriage not for a bride but for a slut being delivered.

Mistress stood beside me on the pavement, gloved hand digging into the small of my back. “Come on, sweetheart,” she purred, voice raised deliberately for every ear, for every neighbour. “Your big day.”

The stairwell echoed with every clumsy slam of my platform boots. White patent, towering, cruel. I stumbled, skirt bouncing, shaved thighs flashing. Neighbours leaned out of windows, shoved doors open, calling their friends to look.

A woman shrieked, doubling over. “Christ! Look at the state of him — fucking bride!”
A man whistled long and low. Another voice cut sharp: “Slut in heels!”

Laughter poured like gutter water. I burned under it, face caked in makeup, veil trembling. Mistress slowed me deliberately, parading me step by step, yanking the hem higher to flash thigh and the bulge straining under satin.

“Wave,” she ordered, smirking. “Give them a look at the little pussy they’ll never fuck.”

My hand shook as I lifted it. Laughter erupted. Phones came out, flashes blinding. Someone shouted, “Smile, bitch!” and I tried, lips trembling into a smeared pout.

At the kerb, the driver leaned against the bonnet, cigarette hanging from his lips. He looked me over once and spat on the tarmac. “Fucking freakshow.” He didn’t whisper it — he wanted me to hear.

When I tried to climb in, my boots caught on the sill. I sprawled, legs open, skirt flipped high. Shaved crotch bare, plug pressing obscene through satin. The driver driver barked like a hyena, slammed the door shut behind me like sealing a coffin.

The limo reeked of stale perfume, cigarette ash, and something sour in the carpet. Pink tinsel drooped, champagne flutes sticky in their holders. My reflection leered back from the tinted window: wig plastic, lashes thick, gloss smeared. Not groom. Not man. Just doll. Slut. Bride.

Mistress slid in beside me, leather squeaking, her arm draped across the backrest. Her gloved hand didn’t wait — it clamped between my thighs, squeezing until my eyes watered.

“Still leaking?” she hissed, low and cruel. She pressed harder. My cock jerked, satin showing the stain. She dragged her glove across the wet patch and shoved it into my painted mouth. “Lick. Taste yourself.”

I sucked, shame burning hotter than the gloss. The limo jolted forward. Every bump drove the plug deeper, squelching, spreading slick heat inside me. I gasped, moaned. Mistress stuffed two fingers into my mouth, smearing spit and gloss. “Good girl. Messy bride.”

At every junction, passers-by stared in through the tinted glass. They couldn’t see everything, but they caught enough — a flash of frills, a blonde bob, my trembling hand wiping drool. Some jeered, some filmed. Each stare drove the nail deeper into the coffin of dignity I’d once had.

Mistress leaned close, voice thick with scorn. “You’ll drip all the way down the aisle.” She grabbed the base of the plug, twisted, and I yelped. She laughed, sharp and merciless, then wiped her wet glove on my cheek, smearing it into my rouge.

By the time the church came into view, small and grey on the horizon, my cock was twitching so hard the satin clung dark with precum. Mistress noticed, of course. She rubbed her palm across it, slow and cruel, then held her fingers to my lips. I licked obediently, filth-sweetness coating over my tongue.

“Showtime,” she whispered.

The limo braked hard. Outside, a crowd already gathered. Not guests, not family — spectators. Phones out, jeers waiting. The driver yanked the door open. Mistress pulled me into the daylight. Boots struck stone, veil shimmered, frills swayed.

The murmur rose into applause — cruel, mocking, hungry.

Mistress bent to my ear, breath hot. “Smile. Brides are supposed to glow.”

I tried. My painted lips trembled into something between a pout and a grimace.

The church doors loomed, iron and heavy. From within, music stirred — not hymn, but dirge.

I froze. Every instinct screamed to run.

Mistress shoved her gloved hand into my back and whispered, low and final:

“Walk.”

And I did. One stumbling step, then another, dragged toward the doors that would close behind me forever.


Chapter 3 — The Aisle

The doors slammed shut behind me, sealing me inside. The thud echoed like a verdict, absolute and cruel. The church breathed with me — shallow, trembling, shuddering. The organ rolled low, a dirge masquerading as music.

The aisle stretched ahead, white runner gleaming like a stage. Each pew was full, faces blurred into jeering masks. They weren’t here to bless. They were here to jeer. Their whispers crackled like fire.

Mistress gripped my arm, black leather creaking as she pulled me forward. She was tall, calm, authority made flesh. I was her opposite: teetering in grotesque boots, frills shaking, a parody dragged on display.

“Step,” she hissed.

My heel wobbled, platform clattering. The pews rippled with laughter, phones raised, flashes popping. One man leaned out to spit — the glob landing wet against my boot, sliding down the white patent like a blessing of filth. A woman reached further, snatching at my veil and yanking it sideways. I staggered, lips smeared, lashes blinking in panic. The mob howled.

“Cock-slut!” someone shouted.
“Bride with a dick!” another jeered.
“Plugged whore! Ruined bitch!”

A hand shot out from the pews, smearing spit down my cheek as laughter followed.

Heat scorched my cheeks beneath the rouge. I wanted to vanish, but Mistress’s gloved hand slid lower, pressed against the bulge beneath satin. Just enough. Just enough to betray me.

“Stiff little cunt,” she breathed, loud enough for those nearest to hear. The words spread like a virus — muttered, echoed, laughed, twisted: leaking bride, dripping tart, cum-slut in a veil.

Shame seared through me, but my cock twitched harder, staining the satin. A damp patch bloomed, spreading, soaking, until the glossed fabric clung to my shaft. A thin line of precum escaped down my thigh, glistening under the church lights. A woman shrieked with laughter: “The bride’s wetting himself!” Phones snapped, zooming in.

The organ swelled, and with it came memory — sharp, humiliating.
The night before. On my knees in her flat, veil skewed, lipstick smeared. Mistress had strapped on and shoved rubber past my lips. Tears ran black down my cheeks as she fucked my throat mercilessly, mascara bleeding, wig slipping. I gagged, drooled, gasped. She dragged me to the mirror, forced me to stare at the wreck I had become.
“This is who they’ll see tomorrow,” she had spat. “Get used to it.”

Back in the church, the present blurred with memory. Each step down the aisle was another throatful of rubber, another gasp of shame — and another squelch as the plug shifted wetly inside me, lube and precum slicking down the backs of my thighs.

“Smile,” Mistress ordered, leaning close. Her voice was venom in silk.

My smeared lips twisted into a trembling grin, gloss smeared and false. The crowd howled louder. A hand darted out to slap my exposed thigh — hard — leaving a welt that made me yelp. Another reached further, fingers pinching my nipple through satin. I stumbled, collapsing to one knee. My skirt rode up, exposing shaved balls, plug jutting lewdly through stretched satin. Flashbulbs erupted. Someone spat directly onto my cock bulge.

Mistress yanked me upright, her grip iron. “On your feet, slut.”

Her gloved hand roamed again — across the corset, over padded tits, down to the satin straining with my arousal. She pressed hard, and I staggered again. Gasps, giggles, a hissed: “Dripping bitch bride.”

Another flash of memory. Weeks earlier, tied in lace, cock locked and plugged. Mistress had toyed with me until I begged for release. She only tapped the cage with her glove. “Not yours anymore,” she whispered. “Mine to waste.” I had sobbed, ruined and denied, broken into obedience.

Now, each step down the aisle was that same lesson made public: I wasn’t mine.

We were halfway when Mistress leaned to my ear, her words sharp as glass. “Listen to them.”

I did. The laughter. The whispers. The snapping photos. All watching, all hungry for my shame.

“They see what you are,” she hissed. “And they’re loving it.”

I stumbled again, boots slipping on the runner. The crowd howled, and a man lunged forward to smear his spit across my cheek with his fingers. It dripped down, mixing with my mascara tears, staining the veil.

The altar loomed nearer, my legs trembling, sweat trickling down bare thighs. Satin clung, wet and sticky. Mascara bled into black rivers down my cheeks, gloss smeared with drool that still clung in strings at the corners of my mouth.

Mistress let go of my arm at last. I stood alone, swaying in impossible heels, corset strangling, satin fouled. The crowd shifted, restless, eager, arms reaching from the pews as I passed — a hand groping at my padded tits, another pinching my arse, another smacking the plug so it jolted inside me. Each touch left me smaller, dirtier, claimed.

The organ surged.

Mistress leaned one last time, her breath hot on my cheek. “It’s too late now. You’re theirs.”

And she stepped back.

The aisle cleared.
The music changed.
The doors at the far end opened.

She was coming. My bride. My captor. My executioner.

And whatever vows she spoke, they would not free me. They would finish me.


Chapter 4 — The Vows

The organ bled into silence. My chest heaved against the corset as I swayed in place at the altar, veil fogged with my breath. The air in the church was thick with anticipation, a dirty stillness, like the moment before a guillotine drops.

Then she appeared.

The doors at the far end swung wide and sunlight poured in around her — not a saviour, not a bride, but a tyranny made flesh. My wife. My captor. My owner-to-be.

She wore white, yes — but not purity. White leather, cut into a gown that clung to her body like a second skin, the skirt slit high to reveal gleaming thigh. Her boots rose to the knee, polished white leather with stiletto heels that cracked like whiplash. Her hands were sheathed in matching gloves, long and pristine, gleaming under the candlelight. A veil of fine mesh clung to her crown, but it was no symbol of innocence — it was armour, a mask that rendered her untouchable.

She walked slowly, each step measured, each heel strike deliberate, her eyes locked on me. The crowd fell silent, even the jeers choked down, as though her presence demanded reverence.

When she reached the altar, she did not look at me. She turned instead to the Mistress of Honour, who was already waiting with a small velvet box in her gloved hands. The Mistress opened it, revealing not rings but steel — gleaming, curved, merciless. A chastity cage. The key lay beside it, winking under the candlelight like a blade.

The priestess stepped forward then. Robed in crimson, her face veiled in lace, she carried herself with the solemnity of a cleric presiding over a holy rite. Only this was no marriage of equals. This was a binding. A condemnation. A sacrament of filth.

Her voice carried, sonorous and cruel:

“We are gathered here not to bless union, but to witness ownership. This slut has been dressed, paraded, displayed for your ridicule. Now his vows shall be sealed in flesh and steel.”

The Mistress of Honour pushed me forward. My knees buckled, boots clattering on the stone. I swayed, corset biting, plug shifting wetly inside me.

The priestess turned to me, voice sharp:

“Do you swear to leak only for her? To spill never by your own hand, but only in shame, at her command?”

“I—I do,” I stammered, lips trembling under the gloss.

“Do you swear your cock shall never be free again, but locked, denied, forgotten as hers to own?”

“I do,” I whispered, heat flooding my painted cheeks.

“Do you swear to live not as man, but as bride — ruined, humiliated, and used for her pleasure alone?”

My voice cracked. “I do.”

The priestess nodded. “Then the vows are spoken. The slut is hers.”

The Mistress of Honour’s gloved hand slid between my thighs, finding me swollen, stiff, humiliatingly hard under the satin. She smirked and squeezed. “Still throbbing. Can’t lock him like this.”

She shoved me to my knees. Gasps rippled through the pews. Her fingers worked me mercilessly, stroking, tugging, forcing me to buck helplessly in the obscene boots. My blush burned as the crowd began to chant, low at first, then louder: Stroke him. Stroke him. Stroke him.

The Mistress leaned close, lips brushing my ear. “One last time, slut. Your final ruin.”

She pumped me hard, merciless, until I cried out, spilling against the altar, hot and useless, spurting into her gloved hand. The crowd howled with laughter, clapping, jeering. She held up her glistening glove for all to see, then smeared the mess across my painted lips, forcing me to taste my own shame.

Only then, soft and twitching, was the cage fitted. Cold steel pressed against tender flesh. My cock shrank back helplessly as the ring snapped closed around the base, the cage swallowing me whole, compressing me into nothing. The click of the lock rang louder than any organ note, final and brutal.

The Mistress handed the tiny key to my wife. She lifted it high, gleaming between her gloved fingers, and the crowd erupted in applause. She slipped it into her bodice, tucking it between her tits like a trophy, like a promise.

The priestess raised her arms.

“It is done. The vows are sealed. The slut is bound. His cock is hers, his shame eternal.”

The crowd roared its approval, stomping boots on stone, whistles and laughter crashing like waves.

I knelt there at the altar, drool and spunk smeared across my painted mouth, cock caged, thighs trembling, plug lodged deep inside me.

My wife finally looked down at me through her veil. Her smile was measured, pitiless, victorious.

“Mine,” she said.

And the church thundered with applause.


Chapter Five — The Speeches

The clatter of glasses, the shuffle of chairs, the low roar of voices — all of it fell quiet when the Mistress of Honour rose from her seat. Her leather boots creaked as she stepped to the front, glass of champagne in hand, smile honed like a blade.

“Tradition demands a speech,” she began, her voice rich, theatrical, made to carry. “And who am I to deny tradition on such a special day? After all, we are gathered to celebrate a union. Not a man and woman, oh no. But a man… and his truth. The day he became a sissy bride.”

A ripple of laughter broke across the pews. I shifted in my seat beside my wife, the white satin skirt brushing my bare, shaved thighs. My cock twitched helplessly in its new cage, a raw ache pulsing in time with my heartbeat.

The Mistress raised her glass higher. “You want to know how it all began? Let me tell you. Not in some club, not in some mistress’s dungeon. No, our little slut was born in his own home. In his own bedroom. Where he thought no one could see him.”

She turned her gaze on me, and I wanted to sink into the floor.

“He slipped into her dress,” she said, drawing the words out like smoke. “He painted her lipstick clumsy and thick across his mouth, tottered about in her heels. Pathetic. Hard as a teenager, cock straying itself like it had never been touched before. He thought he was safe, rutting against her mirror like a dog.”

The crowd roared. Jeers, whistles, the sound of hands smacking on pews. I felt myself shrink, skin crawling under the veil.

“But,” she continued, her smile widening, “he wasn’t safe, was he? She came home early, didn’t you, darling?”

Her eyes shifted to my wife, who rose slow, raising her glass in acknowledgement. The room erupted in applause.

“She found him dripping on the carpet, tits spilling out of her bra, cock pressed against the glass. And did she gasp? Did she cry? No. She laughed. She pulled out her phone. She called me. And she said — I remember it word for word — ‘If he wants to be a slut, then make him one. Properly.’”

The pews thundered with laughter, stamping, applause. My face burned, tears welling against the kohl that rimmed my lashes.

The Mistress lowered her glass, her gaze pinned me like an exhibit. “And now here we are. Look at him. Dream come true, isn’t it?”

She tipped back her glass, drained it, and slammed it down with a crack. The room howled.

Then my wife stood. The hush that fell was instant.

Her gloves gleamed white, her leather dress stretched over her curves, her boots planted like she owned the earth itself. Her voice came calm, clear, merciless.

“Most wives,” she said, “would call it the end. To walk in and see their husband dressed up in their clothes. But for me? It was the beginning.”

She let the silence breathe. I sat frozen, every eye on me, every breath caught in my throat.

“He thought I’d leave him. He thought I’d scream. But I saw him. Not a husband. Not a man. A sissy. A bride. And so I chose. Not to lose, but to own. Not to cry, but to laugh. Not to leave, but to take. Tonight you have all watched me lock him where he belongs. When I take him to bed, it won’t be as my husband. It will be as my wife.”

The crowd erupted, glasses raised high, the roar deafening.

“Now,” she said, turning her gaze on me, “say thank you.”

My lips trembled. “Th-thank you.”

“Louder.”

“THANK YOU!”

The Mistress of Honour leaned in close, lips at my ear. “Good girl. Drink.”

She pressed a glass into my hand. The liquid was murky, sour, undeniable. My knees shook as I lifted it, tipped it, swallowed my own cum in front of them all. The pews shook with laughter, cameras flashed, someone spat at my boots.

“Now lick.”

A black boot was thrust under my nose — scuffed, damp from the street. I bent, tongue dragging across leather while they jeered and clapped.

Each speech ended the same way: another toast, another round of laughter, another act of degradation. A guest raised a glass, told the crowd he’d “never been prouder to see a man ruined so completely,” and I was made to kneel and kiss his sole. Another recounted spotting me years ago buying tights in a supermarket, and I was forced to nod, blushing, while the crowd cackled. A neighbour says, “We heard the heels clicking every night through the wall — we knew what you were.

But it was the Mistress of Honour who delivered the coup de grâce.

“You thought you were safe in your own home,” she said, voice cutting through the din. “But home is hers. And so are you.”

And with that, she raised her glass one final time. “To the bride! To the slut! To the whore in white!”

The room shook with the force of their roar.

And I sat there trembling, face wet with tears and spit, cock caged and aching, knowing this was only the beginning.


Chapter Six — The Consummation (Ritual Cut)

The church had changed. Candlelight guttered low, stained glass bruised the nave in twilight colors, and every throat in the pews seemed to hold a laugh that hadn’t yet been spent. The vows were finished. The lock had clicked. Somewhere behind me a velvet box closed like a little coffin.

The Mistress of Honour lifted a hand, and the murmur folded in on itself.

“And now,” she said, as if announcing the last act of a play, “what is a wedding without a wedding night?”

The aisle became a corridor of eyes. White rice hissed on stone. My wife drew the leash; the collar bit; the corset made every step a small confession. The short dress clung damply where nerves had turned to sweat. The crowd’s smiles honed, kind as knives.

At the nave’s heart waited a bed on a low dais—white sheeted, ringed with harsh spotlights, an altar remade. Steel fittings blinked at its corners. Ribbons streamed from the posts like captured vows. The whole thing glowed with the cruel sincerity of theatre.

The leash tightened. I mounted the step on unsteady platforms and felt the sheet’s cool breath under my knees. My wife in white leather stood over me, the very idea of mercy wrapped in something that gleamed like denial. The Mistress of Honour presented her a leather harness on a cushion, not unlike a monstrance. Laughter flared, then died as the orchestra of the room tuned itself to her silence.

“On your back,” my wife said, quiet and implacable. “Look at them when you learn.”

They bound my wrists with satin, ritualistic and cruel. The veil slid back from my eyes. I could see everything: a forest of faces, a halo of black phones, the priestess standing to the side like a crimson punctuation mark. The church smelled of beeswax and breath.

“Witnesses,” the priestess intoned, hands raised. “The ring has been replaced with a lock; the vows with a key. In the scripture of this union, the body is the page and shame the ink.”

A sound like a obscene hymn rose—no melody, only rhythm. Hands slapping pews, soles thudding stone. It was a chant without words at first. Then it got itself a name:

“One—two—three—take.”
“One—two—three—take.”

My wife took the harness from the cushion and buckled it with the unhurried certainty of someone dressing the truth itself. She didn’t look at me until the last strap whispered home. Then the white glove touched my cheek like a benediction.

“Eyes open,” she said. “They deserve to see.”

I nodded because there was nothing else left to do. The Mistress of Honour leaned in close and hooked two fingers under my chin to turn my head toward the pews. “Smile,” she breathed, and a stranger dabbed at my gloss with a lace handkerchief as if I were a painting being restored for public viewing.

The chant picked up pace.
“One—two—three—take.”
“One—two—three—take.”

The first motion was nothing at all—only the threat of movement, the promise of it. The crowd leaned forward as one organism, satisfied before anything had quite happened. Somewhere rice rattled like rain. Somewhere a laugh broke and then was swallowed.

The rhythm established itself. My wife adjusted her grip on my hips, set her pace to the counting, and the pews kept time as though this were a liturgy no one had to learn. I felt the lesson shudder through me like a tolling bell: not pain, not pleasure, but erasure. The sheet wrinkled under my shoulders in slow waves. The collar tugged. The corset took and took.

“Communion,” the Mistress of Honour announced, and attendants appeared with silver cups on trays, gleaming in the spotlights. Wine as dark as confession. Water cold enough to jolt the breath. She carried one to my wife first; my wife did not drink. She held it above me instead, tilting just so. A red thread ran down, crossed my lip, and vanished along my tongue like a secret I had never deserved to keep.

“For the congregation,” the Mistress said, and the cups passed down the aisles. Each sip earned a cheer pitched to cruelty. “Drink to the bride,” someone crowed. “Drink to the cage,” another answered. A third, laughing: “Drink to the key.”

The chant became a drum.
“One—two—three—take.”
“One—two—three—take.”

My wife’s breathing never changed. She was a metronome in white leather. Her eyes were the only generous thing in the world, and even they were not kind—mercilessly true. She lowered herself, palms either side of my shoulders, until the veil brushed my cheek like snowfall.

“You will remember the counting more than anything,” she murmured, and the crowd hushed as if to hear the rest. “Because rhythm is possession. And you are best possessed when there is no room inside you, except for me.”

“Yes,” I breathed, because the word was easier than the air.

“Louder,” she said. I gave it to her, and the pews applauded like I was hitting a high note.

The Mistress of Honour moved through the nave like a master of ceremonies at a circus of ruin. She stopped the chant with a single raised glove. “Gifts for the couple,” she purred, and a line formed of volunteers who had nothing to offer but laughter and a piece of my dignity each. One tied a ribbon to my ankle with ceremonial neatness. Another tucked a paper heart beneath my corset’s edge, then signed it with a lipstick kiss. A third clipped a bell to my collar so that every small movement announced itself with a penitent chime.

“Back to time,” the Mistress called, and the nave became a heartbeat again.
“One—two—three—take.”

I learned the measure of it: how far I travelled in a phrase; how my breath fit inside a count of eight; how the crowd got drunk on unison. I was a metered thing, like verse, like penance. My wife’s gloved hand gathered both of mine where the ribbon bound them, and for a second the pressure of her grip was the only real thing in the universe.

“Smile,” she said again, and I did, because it was easier than tears under heavy lashes.

The lights felt hotter. The air grew thick with a sweetness I didn’t want to name. Someone in the back started a second, faster rhythm with a program whacking off a knee.

The priestess stepped forward once more, her voice calm as a blade. “The bride will make an offering.”

I shook my head without meaning to. The crowd laughed, loving the refusal because it made the yes so much better. The Mistress of Honour brought a square of white linen from the altar rail, the kind used to catch crumbs of sanctity. She draped it neatly over my chest, pinched two corners to straighten it, fussed like a mother, then stood back to admire her work.

“Do it on the cloth,” she told me sweetly, and the pews hissed with anticipation. “We’ll keep the stain.”

My wife did not change her tempo. She didn’t need to. Language failed me there in the lights, but ritual did not. The Offering wasn’t graphic; it was entirely obvious. I arched in the corset, hands bound in ribbon, bell whispering at my throat, and the cloth accepted exactly what the priestess had said it would. The crowd erupted. Someone sobbed and then laughed at themselves. Another crossed themselves with two fingers and a grin.

The Mistress of Honour lifted the linen at the corners, careful, reverent. She folded it once, a little book of shame, and kissed the crease like a relic before laying it at the edge of the altar, right where any worshipper might see it tomorrow and not know why their prayer felt heavier.

The chant shattered into applause. My wife stilled and let the leash slacken; the bell fell quiet. She smoothed the veil across my face again with the back of her hand, a gesture deceptively tender I could have mistaken it for kindness if I hadn’t known better.

“Consummatum est,” the priestess said, solemn as Latin. “It is finished.”

But the Mistress of Honour—faithful to theatre—wasn’t done. “First dance,” she announced, and the pews whistled as my wife guided me to my feet. We waltzed three steps in a tight black-and-white halo of cameras and cackles, my heels skidding on the runner, my head against her shoulder. She kept the count herself now, a whisper against my ear—one, two, three—turn—one, two, three—and bodies in the front pew fluttered handfuls of confetti like prayer slips.

At the end of the third rotation, she stopped and held me there, suspended on the edge of humiliation and holiness. The bell at my throat gave one small sound. Then she bent, took my jaw in her gloved hand, and spoke the softest line of the night.

“This was only the wedding,” she said. “Tomorrow begins the marriage.”

“Tomorrow?” I asked, because there are always worse questions to ask.

“The honeymoon,” she breathed, and the word slid into me like a second lock. “No witnesses. No mercy. Only rules.”

The nave loved that, the way a storm loves a church roof. The laughter became weather: unavoidable, battering, hideously beautiful. The Mistress of Honour lifted my caged hand like a trophy and the crowd roared its hungry approval one last time.

My wife led me down from the dais. As we passed the altar, she paused and tipped my chin toward the folded linen, that little hard-won gospel, and made me look. I did, through lashes that felt like shackles, and heard her through the veil.

“Mine,” she said—which was, of course, the amen.


Epilogue — The Road Out

The shabby white hearse-car waited under the lopsided moon, ribbons snagging in a low branch like tattered pennants. Inside: leather that remembered every passenger, a faint perfume of polish and struck matches. Someone had left a paper cone of confetti on the seat; I crushed it by accident and the little white squares stuck to my knees like dandruff or snow.

My wrists were buckled to the belt. The bell at my throat chimed whenever the road took a dip. Across from me my wife sat immaculate, one leg over the other, the white gloves folded in her lap to rest like sleeping birds. The key hung on a chain between her breasts now, a bright comma against the leather.

Between us sat a small suitcase. It wasn’t quite closed. In the seam I glimpsed pale coils of rope, a blindfold of some soft dark, leather straps looped with deliberate neatness. Nothing obscene. Everything obvious.

The Mistress of Honour rode in the jump seat, smiling like a sin she refused to confess. She reached over once, straightened the tilt of my veil as if it mattered, and tapped the bell with a fingertip so the sound ran out and lost itself in the engine noise.

“Three weeks,” my wife said at last, not looking out the window, not looking at me, only looking. “No audience. No applause. Only us. We will write the rules on your body, and when we bring you home, the congregation won’t need to be told. They will hear the way you walk.”

I swallowed. The bell answered for me, pitiful and doomed.

From behind me—driver’s partition open by an inch—a voice I didn’t recognize drifted in with the road noise, half-drunk with glee and warning: “Enjoy the ride, bride. The honeymoon is worse.”

The limo took a turn and the church fell away like a story that had already been told. Ahead, the road ran on into a countryside of hedges and hedged bets. The suitcase rocked once on the carpet and clicked as its latches settled.

In the window, I saw us as the world would: small, precise, inevitable. A white car with two silhouettes, a bell, a key. The last handful of confetti shook loose from my skirt and fell, like a snowfall no one was there to see.

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. My wife tipped her head, as if to say good girl, and the sound of the bell stitched the night into my sentence.

Some promises are locks.
Some endings are doors.
The honeymoon would decide which.
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