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CHAPTER 1

Lily adjusted Mark’s tie, her fingers moving quickly, skillfully, devotedly. She tightened the silk knot, and a seductive smile crept onto her lips. Then she reached out and smoothed the shirt over his chest—her warm palms fully on him.

“Perfect, right?” she said, turning to Emma.

Emma was on the brink of explosion. She used every facial muscle she had, but could barely force a sour smile.

Mark laughed. He said something about looking good for the big day, but Emma didn’t even hear his words. She only felt her stomach twisting. A hot, burning sensation was eating away at her.

She was supposed to be excited about the wedding, the event she’d waited for her entire life. But ever since she hired Lily, her thoughts had been drifting into darkness.

Her eyes wandered over Lily’s perfect face, lingering on her cheekbones, her lips. And those damn eyes… They were like a cosmic wormhole, hiding the ultimate truth of life on the other side. Vivid, bright, mysterious. Simply too much for Emma.

Worse still, those eyes were now looking at Mark, locking onto his gaze. That fool was visibly pleased with their wedding planner and didn’t even try to hide it.

Mark turned to Emma, oblivious. “What do you think, honey? This tie is a winner, right?”

He was handsome. A prince on a white horse, exactly the kind Emma had been waiting for her entire life. And now her dreams were unfolding live before her eyes.

Except for one difference. These dreams looked like a nightmare. The wedding felt like a threat. Like a dark prophecy. How could Emma hold on to her husband when women like Lily were buzzing around him?

Emma forced herself, “Yeah. It’s great,” but her voice couldn’t hide the sharpness.

Lily turned, and smiled like smiling could solve every problem in the world. Emma bit her tongue, looking away to avoid saying something inappropriate.

“Great, done,” Lily said, clapping her hands, “shall we quickly go over the schedule again?”

Emma secretly rolled her eyes. If she could, she’d rip that smile off Lily’s face and smash it against the wall. Along with everything else about her.

“Come with me.” Lily winked, her enthusiasm unstoppable.

All three of them stepped into the main venue. Lily pointed at the table arrangements, and every time she extended her arm, her skin provocatively peeked out from under her blazer, offering a glimpse of her bare armpit.

That blazer was killer. Yet another thing that made Emma furious. She was a fashion enthusiast, and she would’ve loved that blazer—if it wasn’t being worn by her worst enemy. And if, when Lily raised her arms, the sleeve didn’t almost reveal her freaking boobs.

Lily’s hips swayed with every step, and Emma’s eyes were fixed on one thing—Mark’s gaze. If her fiancé so much as glanced at that figure, Emma would lose it. She’d grab a chair and start smashing everything in sight.

“I’ve moved your parents over here so they’ll have a better view of the dance floor and both of you at the same time.”

“Great idea,” Mark said politely.

Of course it’s a great idea, Emma thought. Everything Lily said was great. Fucking perfect.

They followed Lily, her heels clicking on the wooden floor. Emma tried to focus on Mark’s hand in hers. She loved him, and his grip kept her grounded.

But her mind was on Lily. The word SEX burned in bold letters across Lily’s head.

She probably loves to fuck, Emma thought crudely. She probably plans weddings just to steal the groom and screw him.

Images flashed through her mind, and she nearly fainted.

Lily on Mark.

Mark on Lily.

Mark inside Lily.

Lily’s half-unbuttoned blazer, her hot, sweaty skin pressed against Mark’s lips. Lily’s tits, passionately shoved into his face as she rode him. Moaning. Dirty. Lustful.

“I printed out the new seating chart,” Lily said, handing Emma a piece of paper.

A wave of perfume hit Emma, and the devil stabbed another fork into her stomach.

“You can look it over at home, and if you want to change anything, just let me know.”

Lily stepped close to Emma, their shoulders touching. The perfume smelled like something new, something unknown.

“I’m not sure about the back row,” Lily said, her finger landing on the paper Emma could barely hold. And, damn it, Emma’s hand trembled at the touch.

Lily’s finger was slender, not too long, not too short. Subtly manicured and just as tastefully elegant as everything else about her.

Emma held her breath, trying not to betray how much she was shaking. Lily’s closeness rattled her. This woman so casually invaded Emma’s personal space, enveloping her in her aura like it was nothing. She was so close that Emma could smell not just her perfume but her lipstick, her makeup, her clean, neutral breath.

“What’s wrong with the back row?” Emma tried to hide the tremor in her voice.

“Maybe we should move this table here,” Lily said smoothly, without hesitation.

Her voice carried a professional warmth, she dealt with stressed-out brides every day. Her eyes locked onto Emma’s, as if begging her to relax already.

Emma was only more confused. Lily was so close, as if her proximity was meant to forge a connection.

Sex. Sex. Sex.

Before, Emma’s fantasies painted scenes of Lily with her future husband. Now, it felt like Lily was seducing her. Why was everything about Lily so… seductive?

Emma struggled to focus on the seating chart. She couldn’t care less where Lily moved the table.

“Thank God I have a planner who can make those decisions for me,” Emma said, masking her confusion with a nervous laugh.

Mark chuckled, as if embarrassed by Emma’s sharp response.

Lily laughed lightly and stepped away from Emma. “Exactly.”

She gave them both a playful look. “From here on out, I’ll take over. The only decision left for you two is the cake. Tomorrow at 10 a.m. at the bakery. Sound good?”

Mark looked at Emma, waiting for her response.

“Fine.”

“Perfect,” Lily said, her eyes sparkling even brighter. She reached out, grabbing both their arms just below the shoulder.

“Don’t worry, everything will be fine. Don’t let stress ruin the most important celebration of your love.”

Emma’s blood boiled. Lily’s hand on her shoulder felt like an electric shock. That touch was just another excuse to put her hands on her fiancé again.

“It wouldn’t be so stressful if you stopped hanging all over my man.”

Mark burst out laughing. “Whoa, whoa! Calm down, Em. Lily’s just doing her job.”

Lily raised an eyebrow, unfazed. “I’m trying to make it perfect. For both of you.”

Her tone had an edge, and a high-pitched buzz in Emma’s head drowned out her thoughts. Lily let go of Mark’s arm but kept her hand on Emma’s.

“I’m sorry, Emma.”

Lily leaned in dangerously close, her breath brushing Emma’s skin again.

“The last thing I want is to make the bride feel bad. I’m here for you both, and I’ll step back the moment you don’t need me anymore.”

Emma was drowning in a cocktail of negative emotions. Was she angry, jealous, exhausted… or something else entirely?

“It’s okay, Lily. I don’t know why I said that. There’s so much fear in me. I’ve been waiting for this moment my whole life… and now it feels like it’s doomed to fail.”

Lily’s gaze softened with compassion. She stepped forward and enveloped Emma in a hug.

Emma’s throat tightened, nearly choking her. Her enemy was now comforting her?

“Doubts are completely normal,” Lily said, her voice muffled in Emma’s hair.

Emma’s heart raced wildly. What did this even mean? And worst of all, Lily’s embrace felt so genuine. She held her like a friend, offering a warmth and safety Emma hadn’t felt in ages. Everything she’d never expect from an enemy.

She barely held back tears. Maybe she was overreacting. Maybe this fatally attractive woman really just wanted to help. Maybe her open nature was something she wasn’t even aware of. Maybe Emma had invented all her reasons for jealousy herself?

Lily placed a hand on the back of Emma’s head, pulling her close and kissing the edge of her forehead.

“Don’t worry, tonight let yourselves have some joy to chase away the fears,” she said, her bracelets jingling past Emma’s ear. “And tomorrow—cake!”

Lily’s comedic quip made Emma laugh for the first time.

“Oh, sorry, Lily,” she said, her heart feeling empty as they pulled apart.

“It’s my job,” Lily said with a relaxed smile, patting Emma’s shoulder again. “Stressed-out brides are part of my daily routine. You okay?”

“I’ll be fine, thank you,” Emma said, not bothering to hide her teary eyes.

"See you tomorrow," Lily called out, her voice a little too sweet as Emma and Mark walked toward their car.

Her head was still buzzing, a confusion she couldn't define. She wiped her tears with her fingers before they could fall down her cheeks.

But something confused her even more. It wasn’t just her eyes that were wet—her panties were soaked too.


CHAPTER 2

Emma slipped off her panties before stepping into the shower.

“Seriously?” she muttered, noticing the dried white stains.

She stepped out of the bathroom, completely naked, and walked over to Mark, who was staring at a basketball rerun on TV.

“I’m going to the cake tasting alone tomorrow.”

When Mark’s eyes peeled away from the screen, a smile spread across his face.

“That’s what I was gonna suggest,” he said suggestively, his eyes roaming over Emma’s naked curves.

“Oh, sure you were,” Emma said. “You’d love to miss a date with your new crush.”

“Crush?” Mark laughed, starting to get up from the couch.

“Stay right there! Don’t even think about coming near me. You think I don’t notice how you two flirt? She’s all over you, and you’re melting like an idiot.”

Mark laughed easily. “What's gotten into you? Honey, I only melt for you.”

“Oh, come on, are you saying you don’t even notice Lily?”

“I notice her, sure. But so what? I’m marrying you.”

“Argh,” Emma growled. “That doesn’t make me feel any better.”

“Baby, you can’t be jealous of Lily. Even if you weren’t around, I wouldn’t want anything to do with her. She’s just not my type.”

Silence fell. Lily wasn’t his type?

“Unlike you,” Mark added charmingly, knowing exactly how to soften his future wife.

Emma’s face softened, and a weight lifted from her heart.

“She’s not your type?” she asked, her gaze turning playful. “How can a woman that fucking gorgeous not be your type?”

“Gorgeous?” Mark smirked.

“Don’t play dumb, you’ll piss me off again.”

“Well, I don’t think she’s that gorgeous, like you say. Plus, she talks way too much.”

Emma was speechless.

She believed Mark. If he thought Lily was attractive, he’d admit it without hesitation. It wouldn’t be the first time. Sometimes they’d admire a beautiful woman together, laughing at their own naughtiness. And then they’d have wild sex. Their connection was honest, their communication open. There was no reason for Mark to lie now.

And that only confused Emma more. Was Lily only attractive to her?

At the venue, Emma couldn’t control her thoughts or her behavior. And her panties… Damn it, her panties weren’t just wet—they were barely holding back the flood. Lily wasn’t just attractive to her, she clearly felt something even deeper.

She went back in silence, stepping into the shower.

What is happening?

She turned on the water, and the hot stream began washing away her frustration. All the anger, jealousy, and layers of emotion drained away. With each drop, Emma was getting closer to the truth. Closer to a profound realization she could no longer push aside.

It was as if she felt naked for the first time. Water droplets raced down her skin, every cell awakening. Her body came alive, and her thoughts spun out of control until only one remained clear.

Lily.

The images from earlier returned, but Mark wasn't in them. This time Lily's breasts pressed against Emma. Now Lily's skin slipped between Emma's lips. She tasted the faint salt. She smelled the enchanting, mysterious perfume. She saw those piercing, bright eyes, reaching into her soul.

Fuck…

Emma had never masturbated to the thought of a woman before. Women had always appealed to her, but the attraction was never sexual.

This time, though…

She wanted to get physical. She wanted to feel the weight of Lily’s body. She wanted to know if she felt as perfect as she looked.

Emma’s hand slid down to her thighs of its own accord.

What would it be like if Lily touched her there?

What if she were here right now? Washing her? Cleaning the flood from Emma’s pussy…

“Ohh,” Emma moaned, her fingers feeling how ready her pussy was. It was tight, swollen, wickedly sensitive.

“Tonight let yourselves have some joy,” she heard Lily’s words in her head, smelling her sinful breath. Her lipstick, her perfume… The intense feelings Emma had labeled as jealousy. She’d made it all up because the truth was too hard to face.

“Ohhh, Lily,” she nearly moaned out loud, her trembling hand spreading her legs wider, sliding further.

She’d give anything for Lily to be standing behind her right now, replacing her hand with her own. The hand of that perfect woman, so infuriatingly alluring in that damn blazer. Lily, who changed Emma’s heartbeat with every lift of her arm, exposing her vulnerable armpits and leading the way to her irresistible breasts.

“Mmmm,” Emma exhaled deeply, water droplets scattering against her lips.

Her fingers slowly circled her swollen clit, and there was no turning back. There was only the path forward, the path to Lily. To her fragrant skin, her captivating smile, her fatal eyes.

“You want me to do it?” Emma heard Lily’s voice again, and with a gasp, she nearly came.

“Naughty girl,” Emma whispered, speeding up her movements on her wicked button.

“Give it to me,” Lily whispered, her lips brushing Emma’s ear as her fingers replaced Emma’s.

Emma could practically feel Lily's breath in her ear, and she didn't need another second before exploding into an orgasm, her first one fantasizing of a woman.


CHAPTER 3

At 10:05, Emma was still sitting in her car. She’d be at least ten minutes late for the cake tasting.

But that wasn’t what worried her. What worried her was how she’d look Lily in the eyes today. How could she act normal after the shame she’d brought upon herself yesterday? And how could she hide the fact that she’d fantasized about her… in a very inappropriate way?

A few minutes later, she parked. Gripping the steering wheel with both hands, she exhaled.

“Calm down. Lily doesn’t know anything,” she said out loud, hoping it would stick.

“She’ll never know what happened in the shower last night. I’ll quickly pick a cake for my wedding, and that’ll be the end of it. Soon I’ll be married, and all this frustration will be history.”

She stepped out of the car and hurried toward the bakery. Today, she’d dressed up more than usual. Why not, she thought. Let Lily see who she’s dealing with.

Emma wasn’t someone who gave up easily—and in this game, there was no clear winner. Emma turned heads with her beauty too, collecting countless glances everywhere she went. Especially when she wore her favorite heels and her winning business suit, like today.

The bell jingled as Emma entered the sugar-and-vanilla-scented air of the bakery.

“Emma, wow! You look amazing,” Lily said, rushing toward her as if to hug her.

“Oh, come on,” Emma said, and they embraced. “I can’t compare to you.”

“No, seriously.” Lily scanned Emma from head to toe with excitement. “I love your style. This is even better than your wedding dress.”

Emma smiled, a sudden warmth blooming in her chest. She couldn’t believe she’d hated this woman yesterday.

“Special occasion?” Lily winked, nudging Emma’s shoulder. Another touch.

Lily was close again, too close. The familiar perfume settled on her, fitting her as perfectly as her blouse. Now that jealousy was gone from Emma’s heart, it was so much easier to notice all this perfection.

“Every day’s a special occasion,” Emma said with a smile, her gaze deliberately provocative. Her eyes lingered for a moment on Lily’s breasts, her blouse. Two buttons were undone—one too many.

Damn it, control yourself, she thought. You can’t just flirt with her. What if she misinterprets? Don’t make more drama. Pick a cake and leave.

Lily liked the response. She tilted her head, adjusting her hair, releasing another wave of that fatal scent.

“You left your future husband at home for the sweetest day?”

“What, you miss him?”

“Oh, come on, haven’t we been through this already? Let’s start fresh today.”

Lily raised her hand, inviting another touch. With a smile, she grabbed Emma’s arm and pulled her toward the cake display.

Damn it, Emma thought. She’s so sweet, and I labeled her openness as flirting. I even wanted to punish her. What an idiot I am.

Before them stood a display of stunning cakes, gleaming under fluorescent lights, each one mouthwatering in its own way.

But their touch was mouthwatering too. As they looked at the display, Lily still held Emma’s arm. The touch lingered, far too long to be meaningless.

“We’re trying everything,” Lily said, locking eyes with Emma.

A shiver ran through Emma. Moments ago, she felt bold, relaxed. Now, those fatal eyes pierced her, awakening feelings that terrified her.

No wonder she wanted Lily’s hand on her clit last night. Look at those eyes!

Emma panicked, releasing Lily’s grip, only now realizing how long it had lasted. They’d been holding each other, neither showing any interest in letting go.

And now, without Lily’s warmth, a new feeling Emma hated crept in. Emptiness, alienation, absence.

What did Lily have that Mark didn’t? Why did she feel so alive around her? Why?!

“Well?” Lily’s words snapped Emma out of her daze. “Where do we start, left or right?”

“Ugh, tough choice,” Emma heard herself say, unsure if the words actually left her mouth.

Her mind wasn’t on cakes.

Sex.

Sex.

Sex.

She looked at the display, filled with delicious cake slices in every shape and color. But Emma saw something else entirely. She saw Lily’s blouse unbuttoning before her eyes, releasing a scent she craved more with every passing second.

“Let’s focus on taste. You’ll pick the design from the catalog.”

Lily pulled a cake from the display and grabbed a spoon.

Emma nervously watched, trying to calm her racing heart.

The spoon sank temptingly into the cake, picking up a piece with every layer. Lily handed it to Emma, her eyes wide, waiting for a reaction.

Emma deliberately brushed Lily’s fingers as she took the spoon. She couldn’t resist. Something inside her wanted to tease, to provoke Lily. She still didn’t know if all this closeness was innocent or intentional.

She brought the spoon to her mouth, and damn, it was a hell of a cake. Chocolate, orange, sweetness wrapped in freshness that made Emma groan.

“Oh my God,” she said. “We don’t need to try any more.”

“Ha, ha, show me.”

Lily took Emma’s spoon and scooped some cake. She brought it to her mouth like it was nothing.

“Mmm, I know what you mean,” Lily said, rolling her eyes in pleasure.

Emma’s heart stopped. The spoon that was just in her mouth was now in Lily’s? Just like that?

“But wait for this one,” Lily said, popping the spoon in her mouth to grab another tray with both hands.

“This is something totally different,” she mumbled, pulling the spoon out and eagerly scooping a piece of another cake.

Emma still couldn’t feel her heartbeat. What was happening? Why were they sharing a spoon like this? Did Lily even realize it? Was she doing this on purpose?

Lily held the spoon out to Emma, and Emma opened her mouth. She took the dessert like it was perfectly normal, but her legs could barely hold her up. She’d just put a spoon in her mouth that Lily had licked. It felt so insanely naughty.

This time, Emma gripped the spoon tightly with her lips, licking off every last trace of cake. Including Lily’s saliva.

“Well? What do you think? Amazing, right?”

In Emma’s mouth, pistachio melted with raspberry and white chocolate. It was sin in dessert form. So good it could blow the mind of even a seasoned foodie.

But something else blew Emma’s mind. She’d just licked the same spoon as Lily. In her mind, it was practically a kiss. Only dirtier.

“I’ve never had anything… this good in my mouth,” Emma said, her eyes spilling over Lily.

She couldn’t hold back anymore. Her gazes became bold, lingering, deep. Let Lily read the passion flowing through her mind.

She handed the spoon back to Lily, who scooped another bite.

“I know this one already, but I have to try it again,” Lily said with a cute laugh, bringing the cake to her lips. Her eyes never left Emma’s.

Lily’s lips seductively enveloped the spoon, cream gathering deliciously at the corners of her mouth.

Emma let out a breath louder than the rest. A flood was building in her panties. Lily’s lips on that spoon were the most beautiful thing in the world. They’d only be more beautiful on her…

“The third one’s a surprise,” Lily said, popping the spoon back in her mouth to free her hands.

Emma risked everything. She reached out, grabbed the spoon, and slowly, carefully pulled it from Lily’s lips. They stood frozen, both holding their breath.

Emma brought the spoon to her mouth. First, she touched it with her tongue, then plunged it into her mouth, along with the cake crumbs and Lily’s saliva.

“Oh my God,” Lily exhaled, bracing herself against the counter behind her to keep from collapsing.

Emma took a slow step forward. How do you even kiss a woman?

She moved closer, the millimeters between them vanishing. Their breasts touched, and then Emma pressed her entire body against Lily. They barely breathed, short, shallow gasps full of anticipation.

Emma inhaled Lily’s familiar breath, so wonderfully neutral, like water, now laced with the sweet hint of dessert and the beautiful white remnants of cream on her lipstick.

Lily grabbed Emma by the waist with her free hand, pulling her close. Her movement was filled with passion, undeniable desire.

“What are you doing, Emma?” she asked, her lips trembling with anticipation.

“I have no idea,” Emma said, their lips brushing for a moment.

“You’re getting married,” Lily said, her voice desperate.

Emma’s hand landed on Lily’s torso, sliding upward, over her breasts, toward her neck, toward that fatally tempting skin.

“I’m not,” Emma said, holding Lily’s face in her hands.

She had her in her grasp, completely hers, just as she’d dreamed.

“What are you saying, sweetie?” Lily whispered, as if catching her breath, as if her dreams were coming true too.

“What kind of wife would I be if I don’t even know myself?” Emma’s thumb slid across Lily’s cheek to her lips, which parted on their own.

“If I throb for someone else…” she exhaled, trembling.

Emma’s hand slipped into Lily’s hair, grabbing the back of her head. She pressed her forehead against Lily’s, pulling her face closer.

Lily’s lips surrendered without resistance. Emma felt a tight grip on her hip, confirming what she already knew. Lily wanted this just as much as she did. All the hints, all the innocent touches—it was all deliberate, real.

Their tongues met slowly, cautiously, as if tasting their fate. Their lips melded, their saliva mingling, just like their breaths.

But Lily stopped it from escalating too far. She pushed Emma back, not far, but enough to scare her.

“I’m sorry,” Emma said. “I can’t… resist you.”

“I have a catalog in the back,” Lily said, flustered, frightened. “Want to pick out… a cake?”

She grabbed Emma’s hand and led her to the back of the bakery, into a kitchen with a pantry, no windows, just dim work lights. As soon as they entered, Emma grabbed Lily and roughly pinned her against the wall behind the door. This was their moment, a secret kept from the entire world.

“What do you want from me?” Lily asked, her eyes burning.

“Everything! Everything you promised,” Emma panted, her lips ravaging Lily’s neck.

“Promised?”

“Your whole performance, every move, every look,” Emma mumbled. “All promises!”

“You’re so sweet…”

Emma’s hand slipped under Lily’s skirt.

“I was going to get married and live peacefully. Then you came along.”

Her fingers quickly found Lily’s center. Her panties were so wet, viscous droplets formed on the outside. Emma froze. For the first time, she was touching another woman’s pussy. And it was so wet. Just for her.

“I’m sorry,” Lily exhaled, closing her eyes.

“A few days ago, I knew who I was. Look at me now,” Emma growled, her tongue lashing out. She licked that sinful neck, dripping with pheromones, from shoulder to ear.

“Ohhh!”

“I only want you!”

“Emma!”

“Only you, even if I die right now.”

Emma’s fingers slid beneath the delicate edge of Lily’s panties, plunging into the warm, silken flood that coated her entrance.

Emma’s finger traveled the full length, every tiny movement eliciting the sweetest response from Lily’s body.

Her lips moved from Lily’s neck to her nose. She gently bit it, taking it into her mouth, pretending to bite it off. Then she moved lower, her tongue’s firm tip licking Lily’s helpless lips, begging for her kiss.

She traveled lower, landing on the chest that had teased her all along. That chest she’d secretly admired was now hers. Lily's skin was sinfully sweet, with a delicious hint of salt, just enough to make it more enticing.

With one hand, Emma spread the opening of Lily’s blouse; with the other, she penetrated Lily, as if she belonged to her alone.

“Ohhhh, Emma!”

“You’re mine!”

“Ohhh, yes!”

“This is what happens when you mess with my heart.”

Emma added another finger, scraping against the walls of Lily’s pussy. She knew exactly what kind of reaction that would get.

“F-ffuck!” Lily cried, her knees buckling, Emma nearly having to catch her.

“You tease me with those naughty tits all the time. Show them to me!”

Emma’s hand reached for Lily’s bra, pulling out a breast. The nipple peeked out awkwardly, pointing toward the ceiling.

Emma licked it, teased it with her tongue, then pinched it with her lips, drawing another moan of pure desire.

“You’re so passionate,” Lily whispered, fully surrendered, her resolve long gone.

“You think you can have anything—all perfect, brazen, not a single flaw,” Emma hissed, lifting her head.

She pressed her lips to Lily’s with the full weight of her head. This was their first real, wet, French kiss. They licked, devoured each other, saliva dripping from the corners of their mouths.

Meanwhile, Emma slowly drilled into Lily, her fingers circling the textured walls of her heated pussy.

Lily began to tremble, her moans growing louder. Emma knew exactly which movements caused it, so she intensified them.

“Ohhh, yes,” Lily gasped into Emma’s mouth as Emma continued to invade her with her tongue and fingers, until Lily’s trembling turned into a spasm, rippling through her, culminating in an orgasm.

“Last night, in the shower, I did exactly this. Thinking of you,” Emma said, her tone like this orgasm was revenge for her yesterday’s naughtiness.

“Emma! Emma!” Lily cried, breathless, as Emma relentlessly licked her face, her lips, her chin, and fucked her warm core.

The taste of Lily’s skin was fantastic, raw. But nothing compared to the naughty scent rising from below. Emma’s fingers spread her just enough for her aroma to fill the kitchen.

“Ohhhh, Emma!” Lily sobbed, her eyes glassy, distant.

“That’s it? Emma, Emma?” From such a talkative, energetic girl, Emma expected more.

This orgasm wasn’t nearly enough.

“I want to lick you, fuck you, until your vocal cords give out and you can’t say my name anymore.”

“Ahhhh!”

Emma was losing it, driven by wild need. She’d just made a woman come. And her desire for more was almost feral.

She’d never experienced anything like this. She’d enjoyed men, but she’d never wanted to devour someone. But here, now, stood Lily, the fatal woman she’d give everything for. She’d kill a man, a dream, the whole world—to taste her juices.

She panicked.

She pulled both fingers out of Lily’s juicy pussy.

This couldn’t go on. Her future husband was waiting at home. A man who loved her, faithfully waiting. And here she was, having sex with another woman? What an absolute disaster!

She stepped back, and the image of the most beautiful woman, with disheveled hair and a lost look, came into focus. Both were trying to comprehend what had just happened.

“Emma, I’m at a loss for words. That was—insane! You’re insane!”

The intoxicating scent that flooded the kitchen revealed everything to Emma—Lily’s desire, her own unraveling. She brought her trembling fingers to her lips, savoring the sweet, silken essence of Lily’s arousal, a taste as flawless as her breathtaking beauty.

She got scared. The beast that had just awakened wouldn’t be stopped. Better to wash her hands and find some magic pill to forget it all.

Suddenly, there wasn’t enough air in that kitchen for Emma’s heaving lungs.

“I’m… sorry,” she said, confused, dropping her gaze to the floor and fleeing the bakery with hurried steps.


CHAPTER 4

Emma slammed the hotel room door. The room was nicely decorated, carpeted, with beautiful paintings on the walls. And surprisingly, it didn’t smell of anything distinct.

“Okay, I can do this,” she said, dropping her purse and collapsing onto the bed.

She held her phone, facing the moment of truth. What should she say to Mark? Should she confess everything? Tell him what happened in the bakery?

She’d spent the whole day out, unable to face going home. After the incident with Lily, how could she even look Mark in the eyes?

The afternoon was turning into evening, and Mark would call her sooner or later. Whatever she was going to say, she had to do it now. She dialed his number.

“Hey, baby, you okay?”

Mark’s voice was warm, kinder than she deserved.

“No,” she sobbed into the phone after a brief pause. “This wedding… It’s too much. I don’t deserve you, Mark.”

Mark laughed. “Don’t be silly, come home so I can hug you.”

“I’m sorry… Mark, I’m sorry.”

“I forgive you, Emma,” he chuckled. There wasn’t a hint of suspicion in his voice. Just warmth, masculine stability that always pieced her back together when she needed it most. Like right now.

“I’m at a hotel,” Emma cried.

“A hotel?”

“I need a day or two. I need to clear my head. Mark, I’m losing it. I don’t know who I am, I don’t know what I’m doing.”

Silence.

“Okay,” Mark said, more seriously this time. “If that’s what you need, take your time. As much as you need.”

“Please don’t hate me,” Emma said, tears streaming down her face.

“Want me to come?”

“No,” she said too quickly. “I mean, not yet,” she corrected herself. “I really need to be alone right now.”

“Rest up, you’ll be good as new tomorrow,” Mark replied.

“I love you,” Emma said through her sobs. She cried like it was her last chance to say it. Like once he knew the truth, he’d never want to hear it again.

“I love you too, cupcake.”

The phone fell onto the bed, and Emma stared at the ceiling through her tears.

“I fucked everything up. Everything.”

Everyone said she and Mark were the perfect couple. Not only were they perfectly happy and financially settled, but they looked great together too. A family was already in their plans.

And now? Now she’d betrayed him. Not only betrayed him but accused him of looking at other women. How pathetic.

She had two options. Admit she couldn’t be faithful. Or keep quiet and live a lie. For the rest of her life.

She didn’t know why, but lying seemed easier. It was just a slip-up. Meaningless, fleeting, innocent slip-up. It would never happen again. Why jeopardize the entire wedding over something that meant nothing?

Who knows what fate might bring. Maybe one day he’d slip up too. She’d forgive him, and the debt would be settled.

“You’re disgusting,” she said out loud to herself.

She wasn't used to this kind of thinking, to the way her brain could come up with such tasteless excuses.

She had no choice but to tell him the truth. But not today. First, she needed to sleep on it. And hire a new wedding planner.

Bzzzzz.

The phone screen flashed with Lily’s name. Emma’s heart rate doubled against her will.

“Damn it,” she muttered, opening the message.

‘You okay?’

She tossed the phone back onto the bed. No way, she wasn’t answering. No matter how soft and hot Lily was, no matter how sweet her skin tasted, there was no future with her.

Emma stood and checked the bathroom to see if she had everything she needed for a shower.

The phone buzzed again from the room.

She hated herself for rushing back to it. She shouldn’t care what it said. She shouldn’t be craving Lily’s words.

‘Emma, talk to me :*’

Fuck.

A tension formed in Emma’s heart. She might have pushed thoughts of Lily aside for the past few hours, but it had been exhausting. Those thoughts would eventually overpower her defenses.

Who could suppress a smoldering pile of burning embers forever? Thoughts of Lily were turning into lava deep inside her. It was only a matter of time before they erupted.

Bzzzzz.

Another message.

‘I don’t want anything from you, baby, just to talk.’

Baby?

That word hit Emma like a taser. Lily’s message felt like a real, girlish love letter. Someone on the other side was calling her baby. And not just anyone. It was Lily.

The Lily who was planning her wedding. The one who strutted around the venue like a model showcasing the Tasteful Business Summer 2025 collection. That insanely sexy woman! Yes, her, sending love letters.

Bzzzzz.

‘I know you read it ;) I miss you.’

Emma’s heart skipped a beat.

“Fuck!” she shouted at the ceiling, a wide smile creeping onto her lips. She didn’t know if she was laughing at her own absurdity or Lily’s audacity. Those messages tickled her insides so pleasantly. Had she ever felt butterflies this strong? With Mark, it was hot and fun, but never this… fatal. And passionate!

But at the same time, Emma was getting angry. How could Lily think it was okay to send such inappropriate messages to a bride-to-be? Emma was supposed to get married in a month, for God’s sake! How could Lily not take that into account and leave her alone? At least tonight, just hours after they’d sinned? Hours after they’d destroyed Emma’s relationship, her future with Mark.

This Lily—she was disgusting. Did she think she could strut through the world so arrogantly and take whatever she wanted? Not a chance.

Fuming, Emma started typing.

‘You’re even more brazen than I thought. I’m ruined. My life is in shambles. I don’t have the strength for more trouble.’

She didn’t know if she’d send it. It sounded too desperate.

Before she could, the phone buzzed again.

‘We can meet in public, at a café. So we’ll behave ;)’

Shit. Emma hated the warm feeling that overtook her anger. Her mood was changing faster than tropical weather.

Bzzzzz.

‘Cafe Malta. 10 a.m.?’

Lily’s suggestion actually sounded okay. It felt like an innocent meeting. Seeing Lily one more time? Well… It wouldn’t hurt to have one last look. She’d tell her she was hiring a new planner. They’d shake hands, quietly laugh about the brief affair they’d stumbled into, hug goodbye, and life would return to normal. Everything would be fine, right?

Emma deleted the message she hadn’t sent.

She typed ‘Ok.’

Then she smiled and added, ‘Baby.’

She just had to do it. She wanted to see what her message would look like if she had a girlfriend.

“What are you doing?” she said angrily to herself, but the symphony in her heart was louder, stronger.

She couldn’t deny how good it sounded. Baby…

How nice it would be to have a friend who called her baby. A friend who understood her, listened to her problems, talked to her. A friend who wore that damn fatal perfume, tearing off her blouse, spreading her legs, and inviting her into that sweet, juicy…

No!!

Damn it, Emma. You’re getting married in a month.

She frantically hit the delete key until only one word remained.

‘Ok.’


CHAPTER 5

Lily was fifteen minutes late, and Emma nervously glanced at her watch.

“Jeez, calm down, she’ll show up,” she told herself, swiping through her phone aimlessly.

Her body was on edge. Waiting in the café was thrilling. What would Lily be wearing today? What did she want to talk about? Did yesterday mean anything to her?

And then, flashes. Emma’s fingers in Lily’s hot pussy. Lily’s sweet sighs, her unique scent.

Emma laughed. She remembered how wild she’d been, how dominant. She’d pinned Lily against the wall and fucked her, no questions asked. She couldn’t believe the bold words that came out of her mouth. Or the hungry tone she’d growled them in. She’d pounced on Lily like prey, helpless prey she tore apart for pure pleasure.

She didn’t know this kind of passion. Sure, she was always active in bed, but not like this. She’d never wanted to bite someone until they bled, unable to satisfy herself otherwise. She’d never craved a hundred orgasms in a row. She’d never wanted someone to drown her in their bodily fluids.

And here she was, thinking about sex again. All the wrong things tied to Lily. This morning, she was determined to keep this meeting proper. Professional. A quick coffee, a pleasant chat, and goodbye. Now, temptation was winning again. Lily had a power over her like no one else.

“Hey,” a sweet voice snapped her out of her thoughts from behind.

Lily.

In a pink top that crowned her fantastic curves. And a tight white dress that melted over her hips like hot chocolate poured over ice cream. The edges of her panties were clearly visible—thong. This sunny day suddenly looked even brighter.

Her hand brushed Emma’s bare shoulder, followed by a wave of sweet air. That scent, that perfume, would haunt Emma for life.

Lily sat to Emma’s right, not too close, not too far.

Emma was speechless. She’d been lost in her thoughts all day, exploring every possible mental landscape, every scenario. It was easy to forget Lily’s face.

But in this moment, the memory of her beauty hit her like a shock, resetting her to the very beginning. Jealousy, desire, obsession—all stemmed from one source—Lily’s enchanting beauty.

“Oh, hey,” Emma replied, her hand instinctively brushing Lily’s bare knee.

Damn it, Emma, stick to the plan. Quick coffee and goodbye.

“Sorry I’m late,” Lily said, her lips dancing more beautifully than ever.

“I thought you got scared and bailed,” Emma joked.

“Scared…” Lily said, her face turning serious, almost frightened.

Emma instantly regretted her comment. It had clearly triggered something.

“I was scared. I almost didn’t come.”

Emma’s heart pounded.

“Emma, I’m sorry. What happened yesterday… it was… wrong.”

Wrong?

Emma’s thoughts ricocheted wildly in her skull. Wrong or right, depending on how you looked at it.

“Yeah…” Emma said, unable to manage more.

“You’re getting married, and I…”

“Oh, damn it.”

Lily fell silent.

Emma looked up, suddenly aware they were sitting on a café terrace.

“Latte macchiato,” she ordered, and Lily nodded.

“Two.”

Emma leaned toward Lily, almost smiling.

“This meeting can’t go like this. You’re supposed to say it was amazing, and I’m supposed to insist we can’t see each other again. Because I’m getting married.”

She leaned back comfortably in the cushioned chair.

“Not the other way around.”

Lily’s eyes sparkled.

“Oh, Emma, what am I even saying? This is all crazy. My head can’t think of anything but you. I’m afraid to be honest because I don’t want to cause you more trouble.”

“That’s more like it,” Emma smiled.

Lily paused briefly.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

“Me, enjoying? My wedding is ruined! How could I enjoy this?”

Lily’s gaze sharpened.

“Oh, poor victim, stop acting like you’re the only one suffering.”

Emma froze. There she was—the decisive Lily who planned her wedding. A successful woman, full of business drive, smooth communication, clear vision. Not having any of it.

“Sorry,” Emma said quietly.

“Damn right,” Lily snapped. “You think this is easy for me? I have desires too. Desires that will never be more than that. Just childish wishes, like a kid staring at a shop window they’re not allowed to enter.”

Emma’s throat tightened. For the first time, she considered this.

“You want me?” she asked, the thought warming her.

“Of course I want you. Don’t you? After yesterday, I’d say your desire is pretty damn big too!”

Emma glanced around, worried they’d gotten too loud.

“I’m so sorry, Lily. I know, I got carried away. Of course I want you, and it means so much to me… But try to understand, whatever I choose, someone gets hurt.”

“I get it,” Lily said, making room for the waitress who placed two coffee cups on their table.

“That’s why I wanted to handle this rationally. The safest way. Let’s end this on a good note. Keep it a beautiful memory.”

“You’re right,” Emma said. “I’m sorry for playing with your… heart.”

“I’m sorry too,” Lily replied, her face torn between tears and laughter.

Emma almost relaxed. The situation wasn’t rosy, but it was heading in the right direction.

“From now on, my friend will take over your wedding,” Lily said.

“Oh?”

“So you won’t have to deal with me anymore,” Lily added.

Emma stared silently at Lily’s beauty. That’s exactly what she’d planned to suggest. But hearing it from Lily’s lips hurt. This was really the end.

“Lily…”

Emma searched for words to soften the moment. Words to caress Lily, to tell her it was okay. That she loved her. Wanted her. As a friend, a lover, maybe even a partner. But she couldn’t have any of that. She already had a fiancé.

Lily gave a gentle smile, her face radiating a bittersweet acceptance of their shared fate. A goodbye to their connection, despite its untapped potential.

“Thank you for understanding,” Emma said.

Lily sipped her coffee and set the cup down.

“Anything for a friend,” she said, her expression strange, as if gathering courage.

She slowly lifted her leg, bent it, and placed her heel on the chair. Her thighs opened, offering a very indecent view under her skirt. Her gaze turned glassy, deadly serious, locked on Emma.

Emma stopped sipping her coffee, her hand frozen, holding the cup near her mouth. Her eyes traveled over Lily’s pink top, asymmetrical, revealing more skin on the left. Her breasts, so perfectly round and full, were vulgarly tight, begging to be touched.

But Emma’s eyes moved lower, to Lily’s skirt, to her foot on the chair. Beside, there was an opening, a path to paradise, a clear view of Lily’s panties. Tight, blue, devilish panties. So snug, they dug into her hot flesh, as if her pussy wanted to devour them.

Emma looked back into Lily’s eyes and set her cup down.

Lily’s eyes were cloudy but bright, flooded with naughtiness and desire. A combination Emma just couldn’t handle.

She looked down again, and her wedding was in jeopardy once more. She should go home to Mark. The only obstacle was under those damn blue panties. That fragrant, freshly shaved nuisance.

Emma knew exactly what those panties smelled like. Yesterday, Lily’s pussy had perfumed the entire bakery. How the hell was she supposed to resist that?

“No… No.”

Emma stood, threw some coins on the table, and stormed off, almost running.

“Emma?”

Lily grabbed her purse, running after her.

“Emma, wait!”


CHAPTER 6

Emma was almost at the hotel. She didn’t know why Lily was following her. Obviously, she wanted to keep talking. But she didn’t realize what kind of conversation awaited her. In the café, they had to behave. But behind closed doors, Emma’s anger would have free rein to crush Lily to dust.

“You’d be smart to turn around and leave,” Emma said as Lily caught up to her at the hotel entrance.

“We’re going to talk this out,” Lily said, her tone sharp, almost threatening.

Emma was flooded with rage. The audacity! Lily was setting terms now? She wasn’t in her right mind! Emma couldn’t wait to put her in her place.

On the first floor, in Emma’s room, it began the moment they stepped inside.

“Why are you following me? Didn’t you say your colleague was taking over?”

“Emma, what you’re doing isn’t right.”

“What I’m doing? Am I the one flashing my pussy in a café?”

“Oh, that’s the problem? Like you’re some saint!”

“At least I’m not destroying relationships right before a wedding!”

“No, you’re not. You’re just secretly sticking your fingers in the wedding planner’s pussy while your fiancé waits at home. Totally innocent!”

“Lily, your entire performance was pure seduction.”

“Only because you were staring at me like that! Stop playing the victim. This is happening to both of us, not just you. Admit it, you fucked up too.”

“Of course I fucked up. Big time! But you’re making it worse. Why aren’t you helping me?”

“Helping you? Sure, because you’re the center of the universe, and I’m just a prop for you to use! Fuck you, I hate you!”

“You hate me?”

“I’d kill you… and more.”

They both took their first real breath. The room was thick with anger, but their souls felt a fraction lighter.

“What does ‘and more’ mean?” Emma asked, breathless from shouting.

“You’ll never find out. You’re too closed off.”

“Closed off?”

Emma was offended now. She could handle Lily’s insults, her angry shouting. But closed off? That felt real. Deep.

“Miss Therapist, what do you mean, closed off?”

“You know what it means. Your truth is buried under all this crap you refuse to clear away.”

Emma fell silent.

“What happened yesterday felt real. Damn real. Unlike everything else in your life. Your uptight demeanor, your flower choices, this whole wedding… Everything is so sterile, for fuck’s sake. None of it is what you’d choose if you listened to your heart. The possessive Emma that came out yesterday, that is who you really are.”

Emma was frozen. Lily’s words hit her in the gut. They didn’t hurt because of their meaning. They hurt because Lily saw her. For the first time, someone truly saw her. Why only now? After all these years?

Tears welled in Emma’s eyes, but she was too strong to let them fall.

“I’m sorry,” Lily sobbed. “I went too far.”

Emma stood silently, staring blankly. Lily was sincere. Her words weren’t driven by anger. They were the friendly advice Emma craved more than she realized.

“It’s probably time for me to go,” Lily said.

She waited for a response, but all she got was Emma’s watery-eyed stare. It was Emma’s move. She could say she wanted to unclog her heart, ask Lily to stay... Anything.

“I give up,” Lily said, her voice broken, useless.

She nodded and slowly turned toward the door.

“Sit on my face.”

Lily turned around. She could’ve looked surprised. She’d never heard a request like that, especially not in this moment. But with Emma, everything was new, different, a constant surprise.

“Okay, what’s that now?”

“I’m listening to my heart.”

Lily froze.

“Didn’t you say to listen to my heart?”

Lily’s chest betrayed her heavy breathing.

“And that’s what it wants? Your heart?”

“It’s all it wants.”

“Lie down,” Lily said, her voice barely breaking through her tight throat.

Emma wanted to say something, but words failed her. She hadn’t expected such quick agreement. But she wanted it desperately. Who was she kidding? Lily was her goddess, her kryptonite. Seeing her walk toward the door brought a pain the world had never seen. She’d never let her leave, not for anything.

And now her goddess was approaching, angry and heated, yet still ready to accept her love. It felt like a last chance, an act of fate.

Emma’s body collapsed onto the bed, her feet still on the floor.

Lily reached under her skirt.

“Don’t take them off,” Emma stopped her.

Lily froze, her gaze serious.

“I want everything. Your pussy, your panties. Everything you’ve got in there. All of it.”

Lily almost smiled, but it wasn’t a smile. Her expression was more like a warning to Emma. A warning not to betray her trust.

She slowly turned, showing Emma her back. She began pulling up her tight skirt. It was elastic, clingy, hard to pull high enough to reveal her panties.

She moved her backside toward the bed. First, one knee hit the mattress, and a sight opened before Emma that changed her forever. Lily’s pussy was wrapped in blue panties, barely big enough to cover her fleshy folds.

Lily placed her other knee on the bed, her hand pulling the panties aside. She knew this would give Emma the most access to her crotch. If she wanted everything, she’d get her ass too, not just her pussy.

“Is this okay? You said everything, right?”

Emma’s head spun from the sudden closeness. It disarmed her; she wanted to apologize.

“I’m scared, Lily. That’s why I push you away. I’m scared it’ll feel too good with you. That I’ll have to surrender to you. That I’ll lose myself in you. That I’ll be too vulnerable.”

“You can surrender to me, baby…”

Baby.

That word sliced Emma in two. This beautiful woman, about to place her ass on her face, held so much warmth. A warmth that could heal wounds. The exact wounds Emma carried.

She grabbed the cheeks approaching her lips. The closer Lily pushed her ass back, the easier it was to spread them.

Now she saw a half-exposed pussy, Lily’s gorgeous, elegant fingers holding the panties aside. The same fingers that held a pen, pointed at seating charts, tucked hair behind her ear—those fingers were now pulling her panties aside.

It all happened in seconds, but to Emma, it was an eternity. Lily’s pussy approached in slow motion, its rawness shocking. Emma never imagined a pussy could have such rich detail up close.

Lily didn’t stop. She pressed her ass onto Emma’s face, sitting down with her full weight.

Her wet, soaked folds spread across Emma’s face, her pussy engulfing her nose, suffocating her lips.

Emma’s senses were overwhelmed. Lily’s pussy smelled like the entire history of human sex condensed into one sinful scent.

She lifted Lily’s ass slightly to catch her breath.

A viscous liquid flowed from her pussy, clear, with deliciously white edges. Everything Emma ever wondered about a woman’s sex was now before her—live.

She inhaled the center, then the panties. They were drenched, filled with the scent of the entire day. It was naughty, strong, Lily’s.

Then she returned to the tender core, finding freshness, Lily’s pure essence, freshly made, rich with her naughty sexual hormones.

“I’m going to sit here until you pass out.”

“You’re reading my mind.”

“Yes I am! Because I’m the one for you. When will you admit it?”

“Fuck, you smell so naughty,” Emma mumbled from below as Lily smothered her lips with her crotch, her full weight pressing down.

Emma dug her nails into Lily’s cheeks, gripping her roughly.

“Ohhh,” Lily moaned, the sweet pain fueling her further.

She began circling her hips, creating a wet, slimy spectacle on Emma’s face.

“Is this what you wanted, you dirty girl?” she asked needily, smearing her juices across Emma’s face.

“Mmmmm, more! Give me everything, I’ll eat you alive!”

“Here’s my pussy. Get wet before you change your mind again.”

“You’re so—good!”

Emma licked, sucked, drank from the fountain of desire.

The pussy on her face was so fleshy, so monstrously fragrant, her clit nearly burst with arousal.

“Who are you going to marry? Huh, who?”

“Fuck you! You know I can’t resist…”

Lily sat down hard, cutting off Emma’s words. For the first time, she laughed. She had Emma completely under her control. After a bit of twerking, she lifted her ass slightly.

“I’m marrying you,” Emma gasped, catching her breath. “You, your wet pussy. I’ll glue myself to it, and you’ll have to carry me around forever. You won’t even go to the bathroom without my face stuck to you.”

“You’re so dirty! I love it.”

“You’re the dirty one, you and your ass. Look at you, sitting on your client’s face like this, smearing me with your filthy scents.”

“Ohhh, fffffuck!”

“Are you coming already?”

“Fuck! Oh… Oh, oh! Fuck, Emma… Emma!”

“Let it come, it’ll come plenty more. You’re getting nothing but licking from me. Licking, sucking, slurping… and more licking!”

“Aahhhh, Emma…”

Emma lifted her head, catching Lily’s crotch as it twitched left and right in confusion. She grabbed Lily’s hips, pulling her back down, burying her face in Lily’s folds again.

“Emmmaaaa!”

Lily came suddenly, in waves, completely different from what Emma was used to. Her sweet moans and cries were something Emma could listen to forever, day and night.

Lily collapsed onto Emma, burying her in her crotch again. Emma turned her head, teasing with every part of her face.

“Give me your ass,” came from below, and Lily wasn’t surprised. A passionate lover like Emma would want more, the most, the absolute maximum.

Lily slid down, her head landing on Emma’s pubic mound. She surrendered as Emma attacked her crotch’s paradise.

“If you’re proposing, you’ll have to prove yourself,” Emma said, her tongue darting out.

Like an arrow, she aimed it at Lily’s asshole, which opened slightly for her. She pushed harder, penetrating even deeper.

“Take it, baby,” Lily said. “If you’re looking for a real dirty girl, you’ve found her, trust me.”

Emma could’ve fainted from those words, but the rawness before her eyes kept her awake in a way she’d never known. The taste on her tongue was dirtier than sin.

“I’m not stopping until you’re done.”

“Oh, it feels so good… Oh, Emma, it feels so good…”

Emma swirled her tongue, attacking Lily’s anus from every angle, desperate to open it further and make their lovemaking even dirtier.

“You like that?”

Emma began kissing Lily’s ass, smacking it with kiss after kiss.

“Oh, I’m yours, Emma, please never stop wanting me like this.”

Those words pierced Emma’s heart. She sensed something in Lily that was hidden before. Lily was fully surrendered, pleading like a helpless girl to be accepted.

“Come here, baby,” Emma said, using that fatal word. She wanted Lily to feel accepted, as she deserved.

“You want to kiss me?”

“Yes, it’s what people do when they’re truly close.”

Lily laughed, dismounting Emma’s face playfully. She turned, lay on top of Emma, and slowly slid her head toward her face.

“I didn’t know,” she smiled, “I was that wet.”

“Lily, your smell, your taste… You’re perfect for me. This is fate.”

Lily laughed awkwardly, as if unused to hearing such compliments.

“Your scent tells me you’re the one. I can’t help but be obsessed with you. Can you handle that?”

Lily barely held back tears.

“Obsessed?”

“There’s no other way.”

“It sounds… like a fairytale.”

Emma’s eyes widened, racing over Lily’s beautiful face.

“Where the hell did you come from…”

Lily lowered her head, pressing her lips to Emma’s. Their kiss began with a gentle rub, their lips numb, paralyzed.

Emma let Lily have her moment. She wanted her to be the first to push her tongue out, to take the lead. It didn’t take long. Lily’s delicious tongue knocked on her lips, slowly slipping past, grazing her teeth, and meeting her own.

They kissed wildly, licking, devouring each other. Meanwhile, Emma’s fingers found Lily’s crotch, plunging two fingers into her soaked pussy.

Lily began breathing heavily, moaning with approval. That wasn’t enough for Emma. With her other hand, she reached for Lily’s ass, landing on her lubricated hole. Her finger circled, and Lily instantly knew what it meant.

“You’re such a naughty girl,” Lily said. “Please, never stop being this naughty.”

Emma saw stars behind her eyes. Lily’s breath, her wet, talking mouth so close to her face, was reason enough for an orgasm. Emma’s finger hovered at the edge of Lily’s forbidden warmth, trembling with the promise of plunging into her most intimate depths.

“If you ask me so nicely, you’ll always get it.”

Emma pressed her finger harder, sliding into Lily’s tight, firm passage.

Lily breathed deeply, as if she knew how fatal her breath felt on Emma’s face.

“Is this what you want?”

“More…”

Emma’s fingers circled harder inside her pussy, her naughtier finger sinking deeper into Lily’s tight grip.

“Yes, Emma, that feels so good.”

“Yeah?”

“Oh, yes, Emma…”

“What about this?”

Emma went deeper, wanting to explore until Lily showed the slightest doubt.

“Mmmmm…”

“You little slut, I can go all the way and you’ll still be mine?”

“You can do… whatever you want with me…”

There was that tremor in Lily’s voice again. Emma recognized it instantly. They were in sync, they were one. Her fingers gave everything, circling, teasing, exploring Lily’s insides.

“Ohh, ohhh, yes!”

“Yeah?”

“Oh, yes, Emma! I want you so bad!”

Saliva dripped from Lily’s mouth, her face frozen, beyond her control.

Emma hungrily caught Lily’s drops, craving her fragrant saliva like the last water in a desert.

Her fingers kept fucking Lily’s naughty holes, the unmistakable scent of sex filling the hotel room.

“Oh, yes. Oh, yes!”

Lily was coming again, and Emma was in paradise, her face wet with Lily’s drool, her fingers soaked with her sinful juices.

“You’re my fate. My fate,” Emma whispered, shocked, as Lily came all over her, her confused eyes lost. Lustful and lost.

Lily collapsed, her weight pressing down on Emma, their bodies drenched in sweat.

Lily wasted no time, her hands reaching for Emma’s chest, roughly pulling her dress to free her breasts. Emma was well-endowed, more so than Lily, and her breasts sprang out proudly.

“You’ll be my goddess,” Lily said, wildly licking her nipples.

“Is a marriage between goddesses allowed?” Emma joked, and Lily laughed sweetly.

Her tongue continued to lick the swollen nipple, teasing it, preparing it for her teeth to sink in.

“Ahhhh,” Emma moaned. “That’s my weak spot.”

“That’s what you think,” Lily said.

Emma melted, drowning in pleasure. For the first time, she felt a woman’s mouth on her breasts, and the word divine was too weak to describe it.

Lily’s gentle lips traveled lower, over her stomach. Her kisses were full of passion, and Emma felt Lily’s teeth through the fabric of her dress, driving her wild.

As Lily went lower, she lifted Emma’s skirt, and in one motion, they removed it. Emma was now in just her panties, which Lily’s fingers were pulling down, past her knees, past her ankles.

“Oh my God,” Emma sobbed as Lily placed her lips near her pubic mound.

“What is it?” Lily asked playfully, Emma’s body trembling more and more.

“So beautiful,” Emma said, her voice sweet enough to melt.

Lily kissed her center lightly, embracing the area around Emma’s clit, just to show she was there.

“Ohhh,” Emma sighed, her anticipation on the verge of exploding.

She spread her legs, and Lily dove in, the smacking sounds filling the room. Lily’s lips traveled over Emma’s soaked folds, creating pleasure Emma didn’t even know existed.

She couldn’t remember the last time Mark kissed her down there. It was so long ago she’d forgotten how much she missed it.

Now, she had a beautiful woman on her pussy, living to merge with her heated core. The passion was evident in every move, every breath from Lily. Emma felt a tenderness beyond sex. Lily’s touch was pure love, crowned with a refinement only a sophisticated woman could offer.

Tears streamed down Emma’s face. The thought of Mark reminded her of reality waiting out there. She had to tell him it was over. Explain that the wedding was too hasty. Reckless. That she couldn’t marry him—or anyone—until she knew herself.

And with Lily, that self-discovery had begun in epic fashion. What Emma was experiencing now was like college sexual exploration. It was like the first time, yet better than anything she’d ever known.

Sweet sensations overwhelmed her, and the bloodthirsty need was gone. She wanted love, the kind she was now receiving down there.

“Ohhh, Lily,” she moaned as her knees began to shake.

“I want to make your pussy a happy pussy.”

“Oh, ohhh, Lily!”

“Happy… naughty… little… pussy…”

Those were the last words Emma heard before she was consumed by her sweetest orgasm. She began to pant heavily as her body rode a massive wave of pleasure, taking her on the longest journey in her life.

Emma’s orgasm lingered, and Lily kept going, relentless. Her lips continued to confess love.

“Ah, ahh, ahhhhh!”

Emma’s sweet moans echoed through the room, along with Lily’s mumbling and smacking.

“Mmmm, you’re so good.”

“Ahhhhh!”

“I could eat you day and night!”

“You’ll… have to… do this a lot more,” Emma said, catching her breath.

Her orgasm subsided, her eyes glassy, cloudy, exhausted from so much pleasure.

And from so much guilt. That orgasm would’ve been sweeter without the heavy burden on her shoulders.

As the haze cleared, the moment of truth arrived.

The frantic energy that had consumed them only moments before had evaporated, leaving a profound stillness in its wake. Emma and Lily lay in bed, their bodies entwined, their skin slick with sweat, and their eyes locked in a surrendered gaze.

Emma slowly brushed Lily's hair, her mind fully immersed in the beauty of the moment, even as she braced herself for the inevitable.

“I’m sorry, Lily, I’ll need a few minutes now. I have to make a long phone call.”












Thank you so much for reading!







Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a rating or a review. Your stars keep me going ;)

Thank you!
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