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Chapter One



Naomi




	It was early morning when Naomi Flynt opened her eyes with a groan.  She couldn’t feel anything beyond a dull throbbing ache pulsating in the space between her eyes, and her tongue felt like a sandpaper weight against the roof of her mouth. 

	“Ugh,” she groaned into the open air and rolled onto her stomach to fumble around for her cellphone in the sheets. 

	She opened the screen and the numbers 8:45 flooded her phone.

	“Fuck,” she mumbled.  She was supposed to meet with her family at 9AM for a breakfast, which really just meant yet another business meeting where they were going to try and tell her how to control the family business and keep her in check.

	There was a single unread text on her screen.

	

	Bri: so I went home with that redhead last night…can’t wait to fill you in! hope those shots aren’t hitting you too hard in the morning! 


Memories from the night before were slowly starting to fill the void in her head, and Naomi rolled her eyes as she flopped back down into her pillows.  She had tried telling Bri that she couldn’t stay out late, or have too many shots, for this exact reason.  Her mother had never been a fan of her partying habits, and she was definitely going to be disappointed this morning when she went downstairs for breakfast.  There wasn’t enough time to take a shower, which meant she would probably still smell like tequila at the dining table.  

	She wasn’t surprised that Bri had taken the redhead home.  They had been flirting hard and last Naomi had noticed the two had been grinding hard on the dance floor.  As normal, Naomi had gone home alone.  And not even home, she had a driver drop her off at parent’s house where she had fallen asleep in one of the many guest rooms.  She had thought it would make her morning less painful, and in some ways she had been right.  But god if a shower if a didn’t sound amazing. 

	Naomi rolled her feet off the bed and found her clothes from the night before.  She clumsily threw them back on: a pair of tight black jeans and a blue sequined top that dropped low over her breasts.  One more thing for her mother to yell at her about.  Of course she hadn’t thought to bring a change of clothes.  She hadn’t expected to even be out as late as she had.  But it was typical, especially when it was a night out with Bri, who liked to buy rounds of shots to impress all of the beautiful single women.  Naomi liked to drink the shots and watch her best friend flounder through her attempts to hook up with every new woman she met. 

	It was time to get to breakfast as quickly as possible, before she started getting incessant phone calls from her mother and hopefully before her father even showed up.  He was always late.  As much as he agreed with her mother about how Naomi needed to straighten her life out and run the family business better, he still hated these family get-togethers that her mother always demanded.  

	Naomi ran her fingers through her hair, trying to pull the long black strands together into as neat of a ponytail as she could manage.  She rubbed her hands over her face one more time, trying to wipe away any stray smudges of eyeliner that were likely to have spread across her face in her sleep.  Shit.  This was an actual nightmare. 

	As soon as she stepped out of the guest bedroom she could smell the traces of breakfast food trailing through the house: eggs, bacon, there were probably some fresh muffins as well.  Her stomach churned in response to the smells, and Naomi took a deep breath, trying to keep the threat of nausea held down.  The last thing she needed was to throw up at the family meeting. 

	Thankfully, when Naomi rounded the corner to the dining room, there was only one person seated at the table.  Her grandmother, Edna.  

	“Hey, Grams,” Naomi murmured as she sat down next to her.

	“You’re looking rough,” her grandmother teased.  The one person in the family Naomi could get along with was Edna.  She had started the family enterprise years ago, and yet still, she had been one for parties and scandalous press articles in her younger years.  Her mother often compared the two, but Naomi never took it as an insult. 

	“Yeah,” Naomi sighed.  “I might have made a few mistakes last night.”

	Edna wrinkled her nose and smirked.  “I’d say more than a few.”

	Naomi laughed and nodded, giving herself up in the implication.  “That’s probably true.”

	“Dance with any pretty young things?”  Her grandma’s eyes glittered as she teased her granddaughter.  

	“You know that isn’t my thing, Grams.  Bri sure did, though.”

	“You oughta take some hints from your friend.  I would like to see you with a nice young lady on your arm one of these days, you know.  I’m not getting any younger.” 

	“Grams,” Naomi sighed with a smile.  “You know how I feel about dating.”

	“I know, I know.  But one of these days you’re going to meet someone new and you won’t be able to resist it.  I just know it.  I’ve been having some dreams.”

	“Not those dreams again.”

	“They’ve never been wrong,” Edna wagged a wrinkled finger in the air.  “And I’ve been having them for a good 80 years now.” 

	Naomi smiled despite herself.  “If you say so.”

	“I do.”

	“Don’t tell me this is how you’re dressing for breakfast with your parents,” the shrill voice of Naomi’s mother, Cadence, entered the room and a wave of prickled goosebumps shot down Naomi’s spine as the temperature in the room instantly dropped.

	“Sorry, Mother,” Naomi answered and straightened her back against the chair, as if proper posture might somehow save her from her mother’s wrath.

	“You knew about this,” Cadence scolded as she set down a bowl of cut fruit in the center of the table.  “Why can’t you learn to be more prepared?  I know it’s just your family, but it’s still business.  And it’s high time you learn to respect it as such.”

	Naomi side-eyed her grandmother, who was gently smirking in a know-all way.  She wanted to argue with her mother, to defend herself and argue that there was nothing wrong with having a fun night out, but she knew it wouldn’t go anywhere.  They had had that exact argument so many times in the past, and it only made her mother’s blood pressure raise to a boiling point and end with her mother threatening to take away Naomi’s family business privileges.  It was always a bluff, but Naomi was too hungover to have that kind of fight. 

	“Sorry, Mother,” Naomi repeated herself.

	Cadence sat down across from Naomi, her hair already set in perfect curls, her makeup flawless, an elegant flower-print dress hanging gently on her shoulders.  She had probably gotten up three hours ago just to get ready.  The very idea made Naomi’s skin crawl.  She never wanted to be like that; a housewife, a cook, a cleaner of the house and pretending like life was more perfect than it actually was. 

	“Eat some fruit,” Cadence ordered her daughter as she folded a napkin across her lap.  “Your father will be here soon.”

	“Are we talking about me already?”  The gruff voice of Naomi’s father added into the fray of the family mess as he walked to the head of the table and sat. 

	He, too, was already prepared for the day: wearing one of his expensive pinstripe suits with his gray hair neatly pressed back along his head, his square-rimmed glasses sitting neatly on his nose. 

	“Just trying to get your daughter ready,” Cadence answered with familiar annoyance.  Something Naomi had heard ever since she had been a young girl.  She had never quite lived up to her mother’s expectations.

	“I’m fine, thank you,” Naomi answered as she bit into a strawberry and stared at the tablecloth, wishing this meeting would be over with quickly.

	“Well that’s what we need to talk to you about,” her mother’s voice was shrill.  Naomi couldn’t help but notice her mother’s French manicured nails gripping her silverware a little too tightly. 

	“What?”  Naomi raised an eyebrow and glanced between her mother and father.  Was this meeting really just an excuse for her mother to remind her about how disappointed in her she was?

	“You going out to parties and clubs every night of the week isn’t doing anything good for this family or our business,” her mother answered.

	“What does my going out have to do with the business?”

	“I suppose you ignore the press?” 

	“What press are you talking about?”

	Naomi’s father, Richard, made a loud cough that interrupted the spar between mother and daughter.  “This press,” he answered and sat a stack of tabloids down on the table with a sigh.  “You can look through them later.  But, as you can see, you managed to make the front page with your latest stunt.”

	Naomi grabbed the stack of magazines and scanned through them.  Her face was plastered all over the cover with pictures of a crashed yacht.  FLYNT CEO’S DAUGHTER NAOMI FLYNT HAS DRUNKEN ESCAPADE RESULTING IN YACHT CRASH!  It was not the only damaging headline.  Another read, FLYNT INDUSTRIES DOOMED?  TROUBLED DAUGHTER RUINING COMPANY NAME. 

	Naomi cringed.  “It wasn’t that big of a deal.”

	“Not a big deal?!”  Cadence threw her hands in the air.

	“It’s a very big deal, Naomi,” her father’s cold voice interrupted once more.  “I won’t have you ruining our company.”

	“What do you mean ruining the company?  Who cares about what some tabloids say?”

	“Investors care, Naomi.  Lawyers care.  Our clients care,” Richard listed off, his gray eyebrows folding over his eyes as he turned more and more stern.  “I won’t have it.”

	“It was one mistake,” Naomi blinked in disbelief.  “And it wasn’t even my fault!”

	“I don’t care,” Richard slammed his fist against the table.  “I won’t be having this conversation with you again.  I won’t be seeing any more press like this.  This is your last warning, Naomi.  Clean yourself up.  Act like a woman about to inherit her parent’s company.  If you can’t do those simple things, then we’ll have to rearrange our plans.”

	Naomi’s mouth dropped, “You’re going to cut me out?”

	“If you don’t stop with your wild nights and booze-filled parties, you won’t be getting a cent of our money,” Richard’s chair screeched against the tile floor as he stood from the table quickly.  “I won’t have my daughter embarrassing our family name.”  He glared one more time at Naomi and walked out of the room without waiting to listen to anything else. 

	Naomi let out a long exhale and slouched against her chair, shocked by the news, wounded by her own father’s dismissal of his only child.  “Mom?”  She looked across the table at her mother, hoping that maybe she would comfort her.

	“We are serious about this, Naomi,” her mother’s lips were pursed and she gave a stern stare back.  No comfort at all.  

	“Okay,” Naomi breathed, unsure of what to say or do.  It wasn’t like she really had any options left.  

	“There’s one more thing your father didn’t mention,” Cadence added as she also stood up.  “You need to find yourself a stable partnership.”

	“What?”  Naomi gasped, in total shock. 

	“It’s high time you find yourself a spouse.  Someone respectable.  Someone who can help straighten you out, and make you look a little more presentable to the rest of the world.”

	“How is a spouse going to do that?!”

	“The press is loving the stories of your partying, Naomi.  Half these magazines are filled with pictures of you at tables with multiple women, drinking away, acting like a total floozy.” 

	“I don’t have anything to do with those women,” Naomi argued.  “I’m just having fun with my friends.”

	“The press doesn’t care about that,” Cadence shook her head.  “You need to find a partner, Naomi.  Someone who the press can’t sink their hooks into.  It’s time for you to clean up your act so you don’t ruin the Flynt name.”

	Naomi’s mouth was agape as she stared at her mother.  “And if I don’t find a sudden spouse you’re going to cut me out of the business?”

	Cadence’s lips drew a thin line as she stared at her daughter.  “Your father and I are going to give you a few weeks to find a respectable young woman to start dating.  We’ll revisit this conversation later.  To see if you’ve made the correct changes.”  Her mother turned on her heels and walked out of the dining room, leaving Naomi alone with her grandmother. 

	Edna had her hands folded against her lap, her wrinkled eyes watching Naomi with a soft patience.  

	“What the hell was that?”  Naomi breathed and sagged against her seat.  Her hangover headache had very quickly been replaced by a new form of nausea. 

	“Let’s hope my dreams are correct,” Edna answered.

	Naomi glanced over at her grandmother with a sigh, and against everything, she felt herself agreeing.  Maybe there was someone on her horizons.  

	The only problem was that it wasn’t going to be on her terms. 





Chapter Two



Lily




	“And for your dessert, we have prepared a molten chocolate lava cake, with a side of tart cherry sauce to dip.” Lily set the dessert plates on the table in front of her clients, Mr. and Mrs. Altman, who were celebrating their third year wedding anniversary, and made a small smile as she announced what she had made.  

	“Wow,” Mrs. Altman made a cooing noise over the chocolate cake in front of her and grabbed for her fork. 

	“This is incredible, Lily,” Mr. Altman was holding his wife’s hand across the table.

	Lily made a small bow and quietly slipped out of the room and headed back into the kitchen.  Dessert was always her favorite course to hand out.  The joy that always crossed the face’s of hungry diners was something that made her heart swell, and made her feel truly proud of all the work she did as a private chef.

	“How did they like it?”  Mariana chirped excitedly as soon as Lily stepped into the kitchen.

	Lily gave a knowing smile to her best friend.  “Hit the mark.”

	“Oh, perfect!”  Mariana was grinning as she packed her knives back into her bag.  “Dessert is always the best round of the meal.”

	“Absolutely,” Lily nodded and moved to start packing up her own utensils. 

	Lily and Mariana had been cooking together for the last five years, and the sensation of finishing a meal together had never gone away.  It was fulfilling to not only create an entire meal from start to finish for people who faithfully loved her cooking, but adding onto it, she got to work alongside her best friend.  She wouldn’t trade her life for anything.  Even if it wasn’t perfect outside of their cooking.

	“You did a great job tonight,” Lily stretched her arms above her head and brought her hands back to her hair, pushing her fingers through the long, messy curls as she took her chef’s hat off.  

	“Are you kidding me?”  Mariana smirked.  “You’re the genius who cooked those steaks to absolute perfection.”

	“Just take a compliment when you can get one, would you?”  Lily teased as she slung her knife roll over her shoulder.  “You ready to get out of here?” 

	Mariana glanced around the kitchen to make sure that she had everything and that they had cleaned up after themselves to spotless perfection.  “I think so,” she hummed and nodded.  “Looks like we’ve got everything finished in here.”

	“You should really win an award for how fast you do dishes,” Lily laughed and turned to walk out the kitchen from the back door so that they wouldn’t disrupt Mr. and Mrs. Altman as they ate their dessert.

	“Oh, Lily?”  The other kitchen door pushed open quietly as Mrs. Altman peeked her head in.  

	“Mrs. Altman?”  Lily turned on her heel.  “Is something wrong with the dessert?”

	“Oh, no,” Mrs. Altman shook her head firmly.  “No, Lily, your food has always been flawless.  I just needed to speak with you for a moment, if that’s okay?”

	“Of course,” Lily nodded.

	“I don’t really know how to say this,” Mrs. Altman was running her hands together nervously and glancing between Lily and Mariana with watery eyes.  “I’m afraid we’re going to have to stop using your service.”

	Lily’s heart leapt into her throat and a wave of cold nausea rushed through her body.  She leaned her hand against the counter, trying to stabilize herself against the blow.  “Did we…did we do something wrong?”  She fumbled over her words.

	“No, not at all,” Mrs. Altman sniffed and rubbed her hand across her face.  “You two have been nothing short of spectacular.  It’s just that Mr. Altman and I are moving out of the city next month.  I know it’s short notice, I just didn’t know how to tell you.  I hate doing this to you both.”

	Mariana was sucking at her lip, fidgeting her hands at the bottom edge of her chef’s coat.  

	Lily took a deep breath, “I understand.”  Her eyes darted across the kitchen tiles, hoping that if she moved her stare fast enough she wouldn’t start crying in the middle of the Altman’s kitchen.  “It’s been a pleasure to cook for you both all these years.” 

	Mrs. Altman frowned and stepped forward, placing one gentle hand on Lily’s shoulder.  “I’m so sorry, Lily.  I really hate doing this.” 

	Lily offered a weak smile.  “It’s okay.  You don’t have much of a choice, right?  Can’t take everything out of the city with you.”

	Mrs. Altman gave a small laugh at Lily’s attempt to lighten the atmosphere of the room.  “We have one last thing for you both,” she murmured and passed a thick white envelope into Lily’s hands.  “For everything you’ve done for us.  We’re really going to miss you both.”

	Mariana gave a small hiccup as she fought back her tears. 

	Lily took the envelope and let her brown curls fall into her face as she looked down at her feet, wishing that she were anywhere else in the world in that moment.  How had she gone from such an amazing high to such a startling low?  All in the span of a few short minutes.  At least she had Mariana.  She looked over her shoulder at her best friend, who’s blue eyes were wide and shaking as she trembled not to let the floodgate of tears open up.

	“It’s been a pleasure working for you,” Lily said with a shaking voice.

	“One more thing, girls,” Mrs. Altman was looking between Lily and Mariana.  “We’ve recommended your services to another family.  I’m sure you’ve heard of the Flynts?”

	Lily’s eyes widened.  “The Flynt family?  Flynt Industries, Flynt?”

	“The very ones,” Mrs. Altman nodded.  “I was talking to Mrs. Flynt just the other day and she mentioned that they’re holding a birthday party soon…and so I told them that you two are the best private chefs in the city.  You should be expecting a call from her soon.” 

	Lily still couldn’t believe it.  Flynt Industries was one of the biggest corporations in the city; they worked in insurance and were famous for their extravagant parties and celebrity get-togethers.  The chance to cook for one of their events could make a world of difference for Lily and Mariana.  	

	“Wow,” Lily exhaled.  “That’s incredible Mrs. Altman.  Really.  I don’t know how to thank you.”

	Mrs. Altman put her hands around Lily’s.  “There’s nothing to thank.  You two have been an absolute blessing to have in our lives.  We’re going to miss you.  But you’re going to go on to do great things.  I just know it.”

	Lily blinked back tears and nodded.  “Thank you.”

	“We’re going to miss you,” Mariana squeaked over Lily’s shoulder.  

	“Goodbye, girls,” Mrs. Altman gave one last look at the pair and left the kitchen.

	Lily’s shoulders sagged.  “Well, that was unexpected.” 

	“What are we going to do?”  Mariana asked.

	“Well, hopefully we’re going to get this job at the Flynt party.  That’s our first step.”

	“This has to work, Lily.”

	“Trust me, Mariana, I know.  But don’t worry, okay?  We’ve gotten through worse.”

	“Okay…” Mariana sighed.

	“You trust me don’t you?”

	“Of course I do,” Mariana nodded and wiped her sleeve across her watery eyes.

	“Then you have to believe that thing’s are going to be okay,” Lily said.

	“Can we get some wine on the way back to the apartment?”

	Lily laughed.  “I think we better.”

	


***




	Back at the apartment, Lily and Mariana were sitting on the couch drinking cheap wine out of plastic glasses and trying to figure out a plan for the future.

	“We moved in together to try and make things easier,” Mariana sighed.

	“And it has made things easier.  It’s just one setback, things will be okay.”  Lily was trying to comfort her best friend, but even as she said the words she wasn’t so certain she believed them herself.  

	The Altman couple were the only permanent gig they currently had.  Or used to have.  Now they were down to random events and the occasional repeat customer who wanted to hire them for a special evening.  There was nothing reassuring about it.  She wasn’t going to say it out loud but Lily wasn’t sure how they were going to make enough money to cover their bills next month. 

	“Maybe I should just go back to the bank,” Mariana shrugged and rolled her head against the back of the couch.

	“No way,” Lily shook her head.  “You hated that place.  We got into this business together so that we could love what we do.  We aren’t going to go backwards.”

	“Well at least until we have a permanent client again, Lil.  We can’t just not make any money.” 

	Lily sighed and sipped at her wine. She propped her feet onto the coffee table in front of them and watched the weather report.  Nothing but sun for the rest of the week.  If only that had any impact on their professional lives. 

	“Do you really think that Flynt gig is going to come through?”  Mariana asked.

	“I don’t know,” Lily pursed her lips.  “I hope so.”

	“We need it.”

	“We’re going to be fine,” Lily narrowed her eyes at Mariana.  It was hard trying to keep her best friend’s spirits up when she was so determined to bring herself right back down.  “Plus, we have that envelope from Mrs. Altman.  That’s good to cover at least another month of rent and bills.”

	“Sure, but we still need a plan for after that money runs out.  You’ve always been so bad at looking ahead.”

	“That’s not true.”

	Mariana widened her eyes and looked at Lily with feigned shock.  “You are the queen of ignoring the future.” 

	“Where are you getting that from?”

	“Lil, please.  Any time you start to think about more than three hours ahead you get all stressed out and you go into panic mode.  Remember your last girlfriend?”

	Lily rolled her eyes.  “That was different.”

	“Not really.  She invited you to meet her family for Christmas and you basically sprinted away from her.  Like…warp speed fast.  You saw into the future, and you hated it, so you disappeared into the past.” 

	“I just couldn’t see myself with her, you know?  Why bother meeting the family if you don’t think the relationship is going anywhere?”

	“Yeah, okay,” Mariana laughed and poked at Lily’s leg with the tip of her foot.  “I’m just saying, I’ll worry about the future for both of us.  You can worry about everything else.” 

	“I’ll take you up on that,” Lily laughed and sipped at her wine again.  “Because I’m telling you, M.  Things are going to be just fine.”

	Lily set her empty wine glass on the coffee table and stood up.  “I’m going to bed,” she yawned.  “It’s been a long night.  You should get some sleep, too.”

	“Yeah, or I could sit out here and finish this bottle,” Mariana grinned and grabbed for the television remote.  “See you in the morning?”

	“See you in the morning,” Lily answered. 

	While she laid in her bed and tried to keep her mind off of what they were going to do, Lily couldn’t help but her mind wander back over what Mariana had said.  Maybe she really was afraid of the future.  That would help explain why she hadn’t had a relationship for at least five years.  

	And she couldn’t help but worry that she was going to let it ruin everything.





Chapter Three



Naomi




	“She told you what?”  Bri spat out her drink and leaned forward on the couch she was sitting on.  

	“Yeah, I know,” Naomi answered and rolled her eyes.  

	“Where are you going to find a spouse?”  

	“I don’t know,” Naomi leaned her head back into the plush couch she was sitting on with her friend.  Pink and purple neon lights were flickering across the ceiling above her head, flashing up from the dance floor that was down below their section of the VIP lounge area.  The loud rumble of techno bass coming from the DJ booth was making her thoughts vibrate inside of her head, making it harder to concentrate on the new reality of her future.  “I have no idea what they’re thinking.” 

	“Like getting engaged is really going to change anything for you,” Bri made a teasing cackle.  

	“I don’t want to think about it,” Naomi ran her fingers across her eyes and took a deep breath.  “I just want to have a fun night out before my world gets totally blown to shit.” 

	“Wait, are you telling me you’re really going to go along with their plans?”

	Naomi lifted her shoulders with a defeated sigh.  “I don’t really think I have any other options, Bri.  I can’t let them cut me out of the family business.” 

	“Shit,” Bri sighed.  “Well, let’s find you a spouse, shall we?” 

	Bri turned so she was leaning over the back of the couch, staring down into the crowd of women dancing on the floor below them, and scanned the groups of people gathered around the bar to order drinks.  “Do you trust me?”

	Naomi rolled her eyes.  “Do I trust you to find me a spouse?  No thank you.”

	“Oh, come on,” Bri laughed and nudged Naomi’s shoulder with a light push.  “You know you’re going to need my help.  What have you got to lose?” 

	“You’re probably right,” Naomi answered.

She twisted around so she was looking down at the people filling the club.  It was hard to make out any specific individuals, and it really didn’t help that she didn’t actually care.  She wasn’t interested in any of them.  Relationships were not something she indulged in.  They took too much effort, and Naomi was a woman who liked to be in charge of everything.  Girlfriends were needy.  “What are you thinking?”  Naomi sighed, knowing that maybe it would be better if she let Bri take control of things.  Otherwise she would never find a woman to date. 

	And if Bri was good at anything, she was great at picking up women.  She basically went home with a new woman every other night.  

	“I’m thinking that I’m going to pick someone out of the crowd,” Bri gave a devilish smirk.  “And you’re going to invite her up to our VIP couches.” 

	Naomi’s lips twisted in disgust at the idea.  “What?  No way.  I want to have fun tonight, Bri.  That sounds like the exact opposite.” 

	“Hey, you said you wanted my help, remember?  Women love VIP access.  I would know,” Bri winked.  

	“So you’re planning on just picking someone out from up here?”  Naomi narrowed her eyes onto the crowd.  

	“That’s what I always do,” Bri shrugged with a laugh.  “Of course, I don’t have the pressure of needing to get engaged weighing me down.”

	“Exactly.  Maybe this isn’t such a good idea,” Naomi rested her chin in her hands and eyed her best friend.  

	“No,” Bri shook her bright red hair and kept her eyes trained on the groups of people down below them.  “It just means I need to be extra picky.  It’s not like I don’t know your type.”

	“I don’t have a type,” Naomi corrected.

	“Yes you do,” Bri smirked.  “You need someone shy.”

	“Shy?”

	“Yeah.  Think about it.  You like to be the boss.  If I can find someone nice and innocent for you you’re going to love it.”

	Naomi sighed.  “I don’t know, Bri.”

	“Would you please trust me?  We’ve been best friends our entire lives.  I know what you need.  Even if you don’t.”

	Naomi looked through the crowd one more time.  Not a single person stood out to her.  They were all just floating faces: strangers dancing in the dark, getting drunk at the bar.  She didn’t care to get to know any of them.  Let alone end up in an engagement with someone.

	“What about that one?”  Bri pointed towards the front door of the club. 

	“Who?”

	“The brunette,” Bri urged.  “I can tell from up here she’s drop dead gorgeous.”

	Naomi’s eyes scanned until they landed on the exact woman Bri was talking about.  The woman who had just walked in had a long curly mane of light brown hair that swished around her shoulders as she moved between the crowds of people.  The neon lights from the dancefloor were shining like glow torches on the other woman’s pale skin, illuminating her skin like moonlight.  She was wearing a simple pink dress that ended before her knees and clung revealingly to the curves of her body.  She was laughing with a friend as they made their way up to the bar.  

	Naomi sucked at her bottom lip, wondering if maybe Bri really did have a talent at this.  There was no denying the woman Bri had pointed out was gorgeous, and judging by the way she dodged passing strangers and glanced around every few seconds as if she was in a totally new world could only lead Naomi to believe that she was, in fact, very innocent.  She didn’t look like she belonged in the club at all.  And Naomi had certainly never seen her before.  She would remember a woman who looked like that. 

	“Go talk to her,” Bri urged. 

	“I don’t know,” Naomi sighed and sat back against the couch, wishing her judgment was clouded by champagne and the pressure of her family’s decisions.  This all felt so extreme.  	

	“All you need to do is invite her up here for a drink,” Bri squeezed her friend’s shoulder with support.  “I’d do it for you, but then she wouldn’t be able to keep her hands off me.” 

	Naomi’s eyes rolled.  “Oh, please.  Not everyone wants you.”

	“Oh, don’t be so sure about that,” Bri laughed.  “Come on, Naomi.  This is your perfect chance.” 

	Naomi took a deep breath and finally decided that it would be better to just get it over with.  Bri wasn’t the type of friend to let things drop.  And, even worse, the reasoning behind it was sound.  She needed to find a date to show off to her parents, someone who seemed put together and normal, someone that her parents would approve of and then drop this ridiculous act of threatening her with cutting her out of the family business. 

	She stood up from the couch and looked at her friend.  “Do I look okay?”  She ran her hands down the front of her body to straighten her dress, the lacey hem that was barely long enough to cover her ass.  

	“Do a spin,” Bri wagged her finger in the air.

	Naomi spun slowly, looking at her friend for encouragement.  

	“You look fucking hot,” Bri smirked.  “Anyone would be insane to turn you down.”

	Naomi took a deep breath and nodded before heading to the stairs that led to the main floor of the club.  Bri made a loud whistle to encourage her.  She laughed and brushed back strands of long, dark brown hair that she had straightened to precision.  Her hair hung loose and shining around her shoulders, cupping around the swell of her breasts that pushed against the lace front of her dress.  She dressed up because she liked to, she wore expensive clothes because she enjoyed the way they made her feel to wear them.  For the first night at the club, Naomi was thankful that she spent so much time on her appearance.  Maybe it would make flirting with a total stranger a little easier.

	On the first floor the music was almost deafening, drowning out the sounds of people talking and laughing, the vibration of the bass speakers matched the frantic beating of her nervous heart pounding away in her chest. 

	It took no time at all to spot the woman Bri had picked out of the crowd.  It was hard not to notice her.  The other woman was standing at the back of a crowd of people gathered around the bar, chatting with the other woman next to her. 

	Naomi reminded herself that she liked the feeling of power.  She liked to take charge.  This was the sort of thrill in life that she was addicted to.  She was going to make this other woman want her.  Badly. 

	“Are you ladies waiting to order drinks?”  Naomi asked with a purr in her voice as she stepped up to them.  	

	The woman with the curly hair glanced between Naomi and her friend before nodding.  “We are.  The line is long, sorry.”

	Naomi pushed her hair behind her ear and smiled before pointing up to the VIP balcony behind them.  “Why don’t you come join my friend and I?  You won’t have to wait for drinks.”

	The other woman bit at her lip and looked at her friend who chirped in, “Let’s do it!” 

	Naomi smiled and narrowed her eyes on the stranger.  “My name is Naomi.”

	“Lily,” the other woman’s dark eyes flew across Naomi’s face as she added, “This is my friend, Mariana.”

	“VIP sounds incredible!  Lily here could really use something like that,” Mariana was grinning and she nudged her shoulder against Lily’s side.

	“Oh?  What are we celebrating?”  Naomi asked.

	“No, not celebrating,” Lily shook her head and ran her fingers through her hair, her eyes darting between the ground and Naomi’s face.  

	Naomi held her gaze on Lily’s face, staring at the pucker of her glossy lips and the darkness of her eyes.  She couldn’t help but notice the way her hair fell down around her shoulders in untamed curls, the milky texture of her neck, and the way her cleavage swelled into a perfect crest at the top of her dress.  Bri had been right about at least one thing.  She had picked the perfect woman out of the crowd.

	“We are celebrating,” Mariana corrected.  “Celebrating new beginnings!” 

	“I’m sure my friend and I can help your celebration out,” Naomi purred.  

	Mariana was nodding excitedly and Lily kept her dark eyes focused on Naomi’s face.  She looked innocent, like a deer caught in headlights.  Like she was totally uncertain of what to do next.  And Naomi wanted to convince her of what to do.  To take control of everything. 

	“Follow me?”  Naomi asked as she turned on her heels and walked back towards the stairs that led to the VIP lounge.  From behind her back, even with the noise of the techno music, she could hear Mariana whispering. 

	“Did you see the way she was looking at you?  This is going to be great, Lil.  Loosen up a little.  Tonight we forget about everything that’s going on, okay?  You promised.”

	Naomi smiled to herself, glad that Lily had a best friend who was doing must of the coaxing for her.  This was turning out to be much easier than she had expected.

	At the top of the stairs Naomi turned and pointed to the couches that Bri was sitting at.  “We’re just right over here.  This is my friend Bri.”

	“Nice to meet you,” Lily said timidly as she took a seat on one of the couches, and Mariana sat down next to her. 

	“Wow,” Mariana breathed and looked around.  “This is like a whole new world up here.”

	“VIP is everything,” Bri smirked.  “You’ve never been?”

	“No,” Lily answered and folded her hands in her lap, her wide, dark eyes glancing around at her surroundings, and every few seconds, stealing a look towards Naomi. 

	“Well have a drink,” Naomi waved at the bottles of champagne that had been laid out in ice buckets for them.  “If it’s your first time you need to experience the full thing.”  She glanced at Lily, who’s pale face was turning pink from blushing.  Or was it just the glow of the neon lights flashing around them?

	Naomi felt a surge of heat bloom deep within her body as she stared at Lily sitting on the couch, eying the way her thin ankles were crossed, the way she chewed nervously at her lower lip. 

	“What do you guys do for a living?”  Bri chirped, trying to keep them talking as she started pouring them all glasses of champagne.

	“That’s kind of a long story,” Lily murmured, her voice sounding like a timid mouse.  It sent a wave of goosebumps trailing down Naomi’s arms.

	“We’re private chefs,” Mariana added.  “We just lost a client is all.”

	“Oh, wow,” Bri said.  “I’m so sorry.  I can’t imagine what it must be like to live that way.”

	Naomi flashed a look to her best friend.  

	“What do you mean?”  Lily asked.

	“I mean worrying about where your next paycheck is going to come from,” Bri was snapping her fingers at one of the VIP waiters.  “A round of tequila,” she ordered with a bluntness to her voice that made Lily blink unexpectedly.

	“We’re just used to getting what we want,” Naomi added, her eyes burning through the darkness at Lily’s face.  She wasn’t sure if it was the booze or the lights or the low beat of the music, but what she wanted in that moment was Lily.  To be next to her, to touch her, to feel her innocence.

	Lily’s dark eyes narrowed across the space between the couches and her face flushed once more.  “Well we’re working people.  We don’t get things just handed to us.”

	Bri coughed on her drink.  “You can’t say you wouldn’t want it the other way around though, right?  I mean, look at this.  VIP everywhere, all the time?  Why wouldn’t you want that?”

	The waiter arrived with a tray of tequila shots and set them on the table.  Naomi grabbed hers quickly, hoping that the added alcohol would help calm the sudden tension that had spread between the two groups of friends. 

	Mariana grabbed two shots and handed one to Lily, who took hers with hesitancy.  “I can’t say that I would trade it,” Lily answered with a frown.  “I’m very proud of everything I have in life.  I would hate for things to just be handed to me.”

	The four women lifted their shot glasses and drank them quickly.  Naomi glared over at Bri, wondering how her best friend really thought she was helping the situation.

	“It’s not that I don’t work for things,” Naomi said.  “Life isn’t quite that simple.”

	“It sure looks simple,” Lily retorted.  

	“Looks can be deceiving,” Naomi answered.

	Lily set her shot glass down and grabbed Mariana’s knee.  “I really think it’s time we get home, M.” 

	“What?  We just got here,” Mariana whined.

	Bri was smirking and sipping at her champagne.  “Have more work you need to get to?”

	“As a matter of fact, we do,” Lily snapped as she stood up.  “I would say this has been a pleasure, but it really hasn’t.”

	Naomi’s mind was reeling, trying to think of a quick way to salvage the wreckage of this encounter, but her anger at the way she was being talked to left her speaking too quickly, and her words only ruined things further.  “VIP isn’t for everyone.”

	Lily’s dark eyes narrowed on Naomi’s stare.  “We won’t be missing it.”

	Without waiting for a retort, Lily pulled Mariana by the arm and the two women disappeared down the stairs and out of the club.

	Naomi took a deep breath and glared across the couch at Bri.  “What the hell was that?  I thought you were supposed to be helping me?”

	Bri rolled her eyes.  “I didn’t think they were going to be such party poopers.  I just want us to have a good night, you know?  Not get all serious and worked up because some people have to work.  I mean, who cares?”

	Naomi frowned.  She wasn’t familiar with worrying about money, and neither was Bri.  They had both been born into wealth, and had taken advantage of that for their entire lives.  But something about the intensity that Lily had snapped at them with made a flash of anger pop through her thoughts like firecrackers.  She hadn’t expected someone so innocent to erupt like that.  

	She had wanted to grab her across the table and show her that was no way to speak to Naomi Flynt.  She wanted to punish her and make her ask for forgiveness.  But the moment was gone, and she was never going to see that woman again. 





Chapter Four



Lily




	Lily woke up with her head in a fog and an ache running through her back.  As she slowly blinked her eyes open she realized she had fallen asleep on the living room couch, a couch which had been thrifted three years ago for $10 and was probably as old as her grandparents.  The old cushions had done nothing for her spine and she made a grimace as she sat up and rubbed her hand down the center of her back.

	“Damnit,” she croaked to herself and looked around for something to drink. 

	There was, of course, nothing around.  And she was in desperate need of some water to soothe her parched throat.  

	Lily stood up slowly, trying not to add any more aches to her back, and shuffled into the kitchen.  She found a plastic cup on the counter – it looked clean but who knew – and immediately started filling it with water from the tap.

	As she gulped down the cold water, Mariana came out of her bedroom, looking annoyingly bright eyed and youthful.  As if they hadn’t spent an entire night drinking fruity cocktails and cheap shots from the guys who had tried, in vain, to hit on them. 

	“Ouch,” Mariana eyed Lily from across the room.  “You’re looking a bit rough this morning, huh?”

	“It’s nothing compared to how I’m feeling,” Lily sighed.  “I fell asleep on the damn couch.”

	Mariana laughed and started digging through the kitchen cupboards to make them a fresh pot of coffee.  “I tried to get you to move when I went to bed,” she sighed.  “But you really wanted to finish watching that last episode of…whatever stupid show that was.”

	“It wasn’t stupid,” Lily argued, though she couldn’t even remember what show it was she had been watching.  She tended to get hooked into quirky Lifetime series that were, admittedly, not quality television.  But she liked them all the same.  She liked the drama, and that always knew the characters were going to end up together, no matter how much they seemed to hate each other in the beginning. 

	“It was awful,” Mariana joked as she filled the top of the coffee machine with fresh grounds.  “But you wouldn’t budge.”

	“It’s hard to convince me to do anything once I’m that drunk,” Lily sighed.  “Why did we even think we needed to drink that much in the first place?  I hate feeling like this.” 

	Mariana put a hand on her hip.  “You know why.  So we could commiserate for a night.  Try and forget about the fact that we just lost our main source of income.”

	Lily threw her head back and walked around the kitchen island to sit on one of the cheap plastic stools.  Her head felt like it was a floating cloud, and holding herself up seemed like an entire chore all on its own.  “Oh, right.  That.”

	“But it’s not like you didn’t have a good time.”

	“Except that I barely remember most of it.”

	“What about that hottie at the club?”

	“Who?”  Lily’s eyebrows furrowed together as she tried to piece back any existing memory of what her friend was talking about.

	“You know,” Mariana sighed.  “The one who invited us up to the VIP section?”

	“Oh,” Lily’s eyes widened.  “Who could forget that horrible experience?”

	Mariana smirked.  “Yeah, it kind of sucked.  But it was mostly that red-head that ruined the whole thing.  The girl who invited us up was a total babe.”  Mariana hoisted her hands in front of her chest and squeezed at imaginary breasts. 

	Lily sighed and stared into her cup of water.  She had been beautiful.  But that didn’t change the fact that everything about that moment was a complete disaster.  “Well if that’s the sort of people she hangs out with, I’m not sure she’s any better of a person.”

	“Maybe,” Mariana eyed Lily’s face.  “But I saw the way you were looking at her.”

	“What?”  Lily coughed.  “I wasn’t doing anything.”

	“Oh, come on, I’ve known you way too long for you to act like I don’t know better.  You were eying her up, down and sideways.  And she was giving you the same looks back.  I thought you guys were going to go at it right there on the table.”

	“Oh, please!”  Lily was staring at her best friend with a shocked expression.  

She was being too dramatic, probably, but it was helping to hide her true emotions.  She had found Naomi to be irresistible.  It had been hard to take her eyes off that other woman, the smooth length of her legs, the way her dress cut low against the supple line of her cleavage.  Lily had been thrown into a trance, and the way Naomi’s own gaze had followed across her own body had left Lily with a hungry pit in the base of her stomach, a greed that she had desperately wanted to explore.  But things hadn’t worked out, clearly.  Naomi was off the table, forever.  And there was no chance Lily would ever run into her again, anyway.  They didn’t live the same lifestyles; a point which had been painfully pointed out by Naomi’s redhead friend. 

“There is no way that woman and I would have anything in common,” Lily added and took a quick sip of her water to cool her throat.  Even thinking about Naomi was making her feel suddenly very hot, and like her throat was on fire. 

	Mariana smirked.  “You definitely had at least one thing in common.”

	“Oh yeah?  And what’s that?”

	“That you both wanted to fuck each other’s brains out.”

	Lily snorted up her water and glared at her friend.  “Cut it out.”

	“What?”  Mariana gestured and turned the coffee pot on.  “I’m just saying…I haven’t seen you actually interested in another person in years.  It just seems like we should talk about, you know?  I’d love to see you with someone, finally.”

	“You don’t have to talk about me like I’m some kind of old spinstress,” Lily glared jokingly.  “I’ve just been so busy with our work…trying to get us clients, enough money to help us get on our feet and not be constantly struggling.  It’s not like I exactly had time for dates.”

	“Maybe not,” Mariana shrugged.  “But things are different now.  And I think you deserve a good girl.”

	Lily rolled her eyes.

	“Okay, okay,” Mariana sighed.  “If not a relationship…then you at least deserve a good fuck.”

	Lily laughed.  “I can’t say that I’m against that idea.”

	“Maybe we should go back to that club sometime,” Mariana said slowly, testing the waters as she glanced at Lily across the kitchen.  “See if we can’t run into her again?”

	“No way,” Lily shook her head.  “That whole thing ended so horribly.  There’s no way she would ever even want to talk to me again.  And I don’t think I want to talk to her again, either.  I don’t need to be mocked before sex, you know?”

	Mariana threw her head back in a laugh.  “Okay, fine.  But once we land another gig we are celebrating.  And we are going to find you a good woman to take back home.  Deal?”

	Lily’s shoulders caved.  She knew there was no point in arguing with Mariana.  Of the two, Mariana was much more stubborn, and always managed to get her way no matter what the circumstances were.  She knew how to talk Lily into circles until Lily had no choice but to agree with whatever Mariana wanted her to do.

	“Okay…deal,” Lily said.

	Mariana jumped up and down and clapped with a childish scream.  “Oh, I’m so excited to pick out your outfit!”

	“Calm down,” Lily waved her hands in the air as a sign of defeat.  “We have to find a new gig before we do anything like that.”

	Mariana pouted theatrically.

	“Hopefully it won’t take long,” Lily raised her eyebrows and stared down at her hands, knowing that they needed a plan sooner rather than later.  They wouldn’t be able to survive without a new big client like the Altman’s.  

	“Hey!” Mariana waved her hands in the air, another burst of excitement animating her entire body.  “What about that thing Mrs. Altman was talking about? With the Flynt’s?  Have you heard anything?”

	“Oh, shit,” Lily rubbed at her temples and realized that she hadn’t checked her emails since Mrs. Altman had told her about that potential deal.  “I haven’t looked yet.”

	“Well, look!”  Mariana brushed her hands in the air, rushing her friend.

	Lily, still trying to keep on the good side of gravity, slowly crept from her kitchen stool back into the living room and dug between the couch cushions to find her phone.  Across the top she could see that she did, in fact, have a new email alert.

	“Oh my god, M, I think this is it,” Lily fell back onto the couch, staring at her phone screen with uncertainty.  She was scared to open it.  What if it was just a dud?  This was their last chance for good news before they would have to really start scrambling again.  This was the last chance for their business. 

	Mariana screeched and ran from the kitchen into the living room, jumping onto the couch next to Lily.  “What does it say?!”

	“I haven’t opened it yet,” Lily’s hands were shaking.

	“What are you waiting for?”  Mariana shook Lily’s shoulder.  “Open it!”

	With the comfort and pressure of her best friend, Lily opened her email inbox.  One unread email.  From Cadence Flynt.  The wife of business tycoon Richard Flynt.  “Oh my god,” Lily breathed.

	Mariana was bouncing on her legs, eager to see the news, and she clicked the email screen for Lily, unable to wait any longer.  The email flooded her phone screen.



	Dear Ms. Simon and Ms. Green,

	I am writing to offer you a business proposition.
	Mr. and Mrs. Altman both recommended your private chef services and raved about your talents as food professionals.  They were quite glowing about your reputation.  
We are dire need of a chef service for my husband’s upcoming birthday party.  He will be 67 years old, and I want nothing more than to provide him and our guests with the most pleasant dining experience of their lives. 
	If you think you would be interested in cooking for our event, please get back to me by personal email as quickly as possible.  We have many details to go over. 
	
	Hoping to hear soon,
	Cadence Flynt – FLYNT INDUSTRIES

	Mariana screamed and began jumping up and down.

	Lily’s heart leaped up to her throat, and her eyes flashed across the screen multiple times.  Was she reading the email correctly?  Could it really be possible that the Flynt’s were going to hire them?  This could be huge – a foot in the door to every wealthy, reputable family in the city.  A chance for Mariana and Lily to never have to worry about where their next paychecks were coming from.

	“She wants to hire us,” Lily breathed in disbelief. 

	Mariana grabbed Lily’s wrists and pulled her off the couch, twirling her in hopping circles in the middle of the living room floor.  “We did it!!  Lily we did it!!”

	Lily jumped with matched enthusiasm, letting the shock of the moment finally sink in and the excitement of the news made her hangover disappear, even if just in the moment.  “We did it!”  She screamed in a loud laugh.

	This was everything they had been waiting for. 





Chapter Five



Naomi




	Naomi arrived at her parent’s house with a sour taste in the back of her mouth, and with her thoughts wandering at warp speed through her brain as she approached the front door.  It was her father’s birthday, but instead of being excited to spend time with her family and celebrate, Naomi was dreading the very real threat of what was to come: that her mother was going to remind her of her expectations, and the deadline with which she was meant to find a potential spouse.  The rules her mother had placed high above her head as a threat, a warning that if she did not follow would result in her being cut from the family business, and with it, the family wealth. 

	It was a lot to consider, particularly since Naomi had not had a real relationship for over five years.  She enjoyed her life the way it was now: partying, falling asleep at random places and waking up in different beds every week.  She liked the thrill of her wild weekends, and the unpredictability of her lifestyle.  She liked getting texts from Bri at random hours on random days inviting her to new clubs, trips to private beaches, sailing on luxury yachts with other men and women who were just as young, beautiful, and carefree as they were.  

	She walked up to the front door and before she could even put a hand out the door was swinging open, and she was greeted with a bald man in a black and white tuxedo.  He smiled the kind of smile that he did not feel, and held out his white gloved hand, “Ms. Flynt.  Your family is expecting you in the dining room.” 

	“Thank you,” Naomi sighed, and stepped past the door man into her parent’s home.  Now that she was inside the white-marble palace she felt cold, the pressure of her parent’s threat sinking against her skin like a cold wind. She glanced around, her heart beating wildly in her chest, and she realized she did not want to see her mother. She didn’t have any good news for her. It wasn’t as though she had found a date, or even someone to consider proposing to in the short few days since she had last had breakfast with her family.

	Her black patent heels clicked against the stone floor of the hallway but before Naomi could take a right into the dining room she slipped up the grand staircase, her feet carrying her faster than her mind could catch up with what she was doing.  

	By the time she reached the top of the stairs she was panting slightly, a layer of sweat beading against her upper lip.  She pushed strands of her dark brown hair behind an ear and stepped quietly into her favorite room of the entire house: the library.  

	The room was one large oval, the walls made of shelves that ran from the dark wood floor to high ceilings, and there wasn’t a single space that wasn’t lined with books.  In the center of the room was a circular couch, full of plush cushions and throw blankets to make for a relaxed and comfortable reading area. Naomi had spent much of her childhood locked away in this very room, her nose stuffed into books and reading about faraway places and dangerous adventures. 

	And still, after all these years, she felt safe. Comfortable. 

	She let out a long, quiet breath and planted herself into the soft cushions of the couch. Maybe she could just hide in this room forever. Keep her responsibilities at bay. 

	“Yeah, right,” she sighed into her hands. 

	The door of the library room creaked open and made Naomi jump.

	Her grandmother slipped inside the library room, a gentle and knowing grin curling the wrinkled folds of her face. 

	“I thought I saw my favorite granddaughter sneaking in here,” she said.

	Naomi let out a sigh. “I think I’ll hide in here all night. Do you think they’ll notice?”

	“Oh, yes,” her grandmother moved slowly to the couches and sat down next to Naomi. “Your mother has been waiting to see you all week. To see if you really understand how serious she is.” 

	Naomi’s dark eyes widened. “Did you tell her she’s being ridiculous?”

	Edna gave a short chuckle and patted her wrinkled hand on Naomi’s knee.  “You know I can’t do that. Even if I tried, she wouldn’t listen.” 

	“Well then I think I will hide all night,” Naomi answered, feeling the weight of her defeat sinking like a lead weight in her chest. There was no escaping this, but she was going to do her best to try. 

	“Tell me, are you happy?”  Edna’s dark eyes searched her granddaughter’s face.

	“Happy?”  Naomi asked.

	“With how things have been. With how you’ve been living. It’s been such a long time since I have you seen looking happy.”

	Naomi took a deep breath and shrugged. “I don’t mind my life the way it is.”

	“Well, maybe not, but are you happy?”

	“Maybe not,” Naomi answered with a honesty that only her grandmother could pull from her. 

	Was she happy? Maybe her life was easy, maybe she had fun, but was she happy? It had been years since she had last been in a relationship, years since she had adopted any form of real responsibilities. Instead, she lived her nights partying from place to place, drowning the absence of a partner in tequila and lime. 

	“I know what your mother is asking from you is a lot, Naomi. But maybe, just maybe, this could be a positive thing for you. Maybe you could find happiness in the end of this,” Edna squeezed Naomi’s knee firmly. “Now I need to get back downstairs before someone thinks I’ve gone off and died,” she laughed. “They seem to think I’m ready to croak at any second.”

	Naomi gave a faint smile. “Don’t tell them you saw me?”

	“Of course not, darling,” Edna was already halfway to the door, but she turned back to look at Naomi once more. “Come down soon though? Take a chance.”

	Naomi folded her hands in her lap while her grandmother left the room. Maybe she was right. Maybe there could be something positive out of all this. Even if it was drastic, and even if it was ridiculous, maybe at the end there would be something worth holding onto.

	


***
 



	It took all of three minutes for Naomi to realize things weren’t going to be so easy for her.  

	As soon as she had gone back down to the main floor her mother had captured her by the arm and pulled her onto the back patio, where friends and family were gathered, drinking from champagne flutes and having quiet conversations amongst themselves. 

	“Where have you been,” Cadence hissed under her breath while smiling and nodding to various guests as they walked across the patio. 

	“I’m sorry, I was just fixing my hair,” Naomi tried to come up with a light enough excuse that wouldn’t make her mother angrier than she already seemed. If Naomi had to guess, her mother was always furious at one thing or another. 

	“Well there are plenty of people I want you to meet tonight,” her mother said in a hushed voice. “I presume you haven’t found a partner yet?”

	Naomi’s heart dropped. She was already bringing this up? “Well, I-“ Naomi started, but her voice was immediately stolen away from her as her mother stopped them both right in front of one very familiar face.

	Rachelle Winchester.

	“Rachelle, darling, how have you been?” Cadence put a gentle hand on the other woman’s shoulder and gave polite introductory kisses to the cheek. 

	“Mrs. Flynt,” Rachelle answered with a grin. “Naomi…it’s so good to see you again.”

	Rachelle was everything that Naomi had wanted in life. Years ago. She was beautiful; tall and thin, shining blonde hair and blue eyes. She was the daughter of the Winchester fortune; her family was responsible for half of the country’s wine imports, and their money was endless. 

	“Rachelle,” Naomi squeaked, her voice suddenly suffocated by a dry mouth as years of history rushed back to her mind, memories that she had spent a long time trying to hide and forget. They had dated in their college years, a permanent figurehead of two great families joining together. But things had ended. And they had ended badly.

	Rachelle gave Naomi a gentle hug, and whispered against her neck, “I’ve missed you.”

	Naomi flinched from the contact. They hadn’t seen each other in years. And that was the way she had always meant for it to stay.

	“I couldn’t resist inviting Rachelle,” Naomi’s mother was full of good cheer as she looked between them both. 

	Naomi eyed her mother, wishing she had the courage to speak her mind, to let her mother know what she had just done. To say all the mean thoughts bubbling through her brain. But instead a wave of nausea hit her stomach and she suddenly felt as if all the air had been knocked from her lungs. “Can you,” Naomi clutched at her stomach. “Excuse me for a moment?”

	Without waiting for comments from her mother or from Rachelle, Naomi took off across the patio, desperate to get inside and hide, to get away from the nightmare that her mother had just introduced her to. Was her mother really trying to throw her back into the arms of the woman who had hurt her most? 

	Naomi headed straight towards what she knew best: the liquor closet. She knew her parents wouldn’t notice, and perhaps most importantly, it was tucked away into the kitchen, where no one else from the party would be. 

	But as soon as Naomi pushed the kitchen door open she was met with a pair of large, dark brown eyes and the shriek of horror as their bodies collided. 

	Naomi fell forwards, taking the other woman to the ground with her.  She scrambled to get back up on her feet, her body pressed awkwardly against the other woman’s torso as they both fumbled against the floor. 

	“I’m so sorry,” Naomi was frantic as she pushed herself up and held out her hand to help the woman she had just flatlined against the kitchen linoleum. 

	And that was when she realized. 

	It was the girl from the club. Lily.

	“Shit,” Naomi breathed, even as Lily’s hand was clasped in her own as she pulled the other woman to her feet. 

	“You?” Lily’s face was bright pink, flushed with embarrassment, but there was a flash of anger crossing through her dark eyes that made Lily’s stomach flip into a coiled knot. 

	“Why are you in my kitchen?” Naomi was dumbstruck.

	“Your kitchen?” Lily’s eyes widened and placed a hand on her hip with indignation.

	“Well, sort of. My parent’s kitchen,” Naomi’s eyes rolled. 

	“I was hired to cater this event,” Lily waved her hand across the kitchen. 

	Naomi looked around, at all the pots and pans on the stove, the food lined on trays and in tins. “I…sorry,” she was flustered, her stomach still lurching from seeing Rachelle, and now, total disbelief that the gorgeous woman from the club was standing in front of her again. 

	“Listen, I didn’t know,” Lily sighed. “I didn’t know you were related when I took the job.”

	“No,” Naomi brushed her hair behind an ear. “I suppose you didn’t…” But still, Naomi couldn’t help but question the odds of an encounter like this. 

	Lily interrupted her thoughts, “Don’t look into it,” she sighed. “I just needed the money, okay? I know how you feel about people who need to work for a living, but I don’t have a choice.”

	Naomi’s eyes narrowed. “I didn’t say those things…my friend Bri…”

	“It’s fine,” Lily interrupted, clearly flustered. And clearly lying. 

	“Listen,” Naomi softened, wishing she could clear things up, make things better…and in that moment she realized for the first time in a long time she felt actually interested in another person. 

	“I have work to do,” Lily turned on her heels and walked to a counter with a cutting board and a half-chopped zucchini. 

	“Yeah, well, I’m sorry to run into you like that” Naomi felt her heart sink, her chances slipping away. “I’ll leave you to it.”





Chapter Six



Lily




	Lily was slicing the zucchini on the cutting board slowly as she heard the sound of Naomi’s heels exiting the kitchen behind her.

	Her heart was pounding a million miles a second and she realized she was clutching the knife so hard that her knuckles had turned a ghostly white pallor. What were the odds that the woman from the club would run into her in the Flynt family’s kitchen? Or that she was a Flynt? 

	And why had she wanted to apologize? Lily wiped her hand across her forehead, unsure if the sweat beading against her skin was from the heat of the kitchen or from running into Naomi Flynt again. 

	The kitchen door opened behind her and Lily whipped her head around her shoulder, her curly pony-tail bouncing against her face with the motion. Was she coming back for more?

	“It smells delicious in here,” Cadence Flynt stepped into the kitchen and clapped her hands together. “We are so excited to see what you’ve gotten ready for us. I’m gathering everyone into the dining room now…first course in fifteen?”

	“Yes, Mrs. Flynt, of course,” Lily nodded, trying to temper any signs of how flustered she felt. She didn’t need her next best chance at her and Mariana’s business to go downhill just because of an ill-timed and ill-fated encounter with Mrs. Flynt’s daughter. 

	“Perfect,” Mrs. Flynt said and stepped back out of the kitchen. 

	Mariana appeared just behind her. She had run to use the restroom, and in doing so, had missed out on everything. But Lily would have to fill her in later. They had work to do. And Lily needed to erase Naomi from her head as quickly as possible. This wasn’t the time for distractions. 

	“Are we ready to get the first course out?” Lily asked, and they started gathering plates to hand out to the various suit-wearing servers who had also been hired to help the event go as smoothly as possible. 

	And Lily was ecstatic for that, at the very least. With any luck, she wouldn’t be seeing Naomi Flynt again this night. 




	***


	

	Dinner service went smoothly. The plates had all been cleared, the servers kept commenting to Lily and Mariana that the guests were all loving their food. It was as flawless as possible. Which was exactly what they needed if they hoped to be invited to serve for the Flynt family again in the future. Perhaps as weekly private chefs; families with money liked to have someone professional in their kitchens at all times. 

	Mariana was busy finishing the last round of dishes, and Lily was putting their knives and assorted kitchen gadgets back into their roll-up bags when one of the servers popped their head into the kitchen, “Uh, Lily? Mrs. Flynt asked to see you.”

	Mariana looked up from the dishes she was drying and placing back away on shelves. “That has to be good news, right?” 

	Lily felt her skin going cold and damp. “I hope so.” If they were lucky this would be their ticket: the moment Cadence Flynt would ask them to return. 

	“Do I look okay?” Lily ran her hands through her ponytail to make sure the curls were still in place and looked down at her chef’s coat, which was white and pristine and ironed to a crisp before they had left for the event. 

	“You look clean and professional,” Mariana chuckled. “Go on and see what she needs! Don’t want to leave her waiting. And I need to know what’s happening.”

	Lily rolled her eyes and took a deep breath. 

	Please let this be the break they so desperately needed. 

	When Lily made it into the dining room her heart lurched up into her throat. There were only a handful of people left at the table, and one of them was Naomi. The rest of the guests had moved back onto the patio for more after-dinner drinks, but Naomi was situated between her parents, and there was no avoiding her now. Lily dropped her eyes to the ground as she moved, trying desperately not to make eye-contact with the woman who made her feel like she was losing control of her entire body. She needed to keep her composure in front of Mrs. Flynt. 

	“There you are,” Cadence raised a hand and motioned for Lily to come stand at her side. “You’ve done such an amazing job my husband wanted to give you his thanks.”

	Lily’s gaze darted across the table to where Mr. Flynt sat, his hands folded over his stomach and a pleasant smile darted across his face. 

	“Ms. Simon,” he said. “You really made my birthday something special.”

	“Thank you,” Lily felt her face flushing. “That’s really what we set out to do.”

	“I wanted to give you this permanently,” Mr. Flynt pulled a fat white envelope out from under his dinner napkin and handed it across the table to her. “I’m giving you girls a bonus, for the great work you did.” 

	Lily grabbed the envelope. “Wow, thank you Mr. Flynt. You didn’t have to do that.”

	“Oh, we did, dear,” Mrs. Flynt shook her head. “You ladies really did an excellent job this evening. I wish we could use your services again, but I don’t think it will be necessary. We wanted to treat you girls right this time around though.”

	Lily felt her heart sank. “Oh,” Lily breathed quietly. “Thank you for letting me know.”

	Mrs. Flynt gave the sort of smile that was meant to make Lily feel better, but all that Lily could feel was pure dread. Fear for the future. Uncertainty for her and Mariana. And the lifting sensation of nausea coating the back of her throat and burning through her stomach. 

	“You take care, Ms. Simon,” Mrs. Flynt added, the clear signal that the conversation was over with.

	Lily tried to keep her composure and said, “Thank you so much for this opportunity.”  The after-burn of the shock of Mrs. Flynt’s words was making Lily’s skin prickle in needling goosebumps, but it was all made so much worse by the fact that Naomi Flynt was also sitting at the table. Lily didn’t need to glance at her to know that the other woman was watching her. 

	Needing to get away from the table before she lost all of her composure, Lily quickly turned on her heels and walked back to the kitchen. She didn’t take a breath until the kitchen door closed behind her. 

	Mariana was already coming over, her hands reached out to grab Lily by the shoulders. “What happened?” She asked.

	“They aren’t hiring us on,” Lily was taking long, deep breaths, trying to steady herself, but she needed Mariana’s support to keep her upright. She felt like the entire world beneath her was shattering. 

	“Did we do something wrong?” Mariana’s large eyes were darting across Lily’s face, looking for any clues, trying to read her mind. 

	Lily shook her head. “Not at all.” She lifted the large envelope of cash that Mr. Flynt had given to them as a tip and a thank you, evidence that they really hadn’t done anything wrong at all. “Just bad luck.”

	Mariana squeezed Lily’s shoulders. “Not bad luck,” she said and shook her head. “None of that. This isn’t the end, Lily.”

	Lily took a deep breath. “We can’t keep going on nothing.” 

	It was true. Without proper income they had no hopes of running their business together. Let alone paying their rent and bills. They had needed this to work. And it hadn’t. 

	Mariana’s face flushed and she stepped away, shaking her head. “Let’s get out of here,” she suggested. “We can brainstorm what to do next at home.” 

	Lily couldn’t help but smile at her best friend’s determination. Even in the face of total failure she could pull out the silver lining. “Right,” she nodded. “I’ll see you at home?”

	“I’ll be right behind you,” Mariana said. “I just need to finish up this last bit of dishes. You go on home, clear your head.”

	Lily headed out of the kitchen, knowing it was best to leave Mariana to finish up. It was true, she did need to clear her head. Lily had a bad habit of focusing on the negatives, of letting dread and fear of the unknown dictate her mood and her future. And with something as detrimental as losing the chance of cooking permanently for the Flynt family, Lily felt like she was struggling to stay afloat. 

	She walked through the throngs of still-mingling dinner guests as quickly as possible, her head pointed down and her eyes staring at her feet. She didn’t want to make eye contact with anyone. Most of all, she didn’t want to accidentally spot Naomi again. Lily needed the nightmare to end, and one last glance at that woman would be sure to send her into a spiral of knotted emotions.

	She was out the door within seconds, and halfway down the steps when she heard her name called out behind her. 

	Lily paused, the skin along her neck tingling at recognition of the voice. Did she have any other option than to turn around? Certainly she couldn’t just sprint to her car? 

	Slowly, Lily turned.

	Naomi Flynt was walking towards her.

	“What now?” Lily was growing flustered, her frustration of the entire evening heading towards combustion. She didn’t need to be mocked on top of everything else. 

	“I just wanted to apologize,” Naomi lifted her hands in mock surrender. 

	“I’m okay, really,” Lily spat. She wanted this conversation to be over with. And what did she need an apology from Naomi for in the first place? It just felt like salt in the wound. 

	“I know my family sucks,” Naomi said. “My mom bringing you out there like that…it was unnecessary.” 

	“I wasn’t promised anything,” Lily answered. “I’ll be fine.” 

	Naomi brushed a strand of her dark hair behind her ear and Lily couldn’t help but notice as the other woman’s bright blue eyes softened, making her look somehow gentle, soft…even though Naomi Flynt was anything but. 

	“I wanted to offer you an alternative to cooking for my family,” Naomi’s full lips moved slowly over the words, as if she was nervous. Lily eyed the other woman’s round face, wondering if it was even possible for someone like her to ever feel nervous. “I was wondering if you would like to become a private chef…for me.”

	Lily sucked in a shock of air, stunned by the proposition. “For you? Why?”

	“Well, you see, the arrangement comes with a condition,” Naomi whispered.

	Of course, Lily rolled her eyes, nothing with this woman could possibly be easy. But, still, she couldn’t help but ask, “What conditions?”

	Naomi’s face grew still, her bright eyes drilling holes into Lily. “I need a partner,” she said.

	“A partner?” Lily’s brows furrowed in genuine confusion.

	“A girlfriend,” Naomi answered.

	Lily’s mouth dropped. “A girlfriend? And that applies to me how exactly?”

	“Well, in exchange for hiring you…you would be my girlfriend.” 

	“I guess I shouldn’t be surprised that you can’t even get a date…you have to buy them?” Lily was shaking her head, strands of her curly brown hair falling loose from her ponytail and shaking down around her cheeks. “No way. Not interested.”

	Naomi raised her hands defensively, “In pretend.”

	“Pretend?” Lily narrowed her eyes. “What do you need with a pretend girlfriend?”

	“Let’s just say I need to appease my mother,” Naomi answered. “I know you needed this,” she waved at the house behind her. “It was easy to see your disappointment…but I can fix that for you. You don’t need to be here when you can just come and work for me.”

	Lily chewed at her lip, glancing from the Flynt mansion to Naomi’s face…those eyes, the curl of her lips. “I have a business partner.”

	“I’ll pay you both. But it’s just you I need,” Naomi said.

	“You’re that desperate?” Lily asked, her brow cocked and a smirk starting to tease at the corner of her mouth. There was something very entertaining about watching Naomi Flynt grovel and plead. 

	Naomi’s lips pursed, the edges of hot, fiery anger flashing through her eyes for an instant. “I am,” she admitted.

	“You’ll pay us both, just to have me pretend to be your girlfriend?” Lily asked.

	Naomi placed a hand on her hip, her black-painted nails digging into the cloth of her dress. Lily could tell she was growing irritable. “If you’re interested, here is my number and address.” Naomi handed a folded slip of paper across to Lily. “Meet me at my place tomorrow at seven. We can discuss further details there.”

	Lily took the piece of paper, but added quickly, “I’ll think about it.”

	“What is there to think about?” Naomi asked with a smirk. Her arctic eyes sparkled as she eyed Lily before turning around and heading back into the Flynt mansion.

	Lily watched her walk away, unable to resist a glance at the way Naomi’s body moved beneath the thin fabric of her dress, the way her hips sashayed from side to side with a liquid grace. A wave of heat rushed through Lily’s body and she glanced down at the slip of paper in her hand.

	Was she really thinking about doing this? 





Chapter Seven



Naomi




	Seven o’clock was quickly approaching and Naomi hadn’t heard a single word from Lily since handing her the piece of paper with her number and address on it. She was pacing through her kitchen, checking her phone for the time or a missed message every few minutes, and wondering why she was getting so anxious about something that meant nothing.

	The plan was simply a business proposition: Lily could keep her job as a private chef and Naomi could have a pretend girlfriend to keep her mother at bay. She needed anything to keep her mother from inviting Rachelle back into her life. They had ended their relationship a long time ago, and Naomi had no interest in rekindling an old flame. 

	And if her grandmother was right, it meant that Naomi’s mother was serious about keeping her plan alive. And Naomi couldn’t be removed from the family’s fortune. She would be left with nothing. As ridiculous as Naomi knew it all was, she also knew one thing was certain: her grandmother was always right. 

	Which meant one thing, and meant one thing very clear: Naomi needed to find a girlfriend. Someone who could look like a potential future spouse. Someone who could keep her mother quiet, and let Naomi continue to live her life the way she planned. 

	Lily had just been the first opportunity. The easiest way to make everything work. And the irony of using her parent’s money to pay Lily’s income was not lost on her. 

	But what if Lily wasn’t interested?

	Maybe Naomi was just pacing her apartment for no reason. Maybe she would spend her night alone, feeling lost and helpless. 

	A pop of nausea bubbled in the pit of her stomach. Lily was quickly becoming vital to her, and something about that realization made Naomi fill with nervousness. Despite everything she kept telling herself about the plan, and what she had told Lily outside of her parent’s house, and that any way she looked at Naomi knew this was simply a business proposition to help them both, Naomi couldn’t deny the fluttering sensation that Lily gave her. The bursts of electric anticipation that buzzed through her body each time she saw Lily’s face. Every time she heard her voice. 

	“Stop it,” Naomi told herself in the growing dark of her kitchen. “This won’t be real.” 

	It couldn’t be real. Everything was simply an arrangement. Staged. 

	A knock at her door made her jump on the spot. 

	Naomi glanced at her phone screen. Seven on the dot. 

	She crossed through the kitchen and into the entryway of her apartment, rubbing at her arms to erase the pinpricks of goosebumps that had spread across her skin at the thought of Lily standing just on the other side of her door. About to come into her home.

	Naomi opened her front door and there she stood, dressed in her chef’s attire: a black chef’s coat, black pants, her wild mane of light brown hair pulled into high ponytail. No makeup, but, Naomi couldn’t help but notice, Lily didn’t need makeup: her cheeks had a natural pink flush, her wide dark brown eyes didn’t need liner to make them pop. 

	Naomi smiled. “You came.”

	“I thought I would hear you out,” Lily answered. “I brought my things with me, in case you needed a trial run?”

	“I’ve already tasted your skills as a chef,” Naomi pulled the door open and stepped to the side so Lily could enter. “I thought I could give you a tour of the kitchen first?”

	“That would be good,” Lily answered. She brushed past Naomi in the tight space of the hallway close enough that her fingers accidentally glanced across Naomi’s thigh. 

	Naomi’s body tensed at the touch, and the space where Lily’s fingers had trailed grew cold as the sensation left her body, making her crave the warmth that had just sparked against her skin. 

	“You didn’t tell me you were coming,” Naomi tried to keep the conversation going, tried to keep her thoughts off of the touch, as they walked down the hall and turned into the wide, open-space kitchen. 

	“It took me a long time to decide if I was or not,” Lily admitted, setting her roll of knives down on the black-marble top of the island counter. 

	“I’m glad you did,” Naomi admitted and walked to the island. Her dark hair was loose, no longer held in her typical pony-tail, and for that Naomi was happy, she could easily twist to hide her face beneath a sheath of dark hair if she needed to. Or hide her sidelong glances to Lily. 

	“Well you were right about one thing, I have to admit,” Lily took a slow breath. “I do need the money.”

	“Money won’t be the only plus,” Naomi said with a small laugh. She walked to a wine rack on the kitchen wall and waved her hands in front of the bottles like a mock Vanna White. “Perhaps some wine while we discuss terms?”

	Lily’s dark eyes glistened across the room and her full lips turned up at the corners. “Why not?”

	“Are you a white or red girl?” Naomi eyed Lily as her fingers trailed the wine rack, waiting for a response.

	“I like them both,” Lily’s shoulders lifted. “I’m flexible.”

	Naomi’s eyes widened. “Ah, well I can’t be upset with that.” She ran her hands across the rack and finally pulled a bottle of deep red wine and two wine glasses from a cupboard. “Tell me how you feel about this?” She poured a glass and passed it across the island.

	Lily lifted the glass to her mouth, pressing her lips gently against the rim and tilting the glass until a small stream of the red liquid passed over her tongue. Naomi stared through the dimly lit room as Lily ran the tip of her tongue over her lips. “Just the thing I needed.”

	Naomi poured her own glass and took a slow drink. “No point in being too serious, is there?”

	“I still want to hear the terms before I agree to anything,” Lily said. “But wine make me less inclined to keep being angry with you while I decide.”

	“You’re angry with me?” Naomi frowned.

	“You can’t say we got off to a great start,” Lily took a drink and eyed Naomi.

	“Listen, about my friend…” Naomi started.

	“You don’t need to explain. I’m aware I don’t exactly fit into your lifestyle.”

	“You could,” Naomi started. “If you wanted.” 

	Lily chewed at her lip, her thumb trailing across the rim of her glass. “I don’t know if I want to.”

	“I just don’t want you think you’re some kind of outsider,” Naomi added. “I want you to feel comfortable.”

	“As your girlfriend?”

	Naomi coughed, caught off guard by the question. She hadn’t been sure how to address the terms and conditions in a way that would make Lily feel comfortable, but now she didn’t need to. Lily had done it for her. “Yes, as my girlfriend. As my pretend girlfriend.”

	“What do you need me to do that for?”

	“I don’t want to get into the details. It’s something my mother wants for me,” Naomi took a big drink of her wine, wanting to avoid any conversation about her mother or her family. 

	“How long will you need me for?” Lily asked.

	“Until she believes I can be responsible,” Naomi shrugged. “However long that is. It’s hard to say with her.”

	Lily passed her empty glass over to Naomi so it could be refilled. “And you’ll be paying me for it?” 

	“I’ll be paying you to cook for me,” Naomi added. “And of course, any events we go to…all of the expenses will be covered by me.” 

	“Will we be going places?”

	“Maybe,” Naomi passed Lily’s drink glass back over. “Would you be interested?”

	Lily took a sip and her dark eyes shimmered from the reflection of the glass as she glanced across Naomi’s face. “I think a vacation or two sounds nice.”

	“I can take you anywhere,” Naomi smiled.

	Lily’s face flushed with a gentle pink hue and she broke eye contact with Naomi to ask, “And you’ll be paying income to Mariana as well? My partner?”

	Naomi nodded. “I will.”

	“This all seems a little too good to be true,” Lily’s eyes narrowed. “There’s bound to be a catch.”

	Naomi shook her head. “No catch. Other than committing to the plan. My family will need to believe we are together.”

	Lily chewed at her lip and remained silent.

	“Is that the catch for you? Is it…someone else?” Naomi toed at the question, genuinely curious of Lily had someone else in her life. Another person that she was already romantically entangled with. 

	“Someone else?” Lily played coy. 

	“Someone who wouldn’t want to see you with me?” Naomi rephrased. 

	“Oh, I don’t think there’s anyone interested in that,” Lily joked.

	“I thought maybe you and your business partner…”

	“Mariana?” Lily coughed with a laugh. 

	“Yes,” Naomi shrugged and took a drink, trying to make her questioning sound innocent but fearful that the threat of other intentions would start to show if she continued to dig too deep. 

	“No, no,” Lily waved her hands in the air. “We’re just friends.”

	“Oh, I’m sorry,” Naomi tried to play cool despite the lingering sensation of joy that had flooded her mind. 

	“No, it’s fine,” Lily laughed. “I just…haven’t been in a relationship in a long time. I don’t know if I’ll be any good at pretending that I am.” 

	Naomi reached across the island and lightly squeezed Lily’s hand. “I haven’t either. We can figure it out together?”

	Lily tensed and pulled her hand back to her side. “I just don’t want to make any mistakes.” 

	“You can’t mess this up,” Naomi’s voice flowed like smooth honey, consoling Lily as she stepped around the island so they could be closer, so she could comfort her if needed. 

	“How will I know what to do?” Lily was turned to face Naomi, her large eyes uncertain as she looked directly at Naomi, searching for answers and comfort all at once. “I don’t think I remember how to be with someone.” 

	Naomi took another step closer. “Would you like me to show you?”

	“Show me?” Lily breathed in.

	“We could practice,” Naomi whispered. “Maybe you just need to let go. I think you’ll be surprised how good it feels.”

	Lily’s tongue licked at her lips as Naomi slowly moved closer. “For practice?”

	“I can remind you what it feels like to be with another woman,” Naomi trailed a fingertip across Lily’s cheek. “We can practice.”

	Lily’s eyes closed to Naomi’s touch and she whispered, “Show me.” 





Chapter Eight



Lily




	Her words invited Naomi in. 

	In one breathless moment she was swept away from the counter, pulled into Naomi’s chest as the other woman drew her into an aching kiss. 

	Lily felt her body collapsing, folding into the powerful caress of Naomi’s hands as the other woman cupped her face and moved into the wild curls of her hair, Naomi’s fingers dancing across the back of her neck until she was entirely pulled in, their lips locking in frantic desire. 

Her own hands were sliding against Naomi’s back, tugging at the silken fabric of her dress until she was clutching at her hips, pulling her body into her own so there was no space between them. 

Naomi broke away and trailed kisses across Lily’s jaw until her soft lips were grazing against Lily’s ear and she whispered, “I wanted this since the moment I saw you.” Her voice flowed like sweet honey, the warmth of her breath rolling down Lily’s neck and across her collarbone, making her let out a small, breathless murmur of desire.  

Lily’s half-closed eyes found Naomi’s face in the dark of the kitchen, wishing desperately for their lips to find each other again. She realized, then, that she had wanted this all along. Ever since that night at the club. From the beginning, Lily had been hooked. 

“I’m going to show you new things,” Naomi spoke slowly, her blue eyes burning like arctic daggers. “I can give you a whole world of pleasure you’ve never known before,” Naomi’s voice was a rasping purr and she leaned her face into Lily’s neck to give another long, sucking kiss just below her ear. “But remember,” Naomi whispered again as she pulled away. “This is only for practice.” 

Lily nodded impatiently, her fingers still clutched around Naomi’s powerful hips. She didn’t care if it was only practice. She didn’t care about anything outside of this moment, outside of the heat of Naomi’s body or the sweet damp spot on her neck where Naomi’s lips had just been. She wanted it all, even if it was for just a night. 

Naomi pulled back and her hands swam down the length of Lily’s body until her hands were firmly clasped against the curves of her ass. “Get on the counter,” Naomi instructed, and in one sweeping motion Lily felt herself being lifted onto the marble countertop. 

Lily’s thighs opened and Naomi stepped between them, her fingers running back up to Lily’s face as she pulled her closer for another kiss. Their lips collided and the tip of Naomi’s tongue pleaded against Lily’s mouth, begging to let her in, and with a gentle moan Lily gave in, parting her mouth so that their tongues could intertwine. 

Naomi slid her mouth down Lily’s neck once more, and as her kisses drew closer to Lily’s collarbone, Naomi’s fingers found the buttons of her chef coat and began working at them feverishly. Lily centered herself on the counter and moved quickly to help unbutton her coat, exposing the black lace cups of her bra. 

	Naomi drew a sharp inhale and pulled away, trailing a line down the center of Lily’s chest with a single soft fingertip, stopping just above her bellybutton. 

	“We need a safeword if you want me to continue,” Naomi breathed. 

	Lily felt like she was gasping for air, desperate for Naomi’s touch, and she wasn’t going to question anything the other woman said. Not now. Not when she needed her touch. Her vision felt clouded from desire but her eyes focused on Naomi’s body, on the shimmering fabric of the other woman’s dress, of the way her breasts panted gently beneath.

	“Satin,” she said.

	Naomi’s dark brow perked at the word but she nodded with certainty, “Keep that word close. It’s not something to be forgotten.” 

	Naomi’s hands pushed Lily’s coat past her arms and then worked quickly at the back of her bra, unsnapping the black lace with precision before she slowly slipped the straps down Lily’s shoulders, exposing the full curves of Lily’s breasts to the darkness between them. 

	Naomi ran her hands across the soft skin of Lily’s breasts, her thumbs rubbing gentle arcs across the soft pink skin of her nipples until they stiffened into perfect peaks. Lily’s back arched to the touch, sending a shiver down her spine that came back as a soft moan, the ache of desire beginning to bubble at the pit of her core. 

	“Are you ready for your surprise?” Naomi asked, and the way she was standing made it look like she was begging Lily, the intensity of her sparkling blue eyes staring up at her, the way her full lips seemed to be nearly pouting as she waited for an answer.

	“Yes,” Lily answered. 

	“I need you out of these pants,” Naomi stepped back for a moment. 

	Lily nodded and within seconds had her pants unbuttoned and slid down off her ankles.  The coldness of the marble countertop stung against the skin of her ass and thighs, but she doubted the chill would stay for long. 

	“Can you give in to me?” Naomi asked. 

	“Yes,” Lily said.

	“Think about what I’m asking of you,” Naomi shot a sharp glance up at Lily that made her recoil, feeling as though she had done something wrong. “Can you give yourself to me? Trust in me, completely, to take you somewhere you’ve never been before?” 

	Lily took a second to think this time, taking the instructions from Naomi seriously. She didn’t know how deep this was going to go, or why she would need to trust Naomi, but she wanted to feel the other woman’s warmth, wanted Naomi to be pressed against her once more. The throbbing sensation vibrating through her thighs told her that she wanted to give in, just as Naomi wanted. “I want to give in to you.”

	“Then let me get something,” Naomi disappeared into a hallway and returned quickly with a long, red sash dangling from her hands. “Do you know what I want to do with this?”

	Lily glanced between the fabric and Naomi’s hungry gaze and shook her head.

	“I’m going to blindfold you,” Naomi whispered and stepped forward so her hands were propped against Lily’s knees. “I want you to feel everything I do to you, as intensely as you can. If I take away your vision, you will have no choice but to feel. To feel everything.”

	Lily shuddered at the thought, her tongue tingling against the roof of her mouth, craving the sensation of Naomi’s lips against her own once more. 

	“Are you ready?” Naomi asked.

	“Yes,” Lily said.

	Naomi wrapped the silk scarf around Lily’s head, keeping the soft fabric snug over her eyes as she secured it near the base of her skull. Lily’s hearing was immediately intensified as her vision was taken from her, the sound of Naomi’s soft, panting breath suddenly loud against her ears, the sound of the silk being tied magnified. 

	“Lay back,” Naomi instructed. “I’m ready to play.”

	Lily laid herself back against the kitchen counter, her heart pounding against her chest as the sensation of the cool marble took over her spine and made her shiver. Naomi had been right. Every other sense was amplified now that she couldn’t see. 

	Suddenly, Naomi’s fingertips were dancing across the lace lining of Lily’s underwear. 

	“I don’t want you in anything but that blindfold,” Naomi whispered and began tugging the underwear down past Lily’s hips. 

	Lily rocked with the motion, trying to help Naomi pull them off of her faster, but Naomi moved with slow precision, tickling the tips of her fingernails against Lily’s exposed skin as she slowly pulled them down. 

	Suddenly, Naomi’s fingers were sliding against Lily’s inner thighs, and she parted her legs, welcoming Naomi in. 

	“I want to hear you say it,” Naomi placed slow, lingering kisses against Lily’s thigh, teasing the tip of her tongue over her skin. “Tell me what you want.” 

	“I want to feel you,” Lily arched her back, wishing she could see, wishing she could beg for Naomi’s touch with a single glance. But she was bound by her blindfold, a toy for Naomi’s whims.

	“Are you wet?” Naomi asked.

	“Yes,” Lily’s voice shuddered in rhythm with her own body, her hips lifting against the kitchen counter to bring herself closer to the heat of Naomi’s body. 

	Naomi thrust her hands against Lily’s hips and pushed her back into the counter firmly. “You don’t move unless I tell you to.” 

	Lily bit at her lip to keep herself from letting a desperate moan escape her lips.

	“Good girl,” Naomi whispered as her hands slid from Lily’s hips down between her legs. Her fingers slid between Lily’s lips and up towards her clit. “My, you are wet.”

	Lily forced herself to keep her hips planted against the kitchen counter, just as Naomi wanted, but the sensation of Naomi’s fingertips between her legs was making her thighs buckle with need. 

	Naomi’s fingertip began rolling in swift circles across Lily’s swollen peak, teasing with frantic strokes as Lily’s body trembled with gentle waves of pleasure. She could already feel her mind dissolving into the current of pleasure, riding the wave higher and higher.

	“Are you ready to be fucked?” Naomi purred.

	Lily’s voice was a gentle whisper as she groaned a squeaking, “Please.” 

	Naomi slipped her fingers down into Lily’s entrance, diving into the wet heat with gentle pulses. Lily gripped her hands against the counter to keep from bucking her hips in pleasure.

“I want you to come for me,” Naomi commanded. 

Lily groaned as suddenly the other woman’s lips pressed around her clit and began to make gentle sucks, flicking her tongue over her peak as her fingers drove in and out of her. Naomi sped up her fingers, stroking and curling against Lily’s walls.

	Lily fell into her pleasure quickly. A spasm tore through her body, sending her back into a powerful arch and her mouth shot open to release a wild cry as she shuddered back against the cool marble. She was shaking with uncontrolled release, and Naomi rode the wave with her, her tongue still making slow, tantalizing curls against her clit, drawing out Lily’s orgasm to its full extent.

	Naomi pulled away as Lily’s body slumped back against the countertop, but crawled kisses up Lily’s stomach and into the arch of her neck as she reached behind Lily’s head to untie the blindfold.

	Lily opened her eyes in a sluggish haze, blinking open to the blinding beauty of Naomi’s arctic eyes. She realized then that Naomi had stripped down to nothing, her dark hair flowing over her bare shoulders, cupping over her the tantalizing swell of her breasts. Her thighs were parted, and Naomi grabbed Lily’s hand and pulled it between her legs before whispering, “Do you want to feel me?”

	“Yes,” Lily answered.

	“Do you feel how wet I am?” Naomi stepped closer to the counter that Lily was still sitting on, giving Lily more room to work.

	“Yes,” Lily said, breathless. Her fingers were already swimming in the sweet, hot wetness between Naomi’s legs. Without struggle she had found Naomi’s clit and was fondling it with soft brushes of her fingers. 

	Naomi’s back arched, thrusting her hips against Lily’s touch, and she pulled Lily’s head towards her chest. “Suck on me,” Naomi ordered with a groan.

	Lily’s lips wrapped around the pink perk of Naomi’s nipple, sucking with fervor as her fingers glided into the other woman’s entrance. Naomi’s hips were grinding against each motion of Lily’s hand, her own hands wrapped against Lily’s hair, holding her against her breasts while Lily sucked.

	Lily could tell that Naomi was close, and she began moving her fingers with a frantic pace, pulsing in and out of Naomi’s center, her thumb gliding across Naomi’s clit with each forceful thrust of the other woman’s hips. Lily wrapped her free hand around Naomi’s ass, clutching at the tender flesh and pulling her closer while her lips continued to work along Naomi’s nipples.

	The other woman’s pleasure wave came quickly, Naomi threw her head back and squeezed her thighs together, her entire body convulsing in a shudder of pleasure release, her hands squeezing tightly into Lily’s hair. Lily could feel Naomi’s walls squeeze against her fingers, and slowly, gently, she pulled her hand to her side.

	Naomi looked at Lily, her face flushed, her bright eyes glossy with post-orgasm glaze. “Taste me.”

	Lily held eye contact with Naomi as she lifted her hand to her mouth, and slowly slipped her finger past her lips, sucking on it slowly.

	“Do you like the way I taste?” Naomi asked.

	“Yes,” Lily answered. 

	“Shame it will only be this once,” Naomi said breathily. “For practice.” 

	“Right,” Lily nodded but felt herself growing cold, disappointment rising at the pit of her stomach. “For the practice.”

	After tonight, it would be nothing but business. 





Chapter Nine



Naomi




	It had been three days since Naomi had last seen Lily. Three long nights of thinking about her, against her own best interests. She had reminded them both that their evening together had been for one thing and one thing only: practice. And that it was simply a one time thing. 

	But it was hard to forget about the way she had taken control of Lily’s body. The way Lily had fallen back against the countertop, letting Naomi take full control over what happened with her body, letting Naomi control the pleasure that had eventually possessed Lily. 

	And the way that Lily had pleasured her. 

	It had been a long time since Naomi had felt that kind of weakness, that kind of lust for another person. That kind of release. 

	But the pleasure wasn’t enough to erase the facts. And the facts were that Naomi needed a pretend girlfriend, and Lily needed a job. This wasn’t personal, but rather, strictly professional. 

	And it was time to take it one step further by informing her parents about her new “relationship”. 

	Naomi arrived at her parent’s house ten minutes until noon. Another family business luncheon, in which Naomi would sit and blindly stare into space while her father pretended to run the show but everyone knew her mother would steer the conversation. 

	“What took you so long, darling?” Candace Flynt said as soon as Naomi stepped inside the house.

	“I’m early,” Naomi answered. 

	Of course her mother had already found something to complain about. 

	“You know I like it when you help set the table,” her mother retorted as she fluttered down the hallway towards the dining room. 

	Naomi quietly followed after her mother’s footsteps. It was no use arguing. They both knew the housekeepers set the table. Naomi didn’t even know where the cutlery was kept. 

	Her father and grandmother were already seated at the table. Her father, his face stuck into the day’s newspaper, lifted a fuzzy eyebrow at her entrance. Her grandmother gave a look that made Naomi’s skin crawl: she knew she was in for a treat.

	As soon as she was sitting, Naomi’s mother chirped up. “So, tell us what’s been going on with you, Naomi. We didn’t see your name pop up in the tabloids this weekend.”

	Naomi’s grandmother gave a coughing, rattling laugh, that she quickly tried to hide by taking a drink of orange juice. 

	“I actually have some news to tell you,” Naomi said.

	“Oh? What we’ve been waiting for?” Candace was grinning, nearly falling over the table while she waited for Naomi to spill the beans. 

	“I’ve found a girlfriend,” Naomi announced. “Like you wanted.”

	“Do tell me it’s Rachelle. Your father and I were so hoping that bringing you two together would spark up that old flame.”

	“It’s not Rachelle,” Naomi quickly squashed the idea before her mother could get too far ahead of herself.

	Candace leaned back into her chair, frowning. “Well that is certainly a disappointment.”

	“Candace,” Naomi’s father scolded over the top of his paper. “Let the girl finish telling us her news. At least she’s found someone, isn’t that right?”

	“Who is it then?” Candace pried. 

	“Her name is Lily,” Naomi said. It was the closest she was planning on getting to telling them anything, at least for this breakfast. If she could have her plan go smoothly, her parents would never even need to meet Lily, and eventually, this whole scheme to keep Naomi out of trouble would be dead and forgotten.

	“Lily?” Candace pinched at her chin and blinked into space. “I don’t think we know any Lily’s, do we Richard?” 

	Naomi’s father shrugged behind his newspaper, clearly uninvested in where the conversation was going. “You know I don’t keep up on that, dear.” 

	“You wouldn’t know her. She isn’t from here,” Naomi lied, hoping that the truth would never even matter to begin with.

	“But who is her family?” Candace pressed.

	“She doesn’t have a family like ours,” Naomi shrugged. “At least, not that I know of. We just met, you know.”

	“Let the girl breath, dear,” Richard grumbled from behind his paper.

	“Yes, well,” Candace ran her hands over her sundress, smoothing the fabric across her knees and trying to keep herself composed. Naomi knew she was dying to find out as much information as possible. But she had no plans to share any more news with her. “At least you’ve managed to keep out of the spotlight for a weekend. Maybe this Lily will do you some good.”

	“I think she will,” Naomi nodded, hoping to appease her mother into silence. 

	“Dear, where is the lunch?” Richard asked.

	“Of course, let me go get it from the kitchen,” Candace stood and disappeared into the hallway towards the kitchen. 

	“Naomi, won’t you help your old grandmother outside for some tea? I’ve not got much of an appetite today,” Edna was slowly pushing herself up out of her chair. 

	Naomi quickly stood and was at her grandmother’s side, eager for any excuse to get away from her parents. Her father didn’t even look up from his paper as they slipped out the veranda doors and made their way into the backyard garden. 

	“Do you really need tea, grandma?” Naomi asked.

	“No, dear, let’s just sit here for a minute,” Edna motioned to a garden bench, and with some slow maneuvering they both sat down. 

	“Thanks for getting me out of there,” Naomi laughed.

	“You know I can’t stand all that questioning,” Edna waved an old, wrinkled hand in the air. “You don’t need it either. It’s not good for anybody.” 

	“I’ve learned to manage.”

	“Maybe so,” Edna nodded. “But that doesn’t mean it’s a good thing, either. Plus, I don’t want you getting found out so early.”

	“Found out?” Naomi’s dark eyebrows pressed together as she squinted at her grandmother, fearing the worst. 

	“You know I’m much more sly than that,” Edna grinned. “I seem to remember a young miss Lily being here just a few nights ago.”

	Naomi’s mouth dropped. 

	“And it seems I’ve figured it out,” Edna pointed a finger at Naomi’s shocked face and gave an old woman’s raspy chuckle. “She’s a looker, let me say that at least.”

	“Grandma, you can’t tell anyone,” Naomi said.

	“Tell whom?” Edna shook her head. “I told you this might do some good for you. I won’t go ruining anything for you.”

	Naomi placed her hand over her grandmother’s own. “We aren’t in a real relationship, grandma. Please don’t get your hopes up for that. I just needed a plan…you know…to get my mother to calm down a bit.”

	Edna was still grinning, her wrinkled cheeks making even deeper wrinkles pop up around her eyes. “Sure, sure. But with enough time, anything can grow.”

	“Grandma, I’m serious. This is strictly business. Until they can calm down about this whole marriage thing. I just needed to keep them off my back.”

	“And stop inviting that damned Rachelle woman to dinner parties?”

	Naomi laughed. “Yes, and stop doing that. What a horrible idea.”

	Edna planted her hand softly over Naomi’s cheek. “Promise me you’ll keep yourself open?” 

	Naomi softened under her grandmother’s gaze, and despite herself, and everything she had told herself, Naomi whispered back, “I promise.” 





Chapter Ten



Lily




Lily was standing in the middle of the frozen food aisle of her local grocery store, wondering what to make for dinner, her mind a blank slate as she stared at the choices behind the cooler doors. Nothing sounded good, nothing would be able to take her mind off of her last night with Naomi. Food hadn't tasted the same, her creativity had become totally blocked. 

It had been a week since she had last spoken to Naomi but that week already felt like a year. Lily was starting to wonder if their arrangement was set up only to help Naomi, and that she wasn't going to get anything out of it in return. She knew the money was more than enough and a guarantee for her to keep her apartment with Mariana, but what was that really enough? It didn't stop her from thinking about Naomi every night, every morning, the way her body had felt and the way her lips had tasted. 

With a deep sigh Lily opened the cooler door and pulled out a frozen microwave dinner, knowing that she didn't have the inspiration to cook herself a real dinner. At least she would be able to drown her discomfort in a late night chicken pot pie. 

As Lily stood in the line to check out her gaze landed on the rack of magazines to her right and on the very front tabloid was the unmistakable face of no one other than Naomi. It was clearly a paparazzi photo, taken from afar, Naomi herself in a flowing dress as she sat drinking on the edge of an expensive yacht. On the front of the tabloid read the words MISSING FLYNT HEIRESS! And in smaller prints underneath the words WHERE COULD SHE BE? 

Lily couldn't help herself from indulging, so she reached forward and pulled the magazine off the rack and flipped to the center of the magazine where they always kept the juiciest most gossip-heavy sections. And there in the center of the magazine was an entire article about Naomi with phrases like “TROUBLED RICH GIRL” and “SEEN WITH YET ANOTHER MYSTERY WOMAN” but before she could read any further into the article a hand landed on her shoulder gently, causing Lillie to jump and whip around. 

	“What are you reading?” 

	Lily tried to hide the magazine behind her back, knowing full well it was too late for that. Naomi was standing in front of her, her black hair pulled into a high ponytail and her icicle eyes shifting between Lily’s face and the hand she had behind her back.

	“Naomi,” Lily breathed.

	“Fancy seeing you here,” Naomi said.

	“I was just browsing the tabloids,” Lily fumbled over her words, trying to make it seem totally natural that she had grabbed it off the rack in the first place. “Before checking out, you know?” She could feel her face heating up, and her nerves firing warning pops of alarm – she was sinking fast.

	“Oh, sure,” Naomi turned to face the tabloids on the rack, and pointed to another copy of the same magazine Lily was still hiding behind her back. “Nothing to do with me, is there?” 

	Lily chewed at her lip and finally pulled the magazine out from behind her. There was no use hiding it. “I just wanted to see if you were really missing,” Lily made a small laugh, hoping to be able to play this all off as a silly joke. Which it was, truly, a misunderstanding. Lily wasn’t trying to snoop on Naomi’s life through the gossip magazine, but she hadn’t been able to resist the temptation, either.

	Naomi laughed and tossed her head back just enough so that Lily couldn’t help but eye the milky white perfection of the other woman’s neck. “Well, I’m right here – so I’m clearly not missing. These tabloids never get anything right, you know.” 

	Lily laughed and stuffed the tabloid back on the rack quickly. “Yeah, of course not.” 

	“If you have questions, you could always just ask me, you know,” Naomi said.

	Lily fiddled at the basket in her hand, suddenly feeling very nervous – nervous that Naomi would think she was some kind of creep, or that Naomi would judge her for the frozen pot pie in her basket, or that she would seem like some sort of loser who never left her house or did anything fun on her own. “Oh, no,” she stammered. 

	Naomi shifted her head into a coy tilt, “I can tell you’re wondering about something.” 

	“Well, fine,” Lily took a sharp inhale and then breathed out her next words quickly. “I guess I was curious if our deal has something to do with these tabloids.” 	

	Naomi gave a knowing nod, seeming pleased with herself that she had managed to coax the question out of Lily. “Well, in a way, yes. Is that okay?”

	Lily blinked. “Is that all you’re going to say?” It seemed like their business arrangement was more important to Naomi than the other woman was letting on, especially if it had anything to do with the gossip headlines. Naomi clearly led a fantastical lifestyle – which must have gotten her into some hot water if she was desperate enough to enter a fake relationship with a total stranger.

	“You want to know more?” Naomi asked.

	“I mean, kind of,” Lily nodded, trying to keep her rampant curiosity hidden behind a casual admittance of the truth. “It does have to do with me, after all.”

	“I think it’s probably better if we keep our personal details private,” Naomi tapped one of her red-painted fingernails against the tabloid magazines. “Don’t let things like this get to your head.”

	“Are pictures of me going to start popping up in these magazines?” Lily asked. “I think that’s an experience I can live without.”

	“You might,” Naomi shrugged. “But don’t worry, they will just label you as a random woman or something or something vague like that. You’re not the one the gossip magazines are interested in.” 

	Lily chewed at her lip. “And that’s why you need to be dating me?”

	Naomi’s bright eyes narrowed into slits. “You sure are getting nosey,” her voice flowed like rich honey, half teasing at Lily, but half laced with a danger that made tiny goosebumps prickle across Lily’s arms. “Do you really want to know more?”

	“Yes, I really do. This arrangement involves the both of us…and if my life is about to become public fodder for the paparazzi, I’d like to know what I’m getting into.” 

	“Fine,” Naomi answered. “Are you busy tonight?”

	Lily’s eyes dropped to the basket in her hands. The single-serve frozen pot pie. The thought of a long night of old re-runs while she sat on her couch. “No, not really,” she had to admit. 

	“Well why don’t you come make me some dinner tonight, then?” Naomi asked. “I am paying you to be a chef, too, after all.” 

	Lily took a deep breath as memories of Naomi’s kitchen flooded her thoughts. The way Naomi’s fingers had felt between her legs. A tingling sensation traveled from her stomach down her thighs, tightening her skin in ripples of phantom pleasure. But it had been a one time thing – they had agreed on that much. This night would be different. It would be about cooking a dinner, and then getting some answers. Answers to questions she was beginning to crave. 

	“What would you like me to make?” Lily asked.

	“That’s up to you,” Naomi tossed a shoulder flippantly. “I’m not picky. So long as it tastes good.” 

	“Okay,” Lily said. 

	“I’ll see you at eight, then?” Naomi’s heart-shaped lips puckered in a smile that made Lily’s body temperature rise. She tried not to stare to hard at the other woman’s mouth, tried to hide the lingering urge to taste those lips once more. 

	“See you then,” Lily nodded and realized she was going to get a lot more groceries than her frozen meal. 

	Naomi started to walk away but stopped herself and reached out to touch Lily’s shoulder gently. The sensation sent an electric spark across Lily’s skin, even through the fabric of her shirt. “Do me a favor after I go?” Naomi asked. “Don’t look at those tabloids again.”

	Lily couldn’t help but make a sheepish grin. “I won’t.” 

	As Naomi walked away and Lily made her way back into the aisles to shop for a dinner to prepare, Lily couldn’t help but wonder if this was going to be a good idea. They had promised just one night, but it was one night that Lily couldn’t stop thinking about. 





Chapter Eleven



Naomi




	Naomi had spent the last hour in her bedroom, changing into different outfits in front of her mirror. She wanted to look good, despite herself – good enough to make Lily want her. Good enough to make Lily’s heart race. The way her heart had raced their night in the kitchen together. If they weren’t going to get physical again, the least Naomi could get out of it was the lingering sense of desire, to feel wanted, lusted after. 

	But all of her clothes seemed somehow wrong. Not good enough. 

	Until she found a slinky red mini dress.

	She stood in front of her mirror, glancing at her lean body from all angles. The hem of the dress barely hid the curve of her ass cheeks. The bold color was a contrast against the milkiness of her smooth skin, and she decided last second to step into a pair of shining black stilettos. Every good woman knew a pair of stilettos made your ass look phenomenal. 

	Naomi was considering what to do with her hair when the knock at her front door made her jump. 

	She glanced one last time in the mirror, letting her dark hair fall in loose waves around her shoulders. It would have to do. 

	At the door, Naomi took a deep breath, sucking in her anticipation, trying to quell the waves of excitement that were tingling from the depths of her body. 

	“Lily,” Naomi said as the door opened and she made room for the other woman to walk inside the apartment.

	Lily gave the exact reaction that Naomi had been preparing for. Her soft lips parted in unexpected shock, and the other woman’s eyes clearly peeled down Naomi’s body, head to toe. 

	“I didn’t think we were dressing up,” Lily finally commented, and looked down at her own attire; a simple white shirt, a pair of blue denim shorts. Casual.

	Naomi tilted her head back coyly. “You should know me by now. I like to wear expensive things.” 

	Lily nodded and made a small but noticeable gulp. “It suits you.”

	“Thank you,” Naomi smiled. “Did you decide on a good dinner?”

	“I went with a sure-fire win,” Lily lifted the bags of groceries in her hands. “Linguine with truffles.” 

	Naomi’s tongue dampened, made thirsty by the thought of the food but more importantly, the thought of Lily preparing it. Watching someone’s passion unfold was a turn on. “Sounds wonderful. Feel free to get started. The kitchen is all yours.”

	Lily made her way into the kitchen and immediately started preparing the meal. It only took minutes for the different pots and pans on the stove to be steaming, sending waves of exotic spices and mouthwatering smells across the apartment. 

	Naomi propped her shoulder against the wall, watching from afar as Lily moved with a smooth, expert precision through her work. Chopping mushrooms, searing butter and garlic; everything she did with a care and a knowing speed that Naomi couldn’t help but admire. 

	Lily finally glanced up from her work, as if she had gone into her own little world and nearly forgotten that Naomi was even there. “This should be done in a few minutes. Would you like me to bring it to your table?”

	A flash of heat jolted through Naomi’s body, allured by the submissive tone that Lily had taken on. It was surely because she was working for Naomi, and so of course she had adopted a service persona – but Naomi couldn’t help but think about a submissive Lily in other places. In her bedroom. Beneath her sheets. Against her body.

	“That would please me greatly,” Naomi said, trying to keep her eyes from traveling across Lily’s body as she moved to the dining table and took a seat. 

	When the food was plated, Lily brought a dish and set it in front of Naomi. 

	“You’ll be eating with me,” Naomi stated.

	Lily’s eyebrows perked. “You’re sure?”

	“I could use the company,” Naomi answered.

	“I’ll make a second plate,” Lily answered and returned in a minute with her own plate and sat at the table across from Naomi.

	Naomi grabbed her fork and slid a small mouthful past her lips. The heat of the pasta flooded her tongue, making the tiny hairs along her neck prickle in pleasure. “I want you to be able to enjoy nice things too,” she said after she swallowed. “This is a two-way street.”

	Lily took a bite and nodded. “I appreciate that.”

	“Your attitude tonight is quite admirable.”

	“I’m just trying to be professional,” Lily said. 

	Naomi eyed Lily across the table, trying to gauge her true reaction. “Is that all?”

	Lily’s body language shifted, her dark eyebrows pinching above the bridge of her nose as she thought about how to answer. “I know that you like to have control. I know that you like to be the one in power. I guess I’m trying to make sure you have that.”

	Naomi’s gaze narrowed. “And how much control would you like me to have?”

	Lily teethed at the edge of her lip, her hands shifting in her lap. “As much as you want.”

	“All of it?”

	“Yes,” Lily answered, her voice low. 

	“And so if I asked you to feed me?” Naomi asked slowly, still testing the waters. She knew they had made a strict arrangement, but her desire for Lily was overriding any rules they had made about their deal. She wasn’t ready to give her up. 

	“I would feed you,” Lily said.

	“Come,” Naomi leaned back against her chair and placed her hand on her lap. “I want you to sit here while you do it.”

	Lily stood from her chair and moved around the table, every motion of her body careful and delicate as she lowered herself onto Naomi’s lap. “Like this?”

	“Perfect,” Naomi craned her head to look up into Lily’s face. “I want to enjoy every piece of this dinner. The only part that I’m missing is you.”

	Lily reached forward and spun a few pieces of pasta around Naomi’s fork. “Would you like a taste?”

	“Please,” Naomi leaned her mouth forward and slowly placed her lips around the fork as Lily guided it to her lips. The flavors intertwined with the soft fragrance from Lily’s skin and Naomi made a soft moan of pleasure as she swallowed. “I want more.”

	Lily reached to the plate, but Naomi stopped her with a gentle hand. 

	“Not that,” Naomi whispered. “You.”

	Lily looked down into Naomi’s face, the curls of her brown hair falling against her flushed cheeks. “Tell me what to do.”

	A throaty purr rolled through Naomi’s throat, her pleasure amplified by the willingness of Lily’s actions. “Do you remember your safe word?”

	“Satin,” Lily answered.

	“Good,” Naomi nodded. “That word is your guide. Use it if you need it. I will hold all the control over what we do unless you use that word. And I will stop immediately. I know we agreed to one night, but I can’t resist you. I want to take control of you.” Naomi was running her fingers down the base of Lily’s spine. “I want to make you come.” 

	Lily’s thighs shivered against Naomi’s lap. “I’ll come for you.”

	“Take off your shorts,” Naomi ordered.

	Lily stood and with quick fingers she had her shorts in a pile at her feet in seconds. 

	Naomi reached both of her hands out and wrapped around Lily’s thighs, pulling her close against where she sat, her face directly placed in front of the other woman’s center. Slowly, she ran the surface of her thumb across Lily’s underwear, toying at the space between Lily’s legs with subtle strokes as she stared up into Lily’s face. 

	Lily’s eyes became half-closed as she watched Naomi work and she tried to finger her panties down over her hips. 

	Naomi stopped her, “Not until I say. You don’t do anything unless I tell you it’s okay.” 

	Lily stiffened and pulled her hands away, “I’m sorry.”

	“Would you like to be my little pet?” Naomi asked, her thumb still carefully running over Lily’s covered nether lips.

	“Yes,” Lily answered, breathless.

	“Good. Now remove your underwear for me.”

	Lily did as she was told, her eyes transfixed on Naomi’s face, waiting for cues and signals and guidance as to what she was to do next.

	Naomi slipped her fingers between the folds of Lily’s skin, watching with hungry eyes as Lily let out a soft moan. “You were ready for me,” she said, eliciting a wave of sharp tingles riding through her own body. Lily’s hot wetness was enough to drive her mad with desire. 

	“I never stopped wanting you,” Lily whispered.

	Naomi ran her tongue over her lips. “Would you like to be my dessert?” 

	“Yes.”

	Naomi slid her tongue into the wet creases of Lily’s center, finding the soft bud of Lily’s center and sucking at it with vigor, stopping only to flick her tongue over the velvet skin. She kept her arms wrapped around Lily’s thighs, steadying the other woman from crumbling with pleasure, keeping her upright in front of her. 

	Lily’s hands found Naomi’s hair and she wrapped her fingers through the strands for purchase while the rest of her body shook with mounting pleasure. 

	Suddenly, Naomi pulled away, her lips glistening as she looked up at Lily. “I don’t want you to come yet. I want to take you somewhere first.”

	Lily was nodding, unable to speak as Naomi pulled away and stood up from her chair. 

	Naomi pushed a strand of dark hair behind her ear and said, “I want to come with you. Can you pleasure me? Can you wait for me to come?”

	“Yes,” Lily nodded.

	“Come with me,” Naomi turned and started walking down a dark hallway. She turned before a closed door and whispered, “This is my private room. I keep all of my secrets here.”

	The door opened to reveal a dark room, walls painted black without any windows, only a single chandelier shining a warm glow from the ceiling. In the center of the room was a round bed, and on the walls were covered shelves, their contents hidden from Lily’s curious eyes. 

	“I’m going to tie you to that bed,” Naomi turned to face Lily and kept her eyes trained on the other woman as she undid her dress and slowly slid it down past her hips and onto the floor. She was completely naked underneath. “And I’m going to watch you touch yourself.” 

	“While I’m tied?” Lily asked.

	“You’ll have one free arm to pleasure yourself,” Naomi said. 

	Lily stepped to the bed with a bravery that surprised Naomi, and without hesitation, the other woman laid back on the soft sheets.

	Naomi made her way around the bed, and with soft ribbons that hung from the ceiling, she secured first her ankles, and then her left arm. She stepped in front of the bed, staring down at Lily’s splayed body, and ran one hand over her exposed breasts, teasing at her nipple with two fingers. “Touch yourself,” she ordered.

	Lily reached her fingers between her legs, slowly running her fingertips between her lips until she was circling gently around and across her clit. 

	“I don’t want you take your eyes off me, little pet,” Naomi instructed.

	“I won’t,” Lily breathed.

	Naomi knelt and from a drawer beneath the bed she pulled out a small black vibrator. “Do not come before me,” she commanded and then she climbed onto the bed, her legs straddled overtop of Lily’s waist, her center of gravity lifted so that Lily could still reach between her legs. 

	She pressed a button the vibrator and small humming buzz sounded in the room and while Lily teased at her own pulsing bud Naomi slid the tip of her vibrator between her legs. Her throat craned back, her dark hair pouring down her backside as she ran the vibrating rubber over her clit. 

Drops of warm moisture fell down onto Lily’s hand and Lily bit at her lip, “I need to come,” she moaned.

	“Not yet,” Naomi said, one hand thrusting the vibrator between her legs, running the circulating tip over her clit in fast pulses. Her other hand was circling over her full breasts, pinching at her nipples delicately, her icy eyes staring down at Lily with a desperate hunger as she drove herself closer to orgasm. 

	Lily’s eyes were half closed, her restricted body grinding down into the mattress as she buckled against her own hand, fighting off the edge of her orgasm. 

	“Move your hand,” Naomi said and as Lily’s hand slid away from her legs Naomi lowered her own body so that the vibrator was buzzing between Lily’s legs while Naomi continued to grind against it from above. “Come for me,” she moaned as her own hips tensed and her full release shattered her core. 

	Lily’s eyes clamped together as a wild moan rolled through her throat and her hips grinded up against the vibrator between them, the orgasm taking over as she shivered from the high of their shared relief.

	Naomi slipped over Lily’s body to lay next to her, her chest heaving as she relished the post-orgasm haze that was tingling through her body. 

	“I’m glad you waited for me,” Naomi breathed gently. 

	“That was…incredible,” Lily answered. “I like being under your control.” 

	Naomi smiled and ran her fingers across Lily’s sweat-sprinkled brow. “It’s a different sort of pleasure, I know. And as long as there remains a safe word between us, you’re the one with the total control. You can always stop me.”

	“I haven’t wanted to stop you. Not even for a second,” Lily smiled.

	“I’ve never been happier to break a rule,” Naomi grinned. “We work better in the bedroom, don’t you think?”

	“I do,” Lily said. “How many more secrets do you have in here?”

	“Many,” Naomi purred. “Maybe I’ll show you a new one next time?”

	“Next time?” Lily asked.

	“If you want a next time, that is.”

	“I do,” Lily nodded. 

	“Well let me you get out these restraints. And I’ll think about a next time. You’ll have to wait for me to be ready…I’m the one who makes those decisions about when we can and can’t meet,” Naomi was already stepping around the bed, releasing the satin strips from the ceiling. 

	Lily was nodding, still riding the wave of hazy pleasure that kept her lying in the bed. “I will come when you’re ready.” 

	Naomi stared at Lily’s body, the perfection of her smooth skin against the sheets, the satisfied way the other woman had her eyes half-closed in the dimly lit glow of the room. 

	It wasn’t sex they needed practice with anymore. And her parents would surely believe their relationship at this rate. 





Chapter Twelve



Lily




	The next morning Lily stepped out of her bedroom to an expectant Mariana; who was waiting eagerly on the couch in the living room with two steaming cups of coffee.

	“Good morning sleepy head!” She said.

	Lily rubbed at her sleep-worn eyes and raised an eyebrow. “You’re up early.”

	Mariana made a face. “It’s like, noon. I’ve been waiting for you for a while, though.”

	Lily shrugged. “Okay, so maybe I was up a little too late.”

	“That’s exactly why I’ve been waiting,” Mariana leaned forward on the couch and held out a cup of coffee. “Drink up. Come sit down. We should chat, don’t you think?”

	Lily grabbed the coffee from her friend, and though she was not eager to find out what she wanted to talk about, Lily was grateful for the caffeine. Mariana always had a lot of energy, but it was never easy to deal with when Lily felt like she had been drained of all of her own energy.

	And beneath it all, Lily had a guess at what Mariana wanted to talk about. She had told her roommate that she was leaving to cook for Naomi the evening before, but she also hadn’t come back home until close to three in the morning. She had tried to keep her entrance quiet, but apparently she hadn’t done a good enough job.

	The last thing she wanted to do was be interrogated about the ongoing relationship with Naomi Flynt. Because there were things that Lily hadn’t yet admitted to herself about the relationship. Speaking of – the fact that it wasn’t a relationship. It was simply a business arrangement. As they had discussed. With maybe a few extra benefits. 

	There wasn’t a relationship to speak of, and Lily didn’t want to make it sound like there was. Plus, how much was she supposed to say to anyone? She doubted very seriously that Naomi would want Mariana to know about all of the intimate details. But at the same time…Mariana wasn’t going to tell anyone else. Lily trusted her best friend, that was for sure. But, did she need another opinion about whatever was happening? When she herself didn’t even understand what was happening? 

	It all felt draining. 

	But Mariana was looking eager and ready to start her line of questioning. 

	“So what time did you get home last night?” Mariana had a perked eyebrow and a knowing smirk on her face. 

	“Late,” Lily answered as she sat down, hoping that maybe with enough seeming indifference her best friend might lay off.

	But that was an unlikely dream. 

	“Yeah, that’s what I kind of thought,” Mariana teased. “You have to tell me what’s going on.”

	“What do you mean by that?” Lily continued to try and play coy.

	“I mean, you left yesterday to go cook dinner and you don’t show back up til the sun’s about to come up?” Mariana leaned forward on the couch. “I know it doesn’t take you that long to cook anything.” 

	Lily tried to hide a smile by biting at the inside of her cheeks. “I might have had some other things come up.”

	“Other things with Naomi you mean?” Mariana grinned.

	“You really aren’t going to let this drop are you?”

	“No way!” Mariana lifted her hands in the air. “Listen, Lil, you’ve been my best friend for ages. If you’re suddenly hooking up with Naomi Flynt, I just have to know!” 

	Lily squinted her eyes and whispered, as if there was anyone that could hear them, “Okay, maybe I am.”

	Mariana jumped up. “I knew it! Oh my god, you have to tell me everything!” 

	Lily laughed and took another sip of her coffee, even though at this point the caffeine didn’t seem necessary. Mariana’s energy was contagious. “Well, I’m not gonna lie…she’s pretty incredible.” 

	Mariana’s eyes widened. “Wow, when’s the last time you said something like that? Honestly I can’t even remember the last time you hooked up with anyone, let alone a millionaire heiress.”

	Lily lifted a hand. “I don’t think about that part of it.” 

	“You have to like a little bit, right?” Mariana teased.

	“It’s hard to think about anything when I’m with her,” Lily sighed. “She kind of makes me forget about the real world, you know?”

	Mariana clapped her hands together like an overexcited child. “This is such great news, Lil! I feel like I’ve been waiting for this day for years.” 

	Lily laughed. “I know it’s been a long time, but really, I’m trying not think about this like that. I don’t want to get carried away…or get my hopes up.” 

	“Okay, okay, I won’t press you too much,” Mariana leaned forward and picked up a white envelope from the coffee table between them. “But now that we’ve covered the good news can I share the bad news?”

	Lily’s heart leaped into her throat and her grip tightened around her coffee cup. She didn’t know what to expect, but the suddenness of the announcement made Lily grow cold. “Bad news?”

	Mariana frowned and handed the envelope over. 

	“What is this?” Lily was already pulling the paper out and unfolding it to read.

	“An increase on rent,” Mariana sighed. “Totally unexpected, I might add.”

	Lily stared at the paper – not just an increase in rent but another two months of a down payment to lock their monthly price in for the next year. The downside of living in a major city was news like this: places to live were hard to come by, especially the affordable ones, and landlords always found new ways to make even more money in their pockets. “Well, shit,” Lily sighed and tossed the envelope back on the table.

	“Do you think Naomi likes you enough to give you an advance?” Mariana perked an eyebrow.

	Lily snorted. “Are you serious? I can’t ask her for even more money. She’s already paying us too much as it is.”

	“It seems like a lot of money to us because we’re broke bitches,” Mariana said. “But Naomi has too much money to even count. She wouldn’t even notice losing it.”

	“I just don’t want to pressure her like that,” Lily sighed. “I don’t want her to think that’s the only reason I’m…involved.”

	“This whole thing started as a business arrangement, right? Think about it like asking for a pay raise.” Mariana shrugged. “No big deal.” 

	Lily sighed and leaned her head back against the couch. This morning had turned from a waking nightmare into a living hell. “I’ll think about it, okay? I guess we don’t have much of a choice.” 

	Mariana hopped up from the couch. “You let me know, okay? If there’s anything I can do to help, I’ll do it.” 

	Lily nodded and watched her friend disappear out of the apartment, probably to take one of her frequent jogs around the neighborhood. Mariana was many things that Lily simply was not. 

	She thought about the potential pros and cons list. Of what Naomi would think if she asked her for more money. Would it seem like she was using her for her wealth? Would Naomi think that Lily was taking advantage of her, or that she was only pretending to be attracted to her? It was a lot to process, and the fear of Naomi taking things the wrong way was sending cold prickles down her spine. 

	But there wasn’t a lot of time, and there were no other options. Lily had agreed to the arrangement with Naomi for what had originally been making money. And now she needed more. It was as simple as that. 

	What scared her even more, however, was the thought of hearing Naomi’s indifference to the situation. What if Naomi was unphased? What if that meant, in some way, Naomi was lying about her own feelings? That these nights of pleasure were just one more for the history books. It’s not like Naomi Flynt wasn’t well known as a woman on the town, a woman who spent her nights partying with countless attractive women. Lily didn’t want to find out the answers to those questions. 

	Deep down, even against her better judgment, Lily knew that she was growing an affection for Naomi that stemmed beyond physical lust. And she wasn’t ready to let that go. 

	Taking a deep breath to still herself and dig somewhere within for any last dregs of confidence, Lily dug in the pockets of her sweatpants for her cellphone and clicked around until she found Naomi’s number. With a pause, she hit call.

	“Lily,” Naomi’s voice purred after a single ring. “I didn’t think I’d be hearing from you so quickly.” 

	“I’m sorry,” Lily said first.

	“Mhm, as I think you should be, my little pet. Did you forget the rules? I call you first.” 

	Lily’s face flushed as she remembered the strict arrangement of their relationship: the domme and the submissive. And she was breaking the rules of conduct. “I apologize, Naomi. Really. It’s just that something rather serious came up.” 

	There was a few seconds of silence on the other end. Lily could practically hear her blood beating against her ear drums. 

	“Tell me what’s wrong, then,” Naomi finally said with a calm delivery that startled Lily. 

	“Could we meet in person?” Lily asked, feeling sheepish and suddenly very, very hot in her living room, her nerves practically on fire. 

	“That depends,” Naomi answered. “Is this sexual?”

	“No,” Lily stammered out quickly. She needed Naomi to understand that this was not attached to their physical relationship. She wasn’t trying to bend the rules. Even if she did want another night with the other woman. “But it is time sensitive. I just think it would be better if we spoke in person.” 

	“I will be free in three hours. I’ll meet you at the coffee house on the corner of Ivy and Rome. You know the place?” 

	“I know the place,” Lily answered, her heart skipping extra beats with nervous anticipation and dread and still, a lingering excitement that she would be able to be next to Naomi again soon. Sooner than she would have guessed.

	“I’ll see you then.” 

	The phone call ended.

	Lily moved her phone away from her ear and took a deep breath. The easy part was done with. Now came the hard part. 

	Would Naomi believe her? Or was she going to find out unexpected truths about how Naomi felt? 

	And, against everything, Lily wondered what all of that meant about her own feelings. 

	Was she really falling for Naomi Flynt?





Chapter Thirteen



Naomi




	Naomi sat down at a small wrought-iron table on the patio of the coffee shop with two iced lattes. One for herself, and one that she had ordered for Lily. Except that she was thirty minutes early. 

	She had been unable to focus on anything outside of Lily’s phone call, and the frantic seriousness with which Lily had requested to meet and talk. What could be so urgent, or so important, that they need to meet as soon as possible and face to face? 

	There had been no indications that anything had gone wrong on their last night together, and yet, Naomi couldn’t help the sense of dread creeping up from deep within her that something was, in fact, very wrong. Why else the phone call? 

	Naomi had spent the last few hours going over every part of their night before in her head. Wondering if she had done something wrong, made Lily somehow uncomfortable, or missed out on some signal that Lily that was unhappy with what they were doing. But none of that made any sense to her. She remembered very clearly the pleasure that had taken over Lily’s body, the sound of her moan as she slipped into a shattering orgasm, the way Lily had looked at her as they both lay on the bed together. 

	As far as Naomi remembered, nothing bad had happened. In fact, it was the opposite. 

	Everything about the night before had been perfect.

	So why the phone call? 

	Naomi, an unusual mess of worry and stress, sat at the table, her drink untouched, as she picked at her fingernails and stared into the park across the street, her thoughts taking her mind far away from where she was in the real world. 

	The time passed quickly, and very suddenly, Lily was walking across the street. 

	She appeared in Naomi’s troubled daydreaming as a sort of angel, her curly hair bouncing against her shoulders as she moved, her long legs smooth beneath the frayed hems of her jean shorts. Were those the same shorts she had worn last night? The thought made Naomi tremble. 

	“You’re right on time,” Naomi said first, trying to keep her composure, trying to remain as the woman in control of their dynamic. 

	“I don’t live far,” Lily said as she sat down. “Is this for me?” She pointed to the second glass of iced coffee. 

	“I ordered for you,” Naomi nodded. “I wanted to treat you.” 

	“Thank you,” Lily smiled and took a sip. “How did you know what I like?”

	“Just a good guess,” Naomi purred. “I have a way of understanding the women I keep company with.” 

	Lily’s gaze darted to the table between them, and Naomi couldn’t help but wonder if she said the wrong thing. If Lily was about to say something about their relationship that would end everything, even though they had barely just begun. 

	The silence between them dragged on until Naomi broke it, unable to sit in the uncertainty any longer. “What did you need to speak with me about?”

	“I don’t quite know how to ask,” Lily stammered and chewed at the edge of her pinky finger. 

	“Just ask,” Naomi said. “There’s no use beating around the bush. If there’s something I need to know then I want to hear it.” 

	Lily’s dark brows bunched into a tight knot and she shook her head. “It’s not like that.” 

	Naomi couldn’t help but feel a small flutter of hope dance within her chest. Maybe this wasn’t going to be as bad as she thought. “Then what is it?” She asked.

	“I don’t want to sound needy,” Lily started, her eyes wandering from the coffee in front of her, to her feet, to her hands, but never up to Naomi’s waiting gaze. “But I need some extra money this month.” 

	Naomi had to stop herself from jumping out of her chair. From shouting with joy. From grinning from ear to ear. Her worst fears quickly subsided and she reached across the table to grab Lily’s hand. “Whatever you need, it’s yours.” 

	Lily’s dark eyes widened. “Really?”

	“If I can help you with something then I will gladly do so,” Naomi nodded. “This arrangement began half with money owed to you. If you need more, then who am I to say no?”

	“That’s really kind of you,” Lily breathed. “I didn’t want to sound desperate, or make you think that I’m, I don’t know, using you.” 

	Naomi shook her head. “I don’t feel that way. Is everything okay?”

	“Yes,” Lily said. “We just got a bill this morning for a new contract for our apartment. Which means some extra charges for a month. Or else they’ll kick us out.” 

	“Well you won’t be needing to worry about that,” Naomi said. “I’ll write you a check before we leave.” 

	“Thank you, Naomi.” Lily’s face softened, and Naomi thought for a split second that the other woman might start crying.

	“Don’t ever be scared to ask me for help,” Naomi squeezed Lily’s hand. “I want you to be happy.”

	“You seem almost like you’re relieved.” 

	Naomi’s red-painted lips twisted into an embarrassed smile. “I was a little nervous, if you want to know the truth. Your phone call didn’t leave me with much information to go off of.”

	Lily leaned forward in her chair, whispering, “What were you worried about?”

	Naomi ran a finger through her hair, brushing the strands behind her ear. “I was worried that you wanted to end things with me. Or that I had done something to make you uncomfortable.”

	Naomi watched as Lily’s jaw dropped and she emphatically shook her head. “No, not at all. I’ve really enjoyed our time together. More than I can explain.”

	“I don’t think you need to explain,” Naomi said. “I can only hope that I feel the same as you. I was scared things were going to end.”

	“Do you want to hear a secret?” Lily whispered.

	“Yes. Tell me.”

	“I thought I was going to make you end things,” Lily said.

	“What? For what reason would I do that?”	

	Lily made a small giggling laugh that made Naomi soften, wishing they weren’t in such a public place. The gentle, sweet side of Lily was what drove Naomi wild with desire. “I thought you would think I was using you, or something.”

	“I can tell the difference,” Naomi shook her head. “You have nothing to be afraid of.”

	“Good,” Lily smiled softly. “I want you to know that I would never do that to you.”

	Naomi glanced around them to see if anyone was standing nearby and whispered quietly over the table. “Come home with me.”

	Lily’s eyes widened and she nodded her head. “I would love to.” 

	“Then let’s go,” Naomi said. “I can’t wait to tear those clothes off of you.” 

	The two women stood from the table and while they walked down the sidewalk next to each other Naomi couldn’t help but wonder if she was doing too much. If Lily was falling too hard, too fast.

	She wanted Lily physically, she wanted to control her, to pleasure her in ways that Lily had never experienced. But would she ever be able to have a real relationship outside of this? To the rest of the world, they were still only pretending. 

	And Naomi couldn’t help but wonder if she was going to break Lily’s heart. 





Chapter Fourteen



Lily




	Lily was standing next to Naomi’s apartment door, waiting with mounting impatience for the other woman to unlock the door to let them in. But Naomi was moving slowly, watching her with those piercing blue eyes that drove chilling pinpricks against Lily’s composure. Lily could tell what she was doing – watching her for each and every sign of emotion; of want, lust, and the way that all of those feelings swelled with an impossible power while Naomi took her sweet time. 

	“What are you waiting for?” Lily finally whispered, unable to handle the urges flowing through her body. The way she wanted to touch Naomi’s body, feel her lips against her skin. The way she was dying to see what new secrets Naomi had in store for her. 

	“Tsk, tsk,” Naomi lifted a single finger and wagged it in the air in front of Lily’s face. “Are you getting an attitude?”

	“No,” Lily stammered, knowing full well that it was a half-lie. It was true that she was impatient. That she needed that front door unlocked now.

	“You know what I crave most, don’t you?” Naomi asked and turned away from the front door so that the fabric covering her breasts was rubbing slowly against Lily’s own chest. 

	“What?” Lily asked, her eyes transfixed on Naomi’s powerful stare, her skin tingling with the thrill of anticipation that was being teased by just barely feeling Naomi’s body.

	“Your submission,” Naomi purred and planted her lips sweetly against the slope of Lily’s neck, a single kiss that made Lily’s core shake.

	Lily leaned her head back against the wall, exposing her throat to Naomi’s kiss willfully. 

	“Now say you’re sorry,” Naomi whispered against her ear.

	“I’m sorry,” Lily answered shakily.

	“Only good little pets get their treats,” Naomi said. “Now come with me.” She unlocked the door and the two walked through the apartment straight to Naomi’s pleasure room.

	“Now be a good girl and take off those shorts,” Naomi said. “I want you bent over that bed.” 

	Lily did as she was told, moving quickly so that she wouldn’t upset Naomi. Moving quickly so that she could be rewarded her treat. The anticipation was making her skin crawl with electricity, tiny beads of damp sweat already rising along her inner thighs as the heat rolled in small waves from her center.

	From behind her she could hear Naomi moving through the room, opening cabinets which, to Lily’s ears, sounded like they were kept behind lock and key. The silence between them was staggering, but Lily knew better than to speak out of turn. She didn’t want to anger Naomi more than she already had. She wanted to be the submissive that Naomi craved. 

	Naomi’s feet made the slightest of sounds against the carpeted floor as she walked up behind Lily. 

	“Are you ready to play a guessing game?” Naomi asked.

	“Yes,” Lily breathed, her fingers tensing into the fabric of the bedsheets as she kept her head hung over the bed, not daring to turn around. She didn’t want to ruin anything.

	“Tell me what you feel,” Naomi said.

	A second later and Lily felt something cold and smooth sliding against the bare skin of her ass. The sensation made her body jolt forward for a quick second, but Naomi waited patiently as her body settled.

	“I,” Lily stammered, wanting to guess correctly so that she could please Naomi, but feeling entirely uncertain. “Is it, a whip?” She felt silly, knowing that she knew nothing about sex toys, and she just went with her first guess, hoping that it would be right. 

	Suddenly a light slap landed against her ass, the sting of Naomi’s fingers leaving a slow burn against her skin even as the hand left her body. She made a small, breathless gasp. “Was I wrong?”

	“You were,” Naomi said. “Put your hand behind your back.”

	Lily re-situated so her chest was propping herself up and lifted an arm behind her. Suddenly her fingers felt the smooth shape of a rubber dildo gliding between her fingers. Lily’s mouth dropped as the realization hit her, her heart racing in her chest as the thrill mounted inside her. “A dildo?”

	Naomi’s lips planted against Lily’s ass, the same spot where she had just left the punishing slap. “Very good,” Naomi whispered from behind her. “A strap-on, to be specific. Do you know what I want to do to you?”

	“Do you want to fuck me?” Lily tensed her thighs at the thought. Though they had barely done anything, she was already craving every piece of Naomi’s touch. 

	“I’m going to fuck you,” Naomi said, with a power in her voice that made Lily’s body quiver. “Do you want me inside you?”

	“Yes. More than anything.” Lily breathed into the bedsheets, pinching her fingers together in an attempt to keep her body still, to let Naomi play up the anticipation just as she wanted. She knew it was part of the draw, part of what made their sex so thrilling, so rewarding. 

	Lily made a small gasp as Naomi’s fingers were suddenly dancing across her entrance. She raised her ass higher into the air, digging her elbows into the plush mattress to give more access to Naomi from behind. 

	“Do you like it when I touch you like this?” Naomi asked.

	“Can’t you tell?” Lily’s voice shuddered out, her body feeling ready to cave while Naomi took her time.

	Naomi’s fingers grazed over the stiffened peak of Lily’s clit, toying over it for a few quick flashes until she slowly slid a finger inside of her. Lily heard Naomi make a purring moan and then the other woman said, “You’re dripping.” 

	“Dripping for you,” Lily answered. 

	“Then let me give you what you want,” Naomi said.

	Finally, Naomi gave Lily everything. She felt the tip of the dildo slip between her thighs, gently running between her lips to collect the sweet sticky wetness that Naomi had run her fingers between a second ago. And slowly, Naomi entered Lily’s body with the soft rubber shaft, filling her entirely.

	Lily’s body shuddered from the pressure, from the explosion of tension as everything she had been waiting for was finally met. Her fingers wrapped into the sheets and she braced herself into her knees, keeping her ass lifted as Naomi began to slowly rock back and forth, sliding in and out of Lily’s entrance with slow, rhythmic rocking.

	Naomi began to pick up the pace, rocking her hips against Lily’s ass with powerful thrusts that drove the strap-on deep into Lily’s core, touching that inner sweet spot with each grinding pump until Lily couldn’t stop her thighs from shaking and her own hips from gyrating in smooth rhythm, bucking up and down, riding against the wet slides of the fake cock inside of her. 

	“Naomi,” Lily panted into the sheets, her eyes pressed shut as the wave of her approaching pleasure began to carry her away.

	Naomi’s hands wrapped tightly around Lily’s hips, holding her taught as she drove faster and faster, jolting waves of rich pleasure through Lily’s core. 

	“Oh, god!” Lily cried and her entire body tensed as the orgasm ripped through her, making her muscles contract and release in rapid waves. 

	Naomi slowed her pace but continued to rock forward and back, slowing down with each entering thrust, stretching out Lily’s orgasm to the very last shudder. 

	As Naomi withdrew, Lily felt herself collapse on the bed, feeling somehow weightless and simultaneously full. 

	“Turn around for me,” Naomi ordered.

	Lily rolled onto her back, her chest raising and lowering as her breathing started to catch back up to her. “Yes?”

	“I just want to see you like this,” Naomi said, her fingers gently stroking over the black rubber of the strap-on, sliding over the release of Lily’s juices. “In total pleasure.” 

	Lily stared with awe as Naomi lifted her fingers from the plastic cock up to her mouth, slowly sucking the moisture off her red-painted nails. 

	“I’ve never felt anything like that,” Lily breathed. 

	“I promised you a new world of experiences,” Naomi answered. “I intend to deliver that promise.”

	Naomi detached the strap-on from around her waist and let it fall to the floor. She crawled into the bed next to Lily, laying on her side so that she could face her, her cheek propped gently against her hand. “I have a question for you.”

	“What is it?” Lily asked. 

	“I’d like you to come to dinner with my family this weekend,” Naomi said. “It’s finally time that I put my end of our deal to some use.”

	Lily took a sharp inhale of breath. It was jolting, to shift from the dynamic high of her post-orgasm haze into thinking about dinner with Naomi’s family. But, it was part of their original arrangement. And considering she had just asked Naomi for extra money, it wouldn’t be right for her to back down now. 

	“Aren’t you worried they’ll recognize me?” Lily asked.

	Naomi shook her head. “They might. But so what?” 

	“I just don’t want to…I don’t know…disappoint them,” Lily whispered.

	Naomi ran a finger across Lily’s cheek and smiled, “You couldn’t. Plus, we don’t need to make it something serious. They don’t need to know about our…private affairs. I just need them to think I’m in a committed relationship, remember?”

	Lily chewed at her lip and tried to fight off the dark thoughts suddenly sprouting in the back of her mind. So, to Naomi’s parents, this really would be just an act? Just a game of pretend to make them think that Naomi was dating and staying out of the tabloid limelight. 

	And if it wasn’t real to them, did that also mean it wasn’t real to Naomi? 

	“Are you okay?” Naomi broke Lily’s thoughts.

	“I’m okay,” Lily nodded. “Still just, floating on a cloud, I think.” It was only a half-lie. She was, in fact, still maneuvering through the waves of ebbing pleasure, still half-fixated on the way Naomi had looked with the strap-on hung over her hips. 

	“Good,” Naomi said. “So what do you think? It’s just a dinner. An hour or two, and then we’ll both be free from my family’s bullshit. I don’t want to be there either.”

	Against her own mounting fears Lily nodded. “I’ll be there.” Did she really have any other choice? 

	She wanted to believe what Naomi was saying – that it was no big deal, that she didn’t want to be there either, but Lily couldn’t help but think that their original arrangement had become something much different. With these nightly meet-ups, everything had changed. 

	Everything had become much more complicated.

	And Lily couldn’t help but wonder, was she about to get her heart broken? 





Chapter Fifteen



Naomi




	Naomi was sitting in the back of the limousine that had been ordered to take herself and Lily to the family dinner that had been arranged for them. She knew the dinner was about one thing and one thing specifically: whether or not Naomi had found a suitable relationship. Whether or not she had been staying out of trouble and, as her mother so fondly liked to put it, soiling the Flynt family name. 

	She knew her parents would act like nothing was out of the ordinary. Like it was just another family dinner, and there was no pressure on Naomi at all. But her mother had specifically asked Naomi to bring a guest, in such informal language that Naomi had nearly snapped at her mother for pretending to be so vague. 

	Naomi sat in the back of the limo, fidgeting with her fingernails in between taking big sips from the champagne flute sitting in the center console. It couldn’t hurt to put a little bit of booze in her system. Anything that could calm her down. 

	But then she glanced out the window and saw Lily walking towards the limo, and her heart felt like it was threatening to slip from her chest. 

	She had sent a package to Lily the day before, a gown, heels, jewelry, and, underneath, expensive lingerie. Everything to make Lily feel and look like royalty. Even when Naomi had picked everything out, she wasn’t prepared for how stunning Lily would look.

	The dress she had chosen was a floor-length gown with a long slit that ran up one side, that occasionally parted to reveal the slender length of the other woman’s leg. It was colored a dark emerald green and cinched around the waist, which only amplified the curvature of Lily’s breasts – but elegantly, in a way that Naomi knew her mother couldn’t protest. Lily had done her hair up in a fancy bun, which helped accent the pale moon-like shine of her neck, and the expensive diamond necklace hanging around it.

	The chauffer opened the door for Lily and Naomi took a deep breath. 

	“You look incredible,” she said.

	Lily’s face flushed a natural warm pink as she slid into the back of the limo. “I can’t believe you got all of this for me.”

	“You deserve the best,” Naomi said. “I told you I would treat you. Spoil you. Everything to make you happy.” 

	Lily’s hand danced up to the diamonds on her throat. “Still, this seems like too much,” she said.

	“There is no such thing,” Naomi shook her head and reached out to squeeze Lily’s hand. “Not for you.”

	“Do you think I’ll fit in?” Lily glanced down at her lap. “I don’t to make a fool of myself.”

	Naomi laughed. “In front of my family? Trust me, I’m the one they’re going to be judging. And they’ll be too amazed by you to think anything negative.” 

	“Thank you, Naomi,” Lily said. “I just hope we can make them believe what they need to.”

	“You don’t even know,” Naomi sighed. There were still secrets about her family that Lily wasn’t aware of. And, if she played her cards right, Naomi was going to keep them hidden. 

	There were simply things that Lily didn’t need to know.




***




	But as soon as they entered the restaurant, Naomi doubted they would stay hidden long. 

	The restaurant hostess led Naomi and Lily to a private table in the back of the restaurant, and it was not only her parents sitting down. Rachelle was also there, looking as blonde and perfect as she always had. 

	Naomi’s heart pounded against her chest as rage broiled below the surface. How dare her mother pull a stunt like this. 

	“Oh, Naomi, sweetheart, you’re finally here,” Cadence waved towards them softly, a wry grin splitting across her face. 

	Naomi glared at her mother as she said simply, “Mother.” It was all she could do to keep herself from yelling in the middle of the restaurant. 

	She could feel Lily’s eyes on her, could sense that Lily knew something was wrong. 

	“And who is this lovely lady?” Her mother asked.

	“Lily Simon,” Lily introduced herself, holding out her hand. “We’ve met before, Mrs. Flynt. I cooked the meal at your husband’s birthday party.”

	“Oh, of course!” Cadence Flynt hovered her fingertips over Lily’s hand in a mocking handshake and sat back down. “How could I forget. Richard, you remember how delicious that food was don’t you?”

	Naomi’s father sat like a stone, nodding as his only response. So this was all her mother’s doing. Of course it was. Her father was a brash man, a cold man, a business man…but he loved his daughter. And he had probably tried to stop this devious plan his wife had concocted. But it didn’t matter, Naomi knew. Her mother was going to get the better of her.

	“Sit down, sit down,” Cadence waved to the chairs. 

	The only empty chairs were not placed together. Rachelle was between them. Another plan set up by her mother, no doubt.

	Naomi gave Lily a quick glance, hoping to apologize with nothing more than a look. But she couldn’t keep her eyes on her long; Lily looked terrified and confused and even considering what Lily was thinking at that moment was enough to make Naomi sick. 

	She took her seat next to Rachelle and glared at the tablecloth and water glasses, praying this nightmare would end quickly. 

	“I just happened to run into Rachelle the other morning and thought I should invite her to our little dinner,” Cadence broke the silence. “I’m sure you two have so much catching up to do.” 

	Naomi wrapped her fingers into the fabric of her dress until her knuckles grew white. 

	“It’s so nice seeing you again,” Rachelle said next to her. “We didn’t really get to catch up at your father’s party.”

	“We don’t have anything to catch up on,” Naomi answered.

	“Oh, pish-posh!” Cadence interjected. “How can you say that sweetheart? You and Rachelle have such history together. And you haven’t seen each other in how long now? Years?”

	“There’s a reason we haven’t seen each other in years,” Naomi said. She wasn’t going to play into her mother’s game. She hated that Lily wasn’t next to her, that she couldn’t provide her comfort, or let her know that she had nothing to do with this. 

	“I’ve really missed you,” Rachelle said. “You look like you’re doing well.” 

	“Yes, I am,” Naomi was nearly hissing, seething with rage while her mother and Rachelle teamed up against her. “I’ve actually met someone very important to me. She’s sitting right next to you.”

	Rachelle didn’t even turn her head to glance at Lily. “Oh? I didn’t realize it was something serious.”

	Naomi flashed her eyes at Rachelle, ready to throw a glass of water in the other woman’s face. It didn’t matter that they had history. It didn’t matter that at one point in the past she had thought Rachelle was the love of her life. That time was over. Done. 

	And she had Lily now.

	But before she could say anything Cadence sat a tabloid on the dinner table in front of her. “Is this what you would call serious?”

	On the cover of the tabloid was a picture of Naomi sitting with Lily at the coffee shop. And the headlines read: ANOTHER MYSTERY WOMAN! FLYNT HEIRESS AT IT AGAIN.

	Naomi seethed. “What the hell is that?”

	“Another mistake,” Cadence said with a cruel whip to her tone. “I thought we had talked about this.”

	“There’s no mistake,” Naomi said. “We’ve been dating for some time now. So what if the paparazzi snapped some photos and made up some wild story about us.”

	“It’s not so what. People feed into this gossip, Naomi. And I’ve warned you what that does to our family name. It makes a joke out of us. And for what? A private chef?”

	“Don’t you dare,” Naomi was glaring at her mother. “I haven’t done anything wrong. We got coffee together. It’s hardly a wild party on a yacht. This isn’t the same as it used to be.”

	“You need to think about who you’re out with in public, darling.”

	“What? You think I should only be seen with women like Rachelle?”

	“I think she adds to our reputation,” Cadence said. “While some people take away.”

	“Cadence,” Richard finally chimed in. “There’s no need to be cruel.”

	Naomi glanced at her father and wished in that moment she could hug him. She needed back up. Her mother was practically an atomic bomb gone rogue, waiting to explode. And the only person who could keep her in check was Richard Flynt.

	“It’s not cruel, Richard. It’s simply the truth.”

	“Yes, well, the girl happens to be at the table with us,” Richard said. “Perhaps we could approach this subject with a semblance of decorum.”

	Cadence shriveled beneath her husband’s words. She was quickly working to make up for it. For the first time since they had sat down, Cadence glanced to Lily. “You must know I don’t mean any harm, Ms. Simon? I’m sure you’re a charming girl. It’s just that our Naomi has quite a reputation to overcome. We just want to see her successful.”

	Naomi turned her head, trying to make eye contact with Lily. Trying to be a support even though she wasn’t next to her. Even though she could barely help her against her mother’s intentions. 

	But Lily wouldn’t look at her. Lily sat stock still, her eyes facing straight ahead, her round cheeks flushed with a red that made Naomi’s heart flutter with sadness, a desperation to help her. 

	“I understand, Mrs. Flynt,” Lily finally answered, and Naomi couldn’t help but notice the quiver in her voice, the fact she was on the verge of tears. 

	And if her mother continued at her current pace, she would have Lily totally broken down within minutes. She needed to bring an end to it.

	Naomi spoke up, hoping to take the attention away from Lily, “Rachelle, I hope you find whatever it is that you’re looking for. But our time together is over. It’s been over for a very long time.” 

	“I know that I hurt you,” Rachelle said in a low whisper. “But I think, if you’d just let me, I could make it up to you.”

	Naomi flinched. It was hard to forget about their history. It was hard to move on. 

	But before she could say anything the noise of table legs screeching against the floor interrupted the tense silence of the table. 

	It was Lily.

	“If you’ll please excuse me, I just need to use the restroom,” she said.

	Lily walked away from the table quickly, not even giving a passing glance to Naomi.

	“I finally find some happiness, mother, and you just have to take it away from me, don’t you?” Naomi glared at her mother.

	“I just know what you deserve, sweetheart. I’m trying to help.”

	“You can help by staying out of my relationship,” Naomi spat and stood from the table. 

	Before she walked away she gave a quick glance to her father and mouthed the words thank you before following Lily to the bathroom.

	Maybe, just maybe, she could still fix this.





Chapter Sixteen



Lily




	Lily stood in front of the bathroom mirror, cold water dripping down her cheeks. She had splashed the water over her face, not caring about her makeup, or her hair. She needed something to wake up from the nightmare she had been thrown into. This hell where Naomi’s family was acting like she didn’t exist. 

Because she wasn’t good enough for a woman like Naomi Flynt. 

She had known as much since the beginning. Since that night in the club. 

	She had always known. 

	She placed the palms of her hands against the bathroom counter, stabilizing herself, wishing that she could fall headfirst into the sink drain and simply disappear. How was she supposed to back out there and face them? 

	“Lily?” Naomi’s voice called as she opened the bathroom door.

	Lily watched the other woman through the reflection in the mirror. Her lips quivered, threatening to break down in a cry. She didn’t know what she was supposed to say.

	Naomi hurried to her side, placing an arm around her waist and cupping her face with the other. “Lily, I’m so sorry about them. This isn’t what I wanted.” 	

	“Did you know?”

	“Know what?” Naomi asked.

	“Know that the other woman would be here,” Lily said, her voice cracking. It was one thing for Naomi’s parents to think Lily wasn’t good enough. But it was another thing entirely for them to try and set Naomi up with another woman right in front of her.

	“No, of course not,” Naomi shook her head and wiped her thumb across Lily’s cheek, pushing away a fallen tear. “I never would have brought you here if I had known. I wouldn’t have even come here if I had known.”

	“Your mother seems to think it would be good for you,” Lily whispered, her confidence shattered. 

	“My mother doesn’t know what I need.” A spark of rage flashed through Naomi’s arctic eyes. “She doesn’t even know what I want.” 

	“Do you know what you want?” Lily asked, and she turned from the mirror to face Naomi head on. 

	“I-“ Naomi started. “I know what I don’t want.”

	Lily felt a weight in her chest, her entire body shaking as a new wave of tears threatened to release. This wasn’t what she wanted to hear. 

	“I know what I want,” Lily said. “I know that I don’t want to play pretend anymore, Naomi.”

	Naomi’s eyes widened. “What?”

	“This game of ours?” Lily threw her hands up. “It isn’t enough, Naomi. I want more. I want more with you. I don’t know why we keep pretending like there isn’t something happening between us. I can feel it. Can’t you?”

	Naomi stammered. “Of course I can.”

	“Then what is it? What’s holding you back?” Lily felt a small spark of anger rising within her. “Is it your family?”

	“My family doesn’t get to make those decisions for me,” Naomi said.

	“They clearly have some influence over you,” Lily said. “Or we never would have started all of this to begin with.”

	“Lily, please,” Naomi reached out. “I don’t think we should have this conversation right now.”

	“Why not?”

	“Because we’re in a public restroom,” Naomi answered, her full lips lifting at the corners in a near smile.

	Lily glanced around and couldn’t help but realize the humor of the situation. But it didn’t stop her from needing answers. “Then when Naomi?” 

	“I don’t know, Lily. I need some time to think about all of this.”

	“Well I don’t need any more time to think. I don’t have any questions. I know what I want, and it’s you.”

	Naomi took a deep breath and started to speak, but dropped her head down and made a slow sigh.

	That was enough to make Lily feel as though she had been hit by a sledgehammer straight into the stomach. A whopping sucker punch that took the air out of her lungs and simultaneously made her want to scream and sob. 

	“I know your family doesn’t think I’m good enough,” Lily said.

	“I don’t care what they think,” Naomi tried to argue.

	“Yes, you do.” Lily waved her hand, not wanting to be interrupted. “This all started because you have to care what they think. And I understand that. You have different priorities than I do. You live in an entirely different world than I do.”

	Naomi’s shoulders slumped. “I can’t cross them, Lily. You don’t understand everything.”

	“Then why won’t you tell me?”

	“It’s not that simple,” Naomi reached out to grab Lily’s arms, to steady her, or pull her into a hug, but Lily pulled back. 

	“I know that I don’t fit into your lifestyle,” Lily said. “I’ve always known that. But I didn’t’ realize it was a line I would never be able to cross.”

	Naomi shook her head. “You could. I just need some more time.”

	“More time for what, Naomi? To make up stories for your parents? To buy me more dresses to make it seem like I belong? I don’t know what you need, but I’m really starting to believe that it isn’t me.”

	“Please don’t say that, Lily.”

	“What do you expect me to believe?” Lily asked, her anger growing. “I’m telling you right now that I want to be with you, and you’re telling me you need more time. And I don’t think time is what you really want. I think what you really want is a getaway plan. You only ever wanted me as a scapegoat for your parents. And now that isn’t working, so what? You need a new master plan?”

	“Lily you’re getting this all wrong. It’s just not that simple for me. You don’t understand how my family works. You don’t understand what’s on the line for me.”

	Lily made a cold laugh and stepped back, needing to put more space between herself and Naomi. “I can’t do this anymore.”

	Naomi blinked, stung by the words. “What?”

	“This isn’t going to work for me, Naomi. It stopped being a game a long time ago. I can’t just keep playing.”

	“Lily, please…” Naomi stepped forward.

	Lily shook her head and took another step further away from the other woman. “No. You don’t understand do you?”

	“Understand what?”

	“That you’re going to break my heart,” Lily whispered.

	Naomi dropped her hands to her sides and let out a sigh. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

	“It’s too late for that,” Lily answered. Before Naomi could say another word, Lily walked past her and out the door. 

	She didn’t look back.

	She couldn’t look back. 

	Lily made her way out of the restaurant without a word, happy that the Flynt’s were sitting in a private room and would never notice her running out like this. Not that they would notice anyway. Lily had been practically invisible to them the entire time she had been at the table. 

	The pressure in her chest was grinding against her heart, snapping each heartstring painfully, making her want to fall on the ground and just cry. But she couldn’t stop walking. She couldn’t give Naomi a chance to catch up to her, or to try and stop her. 

	This was it. It was over between them. Cut off before she could fall any harder for Naomi and her sick little game. 

	She had only ever been a pawn for Naomi to make up lies to her own family. And in the beginning, none of that had mattered. Lily was getting her own fair share out of the deal. But everything had changed once they started having sex. At least, everything had changed for her.

	Lily wondered if Naomi had ever felt more between them, or if she had simply enjoyed the sex, the power of their relationship, and nothing else.

	It didn’t matter, now. Things between them were over.

	And though Lily had told Naomi that she didn’t want to get her heartbroken, she couldn’t help but think that was exactly what had happened. 





Chapter Seventeen



Naomi




	Two weeks had passed since Naomi had been left alone in a restaurant bathroom, wondering where exactly everything had gone wrong. She had traced the memories in her head a million times, gone through every alternative scenario, anything that might have stopped Lily from walking out on her.

	But she never came up with the right answer. Every time she tried to think about how things might have gone differently, she was left with the hard and simple truth: she didn’t know how to face her family.

	She didn’t know how to make them see Lily the same way that she did. As a beautiful woman, an intelligent woman, a woman who worked hard to get what she had in life. But working hard was a trait her mother would never understand, was something that seemed somehow inferior. 

	And so at the end of each reenactment that Naomi played through her in mind it always ended up the same. Her mother was never going to accept who Lily was. All because she wasn’t one of them. 

	And despite her anger against her family, she was still required to come to family breakfasts, where they pretended to talk about business but really her father kept his nose stuck in the newspaper and her mother wouldn’t stop chiming on and on about what she would make for dinner, though everyone knew it was what she would have the chef make for them, or what spots of the house the maids had forgotten to clean to her standards. 

The breakfast had passed by quickly and simply, without Naomi saying a single word. And before her mother could think to pester her she had taken the first opportunity she had to escape out the back patio  and into the family garden. 

	“You look like you’re going through hell,” her grandmother’s voice made her come back to reality. 

	Naomi shifted where she sat in the middle of her parent’s garden, an area where only the groundskeepers went because her mother didn’t like to get dirty. It was all for show, much like the rest of their lives. “I’m just thinking.”

	“Are you going to tell me about it or do I have to pry it out of you?” Edna sidled up to the bench and slowly sat down, her withered hands wrapping against her knees.

	“I’m sure they told you about the dinner?” Naomi asked.

	“I heard your mother’s version,” Edna nodded. “That you left that Ms. Winchester all alone at the dinner table.”

	Naomi scoffed. “I left because my mother humiliated Lily in front of everyone. And humiliated me. I can’t believe she still thinks I’m going to end up with Rachelle Winchester of all people.”

	Her grandmother chuckled. “Your mother doesn’t quite understand that you aren’t a spitting image of her. That you like to live by your own rules.”

	“Well she’s doing everything in her power to change that. At this rate I’ll be exactly like her within the next year.” Naomi chewed at the inside of her cheek, trying to keep her anger in check. She had been dealing with a lot of rage since the restaurant incident, and it had been taking it’s toll on her daily life. Every morning was miserable, every night long and lonely. At some point she knew she was going to have to forgive her mother and move on. But that was the last thing she wanted to do.

	“And how is Lily doing with all of this?” Edna asked.

	“I have no idea,” Naomi sighed. “She isn’t talking to me. She called everything off that night.” 

	“And you haven’t tried reaching out to her since then?”

	“No,” Naomi shook her head. “I haven’t. I don’t want to bother her.”

	Edna made a slow chuckle and patted her granddaughter’s hand. “You always were the stubborn type.”

	“What’s that supposed to mean?”

	“Sometimes it helps to be a little more vulnerable, dear. I think there’s a great chance that that young woman isn’t done with you, she’s just hurting. And you’re missing your chance to help heal her.” 

	“She told me it was over, Grandma.” Naomi’s brow pinched together as she thought over her grandmother’s words. Was she really missing her last opportunity to make things better? Was there even a chance that Lily would ever want to talk to her again? 

	“She was hurting,” Edna said. “Sometimes we say things we don’t mean when we’ve been stung.” 

	“How will I know she wants my help?” 

	“Well, sweetheart, you just have to try. It may seem a little scary at first, but if it’s love you’re fighting for, then anything is worth overcoming. Even a little bit of fear. And you’ll never know unless you try.”

	Naomi leaned forward, squinting at the bright flowers surrounding them, wondering if maybe her grandmother was right. And even if she wasn’t, losing Lily seemed worse than putting herself out there. 

	“Go on and try, before it’s too late,” Edna patted Naomi’s hand one more time and leaned her head back against the bench, her wrinkled eyes closed and her lips tilted into a gentle smile as she soaked in the sun and the smell of the flower garden. “I think I’m just going to take a little nap out here. There are few things better than sunlight, and I dare say love is one of them.”

	Naomi smiled and leaned to give her grandmother a quick kiss on the cheek. “Thank you. I don’t know where I would be without your help.”

	Naomi stood and started back towards her parent’s house. She needed to find her phone and reach out to Lily. Quickly, before the courage instilled by her grandmother’s words faded and she lost all courage to try.

	“And Naomi, sweetheart?” Edna called out.

	“Yes?”

	“Do try and forgive your mother,” her grandmother said. “She really is trying her best.”

	Naomi took a deep inhale and turned on the spot. A part of her knew that her grandmother was right, that her mother was simply trying her best to push Naomi into the best life possible for her. But the other part of her was still outraged that her mother had ruined everything.

	Lily felt like the first shot at love that Naomi had felt in years, and if it was taken away from her it all came back to her mother being the reason why. If Lily wouldn’t forgive her and if things were really over between them, she didn’t know how she was ever going to look her mother in the face again.

	But of course as soon as she stepped up the backstairs towards the house her mother was already heading out onto the patio. “Naomi, dear,” she started.

	“Save it mother,” Naomi spat. “I’m not ready to speak with you.” 

	Her mother’s face grew shocked and as pink as the flowers from the garden, and for an instant, Naomi felt a brief spark of satisfaction swell and flame inside her chest. She walked past her mother and through the house without stopping. Once the shock wore off her mother’s face she would be turning into a tyrant of anger and knit-picking that Naomi didn’t have the patience for. 

	There were more important things to deal with. 

	More important things to consider.

	Like what she was going to say to Lily first. 

	Naomi grabbed her cellphone and car keys from the stand in the entryway and immediately walked out to her car. 

	It took five minutes of sitting in her car to finally find Lily’s name in her phone. She didn’t know what she was going to say first, or whether Lily would even listen to her. Whether Lily would even answer the call. 

	But her grandmother was right. It was worth the try. If facing her fears meant Naomi could just see Lily one more time, it would all be worth it.

	She took a deep breath and hit the call button.

	The phone rang three times. 

	“Hello?” Lily answered.

	Naomi’s heart pounded in her chest and she closed her eyes, trying to find the right words to say first. “Hello,” was all she could say.

	“Are you okay?” Lily’s voice was tentative on the other end.

	“No,” Naomi admitted. “I miss you.”

	“I haven’t heard from you in weeks,” Lily said.

	“I know,” Naomi spoke quickly, afraid that if she said the wrong thing Lily would hang up and their connection would be lost forever. “I was being stupid. I thought that was what you wanted. I shouldn’t have left you alone like that. I should have asked you if you were okay.”

	“Well I haven’t been okay.”

	“No?”

	“No, Naomi,” Lily said. “I miss you, too.”

	Naomi felt the air disappear from her lungs. The words wrapped around her like a warm hug, lifting her spirits, giving her hope for the future. Hope that things with Lily weren’t really over. 

	“I’m sorry,” Naomi whispered into the phone. “I should have called sooner. I should have been there for you. I don’t want you to hurt.”

	“You still have some explaining to do,” Lily said. 

	“Will you give me the time to do that?” Naomi asked, her heart fluttering wildly in her chest, fear and hope colliding inside of her. “I want to fix everything.” 

	“I would like that.”

	“Would you like to come over?” Naomi asked.

	“I can be there in twenty.”

	The call ended and Naomi pulled her phone away from her face. This was everything she had been hoping for. Another chance to make things right. To keep Lily next to her. To make her realize that what her family wanted was not the same thing as what she wanted. 

	Of course Edna had been right about everything. She always was.

	Naomi started her car and pulled out of the driveway, ready to get back to her apartment. She was ready to explain everything to Lily. There was no reason to hide any of her family drama, because at the end of everything Naomi knew it was Lily that mattered. Not the things her mother said. Not the promises her father made her keep. Not the money in the bank accounts. 

	It was Lily. 

	And Naomi was going to do everything in her power to keep her. 





Chapter Eighteen



Lily




	All it had taken was Naomi breaking the barrier between them for Lily’s walls to crumble, for the chance to offer Naomi forgiveness to take over. The previous weeks without contact from Naomi had given nothing to Lily but misery. She missed everything about her, the way her hair fell across her cheek, the way her forbidding blue eyes glanced at her across a room, the way she took control of Lily’s body and made her succumb to pleasures she had never experienced before. 

	If Naomi could only sit down and explain things to her, if she could only apologize. It was all Lily needed to move on from the disastrous dinner she had gone to with the Flynt family. If Rachelle was just a cruel tactic utilized by Naomi’s mother, then there would be nothing to worry about.

	But she had needed the apology. And she still needed the explanation.

	Lily stood in front of Naomi’s door with bated breath, and finally rang the bell, her mind racing through a million questions and a thousand thoughts. She only hoped whatever happened would result in forgiveness.

	The door opened and Naomi stood in the doorway, a slinky black dress clinging to all of her curves, revealing the slope of her full breasts and highlighting the length of her thighs. 

	Lily sucked in air between her teeth, “Wow.”

	Naomi smiled. “That’s the reaction I was hoping for. Come in.”

	“I didn’t dress up,” Lily said and looked down at herself. It wasn’t anything new: she was wearing a t-shirt and jeans. But seeing Naomi in that dress made her suddenly feel self-conscious, like she should have dressed to impress. 

	Naomi put a hand on Lily’s arm and shook her head, “I love the way you dress. I also just like dressing up for you.”

	“I’m happy you invited me over,” Lily blurted out the words, not knowing she was going to get straight to the point so quickly. But it was necessary. She knew she was weak to Naomi’s power, and she didn’t want to get wrapped up in their physical connection without talking through what had happened the last time they had seen each other.

	“I’m sorry it took so long,” Naomi moved into the living room and took a seat on the couch, motioning for Lily to join her. “I was being stubborn.” 

	“So are you ready to explain things to me?” Lily asked, her hands fidgeting nervously in her lap. She needed answers, but she was afraid of pushing against Naomi’s boundaries, scared that she might push her away again. 

	“I am,” Naomi nodded. “I think it would help the most if I explain Rachelle Winchester with you.”

	Lily’s heart sank at hearing the name, but she nodded, keeping silent. 

	“We were together for years,” Naomi started. “And she’s from a family like my own. But we ended things a long time ago, and I have no interest in her anymore. What we had then is over. It’s been over for a long time. Lily, I need you to believe that.”

	“Then why was she at the dinner?” Lily asked.

	“Because my mother likes to meddle in things she does not understand,” Naomi answered. “She wants to choose my life path for me. She thinks that the best thing for me is to marry someone that comes from wealth, that can keep my public image sparkling and perfect. But that isn’t what I want. I had no idea she was going to be there. And if I had known, we wouldn’t have gone to the dinner.” 

	“So your family thinks I’ll ruin your reputation?” 

	“No,” Naomi shook her head and reached out to grab Lily’s hand. “They don’t know you…and they don’t have any negative thoughts about you. It was simply my mother trying to control my future. She always has.”

	“What secrets are you keeping about them?” Lily asked. “This can’t all just be about Rachelle. I know there’s something else.”

	Naomi took a deep breath and pursed her lips, her eyes scanning Lily’s face tentatively. “Do you trust me?” 

	Lily’s heart fluttered against her chest. It wasn’t the first time Naomi had asked her that same question. But this time it felt even more serious. Their future together was on the line. “Yes,” she said.

	“My parents told me I had to find a spouse,” Naomi spoke slowly, her eyes unflinching from Lily’s face, looking for any signs of a reaction. “They told me I needed to settle down or they would cut off access to our money, and our business.”

	“And that’s why you needed me to be your pretend girlfriend?” Lily asked, her voice shaking as the realization of the full truth swept over her. The reason behind everything. The reason Naomi had chased her out of her parent’s house and offered her a deal. 

	“Yes,” Naomi said. “I needed something believable, to keep the paparazzi off my back and to keep my parent’s quiet.” 

	“Is that all I ever was to you?”

	Naomi slid to Lily’s side on the couch and gently pressed the palm of her hand against Lily’s cheek. “No. This is why I asked if you trust me. I need you to believe me when I say that you became so much more to me than just a rouse to keep my parents quiet. It stopped being a game from the very beginning.” 

	Lily felt herself melting into Naomi’s touch, knowing that she believed the other woman without a doubt. She had been honest when she said she trusted Naomi, so she had to believe what she was saying to her now. 

	“I didn’t want to tell you,” Naomi whispered, “Because I didn’t want to hurt you. I didn’t want you to think that I was using you this whole time. I was scared. And I was stupid.”

	Lily took a slow breath and leaned forward, her lips slowly pressing against Naomi’s mouth. 

	Naomi folded around her, her arms wrapping around her neck and pulling her into an embrace. Lily’s mouth opened as Naomi’s tongue edged inside, and a slow purr rolled deep from within Naomi’s throat. 

	“I’ve missed you so much,” Lily whispered against Naomi’s cheek. 

	Naomi pressed another kiss against Lily’s lips and opened her eyes to stare hungrily at Lily, “I have an idea.” 

	“What is it?”

	“I want you to trust me even more than this. I want you to show me how much you trust your mistress.” 

	Lily’s body tensed at the words and she mouthed a silent okay. 

	“Come with me,” Naomi stood and took Lily by the hand, leading her down the hall to the pleasure room that they had been in so many times before. 

	But this time seemed different, and Lily wondered what Naomi meant by trusting her even more. 

	“Take off your clothes,” Naomi ordered as she moved across the room to a locked cabinet. 

	By the time Lily had stripped down to nothing Naomi was already out of her own dress, but she was still clothed underneath. A tight black corset wrapped around her bodice, and a black lace thong was held by clips that dangled off the corset. In combination with the black heels she had already been wearing, Lily already felt a warmth swelling through her body, desire spitting hot flames across her skin. 

	Naomi strode forward slowly, her gloved hands wielding the familiar sight of the strap-on dildo they had used once before. But the devilish glint piercing through her eyes made Lily think this time was going to be different. 

	“I want you on the bed,” Naomi said. “On your hands and knees.”

	Lily moved silently, crawling into the bed and wondering what she was supposed to be anticipating. This was different from their other times together. Naomi was being almost secretive, and the power she was using to control the situation was much greater than it had ever been before.

	“Tell me your safe word,” Naomi said.

	“Satin,” Lily answered. 

	“Good.” Naomi ran her gloved fingers down Lily’s spine, from the back of her neck to her tailbone. “I need you to remember that. I need you remember that you are the one in control of our games. If you need to stop, all you need is that one word, and I will never break those rules with you. I will stop if you need me to. Do you understand?”

	“I understand.”

	“Now tell me, have you ever had someone enter you from behind? Have you ever had your ass filled with someone inside you?” 

	Lily’s fingers tightened against the bedsheets. “No.” She wasn’t sure if she was ready for this. It was something that she had never experienced, and she wasn’t sure if it was even something that she wanted. She glanced over her shoulder to see Naomi’s face, the strap on tied around her waist, and her body trembled. 

	“Do you want this?” Naomi asked. “I only want to give you what you want. To show you pleasures you’ve never felt before. But you look…unsure.” 

	“I just don’t know what to expect,” Lily murmured. “I think that maybe I’m a little scared.”

	“I wouldn’t do something to you that would hurt you,” Naomi whispered. “If you’re scared we don’t have to move on, that’s what your safe word is for. But I promise you, Lily, if you put your trust in me you will experience a deep pleasure you have never had before.” 

	“It won’t hurt?” Lily asked. 

	“Not if you relax,” Naomi said. “Not if you trust me.”

	Lily took a deep breath and faced forward into the sheets, closing her eyes and trying to settle her wildly beating heart. She did trust Naomi. And every other night with her had been a wild ride of satisfaction, desperate passion she had never felt before. And she wanted to trust Naomi, more than anything. “I trust you.”

	“This will help,” Naomi said and suddenly a trickle of warm liquid was slipping down Lily’s ass. Naomi slid her hand against the warmth and spread it down to Lily’s clit, slowly rubbing her fingers in circles between her lips and backwards to Lily’s rear entrance. 

	The lotion between her thighs quickly heated, tingling against her skin and making Lily’s legs tremble with slow pulses. 

	“Do you want me?” Naomi asked.

	“Yes,” Lily whispered into the sheets. “Can’t you feel it?”

	Naomi took her gloves off and threw them on the bed near Lily’s face before sliding her fingers back down between Lily’s lips. “You are soaked,” Naomi moaned and leaned forward to plant gentle kisses against Lily’s back. 

	The other woman’s hand slowly drifted to her breasts, fingers running small circles around her nipples and then gently squeezing them. Lily moaned into the bed, sliding forward so that her ass was thrust back against Naomi’s hips. She could feel the smooth dildo against her skin, could tell that Naomi had put the warming lube around it. 

	“I need to feel you,” Lily whispered.

	“I’m going to fill you, my darling,” Naomi whispered and then leaned back and wrapped one hand around Lily’s hip, the other slowly guided the tip of the dildo to Lily’s back entrance. 

	Lily felt the smooth tip of the dildo glide between her thighs, circling at her entrance, and she pressed her weight forward so her ass could be mounted higher, her fingers wrapped into the bedsheets for extra support. Waves of pleasure tore through her body, the warmth of the lube on her clit sending ripples of mounting delight through her core.

	Lily felt herself cave in an instant, all of her fears subsiding as she gave in completely to Naomi in the moment. In a wave all tension escaped her, replaced instead with heightening desire, the need to feel Naomi next to her, against her, inside of her. 

	Naomi slid inside of Lily’s body with slow ease, building the anticipation and letting Lily experience each new sensation individually. Naomi’s hands gripped around Lily’s hips, anchoring them together until she had buried herself within Lily completely. 

	Lily opened her mouth to release a small moan of pleasure.

	“Do you like the way it feels?” Naomi whispered. 

	“It feels so good,” Lily answered with a quivering voice, barely able to focus on communicating as the sensation of fullness inside of her took over all of her senses. 

	“We’re only starting,” Naomi purred and then locked her hips against Lily’s, pulsing the strap-on in a sweeping motion as she slid out. 

	Naomi bent forward as she thrust in and out, gliding with intensifying frequency, and reached one arm down until her fingers locked against Lily’s clit, stimulating her from every angle. 

	Lily felt herself slowly bucking in rhythm, grinding herself back and forward against each shuddering thrust of the dildo inside her, shockwaves of pleasure ripping through her core. The fullness was unlike anything she had ever had, and with Naomi’s fingers rolling smooth circles between her legs and the rocking penetration from behind, she could feel her climax coming quickly.

	When it hit her, Lily reached her arms back and gripped her hand around Naomi’s wrist, her mouth parting to let out a screaming moan against the mattress. Wildfire took over her nerves, the pleasure of her orgasm sprouting from every fraction within her. 

	Naomi kept herself inside of Lily, her fingers slowly dropping down to Lily’s entrance, running through the wet release of her orgasm. 

	Finally, Naomi pulled away, drawing herself out of Lily with slow care. 

	Lily could barely hear the sound of Naomi removing the strap-on, barely felt the mattress move as Naomi crawled into bed next to her. Her senses all felt simultaneously numb and electrified, the haze of her pleasure consuming her. 

	Naomi smiled softly and placed a gentle, tender kiss on Lily’s forehead. “I’m so happy you trusted me.”

	“I’ll never doubt you again,” Lily whispered as she rested her damp forehead against Naomi’s chest, and as she listened to the other woman breathe and her mind wandered to thoughts about how happy she was lying next to her, and she fell asleep. 





Chapter Nineteen



Naomi




	Naomi woke to an empty bed, the sheets next to her in a tangle from where Lily had once been. She rubbed her eyes and glanced around the dark room, but there were no signs of Lily anywhere. 

	Had last night just been a dream? The last thing she could remember was falling asleep, Lily’s head cradled against her chest while they quietly whispered the admittances of their newfound trust in one another. No, she thought. Last night had meant too much to have just been in her imagination. 

	A coldness settled in her chest as fear washed through her body, a fear that Lily had left her apartment, a fear that Lily had abandoned her, a fear that she had spent the entire night with a woman who was no longer around. 

Her greatest fear was being abandoned. That the heartbreak she had once experienced from her breakup with Rachelle would be re-lived once more. She avoided relationships for that very reason. She couldn’t handle heartbreak like that again. She wouldn’t allow herself to be put in that position again.

With a crippling numbness she edged herself out of the bed, sliding her bare feet into slippers and grabbing a black satin robe that hung next to the door. But nothing about the rich fabric felt soothing as it slid across her skin as she cinched it around her waist. The sensation of anything touching her skin seemed like too much. Every new encounter of touch against her body meant the memory of what Lily’s touch felt like the night before slid further and further away from her mind. Until it was suddenly unreachable.

A darkness gripped around Naomi’s throat as she opened the door and stepped quietly into the hall of her own apartment. A space that felt, suddenly, very empty without Lily in it. 

“Is that you?” The voice travelled from beyond the hallway Naomi stood in, reverberating against the walls until reaching Naomi, that soothing voice cradling her body in warmth. 

Naomi stopped in her tracks, her heart beating wildly in her chest. “Lily?” She asked.

“Well who else would it be?” Came the familiar sing-song laughter of the woman who had spent the night in her arms. 

Naomi’s heart felt like it was fluttering. She quickly wound down the hallway until she was back in the open-space where the living room met the kitchen. Lily was facing the stove, her curly brown hair whipped into a messy knot at the top of her head. All she wore was a tank-top and underwear.

“I thought I would make us breakfast,” Lily said over her shoulder. “I hope you’re hungry.”

“I’m starving,” Naomi said. “What are you cooking up over there?”

Lily made a grin and weaved the tip of her spatula over her shoulder, “Blueberry pancakes.”

“What, really?” Naomi asked.

Lily’s face dropped. “Is that okay? You don’t hate pancakes do you? I knew I should have asked before just starting this up. I just don’t think sometimes.”

Naomi raised her hand and waved it back and forth, trying to simmer the quickly rising bubbles of Lily’s uncertainty. “No, no, no. I love blueberry pancakes. I just don’t think I’ve had them since I was a little girl. You just surprised me. That’s all. But, honestly, this is one of the best surprises I’ve gotten in a long time.”

Lily’s chest swelled as she took a huge inhale of air, lowering as she let out a long, sheepish sigh. “Oh, thank god. I really thought I had screwed this all up.”

“I don’t think there’s anything you could mess up. Especially not when it comes to food. You’re an artist, Lily.” Naomi weaved herself around the kitchen island and wrapped her hands around Lily’s waist, planting a sweet, gentle kiss against the smooth slope of Lily’s neck. 

Lily warmed and softened beneath Naomi’s embrace, sliding one hand down Naomi’s spine. “Be careful, I might burn the pancakes,” she whispered. 

“We can’t have that,” Naomi purred and pulled away slowly, though she was picturing pulling the black tank top over Lily’s head and pushing the other woman against her kitchen cabinets, taking control over her against marble countertops. The space between her legs throbbed at the thought of Lily naked, the warmth of her pink nipples in her lips, the heat that swam between her thighs. But maybe she could keep herself calm, for now. At least long enough for the pancakes to be finished.

Lily turned around to the stove again, flipping two pancakes and swaying her hips while she worked. Naomi stared hungrily, her eyes fixated on the little curve that peeked just beneath the line of Lily’s panties, that little flash of perfectly shaped ass. Naomi wanted to wrap her hand in that space, cupping Lily’s skin in her grip, pulling Lily’s body into her own. 

“Do you know how sexy you are?” Naomi asked. “I never thought I would be turned on at the sight of someone making pancakes. Yet here you are, absolutely irresistible.” 

Lily glanced over her shoulder, one dark eyebrow quirked up in a toying manner. “I’m just cooking,” she played cool.

“Yeah, sure,” Naomi laughed. “In panties, might I add. Do you always sway your ass like that when you cook or is this just for me?”

Lily laughed and turned back to the pancakes, preparing the bowl to drop more batter into the bowl. “I guess I’m just in a really good mood. Last night was great, you know.”

“I agree. And I want a repeat,” Naomi said, her voice growing stronger against each syllable. She was aching to touch Lily, to get those underwear down past her ankles, to feel her lips. 

Lily slid the cooked pancakes out of the pan and onto a plate and turned around to Naomi. “Do you want me to stop cooking?”

Naomi nodded and stepped forward, “Turn it off.”

Lily reached behind her back and flicked the stovetop off. “I don’t want breakfast to get cold.”

	Naomi shook her head gently and grabbed the bottle of maple syrup sitting on the countertop. She squeezed a small drop onto her finger and slowly spread the sticky sweet caramel across Lily’s lower lip. Lily stood quietly and obediently, her lips gently parted. “You are my breakfast,” Naomi whispered in a sensual purr.

	She leaned forward and slid the tip of her tongue across Lily’s lips, slowly bringing it between both of her lips, sucking gently at the syrup. Lily let out a soft moan, her body folding forward against Naomi’s. 

	“I’m starving for you,” Naomi whispered. “I want you to take off your panties.”

	Lily nodded, her body trembling, unable to speak. She carefully reached down and slipped her underwear past her thighs until they fell to her feet in a puddle. “What else can I do for you?”

	Naomi stood back and pulled at the strings of her robe so the fabric fell from her shoulders, exposing her naked body. “I want you to taste me like you would taste one of your meals. I want you to feel me, touch me, show me what you want.”

	Lily stepped forward and drew a line with her fingertip from Naomi’s jaw to the tip of her breast, her hand moving with slow caution until Naomi’s skin rose in a wave of small goosebumps, her pink nipples hard and pointed as her fingers slid over them in small circles. 

	“Tell me what you’re doing,” Naomi ordered.

	“I like to start from the top,” Lily whispered, her fingers tracing small ribbons around and between Naomi’s breasts. “I want to feel every piece of you.” 

	“And what about tasting me?” 

	“I starve for you,” Lily whispered and leaned her face against Naomi’s throat, her lips placing a soft kiss on Naomi’s white skin. Lily trailed her kisses down Naomi’s chest until she reached Naomi’s breast. She ran the tip of her tongue over the pink, prickled mound and gently sucked, her thumb rubbing concentric circles over Naomi’s other breast. 

	“Describe it to me,” Naomi roped her fingers within Lily’s curly hair and gently pressed, guiding Lily down until the other woman was on her knees, her face hovering in front of Naomi’s center. 

	Lily wrapped one arm around Naomi’s leg, steadying herself by clenching her fingers against Naomi’s supple ass. Her other hand slowly swept up Naomi’s thigh, her fingers grazing the skin carefully, gentle as a whisper until she coaxed a shuddering sigh from Naomi’s lips. “Your smell is intoxicating,” Lily whispered up to Naomi. 

	Lily let her fingers find Naomi’s slit, and with gentle pressure she slid her fingers inside, running back and forth while Naomi’s legs began to shake. Lily kept her stable, holding her forward so that she couldn’t pull away from her touch. 

	“Taste me,” Naomi commanded, her fingers still wrapped up in Lily’s hair, her entire body rippling with small but sudden jolts of electric pleasure beneath Lily’s caressing touches. 

	Lily slipped one finger inside Naomi, teasing out the burning moisture building there. When she pulled her hand back her finger was glossed wet, and as Lily looked up into Naomi’s face she slid the finger into her mouth, sucking off the honey-sweet blend of Naomi’s juices. 

	Naomi felt her backside buck forward, an intense wave of power ripping through her body, eliciting a moan. She stared down at Lily, watching the other woman suck slowly on her finger. 

	“You taste like honey,” Lily whispered.

	“Would you like more?” 

	“Yes,” Lily whispered and nodded. 

	Naomi exhaled anticipation. “Then show me how hungry you really are.” She widened her stance, planting her feet firmly against the kitchen tiles so that Lily could have complete and total access to her body. 

	Lily returned her finger back to Naomi’s access point and gently slid her fingertips inside her lover once more. Simultaneously, she leaned forward and centered her mouth at Naomi’s slit. Starting slowly she flicked the tip of her tongue overtop the other woman’s nub.

	Naomi’s head shot back at the sensation, her entire body clenching with mounting, intoxicating pleasure. “Yes,” she growled out with a moan, “Your touch is perfect."

	Lily determined her motions by the reactions of Naomi’s body, with each buckle and bounce Naomi’s thighs made, Lily flicked her tongue harder, faster, her fingers rubbing against the interior walls of the other woman’s internal pleasure source, finding that tiny secret spot that made Naomi quiver beneath her touch. They were thrusting in motion, Lily anticipating each need of the other’s body by bracing for the impact of the subtle grinding Naomi was doing in rhythm with each caress of Lily’s tongue and lips. In each new wave of pleasure Lily sucked harder, drove her fingers deeper, until she felt Naomi’s interior clench around her fingers, throbbing in waves. 

	Naomi let out a breathy moan and bent forward, holding herself upright by Lily’s shoulders. 

	Lily smiled and slowly leaned backward so she was no longer on her knees, but with her bare ass against the kitchen tile. “Was that what you wanted?”

	“It was perfect,” Naomi breathed and joined Lily on the floor, draping her legs over Lily’s thighs so they were facing each other, intimately close as they breathed out the pleasure of the moment together. 

	Lily planted a soft kiss against Naomi’s forehead as the two cradled against each other. 

	“How do you feel about some pancakes now?” Lily asked. 





Chapter Twenty



Lily




“How are things going with you and Naomi?” Mariana was sitting cross legged on their couch, 

	Lily was standing in front of a floor length mirror, holding various dresses in front of her, trying to make a decision on which one looked best. “I’m really, really happy M. I’m not sure I can really believe how well things are going.”

	Mariana grinned and flicked through channels on the small television set. “Is she coming with us tonight?”

	She had just gotten a new job offer as a catering chef for a downtown hotel branch, and the two had decided to go out to the clubs to celebrate. They hadn’t hung out together like that in months, with Lily being so preoccupied with Naomi. Most nights of the week, she stayed at Naomi’s apartment. Lily wanted to make sure her best friend felt appreciated, and the best way she could think of was to go out on the town just like they used to. It was part nostalgia and memories, part wild and unforgettable fun. 

	“No, not tonight,” Lily shook her head and held a thigh length purple dress in front of her. “I want tonight to be all about you, M. I don’t want you feeling like the third wheel or anything.”

	Mariana didn’t even attempt to hide the excited grin on her face. “Oh, thank you, thank you. I really am dying to have a night just like we used to. And, call me selfish, but I did kind of want you all to myself tonight.”

	Lily laughed. “You’ve got it. Whatever you want, you get.”

	“Oooh, I love that,” Mariana crooned. 

	“Just for tonight,” Lily interjected quickly. She didn’t need that going to her best friend’s head. 

	She spun around with the purple dress still dangling in front of her. “What do you think about this one?”

	“I think that’s the one,” Mariana nodded. 



--



	Even though Lily hadn’t invited Naomi to hang out with them, she had at least told her about the plans. And Naomi had done everything in her power to make sure they were going to have the best night ever. Which meant a free limo to take them to and from their destinations, free VIP access into all of the fanciest clubs downtown had to offer, and a hand-written note left in the backseat of the limo that Lily found when the first climbed inside.

	Have a great night xoxo NF	
	“I can’t believe she did all of this just for me,” Mariana was in shock as she looked around the back of the limo, eying the two champagne flutes simply waiting for them to indulge. 

	Lily stared at card left by Naomi, her heart swollen with a rush of appreciation. All of this was so nice, and it wasn’t just about Lily, or trying to win Lily over. It was just so that her best friend could have the celebration party she deserved. 

	She stared across the seat of the limo while Mariana poured champagne. “M?”

	“Yeah, everything okay?”

	“I think I’m in love,” the words flew off of her lips with ease and in that moment Lily knew it was the truth. 

	Mariana made a squeal and handed a glass over to Lily. “Well I’ll cheers to that!” 

	Lily’s face flushed with heat. When was the last time she had felt this way for anyone? Years, easily. And now it all seemed so simple, so real. Naomi had won her over, completely. “Cheers,” she clinked her champagne flute against Mariana’s and they drank as the limo driver took them to their first club on the list Naomi had planned for them. 

	They had a second glass on the drive, exchanging ideas and theories on what they thought Mariana’s new job would be like, how excited she was to start working again, what she wanted her first menu to look like. It was the exact sort of conversation they had many times over their stint as co-workers and business partners. The familiarity of it all felt soothing. It helped to calm both of their nerves.

	“Ladies, your destination,” the driver announced from the front seat as the limo slowed to a stop. 

	“You go first,” Lily motioned. “All eyes on you. You’re the star of the show, babe.”

	Mariana shook her head but all the same was happy to be the first to exit the car. This was a lifestyle she had never experienced before. 

	“Oh, my, god,” Mariana said as soon as they were both standing outside. At the top of the towering building all they could see was flashing neon lights, could barely make out the chatter of hundreds of people and bass-dropping synth music reverberating from the rooftop party. 

	“Hope you aren’t scared of heights?” Lily laughed.

	A man in a suit walked up to them and asked, “Are you under the Flynt reservation?”

	“Yes,” Lily nodded, trying to hide her shock in the moment while Mariana playfully grabbed at her arm like a giddy school girl.

	“Please come with me,” the man ushered them towards the entrance of the building. 

	They rode an elevator all the way to the top of the building, and exited out onto the rooftop. Even before the elevator doors opened they could hear the vibrating pulse of the music, could hear the dinning laughter of the crowd. 

	“I can’t believe this is real,” Mariana exhaled and looked around.

	At one end of the roof was a lengthy pool, small tables were scattered everywhere, cocktail waitresses made their way through groups of people with sparkling drinks on their trays and every single person had the expensive sheen of wealthy royalty.

	“What should we do?” Lily laughed. It all felt overwhelming, rich beyond anything they had ever experienced before, but she couldn’t deny how exciting it all ways. 

	“How about we start with shots?” Mariana grinned from ear to ear. “I think I’m going to need a bit more alcohol before I can feel like I belong at a place like this, you know?”

	Lily shook her head. “Enjoy it, M. You deserve every second of it.”

	They snaked through the crowds of people until they found the length of a neon bar, behind which three bartenders were working quickly and stylishly, flipping shakers and pouring sparkling pink drinks over ice. 

	“Oh my god – is that who I think it is?” A shrill voice came from behind Lily’s shoulder. Mariana was already glaring before Lily could spin around. 

	Rachelle Winchester was standing directly behind her, her blonde hair perfectly curled and flowing around her shoulders. Bri was standing next to her, and it was hard not to recognize the woman who had humiliated her in front of Naomi all those months ago. 

	Bri cocked a perfectly arched eyebrow and smirked. “Oh, right. You’re that cute little cook, aren’t you?”

	“I’m a chef, yes,” Lily answered through gritted teeth. She could feel Mariana’s hand tightening against her arm. 

	This wouldn’t be like the last time. Bri wasn’t about to ruin Mariana’s celebration day. And Lily wanted to stay as far away from Rachelle as possible. The last time they had been in the same room Lily had managed to convince herself that a relationship with Naomi was impossible. She wasn’t about to screw that up again. 

	“That dress is so cute,” Rachelle’s voice grated out, flouncing with fake positivity that made Lily’ stomach curl. “I’m so sorry to hear about what happened with you and Naomi. I’m sure you two would have made such a cute little couple.”

	Lily chewed at her lip, uncertain of what to say to that. What was that supposed to mean? Did Rachelle think they weren’t seeing each other anymore? 

	Mariana took a step forward, glaring Rachelle down. “You don’t need to worry about them. They’re doing just fine.”

	Rachelle made a theatrical gasp, covering her mouth with pointed fingers and feigning to be shocked. “Oh, really? I had no idea. I was just having breakfast with the Flynt family a few mornings ago. They really do want to see us rekindle things.”

	“Well it’s not going to happen,” Mariana growled. “Why can’t you find something better to do than trying to ruin people’s lives?”

	Bri laughed meanly and butted in, “Wow, you’ve got such a good little guard dog. How did you even get into this party?”

	“Naomi arranged it, actually,” Mariana snapped back.

	Lily was too stunned by the interaction to offer anything. Instead, she just stood there and took every insult the other two women threw at them. Her blood was boiling with every smirk and snicker, but a cold pit was forming in the base of her stomach, making her feel sick.

	“Oh, that’s so interesting,” Rachelle purred. “She must feel bad, then.”

	“Feel bad for what?” Lily finally asked, taking the bait.

	“That she decided to come back to me,” Rachelle answered. “Or has she not told you that yet? Maybe she was waiting for you to have a good night first. A last goodbye. I know you can’t afford this kind of lifestyle all on your own, after all.”

	“What are you talking about?” Mariana stepped forward once more, placing herself between Rachelle and Lily. Lily had to grab at her shoulder, hoping that her best friend wasn’t about to throw a right hook at Rachelle Winchester of all people. As much as she would like to see her perfect face marred by a bloody nose.

	“Wow, this is embarrassing,” Rachelle’s eyes widened. “I didn’t mean to be the one to tell you about all of this. But I guess it’s best you find out sooner rather than later, right?”

	Rachelle reached into her purse and pulled out her cellphone. With a few clicks she was thrusting the screen into Mariana and Lily’s faces. And what Lily saw hit her like a sack of bricks, deflating all of the air from her lungs in one single blow. 

	It was Rachelle and Naomi together, clearly lying in Naomi’s bed, their arms entangled. Worst of all, Naomi was kissing Rachelle’s shoulder. 

	Lily wanted to throw up. She wanted to run away. She wanted to dive off the rooftop. Anything to disappear and get away from that picture and Rachelle. 

	“M?” Lily squeaked. It was the only thing she could muster to speak, worried that anything else would cause her to actually vomit all the remains of champagne and their dinner. 

	Mariana immediately  wrapped her arm around Lily’s waist and was pulling her back towards the door. “You’re a horrible person,” she said over her shoulder.

	And the last thing Lily heard as they left the party was the cackle of Rachelle and Bri following right behind them. 

	This was it. They had won. 

	And without even knowing it, the Flynt family was going to get their way. Their perfect daughter would marry the perfect spouse, and Lily would be removed from the picture entirely. 





Chapter Twenty One



Naomi




	Naomi hadn’t heard from Lily after her night partying with Mariana. If she were honest, she was a little surprised. She had thought maybe at the very least a thank you text would have come through at some point. And Naomi hadn’t bothered with texting Lily first. She didn’t want to bother her while she was celebrating with her best friend. 

	But it didn’t mean that she wasn’t concerned. She hoped that they hadn’t partied so hard that they had found themselves inside of a jail cell in the morning. Though it had been months, Naomi couldn’t help but remember how feisty Mariana had been that night they all first met at the club, and she wouldn’t be too surprised if those two ran into trouble together during a night out on the town. 

	It wasn’t worth worrying about quite yet. Naomi had made plans with Lily to have a night at her apartment, and was expecting her to show up at any moment. She wanted to surprise not just Mariana with the night on the town for their celebration, but she wanted to make sure Lily understood she was ready to commit. Enough time had passed that Naomi was beginning to realize just how much Lily meant to her. 

	So she had decided to make them both a dinner to surprise Lily with. For the first time, Naomi would cook. And she wanted to surprise Lily with one extra special thing: that she was going to let Lily leave their arrangement and just be her girlfriend, without any games or pretending. She didn’t care about how her family felt about who she chose to be with. The choice had been made. It had always been Lily. She didn’t want anyone else by her side. 

	She had laid out two covered plates on the dinner table, with spaghetti hiding underneath. It was something easy enough that she could figure out how to cook on her own. And she had lit candles on the table. The other lights in her apartment were turned off, so the candles provided the only flickering, warm light. It was about as romantic as Naomi could think to make it.

	All she needed now was for Lily to show up. 

	And just like magic, there was a knock on the door. Naomi’s heart leapt in her chest, swelling with excitement to not just see Lily but to hold her, kiss her, and tell her all the things she was feeling about their relationship. 

	Naomi quickly went to the door and swung it open. “You look beautiful,” she breathed at the sight of Lily standing there. She was wearing nothing spectacular. A basic navy t-shirt and frayed denim shorts, with her curly hair hanging wild and unkempt around her shoulders. 

	But it was in that state that Naomi found Lily to be the most attractive. Her natural self. Her normal self. No show of wealth, no playing dress up, no trying to fit into someone else’s perception of beauty. She just was. And what she was, was beautiful. 

	“Thank you,” Lily spoke slowly, but she made no motion to step inside, to hug Naomi, to kiss her. There was a sudden sense of coldness that stabbed like a dagger between Naomi’s shoulder blades. 

	“Are you doing okay?” Naomi asked, her body suddenly racked with nerves. Everything that was supposed to be so perfect felt alarmingly wrong. Distant. And she felt a frantic urge to grasp onto something solid, to go back to everything she had been feeling just seconds before.

	“Yeah, I’m okay, why?” Lily kept herself at a distance, standing awkwardly in the hallway like she somehow didn’t belong. 

	“I just…something seems a little off,” Naomi stammered. “Won’t you come inside? I have a surprise for you.”

	Lily nodded and stepped past Naomi without so much as a touch. And there was no reaction to words of a surprise. Nothing like every other time Naomi had tried to win her over. In the past she had always had a sparkle in her eyes, a certain childlike wonder with all the gifts and affection Naomi showered over her. 

	“Is something wrong?” Naomi asked again.

	“I’m okay,” Lily said quietly. “I think maybe I’m just a little hung over? It was quite the night last night.”

	Naomi led them down the dark hallway and into the dining room where the table was set. Lily stopped in her tracks, staring at the candles and the dinner plates, shock written across her expression. 

	“Do you like it? I thought I would be the one to make you dinner for once.”

	“This is really nice of you,” Lily said. “Are you sure the food will be edible?”

	Naomi chuckled, happy to see that the night wasn’t totally ruined. Maybe Lily really was just hung over and it was the only thing affecting her mood. “It’s just spaghetti. I figured I couldn’t mess that one up even if I tried.”

	They moved to the table and sat down. 

	“So did you get through all the places I had set up for you two last night?” Naomi poured them each some red wine while she spoke. 

	“No, actually,” Lily took a small intake of air, steeling herself for the approaching questions she knew would come. “We only made it to the first one.”

	“The first one?” Naomi gasped. “But there were like…five different places on the list. Then again, that first spot is a good one. Did you two just end up hanging out there all night? Because I wouldn’t be able to blame you. Hopefully you got tipsy enough to jump into that swimming pool at least.”

	Lily didn’t laugh but her lips did curl just at the ends, the slightest of smiles. And that was enough to make Naomi think they were heading in the right direction. Before she could lay her feelings out on the table she needed Lily to be in her best mood. She wanted the moment to be perfect, and she could tell something was bothering Lily.

	“Yes,” Lily lied. “Well, we didn’t jump into the pool or anything. But we just loved the first spot so much it seemed like a shame to leave early. Mariana thought it would be great to see the sunset over the city from the rooftop.” 

	Naomi smiled. “Well I’m glad that you got do just that. It really is a special sight. Mariana is lucky to have you as her best friend.”

	“Well, we couldn’t have done it without you,” Lily smiled from across the table. “Thank you so much for setting all of that up for us.” 

	Naomi sipped at her wine. Everything in the room felt tense and she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off. But Lily didn’t seem to be budging. Naomi watched as Lily slowly picked at her spaghetti, not attempting to even look at Naomi once. 

	“Are you sure everything is okay?” Naomi pressed. She didn’t want to be annoying, but she also knew Lily well enough to know that something was wrong.

	“I’d rather not talk about it right now, is that okay?” Lily bit back, her defensive tone causing a ridge of goose bumps to shoot down her spine. 

	“Okay,” Naomi said slowly and calmly. “Well, if you ever want to talk about it…”

	“Can’t we just drop it?” Lily blurted. “Please?” 

	Naomi took a deep inhale and leaned back against her chair. This night was not going to plan. There was no way she could ask Lily to be her girlfriend tonight. Not when Lily was in such a bad mood, and with the tension so high. It wouldn’t feel right. It wouldn’t feel perfect.

	“I took another job from you parents,” Lily broke the silence.

	“What? Is that what’s bothering you?” 

	“No,” Lily shook her head and dabbed at the corner of her mouth with a napkin. “I just wanted to change the subject. And I thought it was something you should know about.”

	Naomi sighed. “I really wish you wouldn’t keep working for them.”

	“I need it for my business, Naomi,” Lily shrugged. “It’s invaluable to my resume. And there’s always the chance that I’ll find new clients from her parties.”

	“I guess,” Naomi stared at the plate of spaghetti in front of her, wishing she could fall into it and disappear. This wasn’t anything like the night she had imagined in her head. “It’s just that I want my family to stop treating you as just a chef. You’re more than that to me.”

	“But that’s what I am,” Lily argued. “I can’t change who I am. And I’m certainly not going to change just to please your parents.”

	“I don’t want you to change who you are. I just think that if you keep working for a paycheck from my mother then they’ll only ever see you as one of their staff. Not someone who means something to me.” 

	Lily pushed her chair back from the table. “I am a working woman, Naomi. I can’t help that I didn’t come from money like you did. I have to work for a living. I don’t have any other choice.”

	Naomi stayed sitting, her entire body grown suddenly rigid and cold. Where was all of this coming from? Naomi didn’t care where Lily came from or how much money she made. She just wanted her family to stop seeing Lily as someone who would never be good enough to join their family. And if Lily continued to cook for their parties her mother would never accept Lily into their lives. 

	“You don’t have to worry about money,” Naomi’s voice cracked. She didn’t know what else to say. She didn’t know how to make this argument end, or how to make Lily feel better. She could feel everything slipping away, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.

	“Are you joking?” Lily threw her arms in the air. “You really don’t get what it’s like to just be a normal person do you? Real life isn’t fancy rooftop parties and limo drivers and expensive dresses. Real life is bills, and working, and having to do what needs to be done. You just don’t get that, do you?”

	Naomi fidgeted with the napkin in her lap, pulling so hard her fingers turned pink from the pressure. She wanted to rewind this night, start over from the beginning. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to sound like I don’t understand. I just…you know I’m happy giving you a paycheck and in return you don’t have to work for people who treat you badly.”

	Lily made a snorting laugh like she couldn’t believe what Naomi had just said. “Who don’t treat me badly? Right. Like I’m not something entirely expendable to you.” 

	Naomi squinted up at the other woman, shocked by the direction this conversation had taken. “You’re not expendable to me, Lily. Where is all of this coming from? Please, help me out here.”

	“Oh, please,” Lily let out another angered laugh. “Rachelle let me know everything.”

	“Rachelle?” Naomi stood up at the name, confused and wanting to find the pause button on their argument – wanting to reach out and hug Lily, to let her know that whatever was happening right now was total nonsense.

	“Don’t play stupid,” Lily glared. “Your little game is over, Naomi. I expected you to tell me the truth about it all tonight, but by the looks of this little dinner you wanted to keep on using me. Well I’m done being used, okay? You can get back to the life you really want.”

	“Lily, please, this isn’t-“ Naomi reached out to grab Lily’s hand but the other woman pulled back and shook her head.

	“Don’t,” Lily dropped the final word with cold finality, her eyes shaking with tears as she glared at Naomi. 

	Before Naomi could try and say or do anything Lily was out the door. 

	And all she could do now was stand in the dining room, her body shaking with imminent tears and confusion, her only company the flickering candles and uneaten spaghetti. 

	Everything was ruined. 





Chapter Twenty Two



Lily




	Lily hadn’t talked to Naomi in days and she had no intentions of changing that. There had been several missed phone calls and texts gone unanswered. Naomi had tried apologizing, tried telling Lily that everything was a misunderstanding, tried to get her back over to her apartment. But Lily knew she couldn’t give in that easily. She knew that if she listened to Naomi, even for just a moment, her heart would over-rule her head and she would find it in her to forgive.

	But every time she thought about forgiving Naomi, Lily was reminded of the picture on Rachelle’s phone. Rachelle’s hair curled around Naomi’s fingers, Naomi’s lips on the other woman’s face. The thought of that image made her stomach curl into scrambled knots, her throat clenched up, threatening to burst with a sobbing wail. She couldn’t just let that image go. Or pretend like it didn’t exist. Or let Naomi lie to her about it.

	Rather than give Naomi the chance to win her back over Lily was doing what she thought was best. She was ignoring her. Avoiding her at all costs, refusing to go anywhere that she knew Naomi might go in an attempt to see her. 

	The only downside of that plan was that she was on her way to meet with Cadence Flynt about the catering job offer. In the pit of her stomach, Lily feared that Naomi would be there, waiting, using this moment as a chance to speak to her again. But she had to keep that fear pushed to the back of her mind, because what mattered most in the moment was accepting a new job from Cadence, and the handsome paycheck that would certainly follow. 

	Naomi would never understand the idea of needing money. She would never understand the lifestyle of needing to work in order to survive. And for that reason alone, Lily was certain she would never be good enough for Naomi. There would always be too great of a divide between them. 

	Cadence had made plans to meet at a coffee shop downtown, and Lily could see the woman before she had even opened the door to the shop. From outside the windows anyone could see the wealth that was Cadence Flynt: perfectly coifed hair, a white pantsuit that shouted power, the jeweled rings on her fingers shining from a mile away, each one probably amounting to more than a year of Lily’s rent. 

	As soon as Lily opened the door Cadence was already waving her over with a slow curl of her fingers, not enough motion to attract attention but enough to show that she held every ounce of the power in this dynamic. Lily was paid help, and Cadence expected her to answer each beck and call. And as much as she hated it, Lily would suck it up, push away her pride, and do exactly what she was told. The money would be worth it in the end.

	“I ordered your drink for you,” Cadence said as Lily sat down.

	“Oh, thank you,” Lily answered, trying to show a feigned appreciation rather than the annoyance that was brewing beneath the surface. 

	“I don’t have much time but I want to go over some details for our event this weekend. It’s going to be quite the splendid affair.”

	“I’m here to listen,” Lily pulled out a small notebook so she could take any notes of what food Cadence would want and not want. “Whatever you need to make it perfect.”	

	“That’s just the thing,” Cadence wrapped her fingers around her coffee cup and made direct, boiling eye contact with Lily. “This does need to be perfect. I’m sure my daughter told you all about it?”

	Lily took a sharp intake of air through her nose, steeling herself against the table. She didn’t want to talk about Naomi. “No,” she answered simply, afraid that if she spoke more she would say something she would regret.

	“What a shame,” Cadence’s voice slithered with a wicked poison, all cruelty behind her golden jewelry and smirking lips. “It’s my daughter’s engagement party. You remember Rachelle, don’t you?”

	Lily felt her stomach drop. An engagement party? So she had been right after all. This had all been some silly little lie, and Naomi and Rachelle had been destined to be together through it all. She wanted to scream, to flip the table, to run away from Cadence Flynt and the rest of her family forever. But she bit her tongue and answered as calmly as she could, “I’m sure it will be a beautiful party.”

	Cadence tilted her jaw up, examining Lily like a hunting lioness, looking for any cracks in defense. “It must be. Our families have been waiting for this day for a long time.”

	“Well congratulations to you all,” Lily said through clenched teeth, trying her best to keep her composure beneath Cadence’s stare. “I will do my best to make sure the meal itself is as perfect as the rest of the evening.”

	“I’m sure you will,” Cadence folded her hands on the table, appearing pleased with the outcome of the conversation. “I have a list of possible foods that I think would be exceptional.” She slid a folder of papers over to Lily. “But I trust your judgment to make the right choices. If you need any extra outside help I suggest you hire someone on. I don’t want there to be any issues. And the guest list is quite extensive, I’m sure you understand.”

	“Yes,” Lily nodded. “I’ll bring in extra help, of course, thank you.”

	Cadence slid her chair back from the table and stood, hooking her purse in the crook of her arm and staring down the straight slope of her nose at Lily. “I admire your ability to put your little, fling, with my daughter aside. This is what’s best for her, I’m sure you know.” 

	Without waiting for a response Cadence strode past Lily and out the door, leaving Lily to deal with the aftermath all on her own. 

	Lily lifted her hands out of her lap, her knuckles ghost white from being clenched during the entire meeting. And now that the adrenaline of needing to keep her composure in front of Cadence Flynt was dissipated, the very real sense of grief was starting to climb through her body, burning cold holes in her nerves and resolve. 

	She took several deep breaths before standing, using the table to help keep her from falling over. The room felt like it was spinning around her, unstable and impermanent, like she might slip away at any second. 

	There had been a lingering doubt in the back of her head that maybe, just maybe, Naomi really had been telling her the truth. That everything had really been just one big misunderstanding. But this solidified everything for her. Naomi and Rachelle really were a thing – and were about to make it a permanent love. The kind of love that Lily had thought she might feel for Naomi. 

	A cold fist wrapped around her heart and chest, ripping away all sense of warmth, making her lungs feel like they couldn’t get enough air. She dug through her bag until finding her phone, and immediately dialed Mariana’s number while leaving the coffee shop. She needed something real to grasp onto. Her friend. Her best friend. To bring her back down to earth. To make the spinning in her head stop. To make her remember to breathe. That everything would be okay. 

	“Hello?” Mariana answered. “How did the meeting go?”

	Lily kept the phone against her ear and kept walking but couldn’t bring herself to form words. The only thing she could concentrate on was the steady movement of her feet.

	“Lily? Hello?”

	“They’re getting engaged,” Lily finally choked out the words, and they fell across her tongue like sandpaper, painful to think about and even more painful to say aloud.

	“Who’s getting engaged?” Mariana asked on the other end.

	“Naomi and Rachelle.”

	“You can’t be serious! Engaged?!” Mariana was screaming.

	“Mrs. Flynt hired me on to work their engagement party, M. Their fucking engagement party.” Lily was shaking, a small spark of rage starting to take over the pooling well of sadness.

	“I can’t believe that bitch,” Mariana spat. “She was lying to you this whole time? Oh my god, Lily, I’m so sorry. You’re on your way home right?”

	For the first time Lily looked up at the street signs and realized she had just been walking without any direction or purpose. “Yes, I’ll be there soon.”

	“You’re not taking the job are you? This feels like one big practical joke and those assholes are just laughing at you.” 

	“I took the job,” Lily answered. “I need the money, M. Mrs. Flynt also said I should bring in extra help, so I was going to ask for you to come with me? Like good old times?”

	“No way! Lily you can’t just walk into the lion’s den like that. You can’t do this to yourself.”

	“I have to do this,” Lily was determined. “Not just for the money. But to put an end to all of this. Once Naomi knows I know the truth she has to stop calling me and texting me all the time. I just want her to leave me alone, you know? I need this, M. Please?”

	Mariana sighed. “I think this is one of the worst ideas you’ve ever had, Lil. But if you really think you need it?”

	“I do.”

	“Then of course I’ll help you.”

	“Thank you so much. I knew I could count on you.”

	“But one thing, Lil?”

	“What’s that?”

	“If we get the chance to spit in her food we have to take it.”

	Lily laughed unexpectedly. “Of course we can.”

	“Okay, deal. See you soon?”

	“See you soon,” Lily affirmed and disconnected the phone call. 

	Maybe Mariana was right. Maybe it was a terrible idea. Lily was sure that it was going to sting. That seeing Naomi with Rachelle was going to kill her inside. That all the tiny moments of perfection she had shared with Naomi over the last few months were going to be forever ruined, no longer happy and beautiful memories but rather black little lies that would forever haunt her. But Lily was determined to put herself through it. She wasn’t going to let Naomi win like that. She would get the last laugh. 

	More than anything Lily wanted Naomi to know that she knew her secrets. That the truth had been uncovered, and that even though the knowledge of Naomi’s relationship with Rachelle was like a painful, burning dagger lodged in her heart, the important thing was that Lily finally knew everything. Naomi couldn’t cover up these tracks, no matter how hard she might try. 

	It was finally over. Everything between them, ruined. 





Chapter Twenty Three



Naomi




	The last time Naomi had tried to reach out to Lily she promised herself it would be the last. She was falling into desperation, and it wasn’t like her to be that way. She never chased after anyone, never tried this hard to make someone believe her. Naomi had never needed to chase anything in her life. Everything had always been handed to her on a silver platter, ever since birth. 

	But for the first time in her life, the chasing felt worth it. Naomi knew it was because for the first time in her life there was something worth chasing: Lily. Lily would always be worth it. But it had been weeks of unanswered texts and ignored phone calls and at some point it was time to let go. 

	Even though she had told herself she was going to stop chasing, Naomi was still sitting in her car, staring at Lily’s contact information in her phone. She wondered if she should try calling again, maybe try texting again. There had to be some secret phrase that would somehow make everything okay. Some special code word that would make Lily just listen to her, even for just a second. A second was all she needed to make Lily see this was all just one big misunderstanding. Rachelle was a cruel liar, and had interfered with everything between them. But Rachelle meant nothing to her. And Lily meant everything.

	Naomi took a deep breath and leaned her head back, deciding instead to put her phone away. She knew there was nothing she could send at this point that would bring Lily back to her. She looked out the window and stared up at her parent’s house, the outdoor plants covered in glittering fairy lights and the light from the windows shining out at her. People in expensive suits and fabulous dresses were slowly pouring their way in through the entrance. 

	It was just another meaningless party, another waste of her time. It would be another night of fake laughs with total strangers, mundane conversations that went nowhere. But, in her goal of keeping on good terms with her parents, Naomi had no choice but to attend. She was expected to be there. To be the shining face of the Flynt family name, the future to the business and wealth. 

	With a begrudging sigh Naomi stepped out of her car and went into her family’s house. Almost immediately she was greeted by a man with a serving tray of champagne, which Naomi took happily. If anything was going to help her get through this night it would be free alcohol. 

	An older woman who Naomi recognized as someone who was always at these parties but not as someone who actually knew her came and squeezed Naomi on the arm with an affectionate smile. “I’m so excited for the news,” she whispered. 

	“News?” Naomi asked.

	“Oh, yes, but we mustn’t spoil the surprise. Your mother would be absolutely appalled.” The woman didn’t wait to hear anything else from Naomi before wandering off into the groups of mingling suits and dresses. 

	Naomi had no idea what the woman had been talking about. But she wouldn’t be surprised if her mother had spent an overwhelming amount of money on some new art piece, or if her father had started a new business venture. Her family would throw a party for the simplest of reasons, but would always act like it was for a life-changing event. And either way, Naomi wasn’t interested. 

	Even at the best of times Naomi had cared very little for these parties or the vapid reasons her mother threw them. But now that her mind was fully consumed by thoughts of Lily, and sadness was her constant companion, she had no energy to pretend to care about her family’s money or announcements. 

	A serving man in a tuxedo suit announced himself by chiming a fork against a champagne flute until the room was silenced. “Mrs. Flynt will see her guests in the dining area now.” 

	Everyone began to slowly stream towards the dining room. Naomi followed, not because she wanted to but because she had to. Gossip flooded her ears, coming at her from every direction. She heard Rachelle mentioned at least twice, but couldn’t hear any one conversation well enough to put the pieces together. 

	A seat across from her mother at the head of the table was open, waiting for her as usual. Naomi quietly slipped past bodies and sat, eying her mother’s smirking face. Why was everything so strange? Was everyone staring at her and whispering or was it just her imagination? 

	The chair next to her pulled back and Rachelle sat. 

	Naomi’s heart sank. Of course they would be seated next to each other. Her mother just couldn’t quit with her stupid little games. 

	“Welcome everyone,” Cadence announced as soon as all the guests had taken their seats. 

	Rachelle was smiling sweetly at Naomi as she whispered, “It’s good to see you.”

	Naomi kept her eyes fixated in front of her, ignoring Rachelle entirely.

	“Let’s make sure we all have our champagne before I have a very special announcement to make,” Cadence said over the slow dim of mingling conversations.

	From the door that led to the kitchen a flurry of servers entered, bottles of expensive champagne propped across their forearms. Naomi was paying no attention until the server arrived at her section of the table. She would have recognized those light brown curls from a mile away. 

	Lily.

	Her heart jumped in her chest and a wave of electric goose bumps shot across her body. What was she doing here? Naomi wanted to reach out, to touch Lily’s arm, to make eye contact for even just a second. But Lily wouldn’t look at her as she poured champagne into the flutes around her. 

	Naomi noticed Mariana pouring champagne next to Lily, and unlike Lily, Marian was making direct eye contact with her. It was a look of total rage and malice, and made Naomi feel suddenly small beneath the glare. I’m sorry, Naomi mouthed to Mariana, but the other woman made no attempt to answer or even soften her burning stare. 

	“Everyone,” Cadence stood and held her champagne flute aloft. “We have the greatest of announcements to make this evening. My beautiful daughter,” she held her hand out towards Naomi, “Is finally engaged. To Ms. Rachelle Winchester!”

	A wild uproar of cheering filled the room and everyone was lifting their champagne in the air and Naomi’s mouth dropped in stunned shock as her mother grinned down at her. 

	Behind the chaos of clapping hands and drinking mouths Naomi could see Lily’s face, for just a second, as the other woman turned a deep shade of red and quickly left back towards the kitchen. 

	“What is this about?” Naomi whispered to her father.

	He sat in total, unmoving silence. No clapping, no cheering, no drinking, just the stoic face of a man who was letting his wife run the show in a way that he seemed to neither approve or disapprove. 

	“Dad?” Naomi pressed again, knowing that any conversation with her mother in that moment would result in a screaming match in front of all of their guests. 

	“Your mother thinks it’s time for you to stop playing games,” he finally answered quietly. “And I agree with her. It’s time, Naomi, for you to step up as the future of this family and our business. You can’t keep messing around.”

	Naomi reached out and squeezed her father’s arm. “I’m not playing games, Dad. Please, don’t make me do this. It isn’t what I want.”

	He shifted in his seat, clearly uncomfortable, but as was her father’s way, he was not the type to cause a scene. “It’s what your mother thinks is best.”

	“Of course it is,” Naomi hissed and glared up at her mother who was too busy hugging random strangers. The entire celebration felt more about her than it did for Naomi, or even Rachelle, who was quietly trying to grab Naomi’s attention next to her. But she wouldn’t give in. Rachelle was the trigger to all of this going so wrong. She was the catalyst that had driven a wedge between herself and Lily. 

	There was nothing Naomi had to say to her. But there was plenty that she had to say to her mother.

	“What are you doing?”

	Cadence flashed a look at her daughter that was a one-time warning. A quick glance that said sit down and be a good girl. But Naomi wasn’t going to bend quite so easily. She threw her chair backward as she stood.

	“This isn’t happening,” she said loudly enough that everyone in her direct vicinity could hear.

	“Naomi, sweetheart, now’s not the time,” Cadence tried to settle the situation again. 

	“No, it’s the perfect time,” Naomi yelled. “I am not marrying Rachelle. I am not engaged. You don’t get to just decide my life for me!”

	Slowly the mingling of the room died, all eyes turning to stare as Naomi shouted across the table at her mother.

	“Naomi, please,” Cadence was glaring at her daughter, ready to do whatever it took to silence her.

	“No,” Naomi hit her hand against the table. “This isn’t happening! You can disown me, you can cast me out, you can pretend I’m not even your daughter if that’s what you need. I am not going through with this!” 

	Without waiting for an answer Naomi fled towards the kitchen, desperate to find Lily. 

	She had to make things right with her. 

	But aside from the servers who were putting lids on the first course to bring out, the kitchen was empty.

	“Where is the chef?” Naomi asked to anyone who would answer.

	“I think I saw her leave,” one man said. 

	Naomi didn’t wait, but exploded out of the kitchen and went running out of her parent’s house, praying she could catch up. All she needed was this one chance to set things right. To make Lily understand that she had never been involved in any of this, and that she didn’t want to be. That Lily was all that she wanted. But Lily was nowhere to be found. 

	And without the chance to catch up to her, without the chance to fix everything, Naomi knew in the moment that there were no more chances. Lily would keep on ignoring her, and Naomi would eventually have to give up. 

	Naomi slid to her knees and pressed her face into her hands, a giant sob shattering from the depths of her body and releasing into the quiet night air, all of her grief being swallowed up by the stars. 





Chapter Twenty Four



Lily




	Lily was at her apartment, sitting on the couch in total darkness. She had fled the Flynt party as quickly as her legs could carry her. Every reason she had built up for taking the job had suddenly disappeared as soon as Cadence Flynt had made her announcement to the room. The announcement that Naomi and Rachelle were engaged. The way the room had erupted in applause and chatter and the chime of people hitting their silverware against champagne flutes had made her brain grow instantly fuzzy with blurry pain and shame. 

The money didn’t matter anymore as soon as she had looked at the table and saw Naomi sitting next to Rachelle. There wasn’t enough money in the world that would be able to fix that amount of torture. There wasn’t a paycheck big enough that could fix the crack that had shattered through her heart. 

	The room had turned into one giant blur, with Cadence’s words ringing in her ears. 

My beautiful daughter is finally engaged! 

Even though she had known what she was walking into, that she was cooking for the engagement, the words had stung her to the very center of her core. It had felt so real when before the news had seemed like fiction, and the pain had shook her nerves, destroyed her resolve, and she had vanished from the Flynt house. 

She wondered if it was Cadence Flynt or Naomi or even Rachelle that had staged the plan to make Lily see them together that way. It wouldn’t hurt Lily to know that Cadence or Rachelle were responsible, but to think that Naomi would cause her that amount of damage was too much to bear. Had she always meant so little to her? Had she always been expendable? A fun little experiment to play around with before she settled down for real? 

The apartment door opened and Mariana fled in, rushing to sit next to Lily’s side. “Lily, we have to talk.”

Lily pushed her best friend’s hand away and shook her head. There was nothing left to say. There was nothing left to talk about. “I think I just need to be alone right now, M. Is that okay? Please?”

“No, you don’t understand,” Mariana pressed. “None of it was real.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You left before you could see any of it,” Mariana was talking with urgent speeding, her hands wrapped around Lily’s arm and squeezing gently. “Naomi freaked out on her mom.”

“What?” Lily finally pulled her eyes away from the wall and stared at her best friend but all she felt was confusion. Why would Naomi do something like that? 

“It wasn’t planned, Lil. I don’t think Naomi knew anything about it.”

“How could she not know? That doesn’t make any sense. Are you sure?” Despite everything, despite the grief sitting like a knot at the base of her stomach, she desperately wanted what Mariana was saying to be true. 

“I don’t know exactly, but you should have heard her. She was so angry and just screaming at her mom right in front of everyone. She went chasing after you,” Mariana said.

“After me?” Lily ran through the memory of leaving the Flynt house, tried to remember if she had heard Naomi behind her, but everything was such a blur. She barely remembered leaving, just the very real sensation that she had needed to get out. The tears that had been running down her face as she ran outside to her car.

“Lily I think you need to talk to her. Actually talk to her. I think maybe you have everything all wrong,” Mariana squeezed Lily’s arm. “I don’t think she had anything to do with all of this.” 

“Are you sure?” Lily shook her head. It was all too much to take on at once. The thought of opening herself back up to Naomi seemed impossible. There was just too much hurt between them to go back. She didn’t know if there was even a chance for things to be repaired at this point. 

“Lily, this isn’t the time to be stubborn or scared,” Mariana pressed harder. “You care about her. And she cares about you. If you even think, for just a second, that you might want to forgive her…then this is the time. True love is worth it, don’t you think?”

Lily chewed at her lip and smiled. “It is worth it.”

“Then go see her, Lil. Before it’s too late. Please.”

Lily took a deep sigh and stood up. “I hope you’re not wrong about this, M.”

“I wouldn’t lie to you,” Mariana smiled. “I think she really loves you, Lil. You just need to be brave.”

“Wish me luck,” Lily grinned. 

It was hard to believe she was really about to go see Naomi again. It was even harder to believe that Naomi had yelled at her mother in front of that crowded room. But it had to mean something. Even though it was terrifying to think about getting hurt all over again, if there was any chance that things could work out between them, it would all be worth it. 

“You got this, Lil.” Mariana gave a little pep talk from the couch as Lily walked out of the apartment to go make things right. 

She didn’t have to travel far. As soon as she opened the door to the sidewalk Lily’s heart lurched in her chest. Naomi was standing there, looking just as shocked as she felt to see her. 

Naomi’s makeup had been running, trails of black mascara streaked down her cheeks, and the red flush of her lipstick was smudged at the corners of her mouth. As Lily stared at the other woman she realized she had never been more beautiful than in this moment. Entirely imperfect but the most exquisite rose. 

“I’m sorry,” Naomi spoke first. “I don’t want to bother you, I just needed to see you.”

“I was actually leaving to go see you,” Lily admitted with a sheepish smile.

Naomi’s eyes widened. “You were?”

“Mariana told me about what happened at the party,” Lily said. “She said you yelled at your mom?”

Naomi made a short laugh and nodded. “I did.” 

“Why?”

“I wasn’t part of any of this, Lily,” Naomi stepped forward. “I need you to know that. My mother planned all of this without me. To control me, I’m certain. But more than that she wanted to hurt you. To chase you away from me, forever.”

“It nearly worked,” Lily stepped forward to meet Naomi, their bodies hovering just inches away from each other. The closeness of their bodies radiated electric bursts of neon energy, tiny lightning bolts that danced across her skin and ran deep into her nerves. It was just like the first time they had touched. It was magic, and Lily stared into Naomi’s eyes, wishing that they had never been separated at all. 

“It was all lies,” Naomi reached her hand out and ran her fingers gently across Lily’s cheek. “I would never hurt you like that, Lily. You must know that.”

“I know that now,” Lily whispered. “I just wish I had known it sooner. I’ve missed you all this time.”

Naomi leaned forward and pressed her lips against Lily’s mouth. Their arms entangled, Lily’s fingers reaching up into Naomi’s dark hair, Naomi’s arms wrapping around Lily’s lower back. 

“Don’t leave me again,” Naomi breathed against the smooth slope of Lily’s neck.

“Is that an order?” Lily whispered back, her lips planting a sweet kiss against the other woman’s cheek. 

Naomi grinned at the joke, warming beneath Lily’s touch with each playful kiss, each tug of their hands against the other’s body. “It is.”

“Then I must obey,” Lily said.

Naomi leaned forward, kissing just beneath Lily’s ear, moving her lips slowly over the delicate skin of her earlobe, and she whispered with a voice like honey, “Come back to my place with me.”

A wave of desire tore through Lily’s body, making her shudder inside the other woman’s embrace. The thrill of Naomi’s tongue on her skin, the seductive glint in Naomi’s eyes, she had missed everything about this. There was nowhere she wanted to be but with Naomi, pressed against her, feeling every inch of her body against her own. 

“Anything for you,” Lily breathed.

Lily felt foolish for having kept Naomi pushed away from her for so long. All this time, all the pain that she had felt over the last few weeks, could have been resolved with a single touch from Naomi’s hand. A single kiss from Naomi’s lips was enough to set her soul on fire, to remind her what warmth felt like, to make her feel whole and complete again. 

It would do her no good to think about those things now. The pain of their time apart was a thing of the past. They were together again. 

There was nothing as beautiful as being with Naomi again. 





Chapter Twenty Five



Naomi




	Naomi led Lily into her apartment by the hand, walking the same trail to her private room with an urgency that had them nearly sprinting. She pulled the door open and grinned back at Lily. 

	“Are you ready? We have lost time to make up for,” Naomi purred.

	Lily bit at her lip, looking between the plush bed in the middle of the room and Naomi’s eager eyes. There was nothing she wanted more than to show Naomi had much she wanted her. How much she needed her. “There’s nothing I want more,” she breathed with anticipation. 

	“Don’t worry about the bed right now,” Naomi mused. “I think we need to try something a little different, don’t you?”

	“Different how?” Lily asked. 

	“I want to make sure you know you’re mine.” Naomi walked to the cupboard at the corner of the room and pulled a drawer open. “I want to make sure you don’t need anything else but me. Us.”

	Lily stood in the doorway, watching Naomi work. She wasn’t sure what Naomi had in mind for them, but it didn’t matter to her. She would do anything Naomi asked of her. Her trust was fully with the other woman. 

	Naomi finally turned back around, two cords of rope dangling from her hands. “I want to see how I make you feel, Lily. I want to know the power I have over you.”

	Lily braced her shoulder against the wall. She was already feeling weak in the knees, desperate to be touching Naomi’s body, curious what the other woman was going to ask her to do. “What do you need me to do?”

	“See these hooks?” Naomi pointed at the wall next to her. High against the wall were two metal hooks. Naomi draped a piece of rope over each, and let them dangle. “I want you to stand right here, beneath them.”

	“Are you going to tie me up?” Lily breathed, but she moved forward to the wall where Naomi told her stand. 

	“Would you like me to do that?” Naomi asked. 

	Lily nodded silently, her eyes wavering across Naomi’s face, wishing for those lips to be pressed against her own. She was willing to do anything that Naomi asked of her. She knew that Naomi would never hurt her, and that even the things that seemed scary to her would only lead to a pleasure that she had never before experienced. A pleasure that only Naomi could bring out of her. 

	“Lift your arms,” Naomi commanded.

	Carefully, Naomi wrapped each piece of rope around Lily’s wrists, tugging until Lily’s arms were both hoisted above her head, secured firmly against the hooks in the wall. 

	“I’m going to make you cum right here,” Naomi breathed. “I want you to hold it until I give you permission to let go. Can you do that for me?”

	Lily shifted her body against the wall and could feel her arms aching already. She wanted to reach out and coil her fingers into Naomi’s hair, to pull the other woman’s face into her own. But she was confined, left stuck in her stance. “I can,” she answered. 

	Naomi stepped forward and began to unfasten the button on Lily’s pants. “First things first. We need to get you out of these clothes,” she purred her warm breath against Lily’s chest, just far enough away that Lily couldn’t touch. 

	Lily moved her hips with Naomi’s pulls until her pants and underwear were in a pile on the floor. The air of the room felt cold against her bare skin which only made her crave Naomi’s touch more. 

	Naomi slid down to her knees, looking up into Lily’s face with narrowed, pleasure-filled eyes. “Are you ready to cave for me?” 

	“Yes,” Lily gasped out, needing Naomi’s touch against her skin, feeling helpless with her hands above her head. 

	Naomi weaved her hands up Lily’s thighs, spreading the other woman’s legs until Lily was opened up to her. With slow grace she planted teasing kisses against Lily’s inner thigh, the palm of her hand moving between Lily’s legs until the warmth of her hand was wrapped against Lily’s center. 

	Her fingers slowly slipped across Lily’s skin and she let out a small gasp of air, “You’re already so wet for me,” Naomi purred.

	Lily’s body was blooming with heat and mounting desire, craving for Naomi’s lips to find her, for Naomi to slide her fingers deep inside her.

	Relishing the look of pained desire consuming Lily’s face, Naomi finally answered Lily’s wishes, her fingers slipping into Lily’s lips, her thumb curling fast trails across her bud. “I miss the way you taste,” Naomi whispered, and finally she placed her lips between Lily’s legs. 

	The tip of her tongue slid between the silky skin, tracing over each ridge with slow cruelty, moaning as she savored the taste of the other woman. Lily tossed her head back against the wall, her eyes closed and her mouth opening to let out a slow and shaking moan of pleasure.

	Naomi wrapped her hands around Lily’s thighs, bracing the other woman’s hips forward so that she could more easily access her warmth. She sucked gently at the center of her clit, flicking her tongue in fast circles over the tender mound. 

	Lily bucked her hips forward, gliding in rhythm with Naomi’s coiling licks. 

	“Don’t cum until I give you permission,” Naomi ordered.

	“Okay,” Lily breathed, hoping that she could keep her control until Naomi gave her permission to release her pleasure. 

	Naomi returned her tongue to Lily’s warmth, slipping her tongue past the other woman’s entrance, and used her thumb to wave fast circles atop Lily’s swollen bud, teasing her from every angle at once. Lily’s thighs began to shake, the threat of her orgasm beginning to ride up in strong, uncontrollable waves. 

	“Not yet,” Naomi purred from her spot but she continued to suck up Lily’s heat, savoring her sweet moisture, feeling euphoric from being in absolute control of Lily’s pleasure and desires. 

	Lily’s arms were pulling at the restraints holding her arms in the air, her body caving in response to Naomi’s touch. She wasn’t sure her legs could hold her any longer, and with each rapid flick of Naomi’s thumb over her center and each tantalizing suck from Naomi’s lips she thought she was going to lose control. “Please,” she moaned, her eyes closed as she felt the electric waves of her orgasm starting to rise inside her. “Please let me.”

	“Cum for me,” Naomi ordered before returning the tip of her tongue to Lily’s entrance, wanting to savor each moment of her release.

	Like lightning, Lily’s body shook, her mouth opening to pour out a shuddering sigh of delight as the orgasm tore through her body, her thighs shaking with uncontrollable energy against Naomi’s face, the climax overtaking control of every muscle in her body. She wanted to slump against Naomi’s body but her restraints kept her standing, and her head felt dizzy with the release of pleasure. 

	Naomi slowly slid up Lily’s body, planting sweet kisses against her neck as she reached up to untie the ropes holding Lily’s arms in place. “Was it worth the wait?” She whispered into Lily’s ear.

	Lily felt herself collapse against the wall as her arms dropped to her side, “I’ve never felt so good,” she answered. 

	“I want you to make me feel the same,” Naomi said.

	“What can I do for you?” Lily asked, staring with spent lust and hungry desire into Naomi’s gaze, hoping that she would be able to bring the other woman the same amount of pleasure that she had just felt. 

	“I want you to lie down on the bed,” Naomi ordered. 

	Lily followed the order quickly, crawling onto the large mattress, relieved to finally be lying down, no longer forced to stand. 

	Naomi slipped out of her dress and underwear and strode to the bed with hungry eyes staring down at Lily’s body. “Make me feel what you just felt,” Naomi said as she climbed onto the bed and on top of Lily’s lying body. Gracefully, she maneuvered herself until she was straddling just over Lily’s face. 

	Lily ran her hands across Naomi’s thighs, helping to brace her as Naomi slowly lowered her hips down until she was just above Lily’s mouth. “Put your mouth on me,” Naomi whispered.

	Lily answered by reacting alone, her tongue quickly sliding into the slit of Naomi’s center. Naomi made a small gasp at the sensation of Lily’s lips on her body, knowing that her climax would be rushing in quickly, her need for release having already built up while she had pleasured Lily against the wall. 

	She rocked her hips slowly, careful not to move too far from Lily’s wandering tongue. Naomi reached one hand down and began to stroke at her own swollen bud, moving her fingers in perfect harmony to each flick and swirl of Lily’s tongue. 

	Intense white heat was building up in her body, starting at the center and expanding, threatening to rip through her at any moment. 

	Lily’s tongue darted inside her entrance, sucking at the sweet, velvety skin while she drew tantalizing circles against her inner walls. 

	“Fuck,” Naomi suddenly moaned out as the orgasm reached its trembling crescendo. With panting breaths she slid down Lily’s body until they were in a missionary embrace, her body shaking, her juices slipping against Lily’s thighs. 

	“That was amazing,” Naomi whispered, her hand embracing Lily’s cheek, her eyes half-closed in ecstasy. “You’re amazing.”

	Lily planted a soft kiss on Naomi’s forehead, the pleasure of knowing that she could bring her to such pleasure an overwhelming warmth flowing through her body. “I love you,” she whispered without fear, knowing it was the truest form of honesty she could ever offer.

	Naomi’s eyes widened and softened, and she kissed Lily sweetly. “I love you, too.”

	“I could stay like this forever,” Lily admitted, her face dug into Naomi’s dark hair. 

	“Well then that’s exactly what we’ll do,” Naomi whispered. “Forever with you. Forever with me. The two of us, exactly as this.”

	Naomi wrapped her arms around Lily’s body and held her in a tender embrace, the two of them content to stay in each other’s arms. They would remain this way, together, a beautiful pair full of love. 

	And finally Naomi understood what true love meant. Her love for Lily was unconditional and irreplaceable, but more importantly, their love for each other was priceless. 





Epilogue




	The night where they had confessed their love had been over a year ago. And just as they had promised each other then, they had stayed that way, deeply in love with one another and always ready to show each other the pleasure they each deserved. 

	Lily was standing in the kitchen of the new apartment they had moved into together five months ago. Multiple pans were sizzling with various ingredients. 

	“How much longer is this going to take?” Naomi’s grandmother asked impatiently from the dining room table.

	Lily laughed and answered, “You can’t rush perfection! This is your birthday dinner after all!” 

	Naomi walked in from the bedroom, carrying a wrapped present to the dining table where her parents and grandmother sat. “Can you show a little patience, Grandma? I swear you’re getting more attitude with each passing year.” 

	“I’d have a lot less attitude if I didn’t have to wait around for everything,” she teased. 

	Cadence Flynt was picking at a vase of flowers in the center of the table with the same need for perfection that she had always had, but she was laughing, enjoying the time spent with her family for what seemed like the first time. 

	“Mom, you don’t have to fix everything you know,” Naomi teased.

	“Well, honestly, darling, who arranged these?” Cadence continued to fuss.

	“We got them at the grocery store,” Lily laughed from the kitchen. 

	Naomi’s father let out a guttural laugh from deep in his belly. “I’ve told your mother a hundred times that flowers are flowers. But she insists on a professional every time, you know.”

	“Oh, I know,” Naomi added with a laugh. 

	It had taken a little bit of coaxing from Naomi and a lot of admonishment from her grandmother to get her parents to find peace with her relationship with Lily. But, after Naomi explained their love for one another, they had finally understood. No longer was Lily an outcast from her family, and no longer did her mother feel an incessant desire to control her life. 

	Together, they were all happy. 

	“I know it’s Grandma’s birthday, but we have an announcement to make of our own,” Naomi spoke up. 

	Lily looked on from the kitchen until Naomi waved her over. 

	With their arms wrapped around each other’s waists, both women looked at Naomi’s family with nervous smiles.

	“We’re engaged!” Naomi finally cheered.

	Naomi’s parents and grandmother both burst into cheers of applause. Her grandmother stood from her chair and carefully wobbled to grasp Naomi in a strong, encouraging hug. 

	“I am so happy for you,” she whispered into Naomi’s ear. “You’ve found the real thing, you know. I knew you would.”

	“I couldn’t have done it without you,” Naomi whispered back.

	Naomi and Lily looked at each other and embraced to a new round of delighted clapping from the family. 

	And as they stared into each other’s eyes they knew that their love was meant to last a lifetime. 
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