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The aroma of fresh coffee wafted through the main entrance, mingling with the scent of aged paper and ink. The bookstore was a sanctuary of sorts, its walls lined with rows of leather-bound books, each one telling a story waiting to be unraveled. Soft lighting bathed the room in a warm glow, casting long shadows that danced across the polished wooden floors.

Alex stood at the center of this serene chaos, her presence commanding yet graceful. Dressed in a tailored black blazer that accentuated her curves, she exuded an air of confidence that belied the turmoil within. Her dark hair cascaded down her shoulders, and her piercing green eyes scanned the room with a mixture of anticipation and apprehension.

Fans of her work lined up, eager for her autograph. She smiled warmly, her voice smooth as she engaged in brief conversations with each admirer. Yet, beneath this composed exterior, Alex was a tempest of emotions, memories surfacing like unwanted guests from her past.

As she reached the end of the line, her gaze drifted to the corner of the room. There he was – Everet Collins. He hadn’t changed much; his once-pompous demeanor remained intact, now amplified by the presence of a woman by his side. She looked up at him with adoration, her soft features a stark contrast to his sharp angles.

Panic surged through Alex’s veins as her eyes lingered on him. The memories of high school bullied her relentlessly – taunts, mockery, and the constant reminder that she didn’t belong simply because she was a futa. But now, success had afforded her the luxury of control, of deciding how her story would unfold.

She turned away quickly, her breath shallow. As she signed another book, her mind raced. She couldn’t let him see her. She needed time to process this.

Before she could entirely compose herself, a soft touch on her arm startled her. The woman who had been beside her former bully stood beside her, her expression a mix of curiosity and something more. Alex met her gaze steadily, her pulse quickening as their eyes locked.

“Ms. Harper,” the brunette began hesitantly, “I’m a huge fan of your work. I’d love to get your autograph.”

Alex smiled, extending her hand towards the other woman. “Of course. My pleasure. Which name should I sign it to?”

“I’m Emily.”

The raven-haired woman smiled. She signed the book and then gave it back; their fingers brushed briefly, sending a jolt through Alex’s body. She pulled away quickly, her cheeks flushing ever so slightly.

“Thank you,” Emily said, her voice soft yet lingering. With that, she turned and disappeared into the crowd.

The writer watched her go, her mind a whirlwind of emotions. That seemed far too soft a woman to be with someone like Everet Collins.

She had to find out more. Maybe it was foolish of her, perhaps she should just let it go, but despite being more than a decade out of high school, sometimes, she still woke up at night, thinking of all the painful things people like Everet and his friends had done to her. She still hated them to this day, and there was nothing Alex would wish for more than revenge.

As her eyes lingered on Emily’s back, she started imagining how that revenge might be achieved.

The thought didn’t leave her mind over the days that followed until it became an obsession.

Determined to exact revenge, Alex decided to use her resources to find out as much as she could about her former bully and his wife. She hired private investigators to gather the information she needed, soon discovering that Everet had a high-paying job but often worked long hours away from home. His financial records showed some discrepancies, suggesting potential shady dealings or hidden debts, but nothing that seemed to be the smoking gun she needed. Even if she managed to get him arrested – and that was a maybe – she wouldn’t be satisfied with such a revenge.

She wanted something more personal.

Emily, Everet’s wife, led a quiet life with little online presence. Neighbors described her as reserved but kind, sweet, and good. The raven-haired woman spent far too much time studying the pictures the investigators got of the other woman.

The thought of Emily was what pushed her forward. There was something about the brunette that reeled her in, and she wished to know more about the other female.

And if there was a chance for her to seduce Everet’s wife...

She wouldn’t waste it.

How to do it, though?

In the end, Alex moved into an upscale apartment complex not far from Everet’s house, ensuring she would have ample opportunities to run into Emily. She knew it was risky, but the thought of getting close to the other woman thrilled and exhilarated Alex in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

Their first chance encounter occurred outside an art gallery near their neighborhood. Emily’s face lit up with recognition when she saw Alex. “Ms. Harper? What a surprise to see you here,” she exclaimed warmly.

Alex smiled back, delighted by the other woman’s enthusiasm. “Please, call me Alex. It’s wonderful to see you again, too, Emily.” They fell into an easy conversation, discovering shared interests in art and literature. 

Over the next few weeks, they began to run into each other more often – at a nearby cafe, in line at their local grocery store, and even during evening walks around the park. Each time, their interactions grew longer and more intimate.

Emily confided that she was a bit lonely living on her own while Everet traveled extensively for work. She seemed genuinely happy to have made Alex’s acquaintance and readily accepted Alex’s offer of a coffee or lunch at her rented apartment.

In turn, the futa found Emily’s company genuinely pleasant. The brunette was sweet, intelligent, and had a dry wit that Alex appreciated. Still, she couldn’t shake the underlying purpose behind her new friendship.

As they sat together at Alex’s dining table one sunny afternoon, sipping tea and chatting about their lives, the raven-haired woman sensed an opportunity. She reached out to tuck an errant strand of hair behind Emily’s ear, letting her fingers linger on soft skin.

Emily blushed slightly but didn’t pull away, her eyes widening with a mixture of surprise and something else – a spark of attraction, perhaps? The moment hung between them, full of unspoken possibilities. Alex felt a thrill course through her. She was one step closer to getting the revenge she craved.

And she certainly wished to explore the undeniable chemistry blossoming between them.

As the weeks followed, Alex and Emily grew increasingly close. What started as mere chance encounters blossomed into a deepening friendship, or so it seemed on the surface. The raven-haired author listened as Emily began to open up about her struggles and loneliness.

“Everet is always so busy with work,” Emily confided one rainy afternoon as they huddled together on Alex’s plush sofa, sipping herbal tea. “I feel like I barely see him anymore. It gets quite lonely being all by myself.”

Alex nodded empathetically, placing a comforting hand on Emily’s knee. “I can only imagine how difficult that must be for you,” she said softly. “And I’m really glad we’ve become friends.”

Emily smiled gratefully at Alex, her eyes shining. “You have no idea how much it means to me to have someone like you in my life. Everet’s friends... well, they’re not exactly warm and welcoming.”

A flicker of anger sparked in Alex’s chest at the implication that anyone could be unwelcoming to the sweet woman beside her. She squeezed the other woman’s knee reassuringly. “Forget about them. You have me now,” she declared firmly. “I’m here for you, no matter what.”

As more time passed, their conversations probed deeper into Emily’s married life and its underlying issues. One evening, over a candlelit dinner that Alex had surprised her with, Emily took a deep breath and spoke openly about her frustrations.

“Sometimes I feel like little more than a trophy wife to Everet,” she admitted quietly, staring down at her plate. “He’s so focused on his career and image, and it’s just like I’m here to look pretty and keep up appearances.”

Alex reached across the table to take Emily’s hand in hers. “You deserve so much more than that, Emily,” she said earnestly, looking into the brunette’s eyes. “You are beautiful, strong, and passionate. Don’t let anyone make you feel small or unimportant.”

Emily met Alex’s gaze, her lips parting slightly as if in surprise, or was it awe? Whatever emotion played across her delicate features, there was no denying something was happening between them, and the futa enjoyed it. She enjoyed it far more than she could have expected to. 

As their dinner continued, Alex felt a shift in the air. The conversation turned more personal, their gazes lingered longer, and the brush of hands became deliberate rather than accidental. Alex knew she shouldn’t push, not if she wanted to succeed in seducing the sweet Emily, but it was getting harder to resist acting on her growing feelings for the brunette.

All of it might have started as a game of revenge against Everet, but the more time she spent with Emily, the more Alex wished to have the other woman on her own merits.

One particularly emotional evening, as they sat together on the plush rug in front of Alex’s heater, the brunette took a deep, shuddering breath before speaking. “There’s something I need to get out of my chest,” she began softly, her voice wavering slightly. “Everet and I have been trying for a child. For years now.”

Alex felt her heart clench at the vulnerability in Emily’s voice. She moved closer, wrapping an arm around the other woman’s shoulders in a comforting gesture, and remained silent, letting the other female process what she needed to say.

Emily leaned into Alex’s embrace, finding solace in her warmth and support. “I’ve been to countless doctors, making sure it wasn’t my fault. They all say the same thing.” Her voice cracked with emotion. “It’s Everet. He can’t... he can’t give me a
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