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​Chapter 1: Pretty Woman
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The wedding was only weeks away, and the Yang household had been a hive of activity for months. Alisha’s mother, Alice, had taken charge with invitations, seating charts and a detailed run sheet timing every moment from arrival to the end. Her sisters, aunties, and cousins had flown in from across the country. Bridesmaid dresses in red had been fitted. The venue, a sprawling country estate with manicured gardens and fairy-lit trees, was booked, staffed, and decorated beyond anything Mark had imagined. The catering alone could feed a small army: fusion dishes blending Asian and Western flavors, endless champagne, a five-tier cake with intricate sugar flowers. The budget had ballooned far beyond what Mark had quietly hoped for, but once Alice and the family took over, the ball was rolling and there was no stopping it.

Alisha, for her part, had happily left the honeymoon planning to Mark. “Surprise me, Daddy,” she’d said with a wink, and he’d booked a private villa in Bali, dreaming of quiet beaches and time alone with her.

Mark and Alisha wandered through the upscale boutique in the city center, baskets swinging as they browsed last-minute wedding touches of gold ribbons, scented candles, and elegant table settings. The shop was a haven of luxury: crystal chandeliers hung from high ceilings, soft classical music floated in the background, and the air carried the scent of polished wood and fresh flowers. Two assistants hovered nearby-a prim woman in her fifties named Evelyn, with pinned-back hair and a pearl necklace, and a younger man, David, in a crisp vest, exchanging polite smiles with the couple.

Alisha turned heads the moment they entered. Her tight denim shorts hugged her big, shapely ass, with the thong strings peeking high on her hips. The cropped t-shirt that read "Daddy's Girl" in bold pink letters barely contained her curves, exposing her toned belly.

She looked decades younger than Mark, her dark hair cascading in waves, makeup accentuating her almond eyes and full lips. Mark felt the stares but said nothing.

"Daddy, look at these ribbons!" Alisha said loudly, holding up a spool of red silk. Her voice carried, echoing off the high ceilings.

Evelyn froze mid-step, her smile faltering. David glanced at her, eyes wide. The shop was empty except for an elderly couple browsing vases in the corner, who turned with raised eyebrows.

Mark cleared his throat. "Alisha ..."

But Alisha leaned over to grab more items, her shorts riding up further. "Please, Daddy? They'll look so pretty at our wedding."

Evelyn approached, her expression tight. "Excuse me, miss ... sir. This is a family establishment. We maintain high standards of manners and decorum here. Perhaps you could moderate your language ... and your clothing, my dear, and come back in something more appropriate?"

Alisha straightened, tilting her head innocently. "Oh? What did I say?"

The assistant flushed deeper. "The, um, 'Daddy' references. And your ... attire. It's just ... a bit much for our clientele."

David nodded awkwardly from behind the counter, avoiding eye contact.

Mark stepped in, flashing his platinum card with a calm smile. "I apologize for my fiancée. We're excited about the wedding. But we're going to be spending an obscene amount of money today, and I want you to spoil my girl."

Evelyn's eyes widened at the card. She glanced at David, who gave a subtle nod. "Of course, sir. How can we assist?"

Alisha beamed, looping close to Mark. "See, Daddy? They're nice."

The assistants forced smiles, but Evelyn's lips thinned as she led them to the back. David muttered under his breath, "Spoiled is right."

In the private fitting area, meant for trying on robes or accessories, Alisha whispered to Mark, "Let's find a changing room. I need help ... adjusting something."

Mark hesitated. "Here? Alisha, it's public ..."

She pulled him into a curtained booth anyway. The curtain barely closed before Alisha pushed him against the wall, her hands already at his belt.

"Fuck me quick, Daddy. Right here."

Alisha turned her back to him, bending slightly as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her tight denim shorts. She peeled them down slowly, deliberately, revealing the full glory of her big, shapely ass with golden skin smooth and flawless and curves perfect and heavy. The shorts caught on her wide hips before sliding down her thick thighs, pooling at her ankles. Her thong string was a thin black line disappearing between those plump cheeks, riding high on her hips.

Mark's breath caught. He unzipped his pants in a rush, letting them drop to his knees along with his boxers. His cock sprang free, already hard and throbbing at the sight of her.

Alisha looked over her shoulder, eyes dark with lust. "Fuck your pregnant bitch in heat, Daddy! Fuck my Asian cunt!!"

She reached back, pulling the thin thong string to one side, exposing her glistening pussy that was wet and ready. The lips were puffy and slick, her arousal dripping down her inner thigh in a shiny trail.

Mark groaned, gripping her hips. He pressed the head of his cock against her entrance, feeling the scorching heat and wetness envelop him immediately. She was soaked with her pussy tight yet yielding, gripping him like velvet as he pushed in inch by inch.

"Oh, baby ..." Mark groaned, thrusting harder.

Alisha's walls clenched around him, hot and slippery, pulling him deeper with every stroke. "Am I a good girl for Daddy? Yes? Then fuck me like one!"

The assistants outside exchanged glances. Evelyn straightened a display, whispering to David, "Did you hear that?"

David nodded, face red. "Should we ... say something?"

Evelyn shook her head. "That card? They're dropping thousands. Just ... ignore it."

Inside, Alisha's moans grew louder. The curtain rustled. Evelyn cleared her throat loudly, but the sounds continued with rhythmic thumps, whispers turning to gasps.

David fidgeted. "This is ... awkward."

Evelyn side-eyed him. "Pretend you're deaf."

The elderly couple left quickly, muttering about "disgraceful behavior." Evelyn forced a smile as they exited.

Alisha's voice echoed faintly: "Fuck my Asian cunt, Daddy! Give me that big white cock!"

Evelyn's eyes widened. "That's ... explicit."

David whispered, "Should we call security?"

Evelyn glanced at the card slip on the counter. "No. Let them finish. It's their money."

Inside, Alisha rode Mark harder. "Am I a good girl for Daddy? Yes? Then fuck me like one!"

Mark groaned. "Fuck yes, baby. You're Daddy's perfect princess."

The curtain shook. Evelyn busied herself with inventory, but her cheeks flushed red.

Suddenly, a voice from outside: "Mark? Is that you?"

The curtain yanked open mid-thrust. Rachel, Thomas's wife, stood there, eyes wide in horror.

"What the hell?!"

Alisha didn't stop, grinding closer. "Hi, Rachel. Daddy's busy. Fuck my Asian cunt harder, Daddy!"

Rachel recoiled. "Mark, why are you throwing away Joyce for ... this?"

Alisha laughed breathlessly, hips never stopping. "Yes, why would he throw away a white hag for a young exotic Asian woman with golden skin, tight pussy, big ass, and huge tits ... hmmmm?"

Rachel's face twisted in disgust. "You disgust me."

She turned to flee.

Just as Rachel left, Alisha screamed, "Oh Daddy! I'm gonna ..."

A loud, wet splashing sound echoed through the shop as Alisha squirted powerfully onto the fitting room floor.

Evelyn and David froze, eyes wide. Evelyn whispered, "Did you hear that?"

David nodded, horrified.

Alisha, still panting, looked at Mark with wicked eyes. "Now fuck me up the ass, Daddy. I want it all today."

Mark hesitated as this was new. Alisha had requested it a few times recently, something Joyce would never dream of. He wasn't sure at first, but the tightness, the taboo thrill ... he liked it. A lot. Sexually adventurous Alisha was in a league Joyce could never touch. How could any married man resist an Asian bombshell who craved every kind of pleasure?

He positioned himself, entering her slowly. "Fuck my tight Asian asshole, Daddy. Ride me!"

Alisha screamed in ecstasy. "Yes! Deeper! Fuck my tight Asian asshole!"

They built to a frenzy, both screaming as they climaxed together, "OH DADDY!" "FUCK YES PRINCESS!"

When they finally emerged, straightening clothes with Alisha's thong visible, Mark's shirt untucked as the assistants stared in stunned silence.

Alisha grinned at them. "Clean up aisle three!" she joked, nodding toward the squirting mess on the fitting room floor.

"Sorry, newly married. Well, about to be. You know how it is."

Evelyn forced a smile. "Quite."

David hurried to the back for a mop and bucket. As Alisha and Mark browsed again, he muttered to Evelyn under his breath, "Let's get these vile creatures out of our shop as fast as possible."

Evelyn nodded, then turned with a professional smile, though her voice croaked slightly, still shaken from the sounds and the mess. "W-what sort of look are you going for with the wedding?"

Alisha straightened, her playful demeanor vanishing as she switched to a serious, intelligent tone. "Elegant fusion of traditional Asian silk elements with modern Western minimalism. Red and gold accents for prosperity and love, soft lighting to create intimacy. Think timeless romance with a touch of cultural depth."

Evelyn forced another smile, gripping her notepad tighter. "Of course. We'll make it perfect."
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​Chapter 2: Grandma Ling's Intuition
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The day before the wedding, Alice found Grandma Ling in the back room of the Yang family home, a small, dimly lit space filled with old photos, silk scrolls, and the faint scent of incense. Grandma Ling sat in her favorite armchair, silver hair pinned in a neat bun, eyes sharp despite her age. She had always been the quiet anchor of the family, the one who saw everything without saying much.

Alice knelt beside her, placing a folder on the low table. Inside were photos: twenty of their nieces and cousins in their early twenties, all beautiful, all eager. And five clear shots of the groomsmen snapped discreetly at the rehearsal. Beside each groomsman photo lay a small token: a strand of hair, a handkerchief, a tie clip that was gathered with care.

“I need your feelings on the pairings,” Alice said quietly. “For tomorrow night.”

Grandma Ling nodded, no surprise in her expression. She had guided these choices for decades.

Alice opened the folder, laying out the groomsmen photos first.

Grandma Ling picked up Josh’s picture, studying his broad grin, the laugh lines around his eyes. She touched the image lightly, then the small lock of hair.

“Party boy,” Grandma Ling said simply. “Restless spirit. Needs fire to match fire.” She set it aside and pointed to Mei’s photo. “This one. Big curves, no shame. They’ll burn bright together.”

Alice smiled. “Agreed.”

Next, Carl. Grandma Ling traced his tired eyes, the tense set of his shoulders. She held his handkerchief.

“This one carries a huge weight,” she murmured. “Deep, dark sadness. A secret nobody knows.”

Alice hesitated. “I was thinking of Coco for him. She’s free-spirited and could lighten him.”

Grandma Ling shook her head firmly. “No. Lina. The gentle one.”

Alice frowned. “Grandma, I’m not sure. Lina ... she doesn’t hold our family values. Too empathetic, too caring. She’s too soft for this.”

Grandma Ling closed her eyes briefly, fingers still on Carl’s handkerchief. When she opened them, her gaze was steady. “Lina will take him without even intending to. It will just happen. Her kindness will pull him in deeper than any one else could ever do. It’s the best match. The strongest, perhaps. Their love could be what stories are made of.”

Alice exhaled, uncertain but trusting. “You’re sure?”

Grandma Ling smiled faintly. “I’m sure.”

Thomas’s photo. Grandma Ling’s fingers lingered on his sharp features.

“Cocky,” she said with a small chuckle. “Thinks he’s in control.” She chose Jada without hesitation. “Direct. No games. She’ll cut through.”

Alice objected. “Jada is too blunt and crude. She’ll scare him off.”

Grandma Ling shook her head. “No. His cockiness needs someone who cuts through it. Jada will break his control. His soul longs to be reigned in. He just doesn’t know it. He’s too used to people doing what he wants. His wife included.”

John. Grandma Ling studied his easy smile, the open expression. “Sincere seeker,” she said softly. “Wants to explore consciousness, find meaning. Sometimes with drugs, sometimes with ideas.” She tapped Kira’s picture. “Free spirit. She’ll guide him gently.”

Finally, Frank. Grandma Ling studied him longest with the steady eye and calm strength. She held his tie clip, turning it in the light.

“Strongest. Loyal. Hard to break.” Her gaze settled on Sonya. “This one. Intense. Patient. She sees deeper. Perfect.”

Alice exhaled, satisfied despite her doubts. “All as I thought, except Lina and Jada.”

Grandma Ling closed her eyes briefly. “Lina is different. ”

Alice nodded. “Thank you, Grandma Ling.”

The old woman smiled faintly. “Bring me stories after.”
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​Chapter 3: The Rehearsal
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Two days before the wedding, the country estate’s garden looked almost ready for the real thing. White chairs lined the lawn in neat rows, a floral arch stood at the front, and fairy lights were already strung through the trees, waiting for nightfall. Everyone was in their wedding outfits for the rehearsal. Suits for the men, red dresses for the bridesmaids.

Mark stood at the front with the officiant (a relaxed celebrant friend, no priest, just a laid-back guy in a linen shirt). The five groomsmen, John, Carl, Thomas, Josh, and best man Frank, lined up beside him, looking sharp but a little stiff in their new suits.

On the bridesmaids’ side, Alisha’s five cousins waited in their matching red dresses.  They were stunning, all of them. One, Mei, was curvier, her dress hugging generous hips and a very full bust that drew more than a few glances. She carried the extra weight with confidence, laughing easily with the others. 

The girls kept stealing looks at the groomsmen, then whispering and giggling behind their hands. John caught one glance and grinned. Carl straightened his tie, pretending not to notice. Thomas muttered, “They’re definitely checking us out.” Josh laughed nervously. “Flattering, but ... weird.”

Frank stayed quiet, arms folded, trying to focus on the rehearsal. The only bridesmaid not giggling was Sonya. Tall, athletic, with long dark hair and smoldering eyes, she stood out even among the others. Her red dress clung to a toned, graceful figure. She gave the groomsmen one calm sweep, then her gaze settled briefly on Frank, steady, unreadable, before looking away.

The celebrant ran through the basics: entrance music, vows, ring exchange. Everything went smoothly until the part where the bridal party pairs off to walk back down the aisle after the “kiss.”

“Alright,” the celebrant said with a grin. “Bridesmaids, pick your groomsman and let’s practice the exit.”

The girls didn’t hesitate.

Mei stepped forward first, hips swaying, and pointed straight at Josh. “I want to walk with this handsome one.”

Josh flushed red as laughter rippled through the group. “Uh ... sure.”

Next, a petite cousin with a playful smile grabbed Carl’s arm. “I’m Lina. Care to be my partner in crime?”

Carl stammered something incoherent.

Thomas got chosen third, another cousin looped her arm through his with a wink. “Looks like it's you and me fella.”

John, grinning like he’d won something, was picked by the only one that didn’t have black hair. “Hey, I’m Kira.”

That left Frank and Sonya.

Sonya didn’t rush. She walked forward slowly, heels clicking on the grass, until she stood in front of Frank. Up close, her presence was striking. Tall enough to meet his eyes without tilting her head much.

“I guess that leaves us,” she said calmly, voice low and smooth. A faint smile touched her lips. “Shall we?”

Frank hesitated half a second, then offered his arm. “Yeah. Let’s.”

As they walked the practiced steps down the aisle, her hand light on his forearm, the other pairs were already laughing and flirting ahead of them. Sonya didn’t giggle or tease. She just walked, confident, measured, like she already knew exactly how this story ended.

Frank glanced sideways. She caught it and met his eyes directly, unblinking.

He looked away first.
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​Chapter 4: The Wives' Table
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The small café was almost empty on that grey Saturday morning. Only two other tables were occupied: an older couple reading newspapers in the corner and a young barista wiping down the counter. Soft jazz played quietly, and the smell of fresh coffee drifted through the air.

Joyce sat at a round wooden table near the back. She looked thinner than the others remembered, her blonde hair pulled into a loose ponytail that did little to hide the dark circles under her eyes. She wore a simple navy sweater and jeans-comfortable, but the sweater hung looser on her frame than it used to. Her hands kept twisting a tissue until it began to tear.

Around the table sat the five wives she had known for years.

Linda, John’s wife, was the most polished: neat bob, tailored blazer, wedding ring glinting as she stirred her latte.
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