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Chapter 1


"What do you mean I'm not qualified?" Mike asked, disbelief in his voice.

The man across from him glanced up from Mike's résumé. "Well," he said, eyes flicking over Mike's chest before settling back on the paper, "you don't even have a certificate in physical education. I can't give you the job based on your looks alone."

The strength seemed to drain from Mike's body.

You've got to be kidding me.

The plan had felt solid. Move to a nearby town in the suburbs. Get a job as an instructor at the local gym to pay the bills. Take a year to figure out what to do next. Mike had left everything behind. He'd dropped out of college, disillusioned with his major and with the whole idea of earning a degree.

All he truly knew was his body; he'd spent carving it into something that made people stare. He'd assumed that would be enough. That it would prove he could teach anyone.

The gym manager clearly disagreed.

The man was just that: a manager. Thin, with hardly any muscle. Mike couldn't help wondering why someone who barely worked out would open a gym in the first place.

Money, probably.

It pissed him off.

"I can train people," Mike said, trying again. "I mean, look at me. I know what I'm doing. I can help people achieve their fitness goals, their dream body."

The manager shook his head. "Sorry. Like I said, I need more than that."

Heat climbed up Mike's neck. Not embarrassment, but anger. The quiet kind that sat heavy in his chest.

Mike stood and snatched his CV from the man's hands.

The skinny manager looked up at him with wide, indifferent eyes.

"You can forget about me ever working out here," Mike said, feeling stupid the moment the words left his mouth, before turning and walking out.

Back in his old 1989 Ford F-250 pickup, Mike sighed and tossed his CV onto the seat beside him. He hadn't expected hurdles coming in on day one.

Sure, he could find another job, but becoming a personal trainer at the local gym had been his only plan. There was no plan B. He had no interest in standing behind a supermarket register.

He could've driven on to another town, but he'd been stupid enough to sign a lease before the interview. The contract required three months' rent up front. He couldn't just leave. He was stuck here for at least that long.

Mike dropped his forehead against the steering wheel and kept it there for a moment. Then he sighed and lifted his head. To his right, a sign in a window caught his eye.

Delivery staff needed.

He stared at the sign longer than he meant to.

Bills didn't care about pride.

Shaking his head, Mike got out of the truck.

Thirty minutes later, he walked out of the office with a job. Local delivery boy. He wasn't happy, but it was something. At least he could pay the rent.

"Whatever works, man," he muttered, climbing back into his truck.

He pictured his parents staring at him with their told-you-so looks. They'd been horrified when he dropped out of college, convinced he'd never get anywhere without a degree. It hadn't mattered that his heart hadn't been in it.

Mike started the engine and pulled out of the parking lot. His new apartment wasn't far. He'd been lucky; there had been a vacancy, and the rent wasn’t too bad. That alone had surprised him, especially since the building bordered a wealthy neighborhood.

He spotted his apartment complex but kept driving. Curiosity got the better of him. He hadn't seen much of the area yet, so he cruised into the rich neighborhood, slowing as large mansions lined the road.

The area was called Bloomingdale, though he'd learned the night before at a local bar that most men simply called it 'the Peach.'

"Oh, so you're moving into that cracked-up place next to the Peach?" a man had said, sitting a few stools down from Mike at the bar.

"The what?" Mike replied.

The man grinned, took a swig of his beer, and said slowly, with unmistakable enthusiasm, "The Peach."

Mike frowned, intrigued.

The bartender chimed in while preparing a drink. "It's the ladies, man."

"The ladies?" Mike asked, his attention sharpening.

The man at the end of the bar nodded. "So many beautiful women living there. Rich folks, you know. Wives with time to get their nails done, hit the spa three times a week to enjoy those mud treatments that are supposed to make you look younger."

That made Mike chuckle. "But why call it the Peach?"

The man sucked his teeth. "Ever been with a beautiful woman?" His eyes danced, clearly drunk. "I'd guess you have, judging by that solid build of yours. But I mean, gorgeous women?" He leaned in slightly, locking eyes with Mike, a twinkle in his gaze. "They're juicy. Like peaches. Sweet. Smell good. Soft on the outside. Wet on the inside—"

The bartender shook his head, laughing. "Alright, John. Take it easy."

John shrugged. "Just shut up and pour me another."

An image rose in Mike's mind, and his grip tightened around his glass.

Now, as Mike drove through the stunning neighborhood, he pictured the women living behind those expensive doors. The sun was setting, dusk casting a warm orange glow over the large homes.

He rolled down the window, letting the summer breeze rush into his truck.

Behind those doors were women with nothing to do and no one watching. "Peaches, huh," he muttered.

After a few more turns, he found his way back to his apartment.

He'd start his new job the very next day. No delays. Sitting around made him anxious, and he needed the money.

It still bothered him that the only nearby gym was the one that had turned him down. And if he meant what he'd said, he'd never work out there.

"Shit," Mike whispered.

Time to knock out push-ups every day and buy a dumbbell.

He stepped out of the truck and leaned against it, gazing at the view in the distance. The sky was streaked with pink and orange, beautiful enough to make him pause.

Mike hoped it was a good sign: a fresh start.

Mike walked toward the entrance of his apartment building. It was old, vines climbing up its brown walls. The place had ten rooms available for individual rent, with only five currently occupied; six, as of today. It was small, but it would do.

He stepped into the shared entryway and noticed a woman sitting behind a small reception window set into the wall. She looked at him, then stood and disappeared from view. He assumed she was coming out to greet him.

Earlier that morning, he'd signed his lease with the man he believed was the landlord: Fred Tanner.

A moment later, the woman emerged through a side door a few feet from the window.

"Good evening," she said. "You must be Mike?"

Mike nodded and extended his hand. "That's me. Mike Stewart.”

She shook his hand, her eyes briefly scanning him. They lingered a second too long before she folded her arms. “Stewart, huh?"

He guessed she was in her mid-forties. She had a kind face but tired eyes, her black hair cut to her chin. He made a point of keeping his gaze away from her full chest and deep neckline. She was attractive, and her light, breezy perfume lingered pleasantly.

"I'm Bethany," she said with a smile. "But call me Betty. Fred told me you signed this morning."

"That's right."

"Good. Happy to have you here. Where are you from?"

"I was living in New Jersey."

Her eyebrows lifted. "Student?"

He nodded. "I was, yeah."

"Well, you've come to the right town if you're looking for nothing," she said with a chuckle.

He knew she meant it jokingly, but it was exactly why he'd come. "Sounds about right," he said.

Betty's posture tightened. "I do want to go over some ground rules," she said. "Did Fred already explain them?"

"No, he didn't."

She shook her head, irritated. "I always ask him to do that. He never does." She sighed. "Alright. I just want to make sure everyone here can live in peace."

Mike nodded. "Sure."

"No drugs. No parties," she said, her eyes hardening. "And if you can help it, no girls." She watched his reaction closely.

The last rule caught him off guard. This wasn't a dorm, last he checked. But he didn't feel like arguing on his first night. "Understood," he said.

Betty's shoulders relaxed. "You don't have a girlfriend who'll be visiting?"

"No."

She tilted her head. "Boyfriend?"

Mike smirked. "No." Then, curious, he added, "I have been told I should watch out for my neighbors, though."

Betty frowned. "What do you mean?"

"Something about a peach?"

Her expression shifted into a grimace. "I see you've already been talking to the local men."

"Just a little."

"Bloomingdale," she said pointedly, "does have some women who are… a piece of work."

"How so?" Mike pressed.

She hesitated, choosing her words carefully. "Too much money and too much time can create a very particular type of woman." She inhaled slowly, her eyes narrowing. "What do you do for work?"

"I haven't started yet. I just got hired at Alonso Deliveries."

Her eyes widened, and she let out a short, humorless laugh. "Well. Then I wish you good luck, Mike."

He met her gaze, amused, but a little confused.

Betty caught the look. "You'll be seeing a lot of Bloomingdale if you're in deliveries." Her eyes swept over him again. "Yeah," she said, her mouth tightening. "A lot."


Chapter 2


The next morning, Mike reported for duty at the dispatch center at 8:00 AM. The job was simple enough: receive orders by app, pick up goods—groceries, restaurant food, whatever was needed—and deliver them to the customer.

For his first day, he had to check in with the manager, Alonso. After that, he could head out straight from home. All he really needed was his truck and his phone.

Mike received his first order just three minutes after arriving. His eyebrows shot up as he looked at the screen. "Already?" he said.

Alonso behind the desk chuckled. "I'm not paying you to sit around all day. You think you're getting paid peanuts?" He smiled, but there was no warmth behind it. "You're going to be a very busy man."

Mike nodded. "I certainly hope so."

He had no desire to sit still. The rejection from the gym still lingered in the back of his mind, but he refused to feel sorry for himself. This was a job, and he was determined to make the most of it. For as long as his soul could take.

He left the office and checked his phone again, confirming the pickup address. That's when he noticed the delivery location.

Bloomingdale.

Mike froze for a moment, staring at the screen.

"The Peach," he muttered.

After a beat, he shook it off and climbed into his truck.

Let's see what all the fuss is about.

Maybe it had all been exaggerated. Maybe only a handful of beautiful women actually lived there. Then again, Betty's reaction wasn't so easy to dismiss.

He checked the order once more. Beneath the address was the customer's name.

"Abigail Lellan," he read aloud, pursing his lips as he slipped the phone away. "That's got a nice ring to it."

After picking up the order at the local supermarket, he drove through Bloomingdale, once again taking in the houses, until he finally spotted the address. Pulling over along the street, he sat for a moment and stared at the place.

The house was massive.

"Wow," he said quietly, wondering how so many wealthy people had ended up in a town like this.

A narrow path wound through the front lawn, leading up to the front door flanked by towering Roman-style pillars that practically shouted wealth. For someone who had spent most of his life in cramped apartments, this wasn't just a house—it was a castle.

Mike grabbed the box of groceries from the passenger seat and stepped out of the car. He straightened his back, as if to match the sheer elegance of the place, and made his way to the door.

He rang the doorbell.

After a few seconds of silence, the intercom beside the door crackled to life. "Yes?" a woman's voice asked.

"Delivery of your groceries," Mike replied.

There was a pause on the other end, followed by, "I'll be right there."

The intercom buzzed and went silent. Mike shifted the box in his arms, waiting.

She probably has to walk a mile to get to the door...

A faint silhouette appeared behind the frosted glass, and moments later, the door swung open. Mike's breath caught in his chest as he locked eyes with the woman standing before him.

She was stunning. Her dirty blonde hair flowed loosely around her shoulders, and her crystal-clear blue eyes held an intensity that sent a jolt through him.

"Good morning," she said.

"Good morning," Mike replied, doing his best to stay composed. He glanced at the receipt on the clipboard lying on top of the box, though he already knew her name. It just seemed more natural to double-check. "Abigail Lellan?" he asked.

She studied him for a moment, her gaze deep, before a smile formed at the corner of her lips. "That's me."

Mike guessed she was about ten to fifteen years older than him. Her blouse, draped over a fitted top, seemed to stretch at the chest with the fabric straining against her breasts.

She gestured to the box in his hands. "Are those my groceries?"

Mike blinked, snapping out of his daze. "Yes! Yes, these are yours," he stammered, slightly embarrassed.

Abigail smiled warmly, her eyes twinkling. "You can put them over here," she said, motioning to the ground just inside the door.

Mike took a step forward as he bent over to set the box down at Abigail's feet. For a brief moment, he couldn't help but glance at her legs. Her tanned skin glowed in the sunlight, looking as smooth as silk.

When he stood up, his eyes lingered on the curves of her hips, accentuated by the dress she wore. Her scent, soft and sweet, drifted toward him—a fragrance made for summer.

"Thank you," she said, breaking his trance.

Mike nodded and smiled.

Abigail tucked a lock of her long hair behind her ear. "Don't I need to sign something?"

The clipboard. Mike had nearly forgotten it. "Right," he said, leaning down to grab it from the box at her feet. This time, she stayed still, leaving him just a foot away from her, his face near her hip. Her perfume seemed to wrap around him, making it harder to concentrate.

"Here you go," he muttered, straightening up and handing it over.

Abigail took the pen and glanced over the receipt. Her tongue briefly grazed her upper teeth before she sighed, her lips curling into a smile. "I haven't seen you before. You're new here, aren't you?"

Mike chuckled. "Is it that obvious? I just moved here from Jersey."

She tilted her head, her lips pursing slightly. "A Jersey boy, huh? Welcome. I guess I'll be seeing more of you then?"

Mike grinned. "Whenever you need your groceries, I'm your man."

Abigail crossed her arms, her gaze lingering on him. He fought not to look at her chest, but the way her dress clung to her curves made it hard to ignore.

"Just groceries?" she asked, her voice teasing.

Mike felt a blush creep up his neck. "Well, I mean, if you order anything else… I'll be here… if it's my shift."

Abigail laughed, the sound light and easy, before raising a hand to cover her smile. "I'm just playing with you," she said, her eyes twinkling.

Mike smiled sheepishly. 

Very smooth, idiot.

She extended her hand. "I'm Abigail."

Mike shook it, surprised by how soft her skin felt, though her grip was firm. "Mike," he replied.

"Nice to meet you, Mike," she said, squeezing his hand gently.

As they let go, Mike stepped back. "Mrs. Lellan, enjoy your groceries."

Her smile was warm, a little flirtatious. "See you tomorrow, Mike."

The door clicked shut behind her, leaving Mike standing on the porch. He turned back toward his car, muttering to himself. "Enjoy your groceries? What the hell, Mike?" He threw the clipboard onto the passenger seat and sank into the driver's seat. Why did he have to be so awkward? It wasn't like he'd never talked to women before.

Not one like that, though…

His phone buzzed with the next delivery, snapping him back to reality. He glanced at Abigail's house one last time. "See you tomorrow, huh?" he said aloud, smiling. Her scent still lingered in his nose, and he couldn't wait to see her again.

The rest of the day blurred together. Doorsteps. Receipts. Polite smiles. None of them Bloomingdale. None of them Abigail. Every time his phone buzzed, his pulse jumped, only to settle again when he saw the address.

Now that he'd seen Abigail, he couldn't stop wondering about other women living in Bloomingdale. Every house seemed to hold a hidden beauty, and he was eager to find out who else was behind those doors. But first, he needed another order.

That night, as he lay in his new apartment, staring at the ceiling, he found himself questioning his decision to drop out of college. But he pushed the thoughts away before he started spiraling. He closed his eyes and imagined Abigail. Her smile, her curves, her scent.

Betty's warning surfaced in his mind.

Good luck, Mike.

He let out a quiet laugh. "Yeah," he murmured to the empty room. "I think I'm going to need it."

Outside, the neighborhood was silent. Somewhere beyond the trees and manicured lawns of Bloomingdale, lights glowed behind tall windows, and doors waited to be opened.

Tomorrow, he'd hoped to be driving those streets again. Something told him the women there were already waiting.


Chapter 3


The next morning, Mike started his shift at 8:00 AM, expecting an order for Abigail. But the minutes passed, and his phone remained silent. When it finally buzzed, it was for a delivery across town, nowhere near Bloomingdale.

A chuckle escaped him. "Look at you. Obsessed with a woman you've only met once. Pathetic."

But he shook off the thought. The order might still come in.

It didn't.

Though he managed to keep himself focused on work throughout the day, the lack of Bloomingdale deliveries weighed on him. By the time he got home, he was exhausted and fell into bed, hoping the next day would be better.

Mike nearly overslept the next morning, and he was scrambling to get ready in record time when his phone buzzed at 7:38 AM.

"Early today," he muttered, annoyed. But when he checked the message, his heart jumped. 

It was an order for Abigail.

"Yes!" he said aloud, his exhaustion forgotten in an instant. He dashed into the bathroom to check his hair and spray on some extra deodorant. He looked at himself in the mirror and smiled.

The delivery was a same size box as the last one, filled with groceries. Mike took a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves as he pressed the doorbell.

It didn't take long before the intercom crackled to life. "Yes?"

"Good morning, Mrs. Lellan. I've got your groceries."

"Ah, Mike! I'll be right there." The intercom clicked off.

Mike straightened up, feeling a rush of anticipation. She remembered his name and recognized his voice. That had to be a good sign.

When the door opened, Abigail appeared with her blonde hair pulled back in a messy bun, exposing her bare shoulders. She wore a summer dress with spaghetti straps, and Mike couldn't help but notice how it perfectly accentuated her curves.

"Nice to see you again," he said, his voice suddenly hoarse.

"Morning, Mike," she replied, her gaze going between him and the box. She bit her lip, hesitating before speaking again. "Could I ask you for a favor?"

Mike, caught off guard, nodded before he even realized what he was agreeing to. "Sure."

"Could you bring it inside? Into the kitchen, I mean?" Her eyes never left his, her lip still caught between her teeth.

Mike blinked, momentarily distracted. "No problem."

Abigail smiled, making his heart race. "Thank you so much! Come on in."

He followed her inside, trying not to be too obvious as he took in the luxurious interior of her home. The past under an impressive chandelier as they proceeded through a sitting room with a high ceiling.

His focus kept shifting back to her. The way her dress swayed with each step, the way her perfume lingered in the air—it was intoxicating. Her behind with wide hips was mesmerizing. She was barefoot, which somehow felt intimate.

She led him into a spacious kitchen dominated by a large island at its center. "You can put them here," she said, tapping the smooth surface.

Mike set the bags down and glanced around. "Lovely kitchen."

"Thank you." She opened a cupboard, then looked back at him. "Would you like a cup of coffee?"

His phone buzzed in his pocket. Pickup for the next delivery was in fifteen minutes.

Shit.

"Oh—you must be busy," she said, already holding a white mug.

"No," he said quickly. "I'd love one. Thank you."

Her face lit up, and she turned toward the counter, her dress lifting slightly as she spun. "I meant to order groceries yesterday too," she said. "But my husband came home late, and I forgot."

"I see," Mike replied, keeping his tone casual.

He watched her from behind as she prepared the coffee. With her hair twisted into a bun, it left　her neck and upper back bare, showing her lightly tanned skin. He could easily imagine the husband keeping her busy. If he were married to a woman like her, he doubted he'd ever keep his hands to himself.

She glanced over her shoulder. "Sorry if you were hoping for another delivery."

Mike grinned. "Oh, that's alright," he said a bit too stiffly, realizing she'd meant it as a joke. "Husbands tend to do that," he added quickly, but immediately regretted it.

"Tend to do what?" she asked as the coffee machine sputtered to life. "Mess up deliveries?"

"Tend to come home."

She gave him a small, tired smile. "Isn't that unfortunate."

The coffee machine grew louder, cutting off any reply. The rich aroma of fresh coffee filled the room.

"I'd be very happy to come home to a wife like you," he blurted.

Too direct, Mike. Way too direct.

The machine fell silent, and she turned toward him with a full cup. "That's very sweet," she said, handing it over.

Their fingers brushed.

"I'd rather he stayed away, though," she added softly. "Makes life easier."

Mike lifted the cup to his lips, savoring the warmth. "Is he back at work?"

She nodded. "Probably gone for a few days."

"He sounds busy."

Abigail tilted her head, studying him as he drank. "You're a cute guy," she said, nearly making him choke on his coffee. "Your girlfriend is very lucky."

He grinned, lowering the cup. "Thanks. I'll let her know—if I ever meet her."

Her eyebrows lifted with interest. "She sounds busy."

"I mean… I'm single."

She giggled, covering her mouth. "Sorry."

"It's okay."

Silence settled between them, thick and electric. Mike became aware of his heartbeat.

The coffee was excellent; far better than he'd ever tasted. He noticed she'd moved closer. Her perfume edged out the scent of coffee, and suddenly he was conscious of every small movement.

"Great kitchen, by the way," he said, trying to sound casual.

She didn't seem to hear him. She stepped closer still, eyes lowered. "Doesn't it get lonely?" she asked.

"Sorry?"

She looked up, her eyes glistening. "Being single."

He hesitated. "I keep myself busy."

"So do I," she murmured, closing the distance. "But I still get lonely."

His throat tightened as she leaned in, her breath warm against his face. His gaze dropped to her lips.

She smiled. "Guess I should… keep busy."

Heat surged through him as her lips pressed against his, soft and warm. Butterflies exploded in his stomach. He kissed her back, eagerly, feeling her tongue sliding into his mouth.

The coffee cup trembled in his hand. He wanted to pull her close and wrap his arms around her, but he froze when he felt her hand land on his crotch.

She let out a low hum against his lips, never breaking their kiss as her slender fingers traced the outline of his cock. He'd hardened the instant he'd noticed her coming near.

She drew her lips away from his, lingering just a few inches apart. "Is this part of the delivery?" she murmured with a playful chuckle.

Mike swallowed hard, his pulse racing as his cock throbbed in her grip. "It can be," he whispered.

Abigail's laugh was low and wicked, with a mischievous spark in her eyes. Her fingers trailed upward, finding his zipper and easing it down. She popped the button on his pants, and slipped her hand inside his boxers. He jolted as her fingers wrapped around his shaft. "I don't remember ordering this," she teased.

"Included with service," he said.

She freed his cock from its confines, letting it spring into the open air. Her gaze dropped, and she gasped softly at the sight of him—thick, veiny, and achingly hard. "Oh, Mike," she said with genuine admiration in her voice. "You're beautiful."

Her hand began to stroke him, grip firm and warm, sending shivers through his body. Mike fought to steady his breathing as she varied her rhythm; speeding up to build the heat, then slowing to let it simmer.

Their mouths came together again in a deep, hungry kiss that left his head spinning. 

This had to be a dream.

Before he could catch his breath, Abigail sank to her knees, her eyes locked on his cock, the swollen tip mere inches from her mouth. She bit her lower lip, gazing up at him.

No words were needed; he saw the intent burning in her eyes.

He nodded.

A soft, excited gasp escaped her as she leaned in, taking the head into her mouth. The wet heat engulfed him and she began to bob her head, making him grunt.

His hands twitched with the urge to tangle in her hair, but he held back, letting her set the pace as she worked him.

The pleasure built fast—too fast. He tried to hold on, desperate to prolong the moment, but after months without any action but his from his hand, his body craved release.

"I—I—" he stammered.

Abigail's eyes flicked up to meet his. Instead of easing off, she intensified—her hand pumping the base in sync with her mouth as she sucked harder and faster.

Mike's legs trembled.

Then he shattered. He released a guttural groan as he came, and hot waves of cum squirted into her throat. She held his gaze the entire time, milking him dry until his toes curled and ecstasy overloaded every nerve.

Finally, as the last drops leaked out, she slowed and released him with a wet, sensual pop.

Her cheeks bulged slightly; she giggled, hand politely covering her mouth.

Then came the soft sound of her swallowing.

Holy shit.

This woman was unreal.

She rose and wiped a stray trace of saliva from her chin with the back of her hand. Sliding her arms around his neck, she pressed her soft breasts against his frame. His cock, still hard, wedged between their bodies.

"Thank you," she whispered, giving him a quick kiss on the lips. "I needed that."

Mike's mind was still spinning, oozing in ecstasy.

Me too.

Abigail licked her upper lip with a sly smile. "Would I be able to request this service with my deliveries more often?"

At last, Mike set the forgotten coffee cup on the counter and pulled her closer, hands settling on her waist. "I'll see what I can do," he said, a wide grin spreading across his face.


Chapter 4


That grin stayed with him for the rest of the day. His shift seemed to drag on in a blur.

Later that night, back in his cramped room, Mike was burning off some of his restless energy with push-ups. He'd never felt this amped up before. His muscles burned, but he pushed through, determined to wear himself out. Finally, when he couldn't do another, he collapsed onto his back, laughing like an idiot.

"Man..." he muttered, sprawled out on the floor, barely fitting in the tiny space.

He glanced at his phone, wondering when her next delivery would come in. Tomorrow? Or would he be waiting another day?

He couldn't wait to see Abigail again. It was strange; he'd never imagined himself attracted to older women, yet here he was, caught up with someone who was probably pushing forty.

The thought made him hard again, but he resisted the temptation to give in. He didn't want to just jerk off as he normally would. No, he was going to hold off. Recharge.

Save it all for Abigail.

The next morning, Mike woke up feeling like he'd slept a solid twelve hours. He felt energized and ready to go. His eyes locked on the clock. 8:00 AM couldn't come soon enough.

When his phone buzzed a few minutes past eight, he snatched it up, heart racing.

Not Bloomingdale.

Shit.

His stomach sank. He realized Abigail's order must've gone to another guy on his shift. Gritting his teeth, he hoped it wasn't true.

He grabbed his keys and left his apartment.

It was well into the afternoon, and Mike found himself driving around town, running various errands. There had been no sign of Abigail's order.

Maybe her husband had come home.

A pang of jealousy hit him as he imagined some other man having his way with her. Still, from the way Abigail had talked about her husband with barely a flicker of interest, Mike doubted the guy was getting any.

He parked alongside the road in a random neighborhood, deciding to take a quick break.

Might as well take a nap.

He crossed his arms and closed his eyes. But it only took five seconds before his phone buzzed again.

"Ugh, come on," he sighed, reaching for it.

A shock ran through him as he read the address: Bloomingdale.

But it wasn't Abigail's address. This was someone new. His heart raced. 

Catherine Bronson.

Mike quickly scanned the details. A deli pickup, just five minutes away, followed by a ten-minute drive to Bloomingdale.

"Alright, Catherine," he muttered. "On my way."

Thirty minutes later, Mike found himself standing in front of a mansion in Bloomingdale. This house had a completely different vibe from Abigail's house. It was Spanish-inspired architecture that looked straight out of a luxury magazine.

With the takeout bag in hand, he rang the doorbell.

Silence.

He waited for a good thirty seconds before considering ringing again, but then his eyes landed on a note beside the intercom.

He stepped closer to read the elegant, curly handwriting: Deliveries: please come out back.

Mike stepped back and looked to the side, spotting a stone pathway leading around the corner of the house. He followed it, stepping over smooth tiles, passing a row of palm trees, and then a small but elegant fountain with a cupid statue.

When he reached the back of the house, he found a massive pool shimmered in the sunlight.

Damn, that looks amazing.

With this heat, he was almost tempted to dive in. Almost.

His gaze wandered through the garden, and then stopped dead. There, on a sunbed near the house, lay a person tanning.

As he walked closer, his heart skipped a beat. The woman was a vision in her skimpy black bikini. The thin triangles barely containing her full, heavy breasts, while the matching bottoms hugged her mound and left little else to the imagination.

Mike's pulse quickened as he stepped onto the patio and approached. Oversized sunglasses shielded her eyes, and her head was turned away, giving him a perfect view of her thick, glossy brown hair spilling across the cushion. Her arms rested lazily above her head, revealing smooth, flawless armpits. A faint sheen of sweat made her golden-tanned skin shimmer.

"Excuse me," he said softly.

She turned her head toward him, startled. "Oh! Don't sneak up on me like that!" She laughed and sat up. Her breasts bounced with the movement, drawing his eyes for a split second before he caught himself.

"Sorry," Mike said, offering a sheepish grin. "Didn't mean to scare you."

"Well, you did," she teased, swinging her long legs off the lounger and planting her feet on the warm stone. 

She pushed her sunglasses down to the tip of her nose and peered over the rims, sizing him up with a playful smirk. "Well, well… what do we have here?"

She rose to her full height. She was nearly eye-level with him, which only added to the electric charge in the air. Her presence was overwhelming enough with her wide hips flaring from a narrow waist, and those generous breasts straining against the flimsy fabric.

Mike fought to keep his eyes on her face, but the scent of sun cream and warm female skin was making it damn near impossible. "Here's your delivery," he managed, holding out the plastic bag.

She nodded, slipping her feet into a pair of sandals. "Follow me."

He didn't need to be told twice. As she turned and led the way, his eyes dropped to the hypnotic sway of her hips. Her perfect ass was round, firm, and jiggled softly with every confident step.

This woman...

Heat pooled in his loins as he trailed her through the wide-open patio doors into a pristine kitchen. The bright pearl-white cabinets and marble counters made her tanned skin, dark hair, and black bikini stand out even more.

She plucked a soft towel from the back of a stool and dabbed delicately at her face, then trailed it slowly down her neck… and lower, wiping the deep valley of her cleavage. 

She did that deliberately. No question about it. Mike swallowed hard, trying—and failing—not to stare.

She glanced at him with a knowing smile, her teeth dazzling white against her tan. "It's hot today," she said with husky voice, "don't you think?"

Pretty hot indeed…

"Yeah, I'm glad I've got air conditioning in my truck. Otherwise I'd be melting," he said.

He immediately hated how stupid it sounded. Standing in front of a gorgeous woman apparently short-circuited his brain.

She took a step closer. "Oh, but you should turn it off from time to time. Let the heat take you." She ran the towel over her arms, squeezing her breasts together as she did. "Let the sweat out. It's healthy." Her eyes never left him, and the intensity made him self-conscious.

He shifted his weight, already preparing to say goodbye and leave.

"Do you sweat a lot?" she asked.

The question caught him off guard. "Uh… sure. From time to time."

"When's that?" she pressed.

He furrowed his brow. "When I exercise. Or, uhm—"

She smiled. "Or what?"

What is she getting at?

She stepped closer again. "Various activities, I'm sure. I mean, look at you." She lifted her arms in a playful flex. "You're strong." Lowering them, she placed one hand on her hip and dabbed the towel at her chest again. "You're new here, aren't you? I'd remember you otherwise."

"I moved here a couple of days ago."

"I do hope you stay," Catherine said with a smile. "I'd love seeing you around here more often."

"Thanks," he replied, unsure what else to say.

She stood right in front of him now, heat radiating from her sun-kissed skin. "I'm Catherine," she said. "But a cutie like you can call me Cathy."

He shook her hand. "Mike. Nice to meet you, Cathy."

She didn't let go. "You've been around Bloomingdale a lot the past few days?"

"Not really. You're only my second stop."

Her eyes lit up with sudden curiosity. "Oh! Do tell." She released his hand and crossed her arms beneath her breasts, pushing them forward. They were nearly touching him now.

"I'm not sure I can share that," he said carefully. He didn't want any trouble.

She laughed it off. "Oh, don't be silly. Everyone knows everyone in Bloomingdale. Most of us went to the same high school—some even college." Her eyes narrowed as her tongue slid across her upper lip. "Was it Janice?" She rolled her eyes. "Ugh. She's such a slut. You might want to stay away from her." Her gaze flicked back to him. "Or maybe you don't, huh?" She flashed a mischievous smile.

His face warmed. "Uh, no. It wasn't Janice. I don't know who that is."

Cathy straightened, lifting her chin. "Oh, you will soon enough, sweetheart. News travels fast around here. Nothing goes unnoticed." She laughed softly and winked. "I'll know soon enough who you've been visiting."

She leaned in, close enough that he thought she might kiss him. Instead, she turned away gracefully, making him flinch as her scent washed over him. He inhaled without meaning to. Her long hair brushed his shoulder as she passed.

She went to the kitchen counter and opened the plastic bag he'd brought. Glancing back over her shoulder, she smiled. "Looks like I'll be ordering takeout more often."

He nodded. "Sounds good. If it's my route, I'll see you."

"I do hope so." She turned again, lifting her hand near her face and wiggling her fingers in farewell. "See you soon, Mikey boy."

Back behind the wheel, Mike let out a breath. "Phew. What a woman," he said to himself. He was starting to understand how things worked in Bloomingdale—and he liked it.

"Mikey boy, huh?" he muttered with a grin. "That's a new one."


Chapter 5


The next day was Mike's day off. He hadn't really wanted it or felt the need for a break yet, but his manager had scheduled it that way.

His phone stayed quiet. He had no plans, and his room was basically empty—he couldn't even watch TV. He'd only brought clothes when he moved in. Luckily, the apartment came with a bed.

He lay staring at the ceiling for at least an hour after waking up before finally getting out of bed.

He needed to get out of that room before his thoughts turned too negative. It was strange: he'd had a great time with a blonde angel and been teased by a stunning brunette. He should have been in seventh heaven. Somehow, though, his thoughts kept spiraling.

Once outside, he felt better and went for a walk. It was still early, and the heat hadn't yet become unbearable.

After circling back toward his apartment from one direction, he continued walking the opposite way. There it was: Bloomingdale.

He felt tempted to walk up to Abigail's house. She had said her husband wouldn't be home for a couple of days.

He took a few steps, then stopped and shook his head.

Not a good idea.

What was he even thinking? They'd kissed and she had sucked him off. Maybe that was all she'd needed from him. What gave him the audacity to think she'd be happy to see him show up unannounced on his day off? That might just freak her out.

He needed to be patient until the next delivery. Then he'd have a reason to visit and see where things stood. If she jumped him then, he could go for it. Better not to risk it otherwise.

He passed the turn toward Bloomingdale and kept walking, eventually coming across an old-fashioned diner.

Hungry and in need of coffee, he decided to go inside. It felt like stepping back in time. Golden oldies played from the speakers, and the red-and-white interior completed the effect.

He took a seat on a stool at the counter. The place wasn't very crowded. A man sat a few stools away, chatting with the server behind the counter.

The server approached Mike as he looked over the menu. "What'll it be?" he asked. The man seemed grumpy, only letting his good mood show for those he thought deserved it. Mike took him for the owner.

"I'll take the omelet plate with toast, and a cup of coffee," Mike said.

The man's expression stayed neutral. "Coming right up. How do you want your coffee?"

"Blackest you've got."

That made the man smile.

Mike grinned at the man's back.

Come on, Mr. Cranky. Lighten up. If I like this place, I might become a regular.

His coffee arrived soon, followed by his breakfast. It was good, and he devoured it like a wolf.

He heard someone come in behind him, and the owner looked up. "Well, well. What do you know. What're you doing here?"

Mike glanced over his shoulder. A few stools away, a man in his thirties took a seat. He wore a sharp business suit, and Mike immediately noticed the shiny watch on his wrist.

The man flashed a toothpaste-white smile. "Came to have one of those plates you make so well, Tim."

The owner, apparently named Tim, shrugged. "Thought you only ate hundred-dollar steaks these days."

The suited man chuckled. "Only for dinner, Tim. You know that."

Tim let out a loud laugh and set a cup of coffee in front of him. "Do I? I've got no idea what you rich folks are up to."

"Come on, man, cut me some slack," the man said, taking a sip. "Can I get eggs and toast? Sunny-side up."

"Sure, Brad," Tim said, gesturing toward the kitchen.

Mike glanced at the rich man, who paid him no attention.

Tim returned to the counter. "Seriously, though. Why eat here?"

Brad shrugged, spreading his arms. "You know I want to keep supporting you guys. I've been coming here since I was a kid."

Tim laughed. "Sure, sure. That was before you started that booming business of yours and married the prom queen. Can any man get luckier?"

Brad shook his head. "Lucky, eh? I'll tell you what, Tim. Two words." He leaned forward, smiling. "Hard. Work."

Tim laughed, and Brad joined in.

"Get the hell outta here," Tim said, setting a plate in front of him. "Here are your eggs and toast. Don't you have a business trip to go on? I thought you were always out of town."

Brad took a big bite of toast and tilted his head. "Mostly," he said with his mouth full. He swallowed. "Was supposed to be away for a couple of days, but plans got cancelled. Figured I'd head home. You know, see the wife."

Tim nodded. "And so you should. Would be a damn shame to let that prom queen go to waste."

Brad clicked his tongue. "Yeah… that ship sailed a long time ago."

Tim let out another loud laugh. "Impossible! A wife like that? You're one lucky son of a bitch. Ray of sunshine, that Abigail of yours."

Mike choked on his coffee.

All three men looked at him.

Mike raised his hands in a quick I'm okay gesture, and they turned back around.

Abigail's husband. What were the odds?

Relief surged through him. Thank God he hadn't gone to Abigail's house. Otherwise, he might've met her husband in a very different way: with his pants down.

Brad talked right over Tim's comment, changing the subject. Within five minutes, he'd finished both his food and his coffee.

"Alright, gotta run," he said. "Time is money." He left some cash on the counter.

Tim shook his head. "Can't keep the queen waiting, huh?"

Brad laughed and pointed at him. "See you later, Tim." He was out the door in a flash, leaving behind a cloud of strong cologne.

Tim watched him get into his car and drive away, then let out another firm laugh as he turned to the man sitting a few stools away from Mike. "Rich prick. Hard work my ass. I'll give you his two words: Rich. Dad. I work hard. He sits in mansions and on frickin' yachts. And is banging the prom queen!"

The other man laughed. "Wouldn't be so sure about that. Word is she's pretty lonely. He's always away."

Tim raised an eyebrow. "Probably keeping herself busy, then. With a body like that, sheesh."

The man chuckled into his coffee. "Maybe I should pay her a visit."

Tim reached out and slapped him playfully on the shoulder. "You know the Peach. Those women are bored and always ready for action. But they sure as hell aren't waiting for you!"

The two men laughed while Mike sat in silence, his coffee cup pressed tightly in his hands.

What had happened at the diner stayed with Mike for the rest of the day. For one thing, of all the people in the world, Abigail's husband was among the last he would ever want to meet.

But then there was the way the owner had talked about Brad. It didn't sit right with him. Brad had all the money in the world, yet still chose to eat at the same local diner he'd gone to when he was younger. To Mike, that counted for something.

He figured the owner's attitude was probably rooted in jealousy. Still, when Brad talked about "supporting" the place, it came off less sincere, like a donation meant more to polish his image than anything else.

Mike was mildly amused by how invested he'd become in the local drama. Brad had something Mike had been tempted by, enchanted by: his stunning wife, Abigail. He should despise the man. Hell, even Abigail didn't seem to like him much. But seeing the man who actually had her, had been awkward. 

Lucky son of a bitch.

He sighed as he sat on his bed, realizing how quickly the day had slipped by. He was almost relieved he could go back to work tomorrow; the restlessness was getting to him.

He glanced at his phone, wondering if he should ask for Abigail's number next time. Would that be crossing a line?

Come on. She's already crossed it for me.

Boundaries were no longer really part of the equation. It felt like it was only a matter of time before things escalated further.

He couldn't say he minded.


Chapter 6


A ray of sunshine shone in through the window. Mike hadn't slept much. 

It was a little past 7:30—he'd better get ready.

It was 8:00 AM when his first order came in, and it wasn't Bloomingdale.

The realization hit him harder than he expected. Abigail's husband must have gone home. A quiet disappointment settled in his chest at the thought that he probably wouldn't be seeing her anytime soon.

Then another thought followed, lighter, charged with a flicker of excitement.

Maybe Cathy, for lunch…

He shook his head as he locked the door behind him and stepped out into the cool morning air. One woman unavailable, and his mind was already moving on. He wasn't sure how he felt about that. 

As he slid into his truck, he reconsidered it. Abigail had done what she'd done with him while still married, and he was supposed to wait around, ready whenever she decided she needed him again? No. That didn't feel right at all.

The thought snapped something into place.

He wasn't going to be that guy; waiting patiently on the sidelines for a beautiful woman's attention while she belonged to someone else. 

He decided then and there that if an opportunity came along with someone new, he'd take it. His grip tightened on the steering wheel as he pulled onto the road. He felt different somehow, stronger and steadier. Like he was done being passive. Done being weak.

He'd dropped out of college to find himself. Maybe this was part of it. Maybe confidence wasn't about knowing exactly what you wanted, but knowing what you wouldn't accept.

His phone buzzed.

Another delivery, scheduled right after the first. He glanced at the screen and caught the address. Bloomingdale.

His eyes widened. He grabbed the phone, careful to keep his attention on the road, and opened the app.

The name stared back at him.

Abigail.

Life had a way of timing things just right.

He took a deep breath as he walked up the path to Abigail's house, his senses alert. Another box of groceries sat heavy in his arms, still cool from the local market. The morning felt quieter here, and the air was thick with anticipation.

He rang the doorbell and waited. The intercom didn't crackle to life this time. Instead, a familiar silhouette appeared behind the frosted glass and the door opened.

Abigail stood there like a vision. Her hair loose, flowing past her cheeks, lips touched with soft red lipstick. A light pink summer dress draped elegantly over her figure.

"Ms. Abigail," Mike said, smiling.

She didn't return it. "Hi, Mike," she said flatly. "Come on in."

The lack of warmth in her voice made his chest tighten. He stepped inside, immediately sensing the shift in the air. Something was wrong.

Without a word, she turned and walked the same path they'd taken to the kitchen before. He followed in silence, her perfume reaching him again; familiar, intoxicating.

She gestured toward the counter. Mike set the box down carefully. "There we go."

She stood at the far end of the island, one hand braced against it, eyes fixed anywhere but on him.

"Thank you," she said, her voice rough.

He studied her, searching for some clue. "Are you alright?" he asked.

Her eyes met his and filled with tears. She pressed her lips together, trying to hold it back, but failed. Thick drops spilled over as she crossed the room and collapsed into his arms, sobbing.

"Hey, hey," Mike murmured, wrapping his arms around her. "It's okay. What's going on?" Her tears were warm as they soaked into his shirt. He held her tighter. "You can talk to me."

"Oh, Mike," she choked. "I'm so miserable."

He glanced toward the living room. "Let's sit down," he said gently. "We'll take it slow."

His phone buzzed in his pocket. Probably the next delivery.

Damn it.

If there was ever a moment to ignore it, this was it.

They sank onto the couch, which was wide and comfortable. Abigail leaned into him, and he stayed still, letting her breathe, letting the moment settle. Her sobs faded, replaced by a soft, embarrassed laugh.

"Oh God… this is so embarrassing," she said. She straightened, smoothing her dress, wiping her cheeks and dabbing at her nose. She glanced at him, then away. "You must think this is pathetic. An older woman crying on your shoulder."

"No," Mike said immediately, his hand resting at her lower back. "Not at all. You can talk to me."

She looked at him again, this time with a faint, grateful smile. "Thank you," she whispered.

Silence stretched between them before she spoke again.

"My husband," she said quietly. "He came home yesterday. Unexpectedly."

Mike almost said 'I know,' but caught himself.

"I didn't think he'd be back for days," she continued, staring at her hands. "I was just… sitting here. Minding my own business." She hesitated for a moment. "I was… pleasing myself."

The words sent a jolt through him, but he stayed composed. Heat crept up his neck. He met her glance with a calm nod. "That's nothing to be ashamed of."

She looked away, nodding slowly. "He walked in on me." She hesitated again. "We haven't been intimate in months."

Mike searched for the right words. "I'd think he'd be glad. I mean to see you like that again."

She shook her head, taking a shaky breath. "He was angry." Her voice wavered. "He said it was disgusting. That I was disgusting. A slut." Tears returned as she looked at him. "He said those things to me, Mike." She broke down again. "My own husband."

He pulled her close. Anger flared in his chest. The image of Brad's polite smile at the diner shattered, replaced by something ugly. What kind of man spoke to his wife like that? 

She trembled against him, and he tightened his hold. "You are not disgusting," he said. "You're beautiful. Don't let anyone tell you otherwise."

Her closeness made his heart race. Her scent of perfume mixed with something uniquely hers, wrapped around him, stirring something deeper.

When she finally calmed, she looked up at him with tear-bright eyes and smiled. "I'm so glad it was you today," she said softly. "You never know whose shift it is."

Mike straightened slightly. "We could… you know." He hesitated. "Exchange numbers. You could text me whenever. If you wanted. No pressure."

She smiled, warm and genuine this time. "I'd like that."

Relief and warmth spread through him. "Great," he said, grinning.

Her eyes locked onto his, a mischievous spark dancing in them. "Oh, Mike," she said, her hand sliding over his crotch. He'd been rock-hard for a while now.

"What… is this?" she whispered, glancing down with a playful grin as she tapped the thick bulge straining against his pants.

"I—uh," he stammered, his face flushing hot with embarrassment. "Sorry," he muttered, "I can't help it."

Abigail let out a soft, throaty laugh as her fingers unbuttoned his pants. "That's okay," she murmured. "I know you're just happy to see me…"

He gazed down at the top of her head as she leaned forward, inhaling the scent of her hair, which was sweet and floral, like fresh shampoo, making his pulse race even faster.

Gritting his teeth against the surging arousal, she freed his throbbing cock. It pulsed eagerly in her warm hand. She giggled softly, giving it a few slow, teasing strokes before wrapping her lips around the head. She let her tongue swirl over the sensitive tip.

Mike exhaled sharply, a shiver ripping through him as ecstasy began to build, slow and relentless.

His hand trailed down her back, coming to rest on her firm behind. The moment his fingers made contact, she shifted deliberately, angling her body to give him better access. The subtle invitation thrilled him. As the heat in his groin intensified, he groped her boldly, marveling at the perfect firmness beneath her dress. 

Unable to hold back, he slipped his hand under the fabric, discovering her soft panties wedged teasingly between her buttocks.

Her skin was warm and inviting; he squeezed one plump cheek, making her flinch with a muffled giggle around his shaft.

Her head bobbed deeper, driving him toward the edge.

His fingers ventured further, slipping beneath her panties to find her slick, dripping heat.

She moaned, her body trembling as she instinctively quickened her pace—sucking harder and more desperately.

He grunted, easing two fingers inside her, feeling her tight walls clench around him.

He worked her gently at first, drawing out adorable shudders and muffled whimpers that vibrated straight through his cock. His own climax loomed closer, but he fought it off. Not yet. He needed more. He craved all of her.

As if reading his mind, she pulled back with a wet pop. Her lips were glistening as she straddled him in one fluid motion. 

Caught off guard, Mike froze, his fingers wet with her arousal.

She kissed him fiercely, her breath coming in hot pants against his mouth. He leaned forward, tasting her with raw hunger.

His hands roamed to her breasts, slipping inside her dress to cup them. Her hard nipples grazed his palms as he squeezed, her flesh soft between his fingers.

She arched back, tongue lolling slightly from her parted lips, lost in bliss. With a wicked smile, she gripped the front of her dress and yanked it open, its buttons popping free. No bra. Her bare breasts spilled out. She grabbed the back of his head and pulled him into her cleavage, enveloping him in her warm scent.

He lost himself, kissing and licking her skin like a man possessed, the taste driving him wild.

His cock throbbed beneath her, slick with her saliva. He craved to enter her.

Abigail reached down, her fingers wrapping around his shaft as she guided him to her entrance... and slowly sank down.

Mike let out a deep, shuddering exhale as he pushed deep into her soaked tightness. When she finally settled fully onto his lap, she froze.

They both panted in the heavy silence, chests rising and falling in unison. "What's wrong?" he whispered.

She held still for a tantalizing moment, then a smile curved her lips. Without a word, she began grinding her hips—slow at first, then faster, building a relentless rhythm. Mike gripped her waist, surrendering completely. She was in control, and he was along for the ride.

Her electric blue eyes locked onto his, sparking shivers down his spine.

The sensation overwhelmed him quickly and her fluid, graceful movements drove him to the edge. He felt the pressure building. "Ah, shit," he grunted.

Abigail moaned, her warm breath trembling against his face. She pulled him into her chest again. Then, suddenly, she stopped. A sharp gasp escaped her. "Oh no, no, no," she muttered.

"What's the matter?" Mike asked, dazed and confused, pulling back from her breasts.

Abigail slid off him in a rush, hastily smoothing her dress down.

Mike stood up awkwardly, his erection bobbing in the cool air before he tucked it away into his boxers. "Are you okay?"

A car door slammed outside.

"My husband," she hissed.

Ice flooded Mike's veins. "Oh shit," he said, yanking up his pants.

"I'm sorry," she whispered urgently. "You need to go!"

He blinked, stunned. "What?"

"Please leave," she repeated, her voice sharper now, laced with panic.

Numb, he buttoned his pants as she hurried him through the kitchen to the back door. She opened it, pushed him out with a fleeting kiss, and shut it behind him.

He caught one last glimpse through the window of her silhouette vanishing inside. He then crouched low and slipped around the side of the house toward his truck parked alongside the road.

He shook his head, a whirlwind of frustration, confusion, and sharp rejection churning inside him.

Talk about brutal timing.

His cock still strained against his pants, denied and throbbing.

He climbed into the truck, gripping the wheel until his knuckles whitened, breath ragged. Staring at the house, he could only imagine Brad together with Abigail.

His phone buzzed in his pocket.

"Ah, damn," he muttered, suddenly remembering it had gone off earlier.

He pulled it out. It was a message from his next pickup: Where are you? The order was supposed to be picked up fifteen minutes ago.

He cursed under his breath, punching in the location—ten minutes away. 

Okay, not too bad.

Then he checked the delivery address and his breath caught in his throat.

Bloomingdale. The order was from Cathy.


Chapter 7


He picked up the takeout lunch in record time and was already on his way to Catherine's house.

His thoughts kept drifting back to Abigail. His cock had finally calmed down, but a dull ache still lingered in his pants. 

He sighed. He knew what had happened, sudden as it was, was understandable, but being horny as hell didn't make that any easier. During their heated moment, Abigail had edged him perfectly, leaving him on the brink before pulling away.

He parked along the road, eyes settling on Catherine's house. He licked his lips, already knowing that if today was anything like last time, she'd be a handful.

Still frustrated with the situation with Abigail, he realized he was genuinely looking forward to seeing Catherine.

He wasn't some toy Abigail could wind up and discard whenever it suited her. Whenever her husband came strolling back. The resolve he'd made earlier that morning was creeping back in, stronger now.

Then it hit him. He hadn't exchanged numbers with Abigail. He let his head fall back against the headrest.

Maybe that was for the best.

Right now, he didn't want to care. He was fed up. He grabbed the plastic bag from the passenger seat and hopped out of the truck.

"Let's go bring Ms. Catherine her lunch," he murmured, walking toward the hacienda-style mansion. He took one last steadying breath and pressed the doorbell. No note by the intercom this time. Guess he wouldn't be seeing her in bikini today.

The intercom buzzed. "Yes?" came a sensual voice.

"Delivery," he replied.

"Oh? Is that you, Mikey boy?" she asked.

"The one and only," he said, unable to stop himself from smiling. He already felt better.

"You're late," she said, her tone sharp but playful; teasing, yet not entirely forgiving.

"There was a hold-up," he said. "Sorry," he quickly added.

Silence. Then a click as the intercom shut off.

Mike swallowed. His mouth felt dry—making out with Abigail earlier hadn't helped to clench his thirst.

The door swung open without warning, making him flinch. A wave of rich, feminine perfume washed over him.

Catherine stood there, thick brown hair flowing freely, lips painted a deep red. She was stunning. He nearly gasped. A sleeveless white top hugged her full breasts, her tanned arms and face glowing against the fabric. His eyes flicked lower, catching sight of light-blue jeans snug around her hips.

Her gaze was intense, charged with a radiant, commanding energy. Unlike Abigail, Catherine's presence was dominant, bold… and in her own magical way, incredibly sexy.

"Mikey," she said, smiling.

"Ms. Catherine," he replied.

"My lunch better be warm."

He held out the bag. "Still warm. Apologies for the delay."

She pursed her lips, inspecting the bag, then him. "That's it?" she said. "No refund?"

He swallowed. "Uh… I'd have to check on that." He hadn't been briefed on situations like this. What if she actually demanded one?

Is she playing with me?

Catherine grinned. "Tell you what. I'm an easygoing girl. Why don't you come in, and we'll talk about it."

The way she said it told him she meant far more than talk. Maybe it was a game; one she enjoyed playing, just to wind him up and leave him hanging.

There was only one way to find out.

"Sure," he said. "I've got time."

Her eyes lit up. "Then come on in."

"Customer is king," Mike said as he stepped forward. She barely moved aside, her breast nearly brushing his arm as he passed.

"…or queen," she said, closing the door behind them.

Mike took in the spacious entry hall with its high ceiling and sweeping spiral staircase. Unlike the stark white kitchen he'd seen before, the house was bathed in warm, earthy tones. It felt inviting.

"Follow me," Catherine said, already moving past him.

He did, his eyes drawn to the sway of her hips in those tight jeans. He clenched his jaw, painfully aware of how wound up he still was, imagining what lay beneath the denim. He'd admired her by the pool before, but the way the fabric hugged her now only sharpened the urge.

Way more than before.

They reached the kitchen, and Mike set the bag down on the counter. When he turned, Catherine had taken up a spot against the opposite wall, thumbs hooked casually into her pockets.

"So," she said, tilting her head. "Tell me why you think I don't need a refund."

Mike smiled, sensing the challenge. He crossed his arms, flexing just enough to know it worked, and held her gaze without blinking. Her eyes lingered.

"First of all," he said, letting the pause stretch.

Her smile deepened. The air between them tightened. He didn't hesitate this time. He stepped closer.

"Your meal's still warm—"

Her teeth caught her lower lip.

"—and absolutely delicious."

She lifted her chin. "Uh huh. Go on."

Closer still. "It's still warm," he repeated quietly. "You won't regret it."

Cathy narrowed her eyes, lips pursed in mock consideration. "Waiting has made me more hungry," she whispered.

He stopped close enough to feel her breath, her chest nearly brushing his. "Hungry?" His gaze dropped to her mouth.

She tilted her chin up, lips parting. "Starving."

The tension snapped. She closed the distance first, her mouth crashing into his in a fierce kiss. Mike wrapped his arms around her, surprised when she grabbed his ass just as firmly, pulling him in. Heat surged across his skin, raising goosebumps as Cathy seized control without hesitation. Her full, heavy breasts pressed firmly against his chest, sending a flurry of butterflies dancing through his stomach.

Her hand glided over his crotch, fingers tracing the outline of his shaft with deliberate pressure.

He gripped her firm, rounded buttocks and squeezed, savoring the feel of her stunning curves. Finally touching her like this felt like pure liberation, his mind blanking out in ecstasy.

Cathy backed him against the kitchen counter, grinding her body harder against his. A rush of desire hit him like lightning, and in an instant, he spun her around, pressing her ass against his throbbing crotch.

She let out a playful chuckle, teasingly rubbing her cheeks back against him, driving him absolutely wild. His hands grabbed her breasts, weighty in his palms. Her hardened nipples poked through the fabric.

He unzipped his pants and freed his aching cock. To his thrill, Cathy seized the moment, shoving her jeans and panties down in one swift, eager motion. With a needy moan, she bent forward over the counter, arching her back. "Put it in," she hissed urgently. "Fuck me."

Drawing a deep, shaky breath, he guided his tip below her firm cheeks, finding her slick, welcoming heat. He pushed forward with a grunt, awakening a shivering moan from her as he sank in inch by inch, until his hips met the soft plush of her ass.

The sensation of her soaking warmth enveloping him completely was electric, sending fresh goosebumps racing over his body.

Before he could even thrust, Cathy took over, pushing back greedily, making his cock slide deep inside her. He groaned, hands clamping onto her waist as he began pounding in rhythm. Her cheeks jiggled with every impact. "Oh yeah," he whispered under his breath.

The sight was pure fantasy: her perfect ass, the curve of her back, her long hair cascading to one side as he drove into her. He couldn't believe he was inside this gorgeous woman. With Abigail, the intensity of her emotions had overshadowed everything, but with Cathy, it had been nothing but teasing buildup—and now, the raw, explosive payoff.

"Oh yes, fuck me harder!" Cathy moaned, glancing back over her shoulder with lust-glazed eyes. "You can go faster, Mikey. I know you've got it in you," she teased with a wicked grin.

Mike ramped up the pace, the meaty slap of their bodies echoing through the kitchen. He gritted his teeth. His stamina had never been his strong suit, and at this frenzy, he knew he wouldn't last much longer.

Cathy's eyes rolled back in bliss. "Oh yes, that's it! Yes... yes... yes!"

He leaned forward, squeezing her breasts roughly as he slammed deeper. The building glow in his cock spread like fire through his veins. "I—I'm coming—" he gasped.

Cathy straightened up, pressing her body tight against his. "Come inside me," she whispered.

The words sent him over the edge, triggering his release. Tingles exploded across his skin as he thrust deep and pumped his hot cum into her.

Cathy laughed and moaned in delight. "That's it. Good boy!" she purred, reaching back to caress the side of his head.

Overwhelmed and overstimulated, Mike came to a standstill, panting heavily. He nuzzled into her shoulder near her neck, inhaling her scent deeply as he kneaded her breasts once more.

Cathy stroked his hair with a satisfied hum. "Your cum feels so warm inside me," she chuckled softly. Twisting to look at him, she stole a quick, mischievous kiss. "Just like you promised it would be."

He eased out of her slowly, still smiling.

Cathy straightened in his arms and turned to face him, cheeks flushed, eyes bright. "God, Mikey," she murmured, brushing a stray lock of hair from his forehead. "You really did need to let off some steam."

She kissed him—unhurried, lingering—before he pulled her close again, hands settling confidently on her bare ass. Their bodies pressed together, the intimacy of it sending a thrill through his chest.

Cathy laughed softly and glanced down between them. "Look at you," she teased, then leaned in to steal another quick kiss. "Still worked up."

Mike groaned and buried his face against her neck, breathing her in. "You're something else," he muttered.

They stood like that for a moment, the kitchen quiet except for the low hum of the refrigerator.

When Cathy finally pulled back, she reached for a roll of paper towels on the counter. "Come on," she said lightly. "Let's clean up."

As she wiped him down, Mike's gaze flicked toward the kitchen entrance, then the windows.

Cathy noticed. "Relax," she said calmly. "No one's coming."

He huffed out a quiet laugh. "Sorry."

"He's in Dubai," she added, her voice suddenly flat. She met his eyes, then shrugged. "And the divorce papers were signed a couple weeks ago."

That made him pause.

For the first time, something softer crossed her expression. It had gone almost as quickly as it appeared. She turned away to toss the paper towels in the trash, jeans and panties still hanging low on her hips, utterly unbothered.

Mike watched her go, smiling. He liked how straightforward she was. No games. No apologies. It made her attractive. And somehow, even more dangerous.

She turned back toward him as she pulled her jeans and panties into place. Seeing it made him shift, forcing himself to settle down.

"So," Catherine said casually, "how's Abigail doing?"

Mike froze. "Excuse me?" he asked, playing dumb.

She crossed to the fridge. "You've been seeing her too, right?" Her tone was easy, almost amused.

He hesitated. "How did you know?"

Catherine chuckled. "I didn't. But I do now." She opened the fridge. "Guava juice?"

"Yeah," he said, cheeks warming. "Sure."

As she poured, she added, "Abby and I go way back." She glanced at him, something knowing in her eyes. "I figured she wouldn't let someone like you pass her by."

Mike took the glass and drank, saying nothing.

"You're different from the usual boys around here," she said, softer now.

He smiled. "In what way?"

She only smiled back. "I like you, Mike. A lot. I'm sure Abigail does too."

She stepped closer and rested her hand briefly against his cheek. "Just be careful," she said quietly. "This neighborhood eats men alive."

Mike caught the twinkle in her eye.

After everything that had already happened, he couldn't help but think that he might actually enjoy that.


Chapter 8


Mike left Catherine's house just after two, the sun still high in the sky. The neighborhood looked exactly the same as when he'd arrived with its perfect lawns, white walls, and palm shadows stretching lazily across the pavement. Nothing about it hinted at what had just happened behind one of those doors.

He drove for a minute before realizing he was smiling.

Cathy had been easy. Not careless, just honest. She'd wanted him, taken him, and sent him back into the world without a second thought or a backward glance. No tension left unresolved. No questions hanging in the air; the way it had been with Abigail.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur.

He made deliveries. Rang doorbells. Smiled, apologized for delays, accepted tips. His body slowly unwound, but his mind didn't.

Every now and then, without warning, Abigail slipped back into his thoughts.

The way things had ended. The sound of her husband pulling into the driveway. The heat and tension cut off so abruptly. It stuck with him.

Later that night, he drove home through Bloomingdale one last time. The place felt different after dark. Too quiet. Streetlights now cast long, lonely pools of yellow across the fancy driveways. The houses sat sealed and silent, like nothing ever went wrong inside them.

Cathy fit here: bold and unapologetic. She was comfortable taking what she wanted behind closed doors when no one was watching.

With Abigail, everything felt heavier and charged. Like one wrong step could crack something open. Maybe it had something to do with seeing her husband at the diner and hearing about their strained marriage straight from her. Or him almost running into them while having sex.

Why did that matter? Why did he even care?

He should've felt relieved. Lucky, even. Both women wanted him and most guys would've been riding that high.

Instead, what stuck with him wasn't how easy Cathy had been, but how badly he wanted Abigail to want him without hesitation. Without guilt. Without someone else standing between them.

When he got home, he checked his phone.

Nothing.

Of course not. He didn't even have Abigail's number. Whatever existed between them was trapped inside delivery orders.

He had received Cathy's number, though, but somehow he wasn't longing to hear from her as much as Abigail.

Mike gritted his teeth and tossed his phone onto the bed, annoyed with how his mind was working overtime. He went to bed early that night.

The next afternoon, as he loaded his truck, his phone buzzed with a new order.

Mike skimmed the details—and stopped.

Abigail.

He exhaled slowly, a faint smile tugging at his mouth. He picked up the bag and shut the truck door, already feeling it coil tight in his chest.

Yesterday had taken the edge off, and he felt more relaxed. He wasn't desperate, wasn't chasing release. He just wanted to see her. To talk and to understand what had happened between them.

He was at her house in a flash. The driveway was empty with no sign of her husband, which eased something in his gut. He couldn't imagine her placing an order with him there anyway. Unless she enjoyed that kind of tension.

The door opened almost as soon as he rang the bell.

Abigail stood there glowing. She wore a simple, natural look today and a light, floral dress that hugged her figure just right. "Hello, delivery man," she said, her tone deliberately formal and playful.

Mike grinned. "G'day, ma'am. Groceries for you."

She glanced at the carton box. "That looks heavy. Want to bring them inside?"

"Not a problem," he said with a shrug.

She stepped aside, winking as she made an exaggerated sweeping gesture. He passed her, and she closed the door behind him.

He had just started toward the kitchen when a hand grabbed his ass. He jolted. "What the—"

Abigail laughed, already sliding an arm around his neck and pulling him in for a long, warm kiss. She released him with a giggle. "Sorry," she said. "Couldn't resist that cute butt of yours."

Mike chuckled. "No problem, miss. I'll count it as a tip."

She really was in a great mood today. Nothing like yesterday.

He carried the groceries into the kitchen and set them on the counter. The moment he turned around, Abigail wrapped her arms around his waist and pressed herself against him.

"I'm so sorry about yesterday," she said softly. "Terrible timing for him to show up like that."

"He left again?" Mike asked.

"This morning," she said. "He won't be back until the end of the week."

Her hand slid lower, brushing against his crotch. "So," she murmured, "we've got all the time today."

His phone buzzed in his pocket.

Abigail glanced down at it.

Mike exhaled through his teeth. "Next delivery, I'm afraid," he said.

She sighed but leaned in to kiss him anyway. "Then maybe we meet somewhere after your shift?"

The idea hit him like lightning. "Give me your number," he said quickly. "Before someone else drops by."

She laughed and rattled off the digits. He typed them in, sending her a message right away so she'd have his number too. Her phone buzzed on the counter.

He slipped his phone away and pulled her close again. "I'd love to see you after work."

Abigail bit her lip. "Guess that means you have to go again soon?"

"Yeah," he said reluctantly. "Twenty-minute window for pick up and delivery."

She walked over to the fridge. "Want something to drink before you head out?"

Only then did he realize how thirsty he was. "Yeah, thanks."

She opened the fridge and glanced back at him. "Anything specific?"

"Do you have guava juice?" he asked, remembering the taste from the day before.

Abigail froze.

She stood there for several seconds before closing the fridge without taking anything out. "Guava?" she repeated, her tone subtly different.

Mike nodded. "Yeah. Never really had it before. Tried it yesterday. Good stuff."

She nodded slowly. "That's… pretty specific." She cleared her throat.

Something shifted in the room. Mike felt it immediately.

"So," she said a little too casually, "where else have you been delivering lately?"

"Here and there," he said with a shrug. "All over town."

"I mean in Bloomingdale."

That was when it clicked.

"Just you," he said. "And one other address."

"Whose?" she asked, still not looking at him as she reached for a glass from the cupboard.

She was trying to sound relaxed, but her body language told a different story.

It shouldn't matter, he reminded himself. He wasn't in a relationship with her.

"Catherine Bronson," he said.

Abigail went still again. He saw the reaction flash across her face before she smoothed it away and filled the glass with water.

"You know her?" he asked, keeping his voice neutral.

"Oh, yes," she said, walking back toward him, eyes fixed on the glass instead of his face. "Quite the woman."

He took the glass from her. She stepped back, leaning one hand against the counter.

"She seems like quite the character," he said, lifting the glass to take a sip.

"Did you sleep with her?"

The question landed harder than he expected. "Sorry?" he asked, coughing. 

She kept her eyes on him. 

Mike held her gaze. "I didn't plan to," he finally said.

Her expression tightened.

"But I walked out of this house yesterday half-dressed," he continued, voice steady. "Still wound tight. Because he came home."

"I didn't have much of a choice," she snapped.

"You had a choice," Mike said. "You just didn't choose me." 

She crossed her arms. "So you went to her."

"I went back to work," he replied. "She just happened to be to next address. She didn't send me away."

Silence stretched between them.

"Catherine never does," Abigail said bitterly. "She takes whatever's offered."

"Don't," Mike warned.

"Don't what?"

"Don't talk about her like that," he said. "At least she didn't make me feel like something that needed hiding."

She swallowed. "So that's it?"

"I don't know," he said honestly, irritation nagging at him. "But I'm done feeling like I'm on a string." He turned and walked toward the front door.

"Go," she snapped, her voice hardening as she followed him. "I'm sure she'll be thrilled to drown you in that guava she's always chugging."

Mike stopped at the door, fingers tightening around the knob. He turned just enough for her to see his face. "I didn't walk out on you," he said, low and controlled. "You pushed me out."

He yanked the door open and stepped through. It slammed shut behind him.

Later that night, after his shift, Mike was on the floor of his room, pumping out push-ups. His muscles burned and his breathing grew rough, frustration driving him through another set.

Abigail's words kept replaying in his head.

She was the one cheating on her husband. So why did she get to judge him for who he slept with?

She's jealous.

The realization settled in as he pushed himself upright. That had to be it. Jealousy… and history. She knew Cathy, and whatever had happened between them clearly hadn't ended well.

He wiped a forearm across his brow. Sweat slicked his chest, his arms tight and trembling from the effort.

A quieter voice chimed in. 

Jumping from one woman to the next isn't exactly clean living.

He exhaled sharply and shook his head. He was single. He hadn't promised anyone anything. If they wanted exclusivity, they should have said so.

Still, his gaze drifted to his phone.

He wondered how deliveries to Abigail's house would go now. Maybe she would leave instructions to drop things at the door. Maybe she would not order again at all.

The thought sat heavier than he expected.

He missed the way she looked at him when she smiled. Her laugh. The closeness they had shared before everything turned complicated.

Mike stood, forcing the thoughts away. His laundry basket caught his eye, overflowing and long neglected.

Might as well.

The building was quiet as he carried it downstairs. It was past eleven, and nights were always uneventful with everyone asleep.

The laundry room was empty except for a dryer humming softly. He loaded his clothes into a washer, poured in detergent, and rested his hands on the lid while the machine kicked to life.

"Hey there."

He glanced sideways.

Betty stood beside him, offering a small, tired smile.

"Good evening," Mike said.

He hadn't seen her since moving in. She wore a simple baby-blue top, her hair loosely tied back and a little messy. When she stepped closer, the faint scent of lotion reached him, clean and comforting. His shoulders loosened without him realizing it.

"Can't sleep?" she asked.

"Not really. Figured I'd deal with the laundry before it took over my room."

She laughed softly. "I know the feeling."

Betty sat on the narrow bench against the wall and patted the space beside her. Mike joined her, their arms brushing. "So," she said gently, "how's life treating you? I saw you driving through town the other day."

Mike shrugged, eyes fixed ahead. "Just doing the job," he said. "Driving around. Delivering packages."

Betty nodded and let a moment pass. "Has it been what you expected?"

He glanced at her. "Sorry?"

"The job."

"Oh." He thought for a second. "Yeah. I guess so. Different customers. Some are nice. Some… not so much."

Betty studied him quietly. "You've been to Bloomingdale a lot, haven't you?"

He let out a short laugh. "Is it that obvious?"

Betty smiled. "A little." She reached out and touched his arm, just briefly. Her touch was warm and reassuring. "You look like you're trying to sweat something out."

Mike exhaled and looked down at his hands. "Yeah." He hesitated, then added, "You weren't wrong about the women there. They're… something else."

Betty didn't react. She just watched him, her expression open and calm, like she wasn't in a hurry for him to say more.

Mike lifted his eyebrows and sighed. "I might've gone too far. Too fast. But…" He trailed off, shaking his head. "I don't know."

For a few seconds, Betty said nothing. She watched the clothes tumble in the dryer, the steady rhythm filling the space between them.

"Life doesn't always give you time to think," she said at last. "Sometimes things just… happen. And we do the best we can in the moment." She glanced at him. "It might feel messy now, but that doesn't mean it won't settle. One way or another." She smiled faintly. "Women can be complicated creatures. I should know."

Mike smiled at that. "Thanks, Betty."

She tilted her head. "For what?"

"For listening," he said. "For being here."

Her smile softened, warmer than before. It was radiant, carrying a gentle, almost intimate energy. 

He realized he was staring.

She nudged him lightly with her elbow. "Careful now. You're going to make this auntie blush."

He laughed under his breath. "Sorry."

As the machines hummed, Mike realized something he hadn't expected.

Talking to Betty made everything feel… simpler. He should just let things flow.

The dryer beeped and Betty got up to collect her clothes. She turned back and gave Mike one last, comforting smile. "Get some sleep, alright? Things tend to look better in the morning."

She walked away, and Mike dropped his head back against the wall as he exhaled. 

The room felt colder than it had a moment ago.


Chapter 9


The next morning, Mike woke with a dull headache pressing behind his eyes. He groaned, dragged himself out of bed like a zombie, and fumbled for an aspirin. After swallowing it dry, he collapsed back onto the mattress and waited for it to kick in.

About twenty minutes later, the edge finally softened. With eyes half-closed, he checked the time. Just past 6:30.

Then he noticed the message notification.

His breath caught, and he was suddenly wide awake.

It was from Abigail.

I'm sorry for yesterday. I want to apologize and make it up to you. Do you have time for dinner tomorrow night?

His heart thudded hard against his ribs. He stared at the screen, letting the words sink in. For a long moment, he considered letting it rest and decline, giving both of them space.

But the truth was simpler. He wanted to see her again.

I should just let things flow.

Excitement stirred through him. He typed a reply, keeping it short, careful not to give too much away.

Tomorrow night works. My shift ends at 18:30.

To his surprise, her response came almost immediately.

Great! I'll pick you up at 19:00?

He frowned slightly.

Pick me up?

He'd imagined dinner at her place, something private. This sounded different. Still, after only a brief pause, he replied:

Sure. See you then.

He slipped his phone away and stared at the ceiling until the alarm he'd set earlier went off. By then, he was already awake. There was a strange, restless energy buzzing through him.

The next evening, he sent Abigail his address and waited outside the building, hands in his pockets, anxiety roaming through his body. He didn't quite know what he was expecting.

He had dressed sharp in white linen pants and a turquoise dress shirt, figuring it would be better than his usual T-shirt and jeans.

He was staring up at the sky when a blue Lexus GX rolled to a stop in front of him. A single, playful claxon sounded, and the window slid down. Abigail's face appeared, bright and flushed. "Hey there, handsome stranger," she said. "Fancy a lift?" Her blonde hair danced in the breeze.

Seeing her again made his chest tighten. "Where are we headed?" he asked.

She tilted her head, pretending to think. "Somewhere that promises a good time."

Mike walked around to the passenger side. "Sounds perfect."

He climbed in, and she pulled away from the curb immediately.

She drove fast with confidence, like she knew exactly how the car would respond to her touch. The radio played soft rock love songs, filling the space between them while neither quite knew what to say.

He glanced over at her. She wore a fiery red dress, her bare arms relaxed on the wheel. Her tanned legs slipped gracefully from beneath the hem, and her heels lay discarded at her feet. He noticed she was driving barefoot. That small, intimate detail made him smile.

She caught it. "What is it?" she asked, a soft chuckle in her voice.

"Nothing," he said. "You just look beautiful."

She laughed, shaking her head. "Smooth talker."

He didn't answer, finding it hard to wipe the smile from his face. The air between them was still a little tense, but beneath it ran something warmer. They both wanted this to work, and that alone seemed to steady the moment.

It almost felt like they were leaving town when Abigail turned right onto a narrower road running alongside the river. Trees thickened on either side, their shadows flickering past the windows. Mike frowned slightly, looking out at the unfamiliar stretch of road.

"You've never been to this side of town?" she asked.

He shook his head. "No. Guess nobody needs deliveries out here."

Abigail pressed her lips together thoughtfully. "There are quite a few residents here, actually."

He hummed in acknowledgment and noticed her glance at him.

"Don't worry," she said lightly. "You're going to love it."

Ahead, warm light gathered in the distance. A low building emerged between trees and hedges, its windows glowing against the dark. The restaurant sat slightly apart from the road, tucked close to the riverbank. A small wooden sign swayed gently near the entrance, illuminated from below.

Abigail eased the car into the gravel lot, the tires crunching softly as she parked. She cut the engine, and for a moment neither of them moved.

Through the windshield, Mike could see couples drifting toward the entrance, silhouettes close together, laughter carrying faintly through the open air. It wasn't crowded, but it wasn't empty either. It felt intimate.

Abigail reached for her heels and slipped them back on, smoothing her dress as she did. She caught his glance and smiled, a little nervous now. "Ready?" she asked.

Mike nodded, his pulse ticking faster as he opened the door. The cool river air hit him as he stepped out, fresh and damp, carrying the mingled scent of water and food. Abigail slipped her arm through his and pulled him close as they walked.

"If anyone asks who you are," she murmured under her breath, "just say you're my cousin visiting from Jersey."

Mike let out a quiet laugh. "Got it," he said, taking in the romantic glow spilling from the restaurant windows. "…Though I'm not sure anyone's going to believe you'd bring your cousin here looking like that."

She smirked. "Fair point. Still, just say so."

"Okay," he said, winking.

They stepped inside. The restaurant was bathed in dim, amber light, candlelit and intimate, easily the most romantic place Mike had ever set foot in. Abigail hadn't chosen this casually. The realization sent a restless whirl through him. Knowing a woman like her wanted to make things right this badly did things to his focus.

They were seated by the window, right beside the river. Abigail reached for the menu, and he noticed her hands trembling slightly.

"Wine?" she asked, meeting his gaze.

"Red or white?"

She pursed her lips. "I love white."

"Then white it is."

She smiled and turned to the waiter to order a bottle. Mike glanced down at the menu and nearly swallowed hard at the prices.

"Don't worry," Abigail said quickly. "This one's on me."

He looked up, ready to protest, but she shushed him, placing her hand over his. She leaned forward, her cleavage framed deliberately between her arms.

"Mike," she said, searching for the right words. "I'm really sorry. I know I had no right to act the way I did."

He stayed quiet, letting her speak.

Her lips were dry now. "I know I'm not in any position to claim you. And I didn't choose you over my husband that day. It just… would've turned into a mess."

Mike nodded. "I get that," he said, surprising himself with how easily the words came. "I was on edge too." He smiled faintly. "I won't lie—I wanted to finish what we started. Very badly."

Something lit up in her eyes, a giddy spark breaking through her composure. It was disarming. "Me too," she said softly, squeezing his hand. "And we will."

She drew in her lips, holding his gaze, subtly pressing her breasts together as she leaned closer. "How about… tonight?"

Mike didn't bother hiding his appreciation this time. When his eyes finally returned to hers, he said simply, "I'd love that."

The waiter arrived with the bottle and poured them each a glass. They ordered a course afterward, and were left alone in their own little world in the corner of the restaurant.

They talked for a while about nothing in particular. Work. The river. The food. The wine softened the edges between them, and for a moment Mike almost forgot all of his troubles, and enjoyed her company.

Abigail swirled her glass, watching the pale liquid climb the sides.

"You know," she said lightly, "Bloomingdale has its own little ecosystem."

Mike smiled. "That so?"

"Oh yes." She glanced up at him. "Out-of-towners think it's all quiet streets and good manners. But everyone knows everyone's habits."

"Sounds exhausting."

She laughed softly. "It can be." She took a sip, then added, almost as an afterthought, "Some people are very predictable. Same routines. Same indulgences."

Mike raised an eyebrow. "Indulgences?"

Abigail shrugged. "Afternoon drinks. Late lunches. Certain… tastes." Her eyes flicked to his for just a second too long. "Some women don't even bother hiding them."

Something tightened in his stomach. "Like who?" he asked, keeping his tone casual.

Abigail smiled, but it didn't quite reach her eyes.

"Oh, like our mutual friend," she said. "Catherine Bronson."

Mike froze, barely noticeable, but enough.

"As you've experienced yourself, she's… memorable," Abigail went on, unhurried. "Always generous." A pause. "Especially with visitors."

Mike felt the weight of it settle in. But this wasn't jealousy talking. Abigail revealed it matter-of-factly, more amused than anything else. It was as if his reactions thrilled her.

"You sound like you know her well," he said.

Abigail tilted her head. "Well enough." She leaned forward slightly, lowering her voice. "Long enough to know she likes her guava juice ice cold. And her company younger."

Mike said nothing, but his silence answered for him.

Abigail studied his face, her expression softening, almost sympathetic. "I don't blame you," she said quietly. "I just don't like being the last one to know."

Her foot slid slowly along his calf.

He swallowed, suddenly aware of how close she was, how carefully she was choosing her words.

"I'm not upset," she added gently. "I just prefer honesty." Her fingers brushed his hand, lacing briefly with his. The touch lingered. Mike held her gaze.

Whatever her game was, he was already playing.

Then Abigail's eyes flicked past him. Her smile faltered and her mouth tightened.

"Well, well, well," a familiar, velvety voice purred behind him, and Mike felt a hand settle on his shoulder.

He looked up and found himself staring first at an unmistakable expanse of cleavage, then at Catherine Bronson's face above it.

Oh shit.

Apart from Abigail's husband, Catherine was the last person he wanted to see at this moment. She stood there in a skin-tight black gown, like she owned the room.

"Fancy meeting you two here," she said, eyes glittering. "So romantic."

"Oh, uh, I'm her cousin," Mike blurted, half joking, desperate to defuse whatever was building.

Abigail didn't even look at him.

Catherine let out a soft, loaded laugh. "Honestly," she said, eyes sliding over Mike, "even I might date my cousin if he looked like that."

Heat crept up his neck.

"Mind if I join you for a moment?" Catherine asked sweetly.

Mike shook his head instinctively.

To his surprise, Abigail spoke first. "You know what?" she said calmly. "Why not. Have a seat."

Mike stared at her, stunned. Her expression was unreadable.

What is she doing?

Catherine's smile widened. "How gracious of you, Abby," she said, smoothly accepting the chair the waiter pulled out for her.

As Catherine sat, Mike's eyes betrayed him, following the curve of her waist, the way the dress hugged her hips. Her perfume drifted toward him, familiar, pulling him straight back to her warm skin and how he had tasted it while being deep inside of her.

He swallowed.

Abigail slid the menu across the table. "Wine?"

Catherine glanced at their glasses and smiled. "I'll have whatever you two are having."

The waiter returned and took her order. Catherine settled into the chair, crossing one long leg over the other. The slit in her dress rode up just enough to be deliberate. "So," she said lightly, lifting her glass once it was filled. "I didn't realize Bloomingdale had family reunions at romantic riverfront restaurants."

Abigail smiled politely. "Where's your date?" she asked.

Catherine took a slow sip of wine, savoring it. "Oh—mm. That is good. Sets the mood just right." She glanced at Abigail, brows lifting. "I often dine here alone. What can I say? I love the place."

Then, beneath the table, her hand slowly slid onto Mike's knee. "Besides," she continued calmly, fingers pressing just enough, "it's not like I'm not getting any lately, if that's what you're asking."

Abigail's mouth tightened as she exhaled through her nose. "Oh, no. Not at all. We all know you like to keep busy." Her eyes flicked briefly to Mike. "…And it seems you've been keeping very busy."

Catherine gave a low, teasing purr. "Oh, yes." She squeezed Mike's knee again, harder this time, almost making him jump. "Quite risky of you, though, Abby. Coming here so openly with the delivery boy." Her smile widened. "I like your style."

Abigail met her gaze, unflinching. "You know me, Catherine. I like to be wild at times."

Catherine chuckled softly as she lowered her glass. "Oh, behave, Abby. Don't get me thinking about days long gone." Her eyes lingered a beat too long. "That wouldn't be fair. I'd miss you."

Mike frowned, tracking every word and glance. Whatever history they shared, it ran deeper than he'd realized.

Catherine finally turned her attention fully to him. "You haven't touched your wine, Mikey." She tilted her head, lips curving. "Nerves? Or would you prefer some apple juice?"

Mike grinned and took a long gulp of wine. "So," he said, glancing between them, "how do you two actually know each other?"

Catherine looked at Abigail, amusement dancing in her eyes. Abigail didn't answer right away, leaning her elbows on the table, her hands framing her face.

"Yes, Abby," Catherine said lightly. "How do we know each other?"

Abigail exhaled. "Why don't you tell him?"

Catherine clicked her tongue. "Oh no. I'd much rather hear your version."

Abigail scoffed, then turned to Mike. "We've known each other since high school. Went to the same college."

"Mmm… college," Catherine murmured. "Those were the days." She licked her lips, eyes drifting back to Abigail. "So much fun to be had."

Abigail drew a slow breath. "We were roommates for a while."

Silence settled over the table. Smooth jazz hummed softly through the restaurant as Catherine took another sip of wine.

"Very cozy," Catherine said at last, nodding to herself. "I miss that room." Her smile curved. "And that snug little bed."

Mike swallowed, a blush creeping on his face. He couldn't quite tell how much was exaggeration and how much wasn't.

Abigail looked away. "After college, we went our separate ways," she said. "And somehow ended up married in the same neighborhood."

Catherine set her glass down. "Oh, Abby. You're leaving out a very important detail."

Abigail's jaw tightened. "Then why don't you tell it?"

Catherine tilted her head, studying her for a moment before turning to Mike. "You see, Mikey," she said softly, "sometimes women grow very close when they live together. Especially when both are stuck in failing relationships with disappointing boyfriends." Her playful tone softened, just briefly, as if memory washed over her. "The bed gets shared," she continued. "Warmth becomes familiar." Her gaze slid back to Abigail. "And comfort turns… inviting."

Mike felt his face heat, pulse thudding as the implication settled in.

"And mistakes were made," Abigail added coolly.

Catherine leaned back, studying her. "As I remember it," she said, "you were the one who broke my heart. No?"

Mike glanced at Abigail. Her eyes were sharp now, burning with something he couldn't quite name.

"It was a misunderstanding," Abigail said, her voice low.

"Not for me." Catherine leaned forward, her chest pressing lightly against the edge of the table. "I was done with men. I was finally okay with changing things for the better."

The sudden edge in her voice caught Mike off guard.

Abigail's mouth tightened. "I wasn't."

Catherine slowly eased back into her chair and silence fell between them.

Mike stayed quiet. Instinct told him this wasn't his ground to step into. For a moment, it felt like he'd vanished entirely, reduced to a bystander in a story that had started long before him.

The two women drank their wine.

After a moment, Catherine turned to him and smiled faintly. "Sorry about that, Mikey. Some memories are shared… differently."

For the first time, he saw something raw in her eyes. It didn't fit the bold, commanding woman he knew.

Catherine clicked her tongue, drained the last of her glass, and rose. "I think I've overstayed my welcome." She nodded to Abigail. "Abby." Then she turned to Mike, brushing her fingers along his cheek as she passed. "Mikey boy."

And then she was gone, her curvy silhouette melting into the dim glow of the restaurant.

Abigail released a slow breath. "I'm sorry," she said. "I shouldn't have let her sit with us."

Mike lifted his glass and took a measured sip. The silence between them felt dense, charged. "I can see there's history."

Abigail shifted closer, reaching for his hand, her grip both needy and tender. "I don't want to talk about it," she said. "Not tonight. I don't want the past ruining this." She met his gaze, eyes intense. "I'm here. With you."

Warmth spread through him as he squeezed her hand in return.

The waiter arrived with their next dish, and they let go.

Abigail began talking about lighter things as they ate, her voice steady, almost practiced. Mike nodded along, but his eyes drifted once more toward the place where Catherine had disappeared.

He wondered if she was still in the restaurant.

He wanted to understand what had happened between her and Abigail, more than he cared to admit. Instinct told him Abigail would keep her guard up, protect what was hers, and reveal only what she chose.

Catherine, on the other hand, didn't seem like someone who would. And somehow, that stayed with him long after Abigail's voice faded into the background.


Chapter 10


It was close to eleven when they stepped out of the restaurant. The night air was cold and sharp against their flushed skin.

Abigail burst into laughter as she fumbled with her keys. "Shit," she said, the metal clinking in her fingers. "I forgot I have to drive."

Mike had an arm around her waist, steadying her as she swayed slightly. "That’s not happening," he said calmly. "We’re both completely shitfaced."

She laughed again and leaned into him, resting her head against his chest as if the problem had already been solved.

He called a taxi. It would be there in ten minutes.

They sat on a bench by the river while they waited, the water dark and slow beneath the streetlights. Abigail curled into him, her head on his shoulder. For a moment, he thought she’d fallen asleep, but every so often her fingers tightened around his forearm, a quiet reassurance that she was still there.

It was an easy silence. The kind he hadn’t realized how badly he’d missed. The tension from before felt distant now, smoothed over by wine and warmth. Being with her like this felt natural, and it settled something restless inside him.

She intrigued him. She had talked openly about her childhood, about not always being rich, about wanting comfort and ease from a young age. She admitted she hated working and had always wanted a man who could provide that life for her.

He respected her honesty, even if it left a dull ache behind it. It made him aware of what he wasn’t.

Still, he suspected something had shifted since her marriage had soured. A man like him, young, attentive, uncomplicated, was something different. Something she wanted now, even if only for a while. Mike had no illusions. He knew where this would eventually lead. Wealth would matter again someday. She would want stability and status again. For all he knew she’d probably stay with her husband.

But until then, he was here. And for now, that was enough.

Headlights swept across the gravel as the taxi pulled up, tires crunching softly as it came to a stop by the curb. They slid into the back seat, the door thudding shut behind them. Mike waited for her to give her address.

"The Daisy Motel, please," Abigail said.

He turned toward her, caught off guard.

She grinned in the darkness, her features briefly illuminated by passing streetlights. Her hand settled on his knee. "No complications," she murmured. "No worries." She leaned closer, her breath brushing his cheek, wine sweet on her tongue. "Tonight," she whispered, "I’m yours."

Her hand glided down to his waist, slipping into his pants. The soft linen fabric stretched as her fingers discovered his growing hardness. A soft giggle escaped her lips, followed by a low, seductive hum.

Mike's eyes darted to the taxi driver, who kept his gaze fixed on the road ahead, oblivious to the heated scene unfolding in the back seat. Abigail's warm fingers wrapped around him, stroking slowly up and down with teasing confidence.

She sat up primly, her posture perfectly composed, as if nothing was happening beneath the shadows. Her hand continued its relentless rhythm.

Mike gasped softly, fighting to steady his breath as waves of pleasure built far too quickly, fueled by the alcohol buzzing in his veins and the raw arousal surging through him. He clenched his jaw, determined to hold out until they reached the privacy of their hotel room.

They sped out of town, heading toward the outskirts of the neighboring city. Relief washed over him when the hotel's sign finally came into view. He'd made it without losing control.

The taxi rolled to a stop beneath a flickering neon sign. DAISY MOTEL buzzed softly against the dark, the pink glow spilling across the pavement and a row of parked cars.

Abigail paid the driver and they stepped out of the car.

Her heels clicked against the concrete as they crossed the lot. Mike followed a half step behind, aware of the sway of her hips, the way the red fabric of her dress caught the neon light and gave her an almost unreal glow. The motel felt suspended in time in the quiet of the night.

At the office window, she leaned forward slightly to speak through the glass. Mike caught the faint scent of her perfume. He rested a hand on her lower back, making his skin tingle. She took the key, and walked onward to their room.

They climbed the short flight of stairs. The corridor smelled faintly of detergent and old carpet, and the overhead lights casted long shadows. Abigail slowed near the door and fished the key from her purse.

She turned to face him. Up close, her confidence softened and her eyes searched his face, lingering on his mouth.

"I’m not going anywhere," he said, somehow urged to say.

Her smile curved, slow and knowing. As the door swung open, she leaned in, capturing his mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. Their tongues danced passionately, entwining as she stepped backward, pulling him into the room with her. Wrapped tightly in each other’s arms, they stumbled inside, the door falling shut behind them.

They tumbled onto the bed in a frenzy, her fingers tugging urgently at his shirt while he fumbled with the fastenings of her clothes. It was delightfully clumsy, with little progress at first, until they both broke into laughter and stood up again, helping each other undress with playful eagerness.

Her dress fell to her feet, revealing the graceful curves of her body hugged by sexy lingerie. It was a sight she’d clearly been aching to share with him. He cupped her full breasts in his hands, burying his face between them as she clutched the back of his head, pulling him closer. He inhaled her scent deeply.

She unhooked her bra, and the fabric slipped away, offering a hardened nipple to his mouth.

She slid her panties down, pressing her bare skin against him. His pants and underwear tangled at his ankles; he kicked them free as Abigail peeled off his shirt. Finally, both naked, they collapsed back onto the bed together.

The warmth of her skin, her enchanting aroma: it drove him wild with desire. Seeing her fully exposed like this ignited a fierce lust in him and he ached to be inside her.

She moaned his name softly into his ear as he settled between her thighs, the soft triangle of her pubic hair brushing teasingly against his tip. Then, with a shared gasp, he slid into her wetness, pushing deeper.

He grunted in ecstasy, shivers racing down his spine as he eased into her, inch by inch, losing himself in the blissful heat.

She moaned his name again, the sound raw, igniting him further. He began to thrust slowly, each stroke sending waves of pleasure. The wet, rhythmic slap of their bodies meeting filled the air. As he built speed, she hissed desperately into his ear, “Oh yes, fuck me—fuck me harder!” Her words melted into frantic pants and moans.

This felt nothing like their first time. This was raw, intimate, and almost overwhelming in its intensity. His mind reeled from the sheer ecstasy of it. Her soft, sweat-slicked curves molded perfectly beneath him, a sensation so arousing he wanted to dissolve into it.

After several more powerful thrusts, he gently rolled her onto her belly. Without hesitation, she arched eagerly, presenting her plush ass to him. He gripped her hips firmly and drove back in with a single, forceful push, burying himself in her wetness. Then he drove up the pace.

"Oh, fuck!" she cried out, the sound muffled into the pillow as the bed rocked beneath them. Each slam sent jolts of pleasure surging through him—the lewd, wet sounds of their joining growing louder. Her body trembled with every impact.

He leaned down, trailing open-mouthed kisses along the curve of her back, tasting her sweet sweat on his tongue. The sexy musk of their shared arousal hung thick in the air.

As his climax approached rapidly, he gently rolled her onto her back once more. He wanted to see her face. He wanted to lose himself in her eyes as he surrendered completely. Sensing his desire, she reached for his hands, lacing her fingers tightly with his, her cheeks flushed with a euphoric glow that made her even more breathtaking.

He held her gaze as he guided himself back into her. The intimate sounds of her arousal filled the air with every thrust; passionate, unhurried strokes that drew soft gasps from her lips.

Then he drove into her faster, harder, the delicious friction igniting every nerve. His muscles burned with strain as the edge inevitably rushed in.

On the brink, her eyes locked onto his with fierce intensity, sending goosebumps racing across his skin. With a deep groan, he climaxed and waves of blinding pleasure crashed through him as he flooded her with his semen.

"Oh, Mike," she whispered tenderly, her fingers tracing his face as he grunted through the final thrusts, filling her completely.

They melted into a long, lingering kiss, bodies entwined in warm embrace. The soft, dimmed light of the room cocooned them in their private sanctuary, and Mike wished he never had to leave this bliss.

This moment would stay with him forever.


Chapter 11


It was just past dawn when Mike woke the next morning. Abigail’s body lay warm against his, solid and real, reassuring him it hadn’t been a dream.

She stirred a few minutes later, lifting her head to look at him. “Hey,” she murmured, her voice groggy and husky.

"Morning," he said, and she snuggled closer.

They lay there beneath the warmth of the blankets for a long while, sharing the quiet, neither of them in a hurry to break the moment.

"You’d better get going soon," she said at last. "We’ll have to take separate taxis." Her hand tightened around his arm. "It’s better that way. Less… suspicion." She paused, then added more softly, "I don’t want to ruin this."

Mike smiled despite himself and leaned down, pressing a gentle kiss into her hair. "I get it."

She hummed in response, half-asleep again, and they stayed like that for a few more minutes before Mike finally slipped out of bed and dressed quietly. She watched him with a small, content smile.

When he was done, he turned back to her. She lifted one hand and blew him a kiss.

Grinning, he slipped out into the cool morning air. The motel was still asleep, with the parking lot mostly empty.

He decided to walk for a while before calling a taxi. He wanted to stretch his legs, feel awake, and alive. He checked the time. His shift started in two and a half hours.

Just as he slid his phone into his pocket, it buzzed.

Frowning, he pulled it back out. It was a message from his boss.

Can you come to the office today at 8? Need to talk to you.

That was one way to sour the mood.

It could be anything. Relax.

He pushed the thought aside, determined not to let it touch the glow of the morning.

His phone buzzed again.

He sighed and picked it up—then stopped. "Oh," he muttered, surprised.

The message was from Catherine.

Morning, Mikey. You free today? I want to see you.

Mike froze as a flock of birds swept low overhead, wings cutting through the quiet air. His heart began to pound, excitement flooding in all at once. "Catherine," he murmured, unable to keep the smile from his face.

He slipped the phone away and looked up at the sky.

"Bloomingdale," he said softly.

It looked like things were only just getting started.
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