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Chapter 1


Mike pulled up to the main office of Alonso Deliveries and parked in the empty lot out front.

It was a minute before eight when he climbed out of his truck.

Made it.

His boss—Alonso himself—had texted him to come in early. He said they needed to talk. Getting a taxi home that morning had been harder than expected, but he'd managed. Still, his mind kept drifting back to the motel room just outside town.

Sweat. Flesh. Passion.

Abigail Lellan had felt like a dream made real; a gorgeous woman who had finally let go, their night dissolving into a heated clash of need and desire.

Mike inhaled deeply as he pushed open the office door. Cool, conditioned air washed over him, carrying that unmistakable office smell.

Delivery work had turned out to be… different.

Most of it was exactly what he'd expected: polite smiles, signatures, quick exchanges. But one neighborhood had wrapped him up completely.

Bloomingdale.

Also known as the Peach.

A wealthy suburban pocket known for its immaculate homes, sensual housewives, and their desires left largely unmet.

So far, he'd delivered to two addresses there. And both residents had left a mark.

Both women were more than fifteen years his senior: full curves, generous busts, sensual mouths, and confident eyes. Abigail Lellan and Catherine Bronson had been turning his world upside down all week.

And, as he'd learned the night before, they shared a history he hadn't even begun to understand.

"Mike! Good morning!" The voice came from the back of the otherwise deserted workspace. Alonso waved him over.

Alonso Deliveries held a rare monopoly in town. In an age where corporate giants dominated logistics, Alonso had played his cards right and secured the local market.

Mike approached, unease creeping in. He'd only been working here a week. Was this some kind of trial period? Had he screwed something up already?

The thought of job hunting again made his stomach tighten.

Stay cool. Hear him out first.

"Have a seat," Alonso said, gesturing to the chair across from his desk.

Mike sat, watching the man closely for any hint of what was coming.

"So," Alonso said, folding his hands, "how are you liking the work so far?"

"It's been good," Mike replied. "Friendly town. I like staying busy."

Alonso nodded. "You've been doing solid work. No complaints. Ratings are good."

Relief washed over Mike. "Glad to hear it."

At least I'm not getting fired.

Alonso leaned forward. "You've been to Bloomingdale."

Mike froze. "Yeah."

"What's your impression?"

"My impression?"

"Of the residents."

Mike shrugged, keeping his tone neutral. "Only been to two addresses. They seem nice enough."

Alonso watched him carefully.

"They're wealthy," Mike added. "That's obvious."

Alonso nodded slowly. "Fair enough. The reason I ask is because a large portion of our deliveries go there. But so far, I've only sent you to two houses."

Mike said nothing, waiting.

"Bloomingdale clients are… particular," Alonso continued. "Mostly bored housewives. They have time. Too much of it. A delivery becomes an event. Something to look forward to."

He paused. "It also makes them volatile. One minute late and they complain. One wrong look and they complain. One flirtatious move and they call the cops. You follow?"

Mike nodded.

"I don't send new drivers there lightly," Alonso said, leaning back. "Too much risk."

"I get that."

One flirtatious move and they call the cops?

Not exactly his experience.

Alonso picked up his phone and scrolled. "That said… every Bloomingdale delivery you've handled earned five-star ratings."

Mike smiled faintly. "Happy to hear I made a good impression." He hadn't even been aware there was a rating system.

If only you knew.

Alonso studied him for a long moment. "I need more drivers like you. Reliable. Professional. Results-oriented."

Mike felt a spark of pride. "I'm willing to put in the work."

"I know," Alonso said. "Which is why I'm expanding your Bloomingdale route."

Mike's pulse quickened. "Understood."

"You know the stories, right?"

"What stories?"

"That they call it the Peach?"

Mike shook his head. "No."

A lie. He'd heard plenty at the local bar. All those beautiful, restless women clustered in one neighborhood—the Peach fit all too well. After only two addresses, he knew well from experience now, too.

Alonso stood and extended his hand. "Let's keep it that way. I need you sharp. Professional. Can I count on you?"

Mike stood and shook his hand, a smile tugging at his mouth.

More Bloomingdale?

"Absolutely," he said. "I'm your man."


Chapter 2


Walking back to his truck, Mike remembered the text he'd received from Catherine. He pulled out his phone and opened the message, reading it again.

Good morning, Mikey. Would love to see you today. Can you drop by?

A fresh surge of energy stirred in him as he typed his reply.

Sure. How about tonight? I get off at seven.

He hit send and climbed behind the wheel.

It was already past eight, and his phone began buzzing as the first scheduled deliveries came in. None of them were for Bloomingdale—yet. He had a feeling that would change as the day wore on.

Around ten-thirty, another delivery notification popped up. Mike glanced at the screen and felt a flicker of anticipation.

Bloomingdale.

"Here we go," he muttered, opening the details and punching the address into his navigation system.

The name caught his attention.

Janice Vermont.

"Hello, Janice," he said aloud. As the name rolled off his tongue, something stirred in his memory. "Janice… Janice…” He frowned, trying to place it, but nothing concrete surfaced.

He started the engine and pulled onto the road, tapping the guide button on the screen.

"One way to find out," he said.

Mike parked his truck along the road across from the address. As expected, the house was massive, its surroundings radiating effortless wealth. But right now, that kind of thing barely registered with him. All he could think about was who would be opening the door.

A part of him felt guilty. The lust, the anticipation; whatever Bloomingdale had done to him, it was starting to drive his thoughts in ways that made him uneasy.

Then again, after what had happened with both Abigail and Catherine, who could really blame him?

He stepped onto the stone path cutting through the expansive lawn and pressed the doorbell a little too quickly, as if rushing the moment would keep his imagination from running any further ahead.

And then it hit him. He remembered where he'd heard the name Janice before.

Catherine.

She'd mentioned her while trying to guess which other Bloomingdale address he'd visited. Back then, not wanting to admit it had been Abigail, he'd kept quiet.

Now Catherine's words echoed in his mind, sharp and unmistakable:

"Was it Janice? Ugh, she's such a slut."

Cold sweat gathered in his palms as he adjusted his grip on the package.

The lock clicked. The door opened.

A wave of sweet perfume washed over him as a woman stepped into view.

Mike swallowed and forced on his best delivery smile.

Oh, shit.

Her dark hair was cut short and sharp at her chin. She stood nearly as tall as he did, her posture confident, almost confrontational. Her features were sharp and intimidating. The jolt of excitement that shot through him was immediate and strong.

"Mrs. Vermont?" he asked, his voice coming out just a little tighter than he'd intended.

She shifted her weight, one curved hip jutting outward. Only then did he notice the high heels, explaining her height. His eyes betrayed him, flicking to her chest; full, impossible to ignore, barely restrained by a flimsy dress that did nothing to help his focus.

She radiated confidence. Just standing there, silent, observing him, made his pulse quicken. He felt like prey. And strangely, he wanted it.

She studied him with deep, moody eyes, her expression unreadable. "Yes," she said, her voice husky.

Mike extended the package. "I have your delivery."

"It was supposed to arrive yesterday," she said flatly.

Heat crept up his neck. "I'm sorry about the delay," he replied. He hadn't checked the order closely after seeing the Bloomingdale address—a mistake.

Her gaze flicked from the package to him. "So?" she said. "You expect me to take it and then sign?" She placed her hands on her hips. "How am I supposed to sign with a package in my hands?"

Jesus.

He resisted the urge to point out the obvious solution and instead handed her the delivery slip and a pen.

For a split second, he thought he saw a smile tug at her lips, but it vanished before he could be sure.

She placed the slip against the doorframe at eye level and signed. The movement made her breasts shift, and he swallowed hard.

She handed the slip back and took the package from him. "Next time," she said coolly, "mind your manners."

Before he could respond, the door shut in his face, leaving her perfume lingering in the air.

"Damn," he muttered. "Look who's talking. What a bitch." He turned and headed back toward his truck. "Hot as hell, though."

The rest of the day passed uneventfully, his thoughts drifting back to Catherine more often than he liked to admit. The fact that she wanted to see him was thrilling. After her unexpected appearance the night before at the restaurant, he couldn't stop wondering what was going through her mind.

His phone rang. Alonso.

"Mike," he answered through the truck's hands-free system.

"You between deliveries?" Alonso asked.

"Yeah."

Alonso sighed. "I wasn't there, so I'm not pointing fingers—but we got a complaint."

Mike's stomach dropped. "A complaint?"

"From Janice Vermont."

Mike rolled his eyes.

Figures.

"Did anything happen?" Alonso asked.

Mike considered his response. "Her attitude wasn't exactly friendly."

"Did she say anything specific?"

He remembered her words clearly.

Next time, mind your manners.

He left that part out. "She complained about the package being late."

"Did you apologize?"

"I did."

"Before or after she mentioned it?"

Mike exhaled slowly. "After."

"Damn," Alonso muttered. "We've got history with her. The delay wasn't our fault. We didn't even receive the package until today. But we're the ones facing the client."

"I get it," Mike said, irritation creeping in.

"She wants an official apology from you," Alonso continued. "If you do that, she'll reconsider leaving a one-star review."

Mike let out a dry chuckle. "Of course she will."

"I know it's annoying," Alonso said, "but do it. Reputation is everything."

"Okay."

"She said tomorrow fits her schedule, so you can go over first thing tomorrow at the start of your shift. Understood?"

Mike nodded to himself, jaw tightening. "Loud and clear."

When the call ended, silence filled the car. He stared ahead for a moment, then exhaled a dry laugh. "Bloomingdale," he said quietly. "Needy as ever."


Chapter 3


As soon as his shift was over, Mike headed for Catherine's house with restless anticipation.

The whole situation with Janice had soured his mood. He'd tried to shake it off, but knowing he would have to go back and apologize hung over him like a cloud.

He parked his truck a couple of houses down from Catherine's place and took a deep breath. "Let's just enjoy tonight," he muttered.

Excitement churned in his stomach as he checked his reflection in the mirror and sprayed on some deodorant, just in case.

He got out and walked toward the Spanish-style mansion. The curtains were drawn, but they were made of a pearly white fabric that let the warm orange glow from inside bleed through, bathing the front of the house in soft light.

He liked that he didn't have to sneak around back. Catherine had told him she'd recently divorced her husband. Tonight, he was welcome, wanted. Invited after work, no less.

He rang the doorbell, his thoughts drifting to what she might be wearing, daring to wonder whether he'd get lucky.

The door opened.

Catherine Bronson stood there, framed by amber light. She wore a relaxed blue blouse and tight white leggings that hugged her curves. A knowing smile curved her lips. "Mikey boy."

He smiled back. "Cathy."

She stepped aside and gestured him in, leaning forward just enough as he passed to make him brush close to her. Assertive as ever.

They settled into a cozy lounge area near the front door. Catherine sat beside him on the couch, and Mike inhaled her familiar, lovely scent.

The low lighting made her look almost unreal; soft, luminous, magnetic. He wanted to pull her into his arms, but resisted.

It struck him then: despite the rush of lust and the passion they'd already shared, Catherine was still mostly unexplored territory. And now, after the night he'd spent with Abigail, he realized he wanted more. Not a quick, hungry encounter, but slow, unhurried lovemaking. Skin on skin. Bodies tangled beneath sheets.

"What are you thinking about?" she asked, grinning.

"Sorry?" Mike said, snapping back to the moment.

"You looked like you drifted off somewhere," she said, nudging him lightly.

He grinned. "No, it's nothing. Just… really good to see you."

Catherine's smile softened. "I bet you didn't think that last night, did you?"

The memory rushed back: candlelight, fine wine, beautiful Abigail sitting across from him.

Then Catherine had appeared out of nowhere, like a femme fatale stepping out of a noir film. The past between the two women had slowly unraveled right in front of him. Or at least, part of it had.

"Oh—no," Mike said quickly. "I was just surprised. I didn't expect to see you there." He hesitated, then added, "And, uh… You and Abigail…"

She held his gaze, her expression unreadable, waiting for him to continue.

Mike decided to be blunt. "It just made me wonder… what happened between you two?"

Catherine smiled faintly. "Well, apparently it meant different things to each of us." She sighed and looked away for a moment. "We were seeing each other for a while. Or—fling might be the better word." A small chuckle escaped her. "We'd both sworn off men, convinced ourselves we didn't need them. What started as a bit of rebellion turned into something more… passionate."

She studied him, as if searching his face for something.

"I see," Mike said. "But it didn't end well?"

Catherine straightened. "Abigail fell in love," she said flatly. "Not with me. With a new boyfriend." Her hands folded neatly in her lap. "And just like that, I was disposable." She paused.

For a brief second, Mike caught the sadness beneath her composure. Then Catherine looked up, resolve returning to her eyes.

"She told me it was all just experimenting," Catherine continued. "That she'd never really meant the whole 'no men' thing." She tapped her temple lightly. "Apparently, I was the one taking it too seriously. Silly me."

Mike nodded slowly. "I can imagine that wasn't easy to hear."

"It wasn't," Catherine said. "I was furious. Definitely not my finest moment." She brushed a lock of hair behind her ear. "As you saw last night, things never really healed between us. She moved out not long after, and I got a new roommate." A small smile returned. "And needless to say, my little 'women only' phase didn't last either."

Her hand settled on his knee.

"In the end," she said softly, "women like Abby and me… we still crave that raw masculinity."

Mike grinned, sensing the opening. "I think," he said carefully, "I can help you with that."

Catherine leaned in and kissed him softly.

Mike's heart jumped. He slid his hands to her hips, drawing her closer, the warmth of her body pressing against his. One hand rose instinctively, finding the curve of her breast.

She caught his wrist gently and guided his hand back down. A low hum escaped her as she pulled away, just far enough to leave him wanting. "Oh, I'm sorry, Mikey," she said softly. "Not tonight."

His lips felt dry as he swallowed, breath uneven. "Oh?" he managed. "Sorry."

Catherine shook her head. "No, no." A small smile played at her mouth. "I'm just not… in the mood."

While the rejection stung lightly, Mike nodded. "That's okay," he said.

Catherine looked away, her eyes distant. "I guess I shouldn't have dug into the past," she said. "Sometimes you end up reopening feelings you thought you'd left behind."

"I'm sorry I brought it up," Mike said. He hated himself a little for it now. If he hadn't, their bodies might have already been tangled together on the floor.

Catherine laughed softly and patted his knee. "How many times have you apologized tonight? It's okay."

Mike grinned, feeling a blush creep up his neck, almost apologizing again before catching himself just in time.

Catherine exhaled slowly, then leaned back into the couch cushions. For a moment, she looked tired.

Mike shifted beside her but didn't touch her this time. "You don't have to explain anything," he said. "I get it."

She glanced at him, surprised. "You do?"

He nodded. "Sometimes things catch up with you when you don't expect them to. Doesn't mean you did anything wrong."

Catherine studied him for a long second, then smiled faintly. "You're different from what I expected, you know that?"

"Yeah?"

"Most men would've tried harder."

Mike shrugged. "I figured you'd tell me when you want me to."

She reached for his hand, threading her fingers slowly through his. "Stay a bit," she said quietly.

He squeezed her hand. "I'm not going anywhere."

They sat together in silence for a long moment, her head resting on his shoulder. Mike imagined she was lost in thought, probably with Abigail on her mind. He found himself picturing the two women together, younger, carefree, sharing something intense and private that had once felt like the whole world to them.

It was strange to think about. What were the odds that the two Bloomingdale addresses he'd frequented belonged to women he'd become involved with in ways he never could have imagined, and who had once been lovers themselves?

Suddenly, Janice came to mind, and a low grunt slipped from his throat.

Catherine shifted slightly. "What is it?" she asked.

"Oh—nothing. Work stuff."

"You can talk to me," she said softly.

Mike sighed. "Well… remember the first time I visited you?"

Catherine chuckled. "How could I forget, Mikey boy?" She squeezed his hand.

"You tried to guess who else I'd been delivering to in Bloomingdale."

She hummed in acknowledgment.

"Do you remember who you guessed first?"

Catherine was quiet for a moment, then laughed. "Oh! Janice?"

Mike exhaled. "Yeah. I met her."

Catherine sat up, turning to him with amused eyes and pursed lips. "Uh-oh. Do you have something to confess?"

Mike swallowed. "Nothing happened. If that's what you mean."

She relaxed again, laying her head back on his shoulder and nudging him as she snuggled closer. "Don't worry, Mikey. I'm only teasing. I don't mind if you play around a little. Janice is a hottie, after all." She giggled. "Trouble, sure—but smoking."

Mike sighed. "Yeah. Trouble…”

Catherine laughed. "Did she make you feel it? Was she unhappy with your service?" she asked in an exaggeratedly posh voice.

Mike glanced at her and smiled. "Actually… yes."

Catherine snorted. "That bitch. She loves doing that, playing the claimer. Making people sweat." She shook her head. "It's a power thing."

"I see," Mike said.

Catherine tapped his chest. "That said…" Her tone shifted. "She's very—very—open-minded when it comes to sex."

Mike's pulse quickened. "You did mention she was, uh…"

"A slut?" Catherine laughed. "With a capital S."

Mike swallowed. "Right."

She studied him. "What's the matter?"

"She wants me to apologize in person," he said. "For my bad service."

Catherine was silent for a beat, then burst out laughing.

Mike grinned. "What?"

"She definitely likes you," Catherine said.

He frowned. "She does?"

"Oh, absolutely. That's just an excuse to see you again."

Mike mulled it over, then looked down at her. Her head still on his shoulder, her face close. "Hm?"

Catherine snickered, her white smile mischievous, eyes sparkling. "Enjoy," she said.


Chapter 4


The next morning, Mike was back in his car, driving toward Janice's house. Alonso had messaged him that he'd keep his schedule clear until nine, giving him time to handle the visit without pressure.

The previous evening with Catherine had been a welcome change of pace. They'd done nothing more than sit and talk over a bottle of wine. She was an easy, engaging conversationalist, and Mike had enjoyed hearing about her past.

Catherine had been born in Austin before her parents moved to New Hampshire for work. She'd met her husband shortly after graduating college, then spent a few years living a high-society life in New York before settling in Bloomingdale.

What surprised Mike was what she didn't talk about. She hadn't shared much about her relationship with her now ex-husband, something he'd half expected from someone as open as Catherine. Apparently, that subject was still guarded territory.

Even Catherine Bronson had walls when it came to certain memories.

The evening had ended around ten, with a slow, lingering kiss. Mike had wanted more, but he'd accepted where she'd drawn the line. He knew he'd be back. Whatever this was between them, it wasn't finished.

Snapping out of his thoughts, he glanced toward the house across the road from where he'd parked. "First things first," he muttered, already dreading it.

Despite Catherine's reassurance—that Janice was only playing games and wanted to get to know him better, in more ways than one—Mike couldn't shake the anxiety she stirred in him. It was the sharpness in her attitude, and the fact that even Alonso seemed wary.

Catherine had told him to relax. To lean into it, enjoy the bossy edge Janice carried and find the excitement in it.

"Easier said than done," Mike murmured as he stepped out of the car.

That kind of dynamic had never been his thing. He preferred warmth over sharpness, and sweet over confrontational. He could do without the bitchy attitude.

He crossed the street toward Janice Vermont's door. He paused for a moment, then pressed the doorbell.

The door opened after only a few seconds, and Mike's breath caught in his chest as Janice appeared, looking absolutely stunning.

His eyes widened as a restless whirl surged through him. She wore a tight vest that made her breasts stand out even more than they had the day before, the fabric pulled taut across her chest. A pencil skirt hugged her hips, riding high enough to feel deliberate.

There was no question about it. This woman had dressed to impress.

Catherine's words echoed in his mind as he realized just how right she'd been. Janice wasn't just answering the door; she was making a statement.

"Yes?" she said coolly.

Mike straightened. "Mrs. Vermont. I'm Mike, from Alonso Deliveries. I'm here to apologize. In person."

Her eyes flicked from his face downward, lingering briefly, before returning to his. "Apologize," she repeated, as if tasting the word.

"Yes," he said. "About your delivery. It arrived late, and I didn't handle the situation as well as I should have. I'm sorry."

Silence.

She knew I was coming, right?

Janice leaned one shoulder against the doorframe, arms folding loosely beneath her chest. "You indeed didn't handle it right."

Mike nodded. "Yes, ma'am."

"Ma'am?" She raised an eyebrow. A faint smile tugged at her lips, gone almost instantly. "Interesting choice."

Another pause stretched between them. Mike felt cold sweat forming in his palms.

"Well?" she said at last. "Are you planning to stand on my porch all morning, or are you going to come inside so we can finish this properly?"

Come inside?

Hadn't he already done what he came for? His nerves flared all at once.

She lifted her chin slightly. "Well?" Her voice was firm now.

"Of course," he said, stepping forward.

She turned without waiting, heels clicking against polished stone floors as she walked deeper into the house. Mike followed, aware that she hadn't told him where to stand or what to do, only that he was expected to keep up.

Janice stopped near the living room, not sitting, not quite facing him. She picked up a tablet from the coffee table and scrolled lazily.

Mike took the moment to really look at her. She was radiant. Voluptuous. Intimidating in a way that sent a sharp thrill through his gut.

"Late deliveries," she said, eyes still on the screen, "are inconvenient. But what bothers me more is attitude." She glanced at him. "So you don’t think you handled me well yesterday?"

Mike swallowed. "I didn't."

"Why?"

He hesitated, then answered honestly. "Because I was caught off guard. And I should've been more professional."

She studied him now—really studied him—as if weighing his words instead of listening to them.

"Better," she said. "Most men start making excuses right about now."

"I'm not here to do that."

Janice stepped closer. Not into his space, but just close enough that he became acutely aware of the distance between them. Her perfume was warm and expensive.

"Good," she said quietly. "Because excuses bore me."

She turned away again, setting the tablet down. "Your apology is noted. And for the record, the delay wasn't your fault." She glanced over her shoulder. "But how you responded? That part was."

"Understood," Mike said.

Another silence followed.

Finally, she faced him. "I'll withdraw the complaint," she said. "For now."

"For now?" he echoed.

Janice chuckled softly. "I can't have you getting careless." She leaned her elbows against the back of a chair, her posture drawing attention to the deep curve of her cleavage. "I expect excellent service in the future."

Her eyes held his.

"And I do like to be satisfied."

Mike felt the words settle between them, heavy and deliberate. "Yes, Mrs. Vermont," he said, keeping his voice steady.

Her lips curved, but not quite a smile. "You're very good at that," she said. "Listening."

She walked toward him and circled him slowly, heels soft against the floor. Mike stayed still, unsure whether moving would be seen as confidence or a mistake.

"You know," Janice went on, stopping just behind him, "most men mistake service for obedience." Her voice was close now. "They rush and assume. Then they overstep boundaries."

His pulse thudded in his ears. "I'm not trying to overstep."

"I know." She moved past him, her perfume wafting over him as she came to stand in front again. She was close enough that he could see the faint crease between her brows when she focused. "But you're still here."

Her gaze dropped to his mouth. Just for a moment.

Mike's breath changed before he could stop it.

Janice noticed. Of course she did.

She straightened slightly, the moment snapping him back into place. "But don't misunderstand," she said calmly. "This"—she gestured vaguely between them—"that I am willing to accept your apology, isn't a reward."

"No," he said quickly, even though unsure what she was getting at.

"No," she agreed. "It's a test."

Another silence. Intimate in a way that made his skin feel too tight. Her breasts were so close to his chest, so full and erotic in her blouse.

Finally, she stepped back, increasing the distance as deliberately as she'd closed it. "You passed," she said. "Be it barely."

Mike let out a breath, not realizing he'd been holding it. "Thank you." He felt strange, as if he had been hypnotized.

Janice picked up her tablet again, already disengaging. "You may go," she said. Then, as if remembering something, she added, "Oh—and Mike?"

He paused at the edge of the room and turned.

Her eyes met his, cool and knowing. "Next time you come by," she said lightly, "try not to look so nervous."

"Yes, ma'am," he said, before he could stop himself.

Next time…

That faint smile returned, slower this time. "Careful," she murmured. "You're going to make that habit."

Mike smiled for the first time as he decided to flirt back. "You mean coming by?"

For a moment, Janice seemed caught off guard, but she quickly resettled. "Calling me ma'am."

Mike gave a small nod. "I'll watch my manners, Mrs. Vermont."

She stared at him for a while, her eyes deep and somehow intimate. "Call me Janice," she said.

Mike swallowed a dry lump that had been forming in his throat. "Janice," he said with a nod, turned around, and walked back to the front door. He felt her eyes observe as he left.

Outside, Mike stood on the porch for a moment, the air cool against his face, his body still humming with something unresolved. "Wow," he muttered.

Then he walked away, knowing one thing with absolute certainty: she would definitely call him over again.


Chapter 5


As soon as the clock hit nine, orders began flooding in. Mike spent the rest of the morning crisscrossing around town, barely stopping between deliveries.

Alonso hadn't contacted him—not even a cursory How did it go?—which Mike had half expected. The silence stretched on until just after two in the afternoon, when his phone finally buzzed.

Looks like it went alright. Just be extra polite next time.

Below the message was a screenshot.

Mike zoomed in and stared at the review on the company website. Three out of five stars.

"Sufficient enough service."

It had been posted by anonymous, but he knew Alonso had backend access. There was no doubt who it came from.

Mike set his phone down and scoffed, irritation flaring more than he wanted to admit.

"Sufficient enough," he muttered. He shook his head, annoyed at how much the words got under his skin. After a moment, he forced himself to let it go and shifted back into work mode.

"Guess I'll go on my knees next time," he added under his breath.

By the time evening rolled around and his shift finally ended, Mike pulled into his usual parking spot at his apartment and cut the engine. He stayed there, enjoying the silence for a while.

His phone sat heavy in his hand.

He realized he hadn't heard anything from Abigail, the woman he'd been most intimate with just two nights ago. He opened their chat, thumb hovering over the screen as he searched for something to say. But the silence on her end made him hesitate.

Things hadn't ended badly. The sex had been passionate, grounding even, convincing him, at least for a while, that whatever tension had lingered between them earlier that week had finally settled.

So why hadn't she reached out? Then again, why hadn't he?

Mike exhaled slowly, the answer uncomfortable but unavoidable. Catherine inviting him over the very next day, followed by the situation with Janice, had shifted his focus without him even realizing it. Abigail had never fully left his thoughts, but she'd slipped to the background, crowded out by other women.

His gaze stayed fixed on the floor as he walked, thoughts still tangled with Janice, Abigail, and everything in between. He didn't snap out of it until he collided with someone coming the other way, his arm brushing into unexpected firmness.

"Oh!" a woman cried out.

"Shit—sorry!" Mike said quickly, stumbling back a half step. Instinct kicked in before his brain caught up. He reached out, wrapping an arm around her waist to steady her as she lost her balance.

It was Betty.

His landlady's breath caught as their bodies pressed together in the narrow doorway, his arm firm around her waist, her hands braced against his chest. For a split second, neither of them moved.

Mike became aware of what he was touching; the warmth beneath his arm and the unmistakable softness he'd brushed against. "Ah—sorry," he muttered, releasing her at once.

Betty took a step back, smoothing her blouse, her cheeks faintly flushed. "That's alright," she said, a little breathless. "I wasn't paying attention."

"Me neither," Mike replied.

They shared a brief, awkward smile.

"Long day?" Betty asked at last, gesturing toward the door as if to give her hands something to do. She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, her voice casual.

Mike let out a short breath. "Yeah," he said. "You could say that."

She studied him for a moment. "Work keeping you busy?"

"Something like that." He hesitated, then added, "It's been, uhm, weird lately."

Betty smiled faintly. "Weird how?"

He opened his mouth. For a split second, the words were right there. About Janice. About feeling pulled in too many directions with Abigail and Catherine. About how every quiet moment seemed to bring someone else to mind.

Instead, he shook his head. "Nothing important. Just one of those days, you know."

"Those happen every now and then," she said gently, not pushing.

Mike met her eyes, surprised by how easily she'd seen through him. "Yeah," he admitted. "They do."

He was slightly overwhelmed by how beautiful she looked in the dimmed lightning of the hallway, the ambiance of night surrounding them.

"Well," Betty said, stepping aside to give him space, "get some rest. Tomorrow usually looks better after a night's sleep."

He smiled. "I'll try."

As he passed her, he caught a trace of her scent, which was comforting in a way that made him relax.

"Good night, Mike."

"Good night, Betty."

He walked away feeling oddly unsettled, aware that nothing had happened, and that somehow made it harder to forget. He gazed quickly over his shoulder, but she had gone already.

Later, lying in bed, the day refused to let go of him. Mike exhaled slowly, staring up at the ceiling.

Get a grip.

His phone buzzed on the nightstand. He reached for it immediately.

A message from Abigail. A flicker of anxiety hit him. Bumping into Betty had completely made him forget to text her as he'd planned.

Hey. Sorry for going quiet. Are you still up?

His chest tightened. He typed, deleted, then typed again:

Yeah, still up. I was actually just thinking about you. Sorry for my lack of contact.

A few seconds passed. Then her reply came:

I was wondering when you'd text. I miss you. Can you meet somewhere this week?

Mike smiled despite himself, the tension in his body shifting.

I'd love to. No grocery order coming up?

He'd half-expected her to place one like she usually did, but nothing had come through.

My fridge is full from ordering too much just to see you 😂 Are you free Tuesday night?

Relief washed over him at the lightness in her tone.

Tuesday works. Looking forward to it.

Her reply came quickly:

Great! See you then. Sweet dreams.

Mike set the phone down beside him, warmth settling in his chest. He'd only been living in the area for two weeks. It was hard to believe how quickly everything had escalated.

As sleep finally took him, Abigail lingered in his thoughts.


Chapter 6


The days flew by in a blur. He had one day off and worked through the rest. Surprisingly, Bloomingdale stayed quiet. No deliveries there and no messages from Abigail or Catherine.

Mike welcomed the lull. The women had been occupying his thoughts far too much lately.

On his day off, he went for a long run to clear his head, pushing himself until his lungs burned and his legs ached in a satisfying way. On Monday night, after work, he stopped by a nearby playground to do pull-ups on the monkey bars and push-ups against the park benches. The cool air and steady rhythm grounded him, reminding him not to neglect his body.

By the time Tuesday rolled around, he felt refreshed and steadier. At 8:15 p.m., freshly showered after his shift, he stood in Abigail's backyard. She’d asked him to come in through the back. Coming in through the front door for all to see would bring too much attention.

When he approached the door, it opened almost immediately.

Abigail stood there in a soft sweater and jeans, her blonde hair loose, her expression brightening the moment she saw him. "Hey," she said, and came forward to give him a hug.

"Hey," Mike replied, wrapping her in his arms.

They let go, and just looked at each other.

"I'm really glad you came," Abigail added quickly, avoiding an awkward silence.

"Me too."

She stepped aside, letting him in. As she closed the door behind him, she lingered there for a second, her back resting against it, her hands loosely clasped in front of her. "I was worried you might cancel," she said softly.

Mike turned toward her, surprised. "Why would I?"

She shrugged. "I don't know. Things felt… intense last time." She gave a shy smile. "And then we both went quiet."

"Yeah," he said. "That part's on me."

Her eyes lifted to his, gentle but searching. "I didn't reach out either," she said. "So I guess I don't really get to be upset." A small laugh escaped her. "Still, I missed you."

"I missed you too," Mike said without hesitation.

She smiled at that and some of the tension seemed to leave her shoulders. She walked toward the living room, motioning for him to follow.

They sat close on the couch, the same couch they had their first passionate moment of actual sex, which had been interrupted by her husband suddenly arriving.

"I've been thinking about us," she said after a moment, her voice calm but unsure. "About what the night at the motel meant." She was silent for a while. "And what comes after." She glanced at him. "And what you want."

Mike took a breath, the air suddenly feeling heavy. What did he want? It was as confusing to him as it seemed to be for her. "I don't regret any of it,” he said, “And I don't want it to feel like it was just a fleeting moment, you know."

Her fingers twisted together in her lap. "Good," she said softly. "Because I didn't want it to feel like that either." She hesitated, then leaned slightly toward him. "I don't need answers tonight," she added. "I just wanted to see you. To feel like we're still okay."

Mike smiled. "We are."

That seemed to settle something in her. She relaxed, her shoulder brushing his this time, accidental but uncorrected.

"Do you want some wine?" she asked. "Or tea. Or even guava juice, if you'd like."

He chuckled. "Wine sounds perfect."

She stood up, and her hand grazed his arm just briefly. It was enough to send a small surge through him. The casual affection felt natural in a way he hadn't expected.

The mention of guava juice stood out. Catherine had offered him the same thing the first time he'd visited her. When he'd mentioned it to Abigail later, it had sparked a flicker of jealousy, an unspoken realization that he'd been with Catherine, too. Guava juice had somehow become Catherine’s thing.

Now Abigail had offered it so lightly and without hesitation; it made him wonder what she was really thinking.

He considered asking her about Catherine—her side of the story—but the timing felt fragile.

Abigail returned with two glasses of wine and a gentle smile. "What's the matter?" she asked as she sat beside him.

"Hm?" He realized he'd been staring.

"You looked like you were somewhere else," she said, handing him a glass.

They touched rims, a soft clink breaking the quiet.

Mike took a sip, then exhaled slowly, choosing his words with care. "It's just… I don't want to stir anything up, but I can't help wondering…"

She took a sip as well, her expression calm and open.

"You and Catherine," he continued. "What happened?"

She set her glass down and lightly licked her lips as she thought.

The silence stretched a moment too long, and he immediately regretted bringing it up. "I'm sorry," he said quickly. "It's none of my business."

Abigail shook her head, a faint, almost apologetic smile on her lips. "No, it's okay." She leaned a little closer. "I mean… you're sleeping with both of us. It makes sense you'd want to know," she added with a soft, self-aware chuckle.

The way she said it, gentle and matter-of-fact, sent a shiver through him. It surprised him. Mike stayed quiet, letting her set the pace.

She exhaled slowly. "Me and Catherine Bronson…" She paused, fingers curling lightly around her wineglass. "Where to start." Her gaze drifted downward. "Catherine fell harder than I did," she said at last. "At least that's what I told myself back then."

Mike didn't interrupt.

"When it began, it felt harmless," Abigail continued. "Fun. New. We were two women sharing space, sharing experiences. Experimenting without rules." A small, uneasy smile crossed her face. "I kept telling myself that was all it was. That it didn't really mean anything."

She watched the dark liquid swirl in her glass.

"But for Catherine, it did," she went on quietly. "She let herself fall into it completely. She believed in us. Believed in me." Her jaw tightened. "And I didn't stop her."

Mike frowned slightly. "But you didn't feel the same?"

Abigail hesitated. "I thought I didn't," she said. "I was scared. Scared of what it meant. Scared of how real it was becoming." She looked up, guilt flickering in her eyes. "So when a man came into my life, it felt… familiar. I used him as an excuse."

She swallowed. "I told Catherine I'd just been experimenting. That I'd never stopped wanting men, which was true. But I also told her she was taking it too seriously." Her voice dropped. "I left her," she said softly. "And I broke her heart."

The room felt heavier. Mike shifted slightly but stayed close.

"For a long time, I convinced myself I'd done the right thing," Abigail continued. "That it had all just been harmless fun." Her voice softened. "But later, I realized what I'd actually done."

Mike leaned forward just a little. "What was that?"

"That I had fallen in love with her," she admitted. "Just not in a way I was brave enough to face at the time." A sad smile touched her lips. "I was afraid of what it would change. Of what it would ask of me. So I denied it. To her, and to myself."

She let out a quiet breath, like she was finally setting something down.

"When Catherine says things never healed between us," Abigail said, "she's right. But it wasn't because it meant nothing to me." Her eyes met his. "It was because it meant too much."

Silence settled between them, thick but intimate.

Then Abigail glanced at him and chuckled lightly. "Don't worry," she added. "I absolutely adore men." She giggled. "I just enjoyed being with Catherine, too."

Mike laughed, relieved by the shift in tone. "I'd noticed."

She bit her lip, then rested her head on his shoulder, pressing her body against his. Mike wrapped an arm around her, wineglass dangling loosely in his hand. He was surprised by how openly she'd shared all this. Whether it was the wine or the moment, she didn't seem drunk at all.

After a beat, she spoke again, softer now. "Have you been seeing her?"

"Catherine?"

She nodded. "Yeah."

Mike hesitated, his thumb tracing the stem of his glass. "Yeah," he said finally. "I met her."

Abigail's body tensed against his for just a moment. It was so subtle he might've missed it if he hadn't been holding her. She didn't pull away, but her fingers curled lightly into the fabric of his shirt. "When?" she asked, her tone gentle and carefully neutral.

"A couple of days ago," Mike replied. "She invited me over. Said she wanted to talk." He glanced down at her. "Nothing happened. Nothing like this." He gestured vaguely between them. "We talked. That's all."

Abigail exhaled through her nose, a breath that carried more feeling than she let show. "Of course she invited you," she murmured, then caught herself. "Sorry. That wasn't fair."

Mike stayed quiet, letting her work through it.

"She's intense," Abigail said after a moment. "Catherine doesn't do anything halfway." There was no bitterness in her voice. "So how was it?"

"Complicated," he admitted. "She was warm, but guarded. Like she was trying to decide whether to pull me closer or push me away."

He paused, wondering if he should say that he felt the same with Abigail. He decided not to. "She asked about you," he said instead.

Abigail stiffened again, then relaxed. "I figured she would."

"She didn't say anything bad," Mike added quickly. "Just that things between you two never really healed."

Abigail gave a small, knowing nod. "That sounds like her." She tilted her head back to look at him. "And you? How did you feel being there with her?"

Mike thought about it. "She makes me feel wanted," he said honestly. "I won't lie. It's nice spending time with her."

Abigail's lips pressed together, jealousy flickering across her face before she softened again. She shifted, turning slightly so she was facing him more fully, her knee brushing his thigh. "I won't pretend it doesn't make me a little jealous," she admitted, her voice light but sincere. "You with her. You with anyone for that matter." She smiled faintly. "I'm human."

Mike met her gaze. "I don't want to hurt either of you."

"I know," she said immediately. "And I don't want to pretend I don't understand what this is." She reached up, brushing her thumb along his jaw. "I made my choices. I don't get to control how Catherine, or you, move forward." She hesitated, then added softly, "And I've accepted that you're with us both. Truly."

The honesty in her voice caught him off guard. For a moment, he didn't know how to respond.

"But," she continued, a playful edge slipping into her smile, "that doesn't mean I won't feel a little possessive now and then."

Mike chuckled. "Fair enough."

She leaned into him again, resting her head against his shoulder. "Just be honest with me," she said quietly. "That's all I ask."

He tightened his arm around her. "I can do that."

Abigail smiled and closed her eyes. She leaned into him, and a soft, satisfied hum left her lips. "This is nice."

Mike gave a low, affirmative grunt. They sat like that for a while, the silence comfortable. Then Abigail lifted her head and turned toward him. She met his eyes, her gaze soft and lingering.

She kissed him, slow and tender.

He kissed her back, and the warmth between them flared. Their mouths moved together easily, tongues dancing, the shared taste of wine tingling. After a moment, she pulled back, just enough to breathe, her lips still close to his.

"I love kissing you," she said. "It makes me feel special."

Mike grinned. "Likewise."

A twinkling in her eyes. She got up, and straddled him. She pressed her weight onto his crotch, making him gasp. "Last time we were here, things didn't go as planned…" she said.

Mike rested his hands on her waist. "That's right," he whispered, breathing her in.

She pulled her shirt over her head, revealing her breasts, cupped in a beautiful laced, lilac bra. "There is no one suddenly arriving tonight," she said, lightly panting as she ground her hips onto him. "Tonight, I'm all yours," she said.

Mike cupped her breasts as she reached behind her back and unhooked. The bra fell away, sliding down her arms and onto the floor. Her breasts spilled free; full, soft, with nipples hardened. Mike's breath caught as he took her in, his thumbs brushing over her sensitive peaks, drawing a quiet moan from her lips.

Abigail arched into his touch, her hips rolling slower now, deliberate, feeling the hard length of him straining against his jeans beneath her. "God, Mike," she whispered, her voice husky.

He leaned forward, capturing one nipple in his mouth, making her gasp as she tangled her fingers in his hair. His hands slid down to grip her ass, pulling her tighter against him.

She ground down harder, the thin fabric of her leggings and his pants the only barrier left.

She reached between them, fumbling with his belt, then the button and zipper of his jeans. He lifted his hips to help her, and soon his cock sprang free: thick, hot, pulsing in her hand as she wrapped her fingers around him.

A low groan escaped him, his head falling back against the couch. "Abigail," he murmured.

She stroked him slowly, savoring the way he throbbed in her grip, then shifted back just enough to tug her leggings and panties down in one motion, kicking them aside. Naked now, she straddled him again, guiding the head of his cock to her entrance. She sank down onto him inch by inch, they both let out shuddering breaths.

She paused when he was fully inside, adjusting to the fullness, their foreheads pressed together as they panted.

"You feel incredible," he said, his voice rough, hands roaming her back and thighs.

She started to move, rising and falling in a slow rhythm that quickly built into something urgent. His hips bucked up to meet her, thrusting deeper with each stroke. The room filled with the wet and rhythmic sounds of their bodies coming together.

Mike's fingers dug into her hips, guiding her faster and harder.

Abigail's head tipped back, her breasts bouncing with every movement, pleasure coiling tight in her core. "I'm close," she gasped, riding him relentlessly.

"Come for me," he urged, thrusting up into her, his own release building.

It hit her suddenly, like a wave crashing over her, her body clenching around him as she cried out his name. The sight and feel of her coming pushed him over the edge; with a deep groan, he buried himself deep and pulsed inside her, spilling hot and endless.

They clung to each other through the aftershocks, trembling, until she collapsed against his chest. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her close, their hearts pounding.

After a long moment, she lifted her head, smiling lazily. "That was amazing."

Mike chuckled, kissing her forehead. He loved fucking her. She was so irresistible when she completely let go.

She kissed him again as she pressed down onto him, his cock still deep inside of her, dripping semen.

He wanted to melt into her, remembering the intoxicating moment they had spent in the motel. He lost track of time as they stayed the way they were for a long time. He could fall asleep like this, warm in Abigail's embrace, still inside of her.

"Let's stay like this for a while," she whispered softly, meeting his exact thoughts.

Mike chuckled. "You got me pinned down. I have no other choice."

Abigail giggled. "Good." She tightened her embrace. "Because right here, right now… you are all mine, and mine alone."


Chapter 7


Mike stayed until well after midnight, curled up with Abigail on the couch. The hours slipped by easily. Wine glasses had been emptied, refilled, then forgotten entirely. They talked about small things and nothing at all, her head resting against his chest, his fingers idly tracing her arm.

Going to work the next day was a drag.

His head throbbed faintly and his mouth was dry. He moved through the morning on autopilot, deliveries blending together as he tried to shake the haze.

He was well into his shift when the notification chimed.

Bloomingdale.

Janice.

Mike exhaled slowly and glanced at the details. Pickup location was a storage facility.

The package turned out to be a medium-sized box, heavier than it looked. Clothes, he presumed, looking at the sender. He slid it into the back of the truck and shut the doors.

Stay polite. 

On the drive over, he replayed their last encounter, the measured way she spoke, the way she watched him. Catherine's voice echoed in his head.

She'll test you again.

He parked outside the house just as clouds rolled in, dulling the light and casting her house in a muted gray.

Mike grabbed the package and stepped out of the truck. "Here goes nothing," he muttered, adjusting his grip as he walked up the path. At the door, he paused for half a second, then pressed the bell. "Let's see if I can get a four-star rating this time," he added under his breath.

The door opened almost immediately. Janice stood there, composed as ever. She wasn't dressed for comfort. A fitted one-piece dress hugged her hips, cut just tight enough to make his eyes linger a moment too long. Her cleavage was deep and inviting. Her gaze flicked briefly to the package under his arm, then returned to his face.

"Well," she said, a faint curve to her lips, "if it isn't my favorite delivery man. Back so soon."

"Yes, ma'am," Mike replied, keeping his tone neutral. Then he caught himself. "I mean, Janice."

She didn't reach for the box. Instead, she stepped aside and gestured inward. "It looks heavy. Could you bring it inside for me?"

He hesitated only a moment before stepping over the threshold. "Of course." The door closed behind him with a quiet click. "Where would you like it?" he asked.

She turned and led the way, her heels clicking against the polished floor. Her hips swayed just enough to make him aware of every step. She stopped at a small seating area and gestured toward a glass table. "You can put it there."

Mike set the package down carefully, then reached for his clipboard. "If you could sign here, please."

Her eyes flicked to the board and then back to him. "Actually," she said, "could you do me a favor and open it for me?"

"Excuse me?"

She raised her hands, displaying her long, red nails. "I'd rather not damage these."

Mike smiled, deciding to play along. "Of course."

He pulled the cutter from his pocket and sliced the tape. Janice watched him the entire time, her attention unwavering.

Inside the box, white folding paper wrapped the contents. He straightened and slipped the cutter away. "There you go."

"And what's inside?" she asked. "Do take a look."

He paused. Their eyes met. There was something unmistakable in her expression now; amusement barely held in check. "Whatever you say," he replied. "Janice." He folded back the paper and froze.

"Oh?" she prompted lightly. "What is it?"

Mike cleared his throat and lifted the item free. 

A white lace bra, delicate and luxurious. The cups were generous, leaving no doubt who it had been designed for.

"Oh, how lovely," Janice said. "Don't you think?"

His heart hammered. "Very… stylish," he managed.

She placed her hands over her chest and pressed them together slightly. "Do you think it would suit me?"

Mike swallowed, his gaze flicking where she clearly intended it to. "Gorgeous," he said honestly.

She giggled, a sound that caught him off guard.

"Oh!" she said suddenly, as if remembering something. "It should come with matching panties. Would you check?"

He reached back into the box and retrieved them, frowning before he could stop himself. The fabric was small. Almost daringly so.

She noticed. "You don't think they'll fit?" she asked, pouting.

His eyes dropped to her hips as she slowly began to lift her skirt.

"I think they might," he said quietly.

The skirt rose just enough for realization to hit him. She wasn't wearing anything underneath.

"Oh," she said softly. "Should we try it on?" Janice watched him carefully, waiting.

Mike didn't answer right away. His pulse thudded in his ears. Every instinct told him to step back, to remember where he was and what this was supposed to be. Instead, he nodded. "If you'd like," he said, his voice lower than he intended.

Her smile was slow and satisfied. "Good," she said softly. She turned her back to him and let her skirt fall to the floor.

Mike's breath caught. She was only wearing her bra and high heels.

Her bare skin was smooth and tanned, her posture relaxed. She glanced at him over her shoulder. "The clasp's a little tricky," she added. "Would you?"

He stepped closer, his movements careful. Too close now to pretend this was just a favor. He unhooked her bra, then held the back strap in his hands, the lace warm from her body heat as she lifted her arms slightly. His fingers brushed her skin as he guided the straps over her shoulders.

Janice inhaled slowly and audible. "There," she murmured. "Thank you."

Now completely naked on high heels, Mike kept his desires in check and didn't touch.

She gazed over her shoulder again. "Can you give me my new bra?"

He handed it over, and she swiftly put it on. He worked the clasp at her back, his knuckles grazing her spine. 

She shivered a little. "You're very attentive," she said. "I appreciate that."

The bra settled into place, hugging her curves. She turned to face him, close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her body. "Well?" she asked. "Does it fit?"

His eyes flicked down, taking her in. "Yes," he said hoarsely. "Perfectly."

She smiled at that. Then she reached down and gently took the panties from his hand, holding them up between two fingers. "And these?" she asked. "I might need help again."

Mike swallowed.

She stepped closer still, leaving no space between them now. He could smell her perfume, feel her breath brush his cheek as she leaned in.

"If you please," she said quietly. "Go ahead."

His hands trembled slightly as he took the fabric from her. He knelt in front of her, his mouth almost watering as he was only inches away from her womanhood. 

The lace slid over her legs inch by inch as he helped her step into them, his fingertips never quite touching where he wanted most.

Janice rested a hand lightly on his shoulder. She hovered forward a bit, and the light layer of pubic hair briefly brushed his nose. 

He froze.

"That's enough," she said gently, pulling the panties into place. They were see-through, barely covering her mount. She stepped back, and made a turn. "What do you think?"

Mike took a deep breath, still kneeling as he looked up at her. "You look perfect," he uttered, still entranced by what had just happened.

Janice laughed genuinely. It was the first time he saw her so unguarded. "Thank you, sweetheart," she said.

Then, she picked up her dress and smoothed her skirt into place as if nothing had happened. She walked over to the table, picked up the clipboard and signed her name. She handed it back to him, her expression once again composed.

"Thank you for your help," she said. "You've been very professional."

Mike stood up, his head spinning. "Anytime," he replied.

She walked him to the door and opened it wide. Before he stepped out, she leaned in. "Next time," she said softly, "we'll see how you handle more responsibility."

The door closed behind him.

Mike stood on the porch for a long moment, heart pounding. He hadn't crossed the line, but he was standing right on the edge of it.

He realized that next time he might not be able to hold back.


Chapter 8


It was still morning when an order came in for Abigail.

Mike smiled despite himself. The thought of seeing her again sent a flicker of warmth through him. They'd been messaging back and forth since their passionate encounter, but they hadn't set another date yet. Life, and discretion, had gotten in the way.

He picked up the familiar box of groceries and loaded it into his truck. When he arrived at her house, he paused for a moment, checking his reflection in the mirror before getting out.

As he stepped onto the driveway, his smile faded. A car was parked there. It was not the one she'd driven the night they'd gone out together.

A knot formed in his stomach. He pressed the doorbell and waited. After a moment, the door opened.

It wasn't Abigail. It was her husband.

Brad stood there in a crisp dress shirt, sleeves rolled up. He looked exactly as Mike remembered from the diner: polished and confident. "Yeah?" Brad said, his expression neutral.

"I—I have a delivery for Abigail Lelan," Mike said, lifting the box slightly. "Is she in?" he added quickly.

Brad's gaze dropped to the package, then returned to Mike's face. "I'm her husband," he said. "I'll take it."

A flicker of irritation flared in Mike's chest. Not just because he wouldn't get to see Abigail, but because this was him. The man who shared her life. The man with the tailored shirt, the expensive cologne, the ease of wealth Mike knew he didn't have.

"She's not here?" Mike blurted out.

Brad held out his hand for the clipboard and looked at him sharply. "I said I'll sign for it."

"I need to make sure it reaches her," Mike said, aware even as the words left his mouth that it wasn't policy. "It's her name on the label."

Brad's jaw tightened. "She's unavailable," he said flatly. "I live here. I paid for this. I'll sign."

The air between them felt suddenly tight, hostile.

"Sorry," Mike muttered, handing over the clipboard.

Brad snatched it from his hand and signed with quick, aggressive strokes.

Trying to defuse the moment, Mike gestured at Brad's shirt. "Nice shirt."

Brad took the package and handed the clipboard back. "Thanks," he said, his tone cool. Then he smiled, just enough to make it sting. "Work hard, and maybe you'll be able to afford one just like it someday, kid."

The door closed before Mike could respond.

He stood there for a second, staring at the door. Then he turned and walked back to his truck. "Asshole," he muttered.

The hallway outside the laundry room smelled of old carpet and disinfectant.

The door stuck when he tried to open it. He had to shoulder it once, hard, before it gave. Inside, the air was warm and damp, humming with electricity and smelling of soap. The overhead light buzzed faintly.

The machines lined the walls like tired animals; dented, tagged, some of them only half-working. A lost sock hung from the lip of a dryer, grey and stiff, as though it had been there for days.

Betty was already there. She sat on the folding table, legs dangling, her shoes kicked off beneath it. She wore a relaxed shirt and sweatpants, giving her an effortlessly cute look. He noticed she wasn’t doing laundry. She was simply occupying the space.

For a second, Mike kept quiet and looked at her.

Everywhere else, people seemed to want things from him; attention, reassurance, bodies, sometimes trouble. Here, nobody asked for anything. Just like the night they’d met here last week, when she’d comforted him with quiet words, the laundry room had become a place of calm for him.

She looked up when the door clicked shut behind him. “Oh,” she said softly.

“Couldn’t sleep,” he said.

She nodded. “Me neither.”

He fed coins into a washer. The drum started to turn, slow and heavy, water sloshing inside.

Mike leaned back against the wall, the vibration traveling through it and into his spine.

Betty watched the machines instead of him. “You know, I like it in here,” she said after a while. “Feels like the rest of the world is forgotten for a moment.”

“Yeah,” he said. “It’s quiet.”

She tilted her head as the machines creaked and thumped. “It’s not, though,” she said with a chuckle.

Thump. Whirr. Thump.

Mike grinned. “I guess being here helps quiet the noise in my head.”

The rhythm settled something in his chest. In here, time moved more slowly.

“You always come this late?” she asked. “Last time I met you here, it was close to midnight too.”

“Only when I don’t want to think,” he said.

“Is that pretty often?”

He didn’t answer. She didn’t push.

She slid off the table and walked to the small window set high in the wall. It was too narrow to show anything but a slice of night sky and the brick of the neighboring building. She pressed her fingers to the glass, as if checking the temperature outside.

“I won’t be around much longer, you know,” she said suddenly.

He straightened. “You leaving?”

“Yeah. Something like that. Maybe to another town.”

He waited for more, but she stayed quiet.

She turned back and met his eyes. For a moment, the space between them felt fragile.

“It might sound silly,” she said, “but I’m happy to have a tenant like you.” She smiled softly. “I like looking at laundry with you.”

“Likewise,” Mike said with a smile.

His chest tightened at her words. With everything going on in Bloomingdale, her presence brought him a kind of peace he hadn’t realized he needed.

The dryer clicked off. The sudden silence felt almost alien.

She stepped closer. It wasn’t close enough to touch, but close enough that he caught the scent of her skin.

“I like who you are in here,” she added. “Late at night, away from everything. Just present.”

He didn’t quite know what to say. He wondered if she somehow knew what had been going on in Bloomingdale. He simply smiled, and she returned it.

She bent to gather her shoes and slipped them on. At the door, she paused, her hand resting on the handle.

“Thank you,” she said.

Mike swallowed. “For what?” he asked, his voice rough.

“For being here.”

For a moment, it seemed like she wanted to say more. Her lips parted slightly, then pressed together again, as if she’d reconsidered. “Goodnight,” she said instead, offering him a small smile.

“Goodnight,” he replied.

Then she was gone.

The machines kicked back on for another cycle, as if nothing had happened.


Chapter 9


The next day, Mike didn’t feel like doing much of anything. Work dragged, slow and uneventful. And, to his quiet relief, completely Bloomingdale-less.

After running into Abigail’s husband, followed by the calm moment with Betty and her hint at possibly disappearing for good, his mood had soured. The combination left him mentally drained, like he’d been carrying too many threads at once and none of them were tied off.

No Bloomingdale would do him good for a while. No expectations. No women. Just him and the road and—

His phone buzzed on the passenger seat.

He picked it up and glanced at the name and address of the next delivery.

Janice.

“Well,” he muttered, tossing the phone back onto the seat, “that moment of peace didn’t last long.”

Janice. Back into the lion’s den.

A restless heat stirred in his chest as he remembered their last meeting: the way she had tested him, revealed herself inch by inch, and how close he had come. Close enough to almost taste her.

He exhaled slowly, gripping the steering wheel a little tighter.

Whatever awaited him, he knew one thing for certain. Janice wouldn’t make this easy.

He picked up her package at the sorting center and was at her house within twenty minutes.

The doorbell had barely finished ringing before the door opened.

Janice stood there, a sly smile on her face. Her breasts were framed by a tight top that left little to the imagination, and she wore a skirt that was far too short for a woman her age—yet somehow exactly right on her. On Janice, it didn’t look inappropriate. It looked intentional.

“Hey there, Mike,” she said, her voice warm, eyes already assessing him. “I’m happy it’s you on duty today.”

Mike returned the smile, feeling his pulse quicken. Just the sight of her did that to him now. And knowing what lay beneath those fitted clothes made his mouth go dry.

“Afternoon, Janice,” he said, keeping his tone steady, even as his thoughts betrayed him. “Need help opening your package today?”

Janice glanced at the box, then back at him, her lips parting slightly. “Actually,” she said, stepping aside, “could you come in for just a second?”

Mike hesitated only briefly before stepping inside. The door closed behind him, and before he could turn fully, she pressed into him, his back hitting the doorframe with a dull thud. The package slipped from his hands and landed on the floor.

“Janice—” he started.

She was already close, too close. Her face hovered inches from his, her perfume thick and intoxicating. “I was hoping it would be you,” she said softly. “I ordered something pointless. Something I don’t need.” A smile curved her lips. “Just to see you.”

She kicked the package away with her high-heeled foot, making it slide across the floor.

Her hand slid over his chest, nails grazing through the fabric of his shirt, sending a shiver straight through him. “How does that make you feel?”

His breath came shallow. The sour mood he’d carried all day evaporated under her touch. “Honored,” he muttered.

She laughed quietly, pleased. “You are such a good boy,” she said. Then, lower, more deliberate: “Today, you’re the delivery.”

Mike frowned, his pulse hammering.

Janice clicked her tongue. “So,” she murmured, eyes flicking down, “can I unpack my order?”

Her fingers pressed against his crotch, slow and knowing.

Mike’s breath hitched as her fingers lingered there, firm and deliberate, as if testing how far he’d let this go. 

He grew hard fast, his erection throbbing under his fingertips.

“Janice,” he said again, quieter this time. His hands hovered at her sides, unsure whether to push her away or pull her closer.

She smiled at that hesitation. “Relax,” she murmured. “I’m not asking you to do anything.” Her fingers pressed once more, slow and confident, finding the outline of his shaft. “I just like knowing you want to.”

His jaw tightened. “You’re playing a dangerous game.”

Janice laughed softly. “So are you. You keep coming back.”

She leaned in, close enough that her lips brushed the corner of his mouth; not a kiss, not yet. It was just close enough to make his skin prickle.

“You know,” she said, voice low, “most men don’t last this long.”

Mike swallowed. “Maybe I’m not most men.”

Her hand grabbed his zipper, and eased it down. “Good,” she said. “Because I don’t like easy.”

Then she kissed him. Her mouth claimed his with certainty. Mike groaned softly before he could stop himself, his hands finally settling at her waist, fingers digging into her skirt as if to ground himself.

Her fingers freed his cock from his pants, wrapping them round his erect shaft. She slowly started to move her hand.

She broke the kiss first. She rested her forehead against his, her lips curved in a satisfied smile. “That’s it,” she said calmly, pumping him faster and faster.

Mike stared at her, catching his breath as the amazing feeling in his crotch build and build. Her technique was exquisite, working him well, his cock now glowing in throbbing ecstasy. 

His orgasm was so close, so on the edge, so—

She stepped back, letting go of his shaft. She smoothed her skirt, already composed again. “I wouldn’t want to ruin your focus at work,” she said, watching him squirm.

Still pressed against the door, he caught his breath, his body shaking as he oozed on the edge of orgasming, then having it slide back without actually climaxing.

He quickly put his cock back in his pants and zipped it up, his hands still unsteady.

She observed him with a mischievous smile, clearly amused at what she had done: bringing him to the edge and leaving him there, hopeless and wanting more. 

“You may go now,” she said. 

Mike opened the door, a strange feeling running under his skin, his cock straining in his pants.

“Next time…,” she said softly, “I might actually open my order all the way.”

The door closed behind him, leaving Mike standing on the porch, heart racing.

“Fuck me…” he uttered. Janice had left him right on the edge, and as he walked back toward his truck, he realized he was still smiling.

There was something about her; her confidence, her control, the way she played with him and then let him go. Janice was dangerous in the best kind of way.

And he couldn’t wait to see what she would do with him next.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. He stopped mid-step and pulled it out.

It was a message from Catherine:

Mike, I need to tell you something. Come see me tonight.

His chest tightened. Any thoughts of taking it easy were out of the window.

So much for peace.


Chapter 10


It had turned dark when he arrived on Catherine’s doorstep after finishing work.

She opened the door barefoot, wrapped in a soft sweater that slipped off one shoulder as if she hadn’t bothered to fix it. Her eyes lit up and she wrapped her arm around him, pulling him in close. “Thanks for coming,” she said warmly.

The house smelled faintly of tea, making him feel calm. Her message had sounded serious, but her relaxed demeanour was comforting.

After Janice’s sharp edges and teasing control, Catherine felt like walking into the known; like a warm bath.

“You want some tea?” she asked. “I just made some.”

“That would be nice,” he said, following her. 

She padded into the kitchen ahead of him. The kettle clicked softly as she poured, steam curling between them. She handed him a mug and leaned back against the counter, watching him over the rim of her own cup.

“You look tired,” she said gently.

He shrugged. “Long day.”

“I figured.” She studied him for a moment. “I imagine you’ve been getting to know more of Bloomingdale?”

That caught his attention. He took a sip, then looked at her properly. “You could say that.”

For a second, he wondered if she was indirectly referring to Janice. He decided to let it rest.

Catherine set her mug down and crossed her arms loosely, the sweater slipping a little farther down her shoulder, either unnoticed or ignored. “I’ve been thinking,” she said. “About us. About… everything.”

She stepped closer, wrapping her arms around his neck, her eyes locking onto his with a sly smile.

He placed his hands on her hips, pulling her in. Being close to her always felt good. Safe, even. But he couldn’t deny that Janice’s teasing presence earlier hadn’t helped him keep his distance. Feeling Catherine’s body press against his felt like a gift.

She leaned in and kissed him softly. Her lips were warm, tasting faintly of tea. The kiss deepened naturally, unhurried, and he pulled her closer. Her breasts pressed against his chest, grounding him in the moment.

Then the doorbell rang.

The sound snapped him out of it. He pulled back slightly, glancing toward the kitchen opening that led into the wide sitting room and the front hall beyond. Instinctively, his mind jumped to his moment with Abigail: zipping up his pants, slipping out the back door, pretending nothing had happened.

He looked back at Catherine, expecting tension, urgency. Instead, she seemed calm. Almost amused.

“Oh,” she said lightly. “Looks like our guest is a little early.”

She stepped away, his hands sliding reluctantly from her waist as she walked toward the front of the house.

“Our guest?” Mike asked, confused, following a few steps behind before stopping at the kitchen entrance. He leaned against the doorframe, still half-ready to disappear if needed.

He watched as Catherine reached the front door at the far end of the hall. She opened it, exchanged a few quiet words, then stepped aside, gesturing whoever it was to come inside.

Mike froze when the figure came into view. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he muttered.

It was Abigail.

Abigail stepped inside, her attention fixed on Catherine. “Sorry I’m early,” she said lightly, setting her bag down.

Mike didn’t move.

He stood half-hidden by the kitchen doorway, one hand braced against the frame. For a second, no one acknowledged him. Abigail didn’t look his way as she walked with Catherine further into the room, coming closer. 

Mike felt it first: the sudden awareness of her presence, the familiarity of her voice landing in his chest like a weight.

Abigail turned. Her eyes met his. The smile faded from her lips. Her gaze flicked over him once, quick and disbelieving, as if her mind were checking and rechecking what it was seeing. “Mike?,” she said.

Mike swallowed. “Abigail.”

Behind her, Catherine smiled and gently placed a hand on Abigail’s arm. “Now that we’re all here,” she said, “shall we have a seat and get comfortable?”

After a moment, Abigail’s gaze left Mike’s and settled on Catherine. “What is Mike doing here?” she asked. “I thought you wanted to talk with me.”

“All in due time, Abby,” Catherine replied, gesturing toward the seating area. “Please, let’s sit.” She glanced at Mike. “Mikey boy?”

Mike snapped out of his trance, still unsure what he was witnessing. “Yeah. Sure.”

They moved into the sitting room in a loose, uncertain triangle. Catherine took one end of the couch, composed and at ease, crossing her legs.

Abigail hesitated before sitting beside her, leaving a careful inch of space between them. Mike lingered a moment longer, then lowered himself into the armchair opposite them.

“I wanted us all together,” Catherine said calmly. “No secrets. No half-truths.”

Abigail let out a small breath, folding her hands in her lap. “You could’ve warned me,” she said, without real bite. Her eyes flicked toward Mike, then away. “This is… unexpected.”

“That’s fair,” Catherine said. “But I think it’s necessary.”

Abigail frowned. “How so?”

Catherine shrugged. “Let’s get the facts straight. We’ve both been seeing the same man.” She gestured toward Mike.

He shifted in his seat.

Abigail folded her arms, instinctively defensive. “So?” she said, her voice cracking just slightly.

Catherine gave a small chuckle. “We’ve been seeing the same man,” she repeated. “And we’ve been seeing each other.”

Abigail exhaled sharply. “That was over a decade ago, Catherine.”

“But still fresh in our memory,” Catherine replied, a touch sharper than she meant.

Mike expected a retort. It didn’t come. Abigail stared ahead, silent.

Catherine glanced at Mike, then turned fully toward Abigail, her voice softening. “You told me you felt restless. Trapped. Like something in you was waking up again.”

Abigail’s shoulders tensed. “I didn’t say—”

“You didn’t have to,” Catherine said gently. “I’ve felt it too. And I know you have. Ever since that moment in the restaurant.” She nodded toward Mike. “With Mike.”

Abigail looked at her then; really looked at her. The guarded edge in her expression cracked.

“And Mike,” Catherine continued, briefly glancing his way, “has a way of being part of that feeling. Whether he means to or not.”

Mike opened his mouth, then closed it. This wasn’t his moment.

“You invited me here knowing he’d be here,” Abigail said quietly.

“Yes,” Catherine replied.

Silence stretched.

Abigail’s fingers tightened together, then loosened. “I don’t know what you want from me.”

Catherine leaned closer, close enough that their knees brushed. Abigail didn’t pull away. “You know what I want, Abby. You know why I wanted you here. And why I wanted Mike here too.”

Mike’s heart had started to beat faster.

“I want to see what happens,” Catherine said, “when we stop pretending we don’t feel what we clearly do.”

Her hand lifted slowly, deliberately, giving Abigail time to object. It came to rest against Abigail’s wrist.

Abigail’s breath hitched. She didn’t pull away.

“If this is too much,” Catherine murmured, “just say so.”

“I should say no,” Abigail said softly.

“But?” Catherine asked.

“But I don’t want to,” Abigail admitted. She glanced at Mike. “I like both of you. Really, truly.”

Mike sensed there was more she wanted to say, but wasn’t ready to.

Catherine smiled, warm and assured, and leaned closer. “We’re all thinking it,” she said. “Three people, all desiring each other.” She licked her lips. “Mike wants me. I want Mike.”

His stomach flipped hard.

“And Mike wants you,” Catherine continued, her hand sliding along Abigail’s arm. “And you want Mike.”

Abigail glanced at him, suppressing a smile.

Catherine pressed fully against her now, her breasts flattening slightly against Abigail’s. “And you want… me,” she whispered.

Their eyes locked.

“I want you,” Catherine said. She leaned in.

The kiss was gentle at first. Abigail froze for half a second, then melted into it, her fingers curling into Catherine’s sweater as she kissed her back.

Mike forgot to breathe.

Their kiss deepened, both women breathing through their noses, the wet sound of their mouths joining sending a tingle through his ears.

His heart slammed; not just at the intimacy, but at what Catherine had been offering all along.

Catherine’s hand slid upward, cupping one of Abigail’s breasts. Abigail shivered, a soft moan escaping as her body pressed closer.

Catherine glowed, radiant, confident and alive, like a warm spring sun.

Then Abigail stiffened.

She turned her head slightly, breaking the angle of the kiss. Catherine followed instinctively, but Abigail leaned back.

“No,” she said softly. “Wait—” She pushed Catherine away. Gently, but firmly. Both women gasped. Abigail looked flustered, her face flushed with confusion. “I—I can’t,” she said.

“It’s okay,” Catherine replied, touching her cheek.

Abigail pulled away and stood up. She didn’t look at Mike. After a moment, she turned and walked out.

Catherine didn’t follow.

Together, she and Mike watched Abigail step into the cool night and disappear.


Chapter 11


Mike kept his eyes on Catherine, who seemed lost in thought for a moment.

Then she straightened, cleared her throat, and let out a small chuckle. “Well,” she said, “this is clearly not how I’d hoped things would turn out.”

Their gazes met. Catherine offered him a faint smile. The lipstick was gone from her mouth, but her lips were still flushed pink from the kiss.

“It, uh…” Mike said, still overwhelmed. “It must’ve been a lot for her.”

And for me.

Catherine tossed her hair over one shoulder as she laughed softly. “Yes. Well. We have been talking.”

Mike was surprised at hearing this. “You have?”

“A few times,” she said. “On the phone. Since that night at the restaurant.” Her smile lingered. “The fact that she didn’t turn me away, that she invited me at your table, I took that as a sign.”

“A sign of what?”

Catherine licked her lips, as if still tasting Abigail. “That she was interested.” She leaned forward, resting her forearms on her thighs, her breasts settling naturally between them. “And that she accepted you being there while we talked about the past.” She clicked her tongue lightly. “That’s when I realized she might be open to more than just me.”

Mike let out a quiet, nervous chuckle. “That’s a bold conclusion.”

Catherine met his gaze, something sharp flashing in her eyes. It sent a shiver through him.

“Oh, Mikey,” she said, smiling. “You’re still so young.” She shifted on the couch. “I’m closing in on forty. So is Abigail. At this age, you start noticing things you didn’t before. You feel what’s in the air.” She paused. “Call it intuition.” She fell quiet again.

Mike watched her: the way she sat, relaxed and assured, her body curvy and feminine, soft and strong at once. Her face glowed in the low light. Butterflies stirred in his stomach.

“You know,” she said at last, “I’ve had my share of relationships. None of them ended well.” A light shrug. “Look at me now. Newly divorced.” She smiled without bitterness. “Eventually, you stop chasing illusions. You start living for yourself.”

She stood and walked toward him.

Mike looked up as she approached.

“I know what I want,” she said, her eyes bright. “I want Abigail.” She stopped in front of him, her knees almost brushing his. “And I want you.” She tilted her head. “And I don’t intend to settle for just one.”

She lowered herself closer, leaning her chest against him, holding his gaze. “It’s only a matter of time,” she said quietly. “She’ll come around.”

Her finger traced slowly over his stomach, up his chest, then tapped his nose with playful intent. “The question is… what do we do now?”

Mike swallowed. “What do you mean?”

Catherine chuckled softly. “Kissing Abigail lit a fire in me,” she said. “And I still owe you for our last date.”

His body reacted instantly at the reminder, at how unfinished their previous night together had been.

She took his hand and pulled him to his feet. His arousal was impossible to hide now. His erection strained against his pants.

“Why don’t we go upstairs?” she asked.

Mike smiled. “I’d like that.”

Catherine didn’t rush. She kept his hand in hers as they climbed the stairs, her thumb brushing lightly over his knuckles. At the bedroom door she paused, turned to face him, and gave a small smile. “Come here,” she said softly, gently pulling him inside the room.

She clicked a switch and a bedside lamp came on, making the room dimly lit. She backed toward the bed, pulling him with her until the edge hit the backs of her legs. She sat, then guided him to stand between her knees.

She looked up at him, eyes steady, and reached for the hem of his shirt. “Lift your arms,” she asked softly.

Mike did, his breathing restless as the excitement coursed through his veins.

Catherine peeled the fabric off slowly, letting her palms glide over his ribs and chest as she went. When the shirt dropped, she hooked two fingers into his belt loops and drew him closer. She kissed his stomach, then his sternum, working her way up as she slowly stood and reached his mouth. 

The kiss was deep, her hands sliding around to his back, then down to unbuckle his belt. She popped the button of his jeans, eased the zipper down, and pushed the denim and boxers past his hips. 

He stepped out of his pants, his cock rock hard, and she gave a soft hum of appreciation.

Catherine stripped off her own top and bra, then sat again, pulling him down with her. 

They tumbled onto the bed together; him on top at first, then rolling so she ended up straddling his hips. She braced her hands on his chest, settling her weight, and rocked once, letting him feel how wet she already was.

She leaned down, kissed him again while her fingers wrapped around his shaft and guided him to her entrance. 

They both were silent, their breathing the only sound audible. She sank down, taking him inch by inch until he was fully inside her.

Mike’s hands found her waist, thumbs brushing her skin. 

She started to move, forward and back, finding the angle that made her shiver in delight. She kept the rhythm steady, controlled, every so often pausing to grind down in a slow circle, watching his face as he groaned beneath her.

“You feel so good,” she murmured, voice low. She leaned forward, her full breasts brushing his chest, and kissed along his jaw while her hips kept rolling.

After a while she straightened, hands planted on his chest again, and picked up the pace, going deeper and faster, until their breathing synced and the bed creaked softly.

She reached between them, fingers circling her clit in quick strokes. Her eyes fluttered half-closed, but she kept looking at him, and kept moving, drawing them both closer to climax.

When she came it was quiet: a sharp inhale with her thighs trembling around his shaft and inner muscles pulsing. She rode through it, slower now, bringing him to his edge.

He groaned as the amazing feeling took ahold of him, and he suddenly spilled inside her. “Ah—fuck!” he uttered as wave after wave of semen launched from his tip.

Catherine stayed seated for a long moment afterward, catching her breath, then leaned down to rest her forehead against his. She giggled. Her fingers threaded through his hair.

Mike was disappointed he had let himself climax so fast. He didn’t want the moment to end.

“Still hard?” Catherine then asked, voice soft and teasing.

Mike gave a small laugh. “Yeah.” He rose his upper body a bit, leaning on his forearms.

Catherine smiled, kissed him once, then carefully lifted herself off him. She shifted to the side and patted the mattress. “Lie back.”

He did. She climbed over him again, this time facing away. She reached back, guided him inside her once more, and sank down slowly. 

The new angle made them both moan. She braced her hands on his thighs and started riding him again, slower at first, letting him watch the way her hips moved, the curve of her back, and the way she took him.

Mike’s hands settled on her gorgeous ass, resting them there as she worked him. 

She leaned forward a little, changing the pressure, then picked up speed. The room filled with the sounds of skin meeting skin, their breathing, and the occasional soft curse from Mike as the oversensitive head of his cock glowed inside of her.

After a few more moments she rose, and lifted herself off completely. She turned around to face him again, but instead of straddling, she lay back on the bed and pulled him over her. “Come here,” she said with a smile, legs parting, guiding him between them.

Mike settled on top, careful with his weight. She hooked one leg around his waist as he pushed in slowly, watching her face as he penetrated her again.

She wrapped both arms around his shoulders, pulling him closer, and started moving her hips up to meet his thrusts. “Like that,” she whispered. “Just like that.”

They found a rhythm together: steady and deep. Her nails traced lightly down his back. She kissed his neck, his jaw, then found his mouth again. The pace built gradually and his thrusts grew firmer, with her hips rising to match.

To his surprise, she came again. Her head tipped back and a low moan slipped out as she tightened her grip around him. 

Mike kept thrusting, having to work harder to get to another orgasm, but managed after a few more fast trusts. He pushed himself deep inside of her as he shuddered through his release.

Another warm load of cum torpedoed into her, making him ooze in orgasmic bliss. He moaned loudly, his oversensitive tip pulsing.

After his violent squirts had finally stopped, they stayed still for a while, tangled and breathing hard. Eventually she nudged him gently onto his side, then curled against him, one leg draped over his hip.

She traced patterns across his chest with her fingertips. “You okay?” she asked with a soft chuckle, her voice low in the quiet room. Her skin was warm, slightly damp against his.

Mike turned his head and kissed her temple. “More than okay,” he said, smiling. “That was amazing.”

Catherine smiled against his skin. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet.” She paused, then added lightly, “Just give me a minute to catch my breath.”

Mike glanced at her, and whatever crossed his face made her burst out laughing.

“Oh, relax,” she said, patting his sweaty chest. “I’m kidding. Look at you, champ. Twice, huh.”

Mike grinned. “Well,” he said, “give me half an hour.”

Catherine lifted her head, amusement dancing in her eyes. “Careful what you promise, Mikey boy. I can go all night.”

He licked his lips and breathed in her scent. “I’ll try to keep up.”

She bit her lip and leaned in to kiss him. “Now there’s a good boy,” she purred.

Mike smiled at that, feeling comfortable in her warm embrace. Whatever tomorrow would bring, it didn’t matter. Tonight belonged to them.


Chapter 12


The alarm on Mike’s phone buzzed softly at 6:47 AM. Catherine stirred first, eyes cracking open as she registered the sound. 

Mike had totally forgotten about the alarm. It was another working day, after all. 

Before he could turn it off, Catherine reached across his chest without lifting her head, silenced it with one precise tap, then rolled half on top of him, pinning him beneath her warm, naked body.

“Morning,” he said.

“Shh,” she whispered, lips brushing his skin. “Five more minutes.”

Mike’s arms came around her automatically, hands settling on the curve of her lower back. “I have to work today,” he murmured.

“I know.” Her voice was low and sleepy, but edged with a commanding tone. She shifted, lifted her body slightly, and the sheet slipped down to her waist, leaving her breasts bare against his chest. “But you’re not going anywhere yet.”

He exhaled a quiet laugh, his cock already hardening beneath her. “You’re impossible.”

“And you love it.” The weight of her hips was heavy on his crotch. 

They had been up and at it till at least 4 AM, and Mike hadn’t had much sleep. They’d had sex multiple times throughout the night. They would fall asleep but wake a short time later in each other’s embrace, edged up and horny, ending up entangled again.

Her fingers played with his hair, tugging just enough to tilt his head back so she could kiss the underside of his jaw, then his mouth; lazy and possessive.

Mike groaned into the kiss, hands sliding up her sides, brushing the undersides of her breasts. She caught his wrists, guided them above his head, and pressed them into the pillow.

“Stay,” she murmured. “Let me wake you up properly.”

She kissed down his chest, slow open-mouthed presses, with her teeth grazing lightly over his nipple before she continued lower. When she reached his stomach she looked up at him through her lashes, eyes dark and amused.

“I’m going to be late,” he chuckled, voice rough.

“Then you’d better come fast.” She wrapped her hand around his shaft, stroked once, twice, then took him into her mouth, warm and wet. She gave no teasing buildup: just steady suction and the flat of her tongue working the underside until his hips jerked and his fingers grabbed the sheets.

She pulled off just as his breathing turned ragged and he was about to come, and she climbed back up his body. She inserted him and sank down onto him in one smooth motion. They both moaned. Catherine braced her hands on his chest and rode him quickly. “Look at me,” she said softly.

His eyes snapped to hers right as his orgasm rocked his body, and he blasted into her. It felt terrific, but he had not much semen left after filling her up again and again all night.

In the faint gray light leaking through the curtains, he could see the flush on her cheeks. She was a gorgeous vision.

“I love this,” she told him, voice low and honest. “Waking up with you like this. Fucking over and over again…” She smiled, a little wicked.

They stayed locked together for a while. Eventually she lifted her head and kissed the tip of his nose. “Okay. Now you can go and make the town happy with their packages.”

Mike laughed quietly, arms tightening around her for one last squeeze before she rolled off him. 

She watched, lazy and satisfied, as he got up, found his clothes on the floor, and started dressing in the dim room.

When he came back to the bed to kiss her goodbye, she caught the front of his shirt, pulled him down for a longer one.

“Don’t work too hard,” she then said sweetly.

“I’ll try.” He brushed her hair back from her face, thumb tracing her cheekbone. 

Catherine sighed. “Now go, before I drag you back under the covers.”

He grinned, stole one more quick kiss, then slipped out the door.

The air outside was crisp and cool against his skin. Somewhere nearby, a bird chirped. The street was calm, and radiated an ordinary, almost boring vibe. 

He stretched his body, reaching up above his head. He breathed in deeply, letting the morning settle into him.

No hiding. No shame. It was just him, standing on Catherine’s front step. Not a motel, but her house, and he could leave through the front door.

His body was exhausted, but his mind buzzed with possibility.

He walked toward his truck, light on his feet. Whatever came next, with Abigail or Catherine, there was no going back to how his life had been.

Catherine had taken a step toward something that promised more than he would have imagined in his wildest dreams. But was Abigail really ready for that?

Am I even ready for something like that?

He grabbed the handle of his truck and paused, glancing at the quiet houses lining the street.

Janice flashed through his mind, stirring something restless in him.

How many more passionate women were out there, waiting for someone to step into their lives and wake something up?

He grinned, shaking his head. Catherine was putting strange ideas in his mind.

“Greedy bastard,” he muttered under his breath.

Maybe he was still riding the high from the night they’d shared, but he felt good: positive and alive. He knew that many more decisions would come; challenging choices would demand answers.

And for the first time in a long while, that didn’t scare him at all.


About Damon Everest


Hi, I’m Damon, and I hope you enjoyed this sexy adventure! More is on the way; I am always writing, and Bloomingdale has a lot more in store for our young hero Mike. Expect more heat coming soon.

Thanks for reading! You’re awesome.
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