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Chapter 1


The highway stretched long and empty in front of him, with the headlights cutting through the dark. Mike had been driving for over two hours, the lights of Bloomingdale long gone in his rearview mirror.

It felt strange being this far away. Out here, the world felt different. It used to be what he called home, where he had lived in his college dorm for a year. It had been familiar and predictable.

But now, his home was elsewhere. In a modest town, situated next to a rich neighborhood that had changed his life in just a short month.

The bar he was heading sat just off the main road near campus. It still was the same squat brick building it had always been, with its neon sign buzzing faintly in the night air. He’d spent too many nights here back when life had been smaller, and the near future he’d imagined had been completely different.

He parked, sat for a moment, and breathed. The place already felt nostalgic, even though he hadn’t been gone that long.

After a couple more moments, he went inside.

The smell hit him first: beer, old wood, and fryer oil. The place obviously hadn’t changed; it had the same scratched tables, and a crooked dartboard hanging on the far end wall. The low ceiling made the whole room feel close, loud, and alive.

“Mike?”

He barely had time to react before a hand clapped his shoulder.

“Holy shit, it’s actually you.” Ryan grinned at him. His beard was thicker, but it couldn’t hide the same dumb smile.

Behind him was Jason, shaking his head in disbelief. “No way,” Jason laughed. “You actually came.”

“Had to,” Mike said, smiling as they pulled him into a half-hug, half-wrestle.

They grabbed a table in the corner, beers arriving almost instantly. The conversation started easy. They mostly talked about professors and mutual friends.

“Man, you guys make it sound like I’ve been gone for years,” Mike said.

Ryan smirked. “Well, it’s been what… four months? Since you dropped out.”

Mike shrugged. “Yeah.”

Then Ryan leaned back, studying him. “It’s been only a few months,” he said slowly, “but you look different.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “Different how?”

“Confident,” Jason said immediately. “Like… annoyingly calm.” 

Ryan smirked. “Yeah. Like a guy who’s doing way better than he’s admitting.”

Mike took a sip of his beer. “I’m doing alright.”

“What, you got a job?” Ryan asked. “Finance? Tech? Some startup thing?” 

Mike shook his head. “Without a degree? Are you kidding?” He paused for a moment. I work in deliveries.”

They both looked at him.

“…Deliveries?” Jason repeated.

“Yeah,” Mike said and drank his beer, knowing what would come next.

His friends laughed.

“Bro,” Ryan said, pointing at him, “you drove two hours to tell us you’re a delivery driver? I thought you’d come back here to rub something into our faces.”

“It’s good money,” Mike said calmly.

Jason squinted at him. “Is it? Really now?”

“It’s enough,” Mike said, getting slightly agitated.

That somehow seemed to confuse them more than the job itself.

Ryan leaned in. “Okay, fine. What about the important question, though?”

Knowing these two guys and their appetite for girls, Mike already knew what was coming.

“The women,” Ryan said. “How’s your love life?”

Mike hesitated just a fraction of a second. “Complicated,” he then said.

Jason grinned. “Complicated is code for good.” He slapped Mike on the shoulder. “Goes away single for a couple of months, already comes back with complications.”

Ryan and Jason touched glasses. “Sounds like our stud,” Ryan said.

Mike grinned. “I’m seeing people.”

Ryan nearly choked on his beer. “People?”

Mike immediately regretted saying it.

“Plural?” Jason added.

Mike took a sip of his beer, keeping silent. But he then realized that keeping quiet only affirmed it.

Hi friends exploded in laughter. “No way!” Ryan yelled.

“Bullshit!” Jason exclaimed.

“Not you,” Ryan said as he shook his head. “One local girl, sure. But multiple women at once? Come on.”

“Not quiet, delivery-guy Mike. I mean, if you had lots of money, I get it, but—“ Jason added.

“Out of nowhere?” Ryan said.

Mike raised his hands. “Calm down. I didn’t say I was seeing multiple women,” he lied, trying to deescalate.

They froze. Then Ryan leaned in. “But that’s exactly what you just implied.”

Mike laughed. “Calm down. I’m just saying I’m not alone.”

They started firing questions, trying to get more information out of him; names, details, numbers, stories. Mike deflected it all with vague answers and half-smiles.

He again regretted bringing it up. Because how do you explain Bloomingdale?

How do you explain Abigail’s sweetness combined with Catherine’s sexiness?

Or Sophie’s cuteness, compared with Elaine’s danger. And there was Janice, who was in a league of her own.

How do you explain a life that feels like it’s expanding faster than you can keep up with?

He couldn’t. So he didn’t. He just drank his beer and let them project whatever fantasy they wanted onto his silence.

When the night wound down and the bar thinned out, they hugged him in the parking lot, promising to meet up again soon. They swore he’d changed, and told him not to disappear again.

Then he was back in his truck. Alone. Back to where life had been the past few months.

The drive to the motel was quiet. The town somehow felt smaller than where he was living nowadays. Simpler and quieter.

The motel room was clean and forgettable. Beige walls. Thin curtains. A bed that was a little too hard, but comfortable enough.

He sat on the edge of the bed, phone in his hand, scrolling. It had been surprisingly quiet.

He opened his convo with Sophie, with whom he had set a date five days from now. 

He lay back and stared at the ceiling.

For the first time all night, the noise of the bar, the laughter, and the nostalgia, faded, and it was replaced by the image of Bloomingdale.

The houses. The streets. The tension. The raw excitement.

The women.

He actually missed it. He knew it was waiting for him, longing for him to come back.

And as sleep finally took him, his mind didn’t dream of the past; it dreamed of Bloomingdale.


Chapter 2


Mike was back in his apartment the next day, late in the afternoon. He had taken the long route home, stopping along the way to enjoy the scenery and have long lunch at a roadside diner.

His apartment looked the same as how he’d left it. Nothing had changed, and yet everything felt different. Meeting his college friends and connecting back with life before he’d arrived here had been confronting.

It reminded him of why he had come here in the first place: to pause and find himself. To figure out a way to move forward.

He dropped his bag by the door, kicked off his boots, and stood for a moment in the silence.

It did feel good to be back. As if he had forgotten, his moments in Bloomingdale rushed back into his mind and body. And he reconnected with the surge of confidence he had felt after the night with Abigail and Catherine.

He was finding himself. He was turning into a new man, and he was going to embrace it fully.

The next few days slipped into routine.

Work consisted mostly of driving the same routes. Bloomingdale felt charged as always, as the place held memories now, and every new driveway carried possibilities.

Some of his deliveries were there that week.

His pulse kicked every time he pulled into a new driveway there.

However, the first door was answered by a man wearing gym shorts and a polo shirt, with his phone in one hand, and annoyance on his face.

The second address that week was from an older guy who didn’t even seem to acknowledge Mike.

Each time, nothing happened. Just receipts, signatures, and doors closing afterward.

He should feel relieved for once, as more women would only bring more complications. But somehow, anticipation met by nothing made the itch inside of him worse.

By the end of the day, Mike felt wound tight for no clear reason. Restless. Like his body expected something that never came.

Bloomingdale had taught him a different rhythm, and now normal deliveries felt empty by comparison.

That night, he found himself checking his phone more than once. While he had been messaging back and forth with Abigail and Catherine, and he would probably meet up with them sometime soon, Sophie’s name sat in his messages like a quiet spark.

Their second date was tomorrow. That thought alone shifted his mood. Sophie wasn’t Bloomingdale in the same way the other women were. She wasn’t calculated, controlled, or dangerous in the same sense.

She was warm, open, and bright. Close to his own age, too. But yet, complicated in a different way. It wasn’t even Sophie herself that was the problem. Or well, not yet.

Her mother, Elaine, was the one winding him up. 

‘You get both of us. Me and Sophie. There is no other way. You get with Sophie, you get with me.’

Elaine’s voice still lived in the back of his mind. He tried not to think about it, but he couldn’t deny the possibility stirred excitement. 

Elaine had managed to wind him up so tightly that he’d ended up visiting Janice and fuck her senseless. It meant that whatever Elaine was doing to him was working. 

He wanted Sophie—but he also wanted Eliane. Badly.

He knew fully well the mess that this could and probably would bring… But he didn’t cancel the date.

He wanted it more than ever.


Chapter 3


Before he knew it, the evening of the date came around.

Mike showered longer than usual. He changed his shirt twice and stared at himself in the mirror. Was it nerves?

He was aware that Sophie felt different than the other women. This was a sense of connection that hadn’t grown out of pure lust.

When his phone buzzed with her message, his breath got stuck in his chest.

Ready when you are :)

Mike grabbed his keys.

As he stepped outside, the neighborhood sat quiet around him; calm and beautiful in the early nocturnal glow. The streets looked peaceful, and everything looked innocent.

And as he got into his truck and started the engine, one thought sat clear in his mind:

This wasn’t just another date. This was going to be a night that would steer everything in a new direction. 

And for better or worse, it didn’t stop him.

The café was small, warm, and softly lit, tucked between a bookstore and a florist on a quiet street. It wasn’t flashy or trendy, but comfortable. Initially, Mike was worried it wasn’t on par with their first date, but he realized the place was intimate in a way that made conversations feel closer. 

It’ll do. Stop overthinking everything.

Mike had offered to pick Sophie up, but she had work today and had asked him to meet up at the café instead.

That had calmed his nerves a bit, as the nagging feeling was mostly there because of her mother, Elaine. Picking Sophie up at her house would bring the risk of running into Elaine as well, and he didn’t feel ready for that yet. He simply didn’t know what she would do.

While he was eager to found out, he didnt’t need that right now. Right now, he just wanted to spend time with Sophie.

He checked his phone once, then slipped it back into his pocket and looked around.

When Sophie walked in, he felt it immediately: a warm, light feeling wrapping around him and taking the tension off.

She wore a simple dress, hair loose, makeup minimal. When she saw him, her face lit up in a genuine smile that didn’t feel performative. “Hey,” she said, stepping into him for a quick hug. It was natural and easy, feeling almost familiar.

“Hey,” he replied, smiling back. “You look great.”

She laughed softly. “Thanks. So do you.”

They ordered drinks and sat at the small table near the window.

At first, their conversation was simple. Work stories. Small jokes. Laughing about bad dates. Music and movies. Sophie had a way of talking that made him relax. 

At one point, she smiled and said, “I’ve said it before but, you’re different from the guys I usually go out with.”

“Good different or concerning different?” Mike asked.

She tilted her head, studying him playfully. “Good different. Calm and grounded. Like you actually listen.”

He chuckled. “That’s a rare skill, apparently.”

“You’d be surprised. But it really is,” she said, smiling.

There was a pause. Then Sophie hesitated slightly before speaking again. “My mom likes you,” she said casually, but her eyes stayed on his face.

Mike felt the shift immediately. She had mentioned it before, of course, and he had noticed with Elaine himself, but he replied unknowingly. “Oh?” he said carefully.

“She doesn’t like anyone just like that, you know,” Sophie added. “Not really. She’s… Intense, and very opinionated.”

The moment in the supermarket, where Elaine pressed her body against his and stimulated his erection, flashed through his mind. “Sounds intense, alright,” he said lightly.

She laughed. “She is.” Then, more softly, “But she’s also very honest.”

Mike didn’t respond right away.

Sophie stirred her drink slowly. “She’s always been very open with me,” she continued. “About relationships. About attraction. About desire and people.”

Mike waited for her to continue.

“She doesn’t really believe in ownership,” Sophie said, glancing up at him. “She believes in connection. In energy. In honesty. In not pretending you don’t want things you actually want.”

Mike felt his pulse deepen, remembering Sophie already hinting at all of this during their first date. “That’s an interesting philosophy,” he said.

Sophie smiled faintly. “She taught me that love doesn’t have to look like everyone else’s version of it.”

Silence settled again, thicker this time, and charged.

Sophie met his eyes. “She’d rather I be honest with myself than pretend I’m someone I’m not,” she said quietly.

He leaned back slightly, studying her. “And what kind of someone are you?” he asked, wondering where she was going with this.

She smiled again, soft and calm. “Like my mom, I’m also someone who doesn’t get jealous easily,” she said.

The words were gentle, but the meaning was not. Mike felt the echo of Elaine’s voice in his mind:

‘There is no other way. You get with Sophie, you get with me.’

Was Sophie actually hinting at the same thing? Mike’s heart raced in his chest. 

Sophie reached across the table and lightly touched his hand. “I like you, Mike,” she said. “A lot.”

Mike closed his fingers around hers. “I like you too,” he said, smiling. “A whole lot.”

The drive back to Sophie’s house was quiet in the best way. It was a silence where you don’t need words because the air between you is already full.

Sophie sat close to him in the passenger seat, her body angled slightly toward his, one hand resting loosely on her thigh, the other playing absently with the hem of her dress. The streetlights passed in soft rhythms, painting her face in warm and shadowed tones.

Mike kept glancing at her when he thought she wasn’t looking. She caught him once and smiled.

When they pulled into her driveway, he didn’t shut the engine off right away. Neither of them moved.

The porch light was on. The house was quiet and still.

Sophie turned toward him in her seat. “I had a really good time,” she said softly.

“Me too,” Mike replied. “This was nice.”

She smiled at that. “Yeah.”

For a second, it felt like the moment might pass. Then Sophie unbuckled her seatbelt and leaned in, slowly at first. Her hand came up and rested on his chest, fingers splayed over his heart. Mike unbuckled and met her halfway, his hand sliding to her waist.

Their lips met gently. Soft at first; warm and testing. Then something shifted, and the kiss deepened. It was hungry.

Sophie moved closer, her body pressing into his, her hand sliding up his chest to his shoulder, then into his hair. Mike pulled her in, his other hand firm at her lower back.

The kiss became even deeper and more intense. The world outside the truck faded into nothing.

When they finally pulled back, their foreheads stayed touching. Both breathed a little heavier.

Sophie smiled softly, eyes bright.

Mike smiled. “Wow.”

Sophie giggled, then leaned in and kissed him again, slower this time, softer and lingering. Then she pulled back, her hand landing on his crotch.

Mike flinched in surprise.

Sophie leaned over the console with a mischievous glint in her eye that caught him off guard. “Come here,” she murmured, her fingers brushing the outline of his hardened cock. 

Before he could process it, she was unzipping his pants, her touch confident and teasing. Mike’s breath hitched as she freed him, her red hair falling loose around her shoulders.

She lowered her head, her lips wrapping around him with an expertise that shattered every assumption he’d made. No hesitation, no fumbling—Sophie took him deep, her tongue swirling with precise, rhythmic strokes that sent pleasure crashing through him. 

She hummed softly, the vibration adding to the intensity, her hand working in perfect sync with her mouth. It was masterful, nothing like the demure girl he’d pictured.

Mike’s head fell back against the seat, his fingers tangling in her hair as he groaned. “Sophie, you’re incredible.” 

The contrast hit him like a thunderbolt—this side of her, bold and skilled, only fueled his desire. He wanted her more now than ever, not just for this moment, but for every secret she might hold, every layer waiting to be peeled back. 

As she brought him closer to the edge, he realized she might be more like her mother than he had thought. He’d started seeing them as opposites: Elaine as dangerous and flirty, Sophie as innocent and contained. How wrong he’d been.

Mike’s grip tightened in Sophie’s fiery red hair as the pressure built to an unbearable peak. His hips bucked involuntarily, a deep groan escaping his lips. “Sophie… I’m—” 

The words dissolved into a guttural moan as he exploded in her mouth, wave after wave of hot release flooding her. 

She didn’t pull back, didn’t even flinch; instead, she sealed her lips tighter around him, her throat working rhythmically to drain every last drop from his throbbing shaft. Her tongue pressed firmly against the underside, milking him with precision, gulping it all down.

The sensation was overwhelming; her warmth, her eagerness, the way she hummed in satisfaction as if savoring it. 

It shattered the last remnants of his “good girl” illusion, replacing it with raw, insatiable hunger. 

Sophie lifted her head, licking them clean with a sly smile. 

The truck was quiet again. The engine idled softly, the dashboard lights glowing dim blue in the dark. 

Sophie was back in her seat, her hair slightly messy, her cheeks flushed, her breathing still a little uneven.

Mike sat beside her, stunned in a way that had nothing to do with his body.

Sophie shifted in her seat, turning toward him with a smile. Not shy, but a confident one. “You okay?” she asked quietly with a chuckle.

Mike let out a slow breath and looked at her. “Yeah,” he said. “That was wonderful. I was just thinking.”

She tilted her head. “About?”

He hesitated, then answered honestly. “About you.”

That made her smile deepen. He studied her face in the low light; the calm in her eyes, the ease in her posture, the lack of embarrassment.

This wasn’t a girl testing her limits. This was someone who knew exactly what she was doing.

“You’re not who I thought you were,” he said quietly.

She looked amused. “What did you think I was?” she asked.

He shook his head slightly, then said what had been on his mind all along. “Well, sweet, of course. But also more innocent than your mother.”

She laughed, low and warm. “Mike,” she said gently, “I’m sweet. Not innocent.” She leaned in. “I am a lot like my mom, though.”

That landed harder than anything physical had. He leaned back in his seat, exhaling slowly. He saw it now. A younger version of Elaine stared back at him. Like mother, like daughter.

A jolt of both quiet intimidation and an unexplainable excitement stirred him. 

Sophie reached over and took his hand.

“As I said, my mom raised me not to be scared of wanting things,” she said quietly. “Or people.”

His chest tightened. He looked at her again. How wrong was he to think she’d be any different. She was part of it; she belonged to it. To Bloomingdale.

He squeezed her hand. “Yeah,” he said softly. “I’m starting to see that.”

She smiled and leaned in, tenderly kissing me. “Good.”

They sat there for a moment longer, bodies close, energy still humming in the air.

When Sophie finally opened the door, she paused, leaned back in, and kissed him again. “How about that third date?” she asked.

Mike smirked. “You’re on.”

She stepped out of the truck and kept her gaze on his. “Maybe next time we can make things more… Interesting.” She closed the door and walked toward the house, her hips relaxed and steps unhurried.

Mike watched her go.

Sophie wasn’t a contrast to Elaine. She was a continuation.

And God forbid, that thought excited him.


Chapter 4


The bar was dimly lit and not too crowded. Mike sat alone at the counter with a whiskey in front of him, one elbow resting on the wood, the other hand wrapped loosely around the glass. He hadn’t planned on drinking much, just enough to quiet his head.

But his thoughts weren’t exactly cooperating.

Sophie. Elaine. The kiss, and then more. The realization of everything. He sighed and took another big gulp of whiskey.

It all swirled together in his limbs like heat and static. He took another sip. Then another.

The low hum of conversation, clinking glasses, and a jukebox playing something old and slow filled the space. The bartender barely noticed him anymore.

That’s when the voice cut through the noise. It was loud and slightly slurred, talking with a bitter undertone. “—tellin’ you, man, she’s a fuckin’ slut.“

Mike didn’t look at first. But then he heard the name. “Abigail.”

His hand stilled on the glass.

The voice kept going. “Perfect little wife image, right? Sweet. Classy. Loyal.” A harsh laugh. “Bullshit. Always pretending to be better than everyone else. Or well, she’s fucking hot though. It makes me remember why I married her.” He laughed.

Mike turned on his stool. A man stood a few seats down. He was in mid-forties, broad-shouldered, red-faced, already deep into his drinks. His words were spilling as easily as the alcohol. 

It was Brad, Abigail’s husband.

Mike had seen him twice before. Once in the local diner, fitting the perfect rich businessman image. The other when accepting a delivery directly from Mike. The guy had been an asshole then. 

Brad was leaning against the bar, one arm draped over it, talking to no one in particular, but mostly aiming at the bartender. “She thinks she’s special,” he went on. “Thinks she deserves more. More attention. More excitement. More everything.” He scoffed. “You know what that usually means.”

Mike’s jaw tightened. 

Someone near Brad laughed awkwardly.

“Means she’s bored,” Brad continued. “Means she’s the type that starts looking elsewhere. She’s probably whoring herself out right now as we speak. Not much else she can offer anyway. Dumb bitch.”

“That’s enough,” Mike said, the words leaving his lips before he could stop himself. Normally, he wouldn’t have said anything. But the alcohol rushing through pushed him forward. 

Brad didn’t hear him at first, but the bartender looked over with a warning look. He mouthed ‘don’t’ inaudibly. 

“That blonde slut. Dumb twat,” Brad continued. “I should probably just divorce her and leave her with nothing. Send her right back to the streets.”

“That’s enough,” Mike said again, louder now.

Brad looked him over lazily. “What?”

“Talking about your wife like that,” Mike said calmly. “You sound like an asshole.”

Brad paused for a moment, then laughed. “And who the hell are you?”

“Someone who doesn’t enjoy listening to drunk guys trash people who aren’t here to defend themselves,” Mike said. “So cool it.”

Brad squinted. “You know my wife?”

Mike didn’t answer.

Brad’s expression shifted from curiosity, suspicion, then amusement. “Ohhh,” he said slowly. “This is interesting.”

He leaned closer. “Why do you care so much?” Brad asked. “You one of her little gym buddies? Emotional support boys?”

Mike felt the alcohol buzz behind his eyes, the heat rising in his chest. “Drop it,” he said.

Brad smiled. “Oh no, no. That’s not it. Let me guess,” he said loudly. “You fucking my wife by any chance?”

A few heads turned. Mike didn’t move; his body tensed. 

Brad laughed. “Wouldn’t surprise me. That woman’s got ‘slut’ written all over her when you stop pretending she’s perfect. You are probably one of her clients.”

That did it.

Mike stood up and shoved him, hard. Brad stumbled back into a table, knocking over a chair.

“What the—” Brad barked, lunging forward and shoving Mike back.

Glasses rattled. Someone yelled. They grabbed at each other’s shirts, bodies colliding, the tension snapping into chaos.

“Get off him!” someone yelled

“Hey, break it up!” another voice close to him said.

Hands pulled them apart as they struggled, both men shouting, adrenaline flooding the room.

“Fuck you!” Brad yelled.

“Say one more word about her, and I’ll fuck you up!” Mike snapped back, trying to break free. Brad was surprisingly strong.

Two other patrons came in, and finally the bartender forced separation, pushing Mike backward.

“Out!” the bartender shouted. “You’re done. Get the hell out!”

“What? He started it!” Mike barked.

“Doesn’t matter,” the bartender said. “I don’t know you. You’re out.”

Two guys grabbed Mike by the arm and dragged him toward the door.

Brad was still yelling behind him. “Yeah, walk away! Protecting that slut! Fucking joke!”

The door burst open, and Mike was shoved outside into the cold night air. It slammed shut behind him.

Silence met him. Just his rapid breathing filled his hearing. His fists clenched, and his chest heaved as the adrenaline burned through him.

He stood there for a long moment with his jaw tight and hands shaking. It was from anger, but also from the knowledge that he did care. Too much. About Abigail. About all of them.

He ran a hand through his hair and laughed once, sharp and bitter. “Shit,” he muttered.

Then he turned and walked away, destination home. It was a fifteen-minute walk, good for him to cool his drunken head.

His boots scuffed against the concrete of the empty street as he moved, hands shoved deep into his jacket pockets.

Brad’s voice echoed in his head. The way he’d laughed and had said her name—the words he’d used.

It had felt too personal.

He didn’t even realize he’d pulled his phone out until it was already in his hand. Abigail’s name glowed on the screen. He slowed his steps as his thumb hovered.

He started typing.

Are you okay?

He stopped and deleted it. He typed again.

I ran into Brad tonight.

He paused for a second, then continued.

He was drunk and talking about you. I lost my temper.

His breathing was heavier now as he replayed the moment in his head. He stared at the words, then erased them.

The streetlight glow washed over him, and the night was quiet except for distant traffic and the hum of electricity overhead.

What was he trying to do here? He leaned forward slightly, hands on his thighs, breathing out slowly. He knew this wasn’t his place, and this wasn’t his marriage.

This wasn’t his responsibility. This wasn’t supposed to matter like this.

But it did matter. It mattered too much. 

He locked the phone and shoved it back into his pocket, then straightened and kept walking. He took a deep breath, trying to focus on something else.

The happiness and carelessness he had felt when lying in bed with Abigail and Catherine on his side seemed so far away in a distant past. Too much was suddenly happening and moving.

He looked up at the sky, seeing some stars twinkle.

I wonder how life’s going to be a couple of weeks from now.

He shook his head. Everything was changing so fast.

Better make that a couple of days from now…


Chapter 5


The next morning came with a dull ache behind Mike’s eyes and a tiredness that coffee didn’t fix.

He sat in his truck for a moment before starting his route, hands resting on the wheel, staring through the windshield without really seeing anything. Fragments of last night still floated in his head.

The engine turned over, and the day started. Work blurred by. It was a day with normal houses in normal streets, with normal people—no Bloomingdale.

And somehow, that made his thoughts more constricted. There was no form of release or anything that would distract him.

By midday, he’d already checked his phone more times than he wanted to admit.

He kept thinking about Catherine. He’d told her about Janice once and confined his trust by opening up. She hadn’t judged him and had offered a listening ear. Her advice gave him a moment of clarity and peace. 

He grinned. By the way he had met her, he had never expected Catherine, of all women, to be the one he would reach out to now.

At a red light, he finally picked up his phone and opened the chat with her name. He stared at the blank message field. Then he typed:

Hey. Are you free later today? I just want to talk.

He paused. Then added:

Nothing too serious.

He included that not to make her worry. He sent it before he could overthink it, and the message whooshed away.

Mike exhaled slowly and set the phone back down. The light turned green. As he pulled forward, something inside of him felt lighter.

Her message arrived about an hour later:

Sure! How about we meet up downtown at Mimicry at around 8? 

Mimicry was a cozy café in the city center, right in the middle of the shopping district. 

He replied:

Yeah that would work, thanks!

He breathed out. Next to their shared moment with Abigail weeks back, he had never met Catherine outside of her house. 

He continued work, trying to focus, but he couldn’t wait till the end of his shift.

The city center was alive with early evening energy when Mike parked near the shopping district. Lights glowed in store windows, people drifted between cafés and boutiques, and the sounds of conversation and traffic blended into a steady urban rhythm.

Mimicry sat on the corner like a warm pocket of calm in the middle of it all.

Soft lighting with big windows and wooden tables. It was the kind of café that smelled of coffee and vanilla and was filled with quiet conversations.

Mike arrived a few minutes early and took a seat near the window, watching the street outside while his thoughts kept circling.

After a few minutes, the door chimed, and he looked up. 

Catherine walked in carrying two shopping bags, dressed casually in fitted jeans with a soft sweater, her brown hair loose around her shoulders. She scanned the room, spotted him, and smiled.

She crossed the café and set the bags down beside his table.

“Sorry,” she said lightly. “Got carried away. Retail therapy.”

He smiled. “I’m glad you came.”

“I’m glad you texted,” she replied, sitting across from him. “It’s been a while, and maybe it’s just me reading between the lines, but you sounded a little off.”

They ordered drinks—coffee for him, tea for her—and for a moment they just sat there, the noise of the café filling the silence naturally. They chit-chatted a bit until they fell silent.

Then she tilted her head slightly. “Okay,” she said. “What happened? You said you wanted to talk.”

Mike exhaled and leaned back in his chair. “I ran into Abigail’s husband,” he said.

Catherine’s expression shifted instantly, not of shock, but attention and focus. “Where?”

“Local bar,” he said. “He was drunk. Loud. Talking shit about her. Calling her names. Just tearing her apart.”

Catherine’s jaw tightened slightly, but she didn’t interrupt.

“I, uhm, was a bit buzzed as well. So I spoke up.”

She pulled up an eyebrow. 

Mike sighed. “I know I should’ve just kept my mouth shut.” He shook his head. “Anyways, he started asking why I cared. Why I was getting worked up.” 

He paused for a second. Catherine’s eyes were dark and comforting. She looked so beautiful in the dimmed lighting of the café with her hand wrapped around her mug of tea.

Mike sighed again. “Then he said it. He asked if I was fucking his wife. Called her a slut.” He shook his head. “I don’t even remember moving. I just… snapped.”

Her voice stayed calm. “Did it turn physical?”

“Yeah,” he admitted. “Pushing. Shoving. Got broken up. I got thrown out.” He scoffed. “I’m not a regular, after all.” 

Catherine spoke softly. “I’m not saying lashing out was the best choice, but I can understand your feelings,” she said. She paused for a moment, then said, “I think you care more than you should.”

He looked down at the table. “That’s the part that’s messing with me,” he admitted. “I don’t know where the line is anymore. With any of this.” He met her gaze. “Especially after our night together… The three of us.”

Catherine watched him for a long moment before giving him a warm smile. She reached across the table and rested her hand over his. “I was actually thinking that was the main reason you wanted to talk.”

Mike tilted his head. “Hm?”

“Our night together with Abigail. We haven’t been in contact much since. I mean, I have been with Abby, but not much with you.”

Mike felt a blush creep onto his face. “Sorry about that, that’s my bad. I’m still not used to the whole situation of, uhm…”

“Of what?” Catherine asked with the same warmth.

Mike grinned sheepishly. “Of having something with multiple women. It’s quite overwhelming.”

Catherine chuckled. “Can’t blame you. We can be a handful on our own. Let alone two together.” She pulled up her eyebrows playfully. “Or three or four, hm?”

Mike wondered for a moment if she somehow knew of Sophie and Elaine, but she couldn’t. Then again, she knew the neighborhood well.

Catherine leaned in. “Any progress with Janice?” she asked, biting her lip.

Mike chuckled. “Oh. That.” 

His mind flashed back to when he had gone to Janice for release. And release he sure did. For once, he had taken charge and taken her right after the front door closed. “Things… happened,” he said.

Catherine’s eyes twinkled. “Things, huh?” she said with a laugh. “I don’t need details. As long as you are having fun.”

Mike smiled. “Yeah, it’s all good.” He decided to let that rest for now.

Catherine leaned forward again. “And about Abby,” she said quietly, “you’re allowed to care. And you’re allowed to feel protective.”

He looked up at her.

“You’re not wrong for feeling something,” she continued. “What matters is what you do with it.” She shrugged. “I know it’s hard but, try to leave Abigail’s marriage to Abigail.”

He swallowed. “I don’t feel like I can talk about this with anyone else.”

“I know,” she said simply with a smile.

They sat in silence for a moment, the café noise wrapping around them.

“I hope she’s okay,” he then said. “I don’t like her husband talking about her like that. Makes me worry how he treats her.”

Catherine sighed. “Yeah, that marriage has been spiraling for years now.” She seemed to think for a moment. “Abby and have been catching up a lot lately. And she’s told me about her husband.”

Mike studied her face, but couldn’t see what she was thinking. 

Catherine slowly shook her head. “I think it’s only a matter of time before Abigail ends up like me.”

“Even more drop-dead gorgeous?” he said without much thought, trying to lighten to mood.

Catherine chuckled and winked. “Divorced.”

Mike nodded. “I see.”

He should give Abigail a call and see how she was doing. But that Catherine was in close touch with her gave him a reassuring feeling.

Catherine’s face than turned serious. “But whatever you do. Stay away from Brad, she said, her face serious. “That is between Abigail and him. We need to respect that.”

Mike sat back in his chair. “I know.”

The café door chimed. Mike didn’t look up.

Catherine did. Her expression didn’t tense, but it shifted into mild surprise, mixed with curiosity.

Mike followed her gaze.

Janice stood just inside the entrance, purse on her shoulder, eyes already on him.

Their eyes met, and her face lit up with amusement, and something playful.

Mike couldn’t believe his eyes.

“Well,” Janice said, smiling as she walked closer, “this sure is a surprise.”

Mike was speechless. “Janice—”

She laughed softly. “Relax, I’m not trying to disturb anything.” Her eyes flicked to Catherine, then back to him. “Just didn’t expect to see you here.”

Catherine sat calmly, unbothered and composed. 

Janice’s gaze lingered on her a second longer this time. Then she smiled wider. “Wow,” she said, amused. “Looks like you like a very particular type of woman, don’t you?”

Mike groaned quietly. “That’s not—”

Catherine raised an eyebrow, a faint smile tugging at her lips. “Is that a compliment?”

Janice chuckled. “Both,” she said. “Older, confident, beautiful, and not remotely subtle.” Her eyes returned to Mike. “You’ve got a theme going.”

“This isn’t a date,” Mike said quickly.

Catherine nodded. “We’re just talking.”

Janice tilted her head. “Sure you are.” Then, playfully, to Catherine: “Should I be worried?”

Catherine smiled. “Not unless you’re his girlfriend.”

That made Janice laugh genuinely. “Not really,” she said. Her eyes slid back to Mike, slow and amused. “You’re living it up, delivery boy,” she said lightly. “Didn’t take you long to upgrade your social calendar.”

Mike rubbed the back of his neck. “It’s not like that.”

She stepped closer, not in a possessive way, but curious. “I’m not judging,” Janice said. “Honestly?” She smiled. “I’m impressed.”

Catherine crossed her arms loosely, relaxed. “Is this where it gets awkward?”

Janice shook her head. “No.” She shook her hand and waved goodbye. “This is where I pretend this is totally normal and go about my night.” She paused. Then added, teasingly to Mike: “Hope to see you again soon.”

She turned to leave, then glanced back one last time. “Enjoy your evening,” she said. “Both of you.”

Then she walked out, and the café returned to normal.

Mike exhaled. “That went… better than expected.”

Catherine smiled. “Very interesting indeed.”

“Yeah,” he said, feeling awkward.

“She’s curious,” Catherine said as she leaned in. “And damn hot! I didn’t remember her as being this sexy. You go, Mikey boy!”

Mike grinned and slowly leaned back in his chair.

Catherine laughed quietly. “She is definitely going to eat you up next time you meet her, though.”

Mike frowned. “What do you mean?”

Catherine laughed. “Oh Mikey. She’s a woman invested in you. And now, she’s seen me. Knowing the kind of woman Janice is, she sees me as a direct rival.” Catherine shrugged. “And now she wants to be the best you’ve ever had.”

Mike swallowed.

Catherine leaned in again and then said, in a playful whisper, “Better get ready for some of the wildest and best sex in your life. She’s definitely gonna ride more than your face next time you see her.”

After Mike got home, he texted Abigail to ask if she was okay.

When no reply came, he took a shower, letting the hot water wash the tension from his shoulders.

When he checked his phone afterward, the message was waiting.

Sorry, I need some time to work things out. But I’m okay! Let’s meet up again when things calm down.

Brad’s drunken, angry face flashed through his mind, and a knot of worry tightened in his stomach. But Abigail’s tone felt like she was in control of the situation.

He exhaled slowly and set the phone down, then sat on the edge of his bed.

It was late, and tomorrow was a workday. But sleep felt far away. His mind was too full.

The night had layered too many thoughts on top of each other: Brad, Catherine, Janice, Sophie, the tension, the shifting lines.

His phone buzzed again, and he grabbed it.

It was Sophie:

I have a fun idea for our next date. Are you free this Saturday?

His body reacted before his mind did. The memory of her in the car surfaced instantly.

The way she’d hinted at more than just a goodbye. A slow smile spread across his face as he typed:

Saturday sounds great. Looking forward to seeing you.

He set the phone down. Whatever ‘fun idea’ Sophie had in mind, he knew one thing for sure: things were about to get more interesting.


Chapter 6


The mini-golf course sat tucked between a pizza place and an arcade, neon lights glowing against the dusk like something out of a retro postcard. Bright plastic obstacles, fake palm trees, glowing windmills, and looping water features made the whole place feel playful and surreal.

Mike almost laughed when he pulled into the parking lot.

Mini golf?

He checked the address on his phone again. It matched.

When he stepped inside, the bell above the door chimed softly.

He spotted Sophie immediately.

She was standing near the counter in a light summer dress and sneakers, hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked relaxed, bright, and effortlessly beautiful.

But she wasn’t alone. Elaine stood beside her. Curvy, confident, dressed in fitted jeans and a low-cut top, sunglasses perched on her head like a crown. Her presence instantly shifted the energy in the room. Where Sophie felt warm and light, Elaine felt heavy with confidence and intent.

Mike slowed his step.

Sophie saw him first and smiled widely.

Elaine noticed his reaction and smiled even wider. “Well,” Elaine said smoothly, arms folding under her chest as her eyes dragged over him, “that’s a face.”

“Uh… hi,” Mike said, caught somewhere between surprise and nerves.

Sophie walked over and kissed his cheek like it was the most natural thing in the world. “Surprise.”

Elaine followed, leaning in just a little too close. “Didn’t think you were getting rid of me that easily, did you, melon boy?” She kissed his other cheek. 

Sophie laughed. “Thought it would be more fun if Mom came.”

More fun.

Mike glanced between them. “So this is a… group date?”

Sophie shrugged casually. “If you want to call it that.”

Elaine smirked. “I do.”

A few minutes later, they were out on the course. Neon lights reflected off the water hazards, soft music played overhead, and laughter drifted through the air from other groups moving between holes. It felt playful and light on the surface, but the tension among the three made everything more arousing.

Elaine made sure she was impossible to ignore.

“Oh, I’m terrible at this,” Elaine said dramatically, gripping the club. “Mike, you should help me.”

Before Mike could respond, she stepped back into him, pressing her hips lightly against his thighs as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“Like this?” she asked sweetly.

His hands hesitated for a fraction of a second.

Sophie just smiled. “Go on,” Sophie said lightly. “She really is bad at sports.”

Elaine glanced back at him with a grin. “Hear that? Permission.”

Mike placed his hands on Elaine’s hips, guiding her stance. She leaned back into him just enough to make it intentional, her firm buttocks pressing against his crotch.

He didn’t want to get hard, but she made it difficult to resist.

Her voice dropped. “Careful,” she murmured. “People might think this is a different kind of game.”

Sophie watched, amused, seeming not bothered in the slightest.

Elaine swung and missed completely. She burst out laughing. “Oh wow. That was terrible.”

Mike chuckled. “It was close.”

“No, it wasn’t,” Sophie said. “Not even remotely.”

Elaine turned, grinning. “I was distracted.”

“By what?” Sophie asked.

Elaine’s eyes slid back to Mike. “Him. He is too happy to see me, if you know what I mean.” She winked.

Mike felt a blush on his cheeks.

Sophie just shook her head, smiling. 

They moved through the course. Elaine flirted openly and shamelessly, and Sophie enjoyed it instead of resisting it, and Mike found himself caught in the middle, trying not to show how aroused he was getting.

At one point, while Elaine was lining up a shot, Sophie leaned in close to him.

“See. She really likes you,” Sophie said quietly.

“You think?” he replied, sarcastically.

Sophie nodded, completely calm. “Obviously.”

“And you’re really okay with that?”

Sophie looked at him with a soft, steady smile. “I wouldn’t have invited her if I wasn’t.”

Before he could respond, Elaine called out, “Mike! Help!”

Sophie gave him a playful push. “Go save her.”

As he walked over, something settled into place in his mind. These two women were creating something, a dynamic between the three of them.

They played a few more holes when Mike excused himself to the bathroom. He needed to pee, but also needed a breather from these two. He had been half-hard in his pants nearly the entire time, trying to keep himself from getting a full-on erection.

He had his putter still in hand as he made a beeline for the restrooms at the back of the game center. 

The place was buzzing with families and couples, the clink of balls dropping into holes and laughter echoing off the fake turf walls. 

He slipped into the men’s room, thankful it was empty, and picked a stall. He unzipped, peed quickly, shaking off the last drops. His cock was still semi-hard from Elaine’s games, throbbing with unspent need. He tucked himself away, flushed, and unlocked the door.

Before he could step out, Elaine was there, shoving her way in with a wicked grin. “Miss me already?” she purred, her voice low and husky. She pressed her voluptuous body against his in the cramped stall, her massive breasts squishing against his chest like soft, warm pillows. 

The door clicked shut behind her, locking them in the narrow space that reeked faintly of cleaner and stale air.

Mike’s breath hitched. “Elaine, what the—”

She cut him off with a fierce kiss, her tongue invading his mouth, tasting of mint. Her hand dove straight for his zipper, yanking it down and fishing out his cock, which sprang free, already swelling in her grip. 

She jerked him roughly. “You’ve been staring at these all game,” she whispered against his lips, grinding her chest harder onto him. “Time to unwind, melon boy.”

He groaned, his hands instinctively grabbing her ass, squeezing the firm cheeks through her tight jeans.

The risk of getting caught only made it hotter—the game center noises filtering in.

Elaine spun around, shimmying her jeans down over her wide hips, no panties in sight. Her pussy was shaved smooth. “Fuck me,” she demanded, bending over the toilet, bracing her hands on the tank. 

Mike didn’t hesitate. He gripped her hips, lined up his cock, and penetrated her with one thrust. She was soaked, tight but yielding, her walls clenching around him.

“Oh fuck, yes,” she moaned, pushing back against him. He pounded her doggystyle, the stall shaking with each slap of skin on skin. Her big tits bounced wildly under her shirt, and she reached back to fondle his balls, urging him deeper. “Harder.”

Sweat beaded on his forehead as he railed her, the sounds of her wetness squelching around his shaft filling the air. But the angle was awkward in the tight space, so he pulled out. 

“Let me sit on you,” she said, gently pushing him onto the toilet seat, his pants around his ankles.

Elaine smirked, turning to face away from him. She straddled his lap in reverse cowgirl, guiding him back into her. She sank down hard, her ass cheeks spreading against his thighs as she bottomed out. 

He grabbed her hips, thrusting up as she bounced, her tightness stimulating him with every grind. Her breasts came free when she yanked up her top, her nipples hard. Mike reached around, feeling them in his grip. 

She rode him faster, her ass slapping against him, the toilet creaking under their weight. His orgasm came in fast. “I’m gonna cum,” he grunted, his balls tightening.

“Do it,” she hissed. “Pump it deep inside of me.”

With a desperate moan, Mike exploded, his cock pulsing as he shot his warm semen into her. She ground down, clenching around him, her own orgasm ripping through her, juices flooding. 

They panted together, his dick still twitching inside her as he leaked out, mixing with her wetness.

After a few moments, Elaine stood slowly, pulling up her jeans with a satisfied sigh. “Don’t keep Sophie waiting,” she winked. “We still have a few holes left,” she said and slipped out of the stall as if nothing happened.

Mike sat there, spent, his cock slowly softening in the cool air.

After a couple of minutes, Mike stepped back out into the neon-lit course, the noise and music washing over him. Laughter, clinking glasses, and the hum of nearby arcade machines pulled him back into the world, but his body didn’t feel caught up yet. His pulse was still elevated, and his thoughts scattered.

Elaine and Sophie were waiting near the benches by the course entrance.

Elaine looked radiant. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright, and a satisfied energy radiated from her. She wasn’t even trying to hide it. She stood tall and confident, glowing with a presence that demanded attention. 

Sophie sat casually on the bench with her legs crossed, watching him approach with a smile that made his stomach tighten.

The moment their eyes met, Mike felt that strange mix of excitement and unease again.

Sophie tilted her head slightly. “Took you long enough.”

Elaine didn’t hesitate for a second. She walked straight up to him and slid her arm through his. “There you are,” she said warmly. “I was starting to miss you already.” She kissed his cheek slowly, her affection impossible to misread.

Mike froze for half a second, then let himself relax, his mind scrambling to catch up with the situation.

Sophie watched the interaction with open amusement. “Everything okay?” she asked lightly.

“Yeah,” Mike said slowly. “Sorry. Took longer than I expected.”

Sophie chuckled. “Mm-hmm. Bathroom breaks can be very intense.”

Elaine laughed openly. “Don’t tease him. He handled it just fine. He just found an extra hole to play with.”

Mike looked at the woman on is arm. “Elaine…”

“What?” she said innocently, giggling at her own pun. “I like honesty.”

Sophie stood up and stepped closer to him, her voice calm and steady. “You don’t have to explain anything,” she said. “Relax.”

He searched her face for doubt, but there wasn’t any.

Sophie seemed to read his mind and shrugged softly. “I told you we don’t do subtle.”

Elaine wrapped her arms around his waist from the side, pressing into him affectionately. “She’s a smart girl,” she said proudly. “She understands.”

That was what overwhelmed him more than anything else. How natural it all felt to them. There was no secrecy, no awkwardness, and no guilt—just openness and acceptance.

Mike couldn’t deny he liked the attention and the feeling of being desired. He liked the way Elaine looked at him without apology, and the way Sophie wasn’t threatened by it. But it was also a lot to process.

Elaine squeezed his arm affectionately. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s finish the game.”

Sophie smiled. “Unless you want to play another hole by yourself?”

Mike let out a small laugh. “No. I’m good. I think.”

They walked back toward the course together, Elaine close at his side, Sophie relaxed on his other side. The balance of it all felt strange and intoxicating at the same time.

Whether he was ready for it or not, he was already part of their little world.


Chapter 7


Mike arrived back at his apartment late, the quiet of the building settling around him like a heavy blanket. The hallway lights buzzed faintly overhead as he unlocked his door and stepped inside.

He dropped his keys on the counter and leaned back against the door for a moment, exhaling slowly.

The strange balance between mother and daughter, sharing him. The way it all felt natural and overwhelming at the same time.

His mind was restless and overstimulated.

He ran a hand through his hair and moved deeper into the apartment, but before he could even turn on a light, he jumped up from the frantic banging on his door.

Mike froze.

Then the knocking came again, urgent and uneven. “Mike!”

His heart jumped. He crossed the room quickly and opened the door.

Abigail stood there. Her hair was loose and messy, her cheeks flushed, her eyes bright with a wild, unfocused energy. She smelled faintly of alcohol and perfume. The moment she saw him, her face broke into a huge, emotional smile. “Mike,” she breathed.

And then she was in his arms. She threw herself against him, hugging him tightly, laughing and crying at the same time. Her energy was chaotic and overflowing. “I did it,” she said into his chest. “I finally did it.”

He pulled back just enough to look at her face. “Did what?”

“I’m divorcing him,” she said, eyes shining. “I told him. It’s happening. I’m done. I’m free.”

Before he could respond, she kissed him. It was messy and emotional. Her hands grabbed at his shirt, her body pressing against his with frantic intensity. She kissed his mouth again, harder, breathless, unsteady.

“Abigail,” he said, pulling back slightly. “Hey—”

“I don’t want to think,” she said quickly. “I don’t want to process. I don’t want to feel it yet. I just want you.” She tried to kiss him again, clinging to him, her energy scattered and raw.

Mike gently held her arms, grounding her.

“Abigail,” he said softly but firmly. “Slow down.”

She looked at him, confused, eyes glassy. “What’s the matter?”

“Because you’re not okay,” he said honestly. “You’re drunk. You’re overwhelmed and running on adrenaline,” he said as he led her to his couch. “Let’s just take a moment and relax.”

Tears welled in her eyes. “I’m sorry. I just want to feel safe.”

He pulled her into a hug, holding her close. “You are safe,” he said quietly. 

She trembled against him, her emotions spilling over, her breathing uneven.

A voice shattered the moment, sending a shiver down his spine. “Abigail!” a loud, drunken shout echoed from outside the building.

They both froze.

“Abigail!” the voice roared again. “I know you’re in here!”

Her body went rigid in his arms, and fear flashed across her face. “He must have seen my car…,” she whimpered.

Mike’s stomach dropped. He knew that voice all too well. “Ugh, shit.”

The shouting grew louder and closer. “Come out now! You hear me?!” Brad yelled.

Abigail shook her head. “Shit, shit, shit! What do we do?”

Mike sighed, keeping himself calm. He pictured his landlady, Betty, putting on her clothes to go outside and face him. “I’ll go talk to him,” he said. “You stay here.”

“He’ll hurt you!” she said, grabbing his arm.

“He won’t,” Mike replied evenly. “I won’t let him.”

He gently moved her back. “Lock the door. Don’t open it for anyone but me.”

She hesitated, then nodded.

Mike stepped into the hallway and closed the door behind him.

Brad’s shouting echoed up the street, raw and furious. “Abigail! Get your ass out here!”

Mike walked down the stairs, pulse steady, jaw tight.

Brad stood in front of the building, swaying slightly, eyes bloodshot, face flushed with rage. His clothes were wrinkled, his movements sloppy, but his anger seemed sharp.

When Brad saw him, his face twisted. “What the—you? What are you doing here?”

“She’s not coming out,” Mike said calmly.

Brad laughed harshly and stepped forward. “Oh, I see! Who the fuck are you now supposed to be, huh?”

“The guy telling you to leave.”

Brad stood still, his mind clearly spinning as he seemed to align his thoughts. “So you are fucking her?” He took a step forward. “Where the hell is she?”

Mike kept quiet. 

Brad shoved his chest. Hard. “Move!”

Mike didn’t.

Brad swung.

It wasn’t clean; too drunk, wide, and angry, but fast enough to matter. Mike reacted on instinct. He caught Brad’s forearm, twisted his wrist outward, and shoved him back. Brad stumbled but didn’t fall.

“You touching me now?” Brad snarled.

Brad lunged again, throwing another wild punch. Mike deflected it, stepped inside his space, and shoved him back again, harder this time. Brad staggered into a parked car, slamming into the hood.

“Stop!” Mike said sharply. “This isn’t helping you. This isn’t helping her. You’re done.”

Brad rushed him, clumsier now, again more rage than control. Mike blocked the grab, twisted the man’s arm, and forced him backward, keeping distance without striking.

At that moment, the front door flew open, “Mike!” Abigail screamed.

He turned his head. “Abigail! I told you to stay inside!”

She stood on the steps, shaking, eyes wide with fear.

Brad saw her and snarled. “So there you are! Coming to rescue your boyfriend here, ey?”

Mike moved instantly, stepping between them again, arms out, blocking the line of sight. “Back up,” he warned.

Brad tried to shove past him, but Mike planted his feet and forced him back again, hard enough that Brad nearly lost his balance.

Windows were opening now. Lights were turning on. Then a voice cut through the chaos. “What is going on out here?!” Betty stormed outside in a robe and slippers, hair wild, face furious. “This is private property!” she yelled. “Get the hell away from my building right now or I’m calling the police!”

Brad turned toward her, breathing hard with his chest heaving, his eyes still wild. “You don’t tell me what to do,” he snapped.

Betty pointed at the street. “Off my property. Now.” Her voice was ice cold. “The cops are only a call away. Your choice.”

Brad looked around. The neighbors watching. The lights. The attention. The situation was turning against him, fast. He spat on the ground and pointed at Abigail.

“This isn’t over,” he slurred. “You hear me? This isn’t fucking over.”

Then he turned and staggered down the sidewalk, disappearing into the night.

Silence settled back over the street.

Mike exhaled slowly.

Betty looked at him, then at Abigail. “Everyone inside. Now.”

Abigail ran to Mike and clung to him, shaking.

Mike held her, eyes still on the street where Brad had disappeared, adrenaline buzzing through his body, irritation mixing with relief. “I told you to stay inside,” he said quietly.

Her voice trembled against his chest. “I was scared.”

“I know,” he said, softening. “But I had it handled.”

Betty stood there for a moment, arms crossed, eyes sharp. “If he comes back, I’m calling the cops immediately. No warnings.”

Mike nodded. “Understood.”

He guided Abigail back toward the building, the night finally quiet again, but the tension still heavy in the air.

Betty kept her eyes on him. “She can’t stay here,” she said harshly.

Mike nodded. “I know. I’ll make some calls.”

Betty simply stared, then went back inside.

Mike stood with Abigail on the steps, her body still shaking, his arms around her shoulders. The adrenaline hadn’t left his system yet and his heart was still pounding. “This can’t happen again,” he said quietly.

Abigail nodded against his chest. “I know. I know. I just… I didn’t know where else to go.”

He pulled back slightly and looked at her. Her makeup was smeared, her expression a mixture of fear and exhaustion tangled together. “You shouldn’t be alone tonight,” he said. Betty’s glare flashed through his mind. “But staying here isn’t a good idea either.”

She sniffed. “I don’t want to go back home.”

“You’re not,” he said firmly. He thought for a moment, then decided on what was the best option. He took out his phone and scrolled to Catherine’s name. 

When she picked up, her voice was calm. “Mike?”

“Hey,” he said. “I need a favor. It’s important.”

There was a pause. “What’s wrong?”

“Abigail’s here. Things got out of hand with Brad. She needs somewhere to stay tonight. But unfortunately, my place doesn’t allow overnight guests.”

Catherine didn’t hesitate. “Send me the address. I’m coming.”

Fifteen minutes later, Catherine’s car pulled up in front of the building. She got out, concern written all over her face. “Oh, Abby…” she said softly, wrapping her in a hug.

“I’m so sorry,” Abigail said. “I didn’t know what to do.”

“You don’t have to be sorry,” Catherine said gently. 

Mike stood a few steps back, watching them, feeling the tension finally begin to drain out of his body.

Catherine looked at him. “She can stay with me.”

“Thank you,” he said quietly. “Really.”

Abigail hugged him tightly before getting into the car. “Thank you,” she whispered. “For everything.”

He nodded. “Text me later.”

The car pulled away, taillights disappearing down the street. Mike exhaled slowly and turned back toward the building.

As he reached the entrance, he stopped.

Betty was standing just inside the doorway, arms crossed, robe tied tight, eyes sharp and unreadable. “Well,” she said, “that was a hell of a night.”

Mike rubbed the back of his neck. “Yeah.”

She studied him for a long moment. The anger that had been on her face seemed to have melted away. “You wanna explain why this almost turned into a police situation?” she asked.

“I didn’t bring him here,” Mike said calmly. “He followed her.”

Betty nodded slowly. “That’s what I figured.”

Mike sighed. “And I didn’t invite her.”

Betty studied his face, then broke into a smile. “I know it’s late, and you look exhausted. But would you like a cup of tea?”

Her change in attitude was a welcoming release. Mike took a moment, then chuckled. “Sure,” he said.


Chapter 8


Mike followed Betty down the short hallway. Her apartment was quiet, warm, and softly lit. It smelled faintly of tea, making him realize she had probably already been preparing a cup for herself when the chaos outside erupted.

She gestured to a small couch. “Please have a seat.”

She poured two cups of tea from a pot already on the counter and handed one to him. “To chaos,” she said dryly, raising her cup in salut.

He gave a tired laugh. “To chaos.”

They drank, and for a moment, neither of them spoke.

Betty took a seat next to him. “That man outside,” she said, “That was quite the Bloomingdale mess.”

Mike shrugged. “Yeah... I’m sorry, this wasn’t supposed to happen. Or for her to come here.”

She tilted her head, studying him. “You have that effect on women. They tend to flock to you. Hard for them to stay away.”

He smiled faintly. “I don’t think that’s true.”

Betty leaned in slightly. “I do.”

The silence shifted, and their eyes locked. The distance between them suddenly felt deliberate.

Betty reached out and rested her hand on his knee. “Mike,” she said softly.

He didn’t move away. They were close now. Close enough to feel each other’s breath. She was electric, drawing him in. Her calming scent wafted to his nose, stirring his stomach. She was so pure and beautiful up close. “Betty…” he started.

She kissed him. Her fingers gripped his shirt as she pulled him into her.

His hands found her waist instinctively, holding her steady as the kiss deepened. It was full of tension that had clearly been building longer than either of them wanted to admit.

When they finally pulled back, both of them needed to catch their breath. “So,” she murmured, “this is probably a bad idea.”

Mike gave a quiet, crooked smile. “Yeah.”

Her lips curved. “But you’re not leaving,” she said.

He didn’t answer. He just kissed her again.

Her hands fumbled with his shirt, opened its buttons, and slid onto his bare skin. 

It made Mike raise his hands from her hips up to her breasts, gently cupping them through her clothes, feeling their fullness.

Betty breathed heavily as she pulled her lips back an inch. “Make love to me,” she whispered.

Mike searched her eyes, seeing the desire that burned in him reflected. Without a word, he captured her mouth again, this time with a hunger that erased any lingering doubt. 

His fingers traced the curve of her neck, tilting her head back as he kissed her deeper, tasting the sweetness of tea on her tongue mingled with the heat of her breath.

Betty’s hands roamed urgently, pushing his shirt off his shoulders, exposing his bare chest. She broke the kiss just long enough to whisper against his lips, “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

He responded by lifting her effortlessly onto his lap, her legs straddling him on the couch. 

The warmth of her body pressed against his sent a jolt through him. His hands slipped under her blouse, fingers splaying across the smooth skin of her back, unhooking her bra.

She gasped as he peeled the fabric away, his palms now cupping her bare breasts, thumbs circling her hardening nipples in slow strokes. “So damn beautiful.”

She arched into his touch, her hips grinding against him, feeling his hard cock straining through his pants. A soft moan escaped her lips as she reached down, her fingers working at his belt, then the zipper, freeing him. “Mike,” she breathed, her hand wrapping around his shaft, stroking with increasing urgency. 

The sensation made him shudder, his head falling back against the couch as waves of pleasure coursed through him.

Unable to wait any longer, he stood, lifting her with him in one fluid motion. She wrapped her legs around his waist, their kisses frantic as he carried her to her bed. 

He laid her down on the soft sheets, the dim light casting shadows across her body. He stripped off the rest of his clothes, then hers. He slid her panties down her legs, kissing the exposed skin of her thighs, her stomach, her breasts. 

She writhed beneath him, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. “Please,” she begged, her voice trembling. “I need you inside me.”

He positioned himself above her, and with a slow, deliberate thrust, he entered her, both of them gasping. 

She was warm and tight, enveloping him completely, and he paused for a moment, savoring the feeling. 

Then he began to move, his hips rocking in a rhythm that built steadily, each thrust deeper.

Betty’s nails dug into his back, urging him on as she met his movements with her own, their bodies syncing in a passionate dance. “Harder,” she whispered, her breath hitching. 

He obliged, increasing the pace, the sound of their skin meeting filling the room as it mingled with their moans and sighs. Sweat started glistening on their skin as they progressed, the air thick with the scent of sex.

He leaned down, capturing a nipple in his mouth, sucking gently as he thrust into her, feeling her tighten around him. 

“Oh Mike yes,” she cried out, her body arching off the bed as the tension coiled tighter within her. He could feel her edging closer, her breath coming in short, desperate pants.

He grunted against her skin, his own orgasm building like a storm. 

With a final, powerful thrust, she shattered around him, her cry of ecstasy echoing through the room as waves of ecstasy crashed over her.

Her inner walls tightened around him and pushed him to climax, and he followed her into oblivion, cumming right into her.

They collapsed together, limbs entangled, hearts racing. For a long moment, they lay there, catching their breath, the afterglow wrapping around them as the last squirts released from his tip.

Mike kissed her again, savoring her taste. “That was incredible,” he said softly.

Betty smiled up at him, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. “Yeah,” she agreed. “And worth every bit of chaos.”

The room was quiet except for the faint hum of the building and the soft rhythm of their breathing.

Mike lay on his back, Betty curled against his side, her head resting on his chest. The sheets were warm, still holding the echo of what had just happened between them.

Mike stared at the ceiling, a bit dazed about what had just happened. 

Betty breathed out slowly. “So,” she murmured, a playful edge in her voice, “does this make things even more complicated for you now?”

Mike chuckled softly. “My life’s already complicated. This just adds flavor.”

She laughed, resting her chin on his chest to look up at him. “Figures. You, with all your Bloomingdale women.”

They lay there, talking quietly, mostly about nothing important at first. The ridiculousness of everything that had happened in the last few days. It felt easy and natural.

Then Betty grew quieter, and the playful tone faded. “Mike,” she said gently.

He felt the shift in her voice immediately. “Yeah?”

She hesitated, fingers slightly flexing against his chest. “I need to tell you something.”

His stomach sank a little. “Okay.”

She took a breath. “I’m leaving tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

“My mom’s health took a turn,” she said softly. “She’s not doing well. I need to go take care of her.”

He propped himself up slightly so he could look at her. “How long will you be gone?”

Betty shook her head. “I don’t know. Weeks. Months. Maybe longer.” She paused, then added quietly, “Maybe I won’t come back at all.”

Mike kept quiet, thinking of all the moments when she had hinted about leaving. He hadn’t figured it to be this sudden.

“I’m handing the building over to Fred,” she continued. “He’ll manage everything. Leases. Repairs. Tenants. All of it.”

Mike exhaled slowly. “So this is goodbye?”

Her eyes softened, and she swallowed. “I think it might be.”

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

Then Betty smiled. “I'm not going to lie. I’m really glad this happened,” she said. “I’m glad I didn’t leave without knowing what this would feel like.”

She touched his face gently. “I don’t regret it. Not even a little. I hope you don’t, too.”

Mike swallowed. “Neither do I.”

She rested her forehead against his chest again. “You’re a good man, Mike. And you’re in the middle of something big. I can feel it. Your life’s changing.”

He gave a quiet laugh. “Yeah. That’s one way to put it.”

Betty kissed his chest softly. “Whatever you’re becoming… don’t lose the part of you that still cares.”

He wrapped his arm around her, holding her closer, not completely sure what she was hinting at.

They lay there in silence after that, present in the moment. They were two people sharing something real in the middle of a life that was frantic at best.

And both of them knew it was beautiful because it wasn’t meant to last.


Chapter 9


Mike left Betty’s apartment early in the morning at around 6 AM. He showered in his own apartment, dressed for work, and tried to shake the weight of the night from his body. Everything felt stacked on top of everything else.

He was tying his boots when his phone buzzed.

It was from Abigail:

I’m so sorry about last night. I wasn’t in the right headspace and drunk. I shouldn’t have shown up like that.

Mike exhaled slowly and replied: 

You don’t need to apologize. It was a lot. I’m just happy you are okay now.

A few seconds passed and her reply came:

I’m still at Catherine’s place. I’m safe here. 

Mike smiled, imagining both of them in their relaxed wear on the couch, drinking tea.

I’m glad you’re not alone. Take it easy for a while.

There was a pause, then Abigail replied:

I’m going to talk to a lawyer this morning.

I’m not going back to the house. Everything with Brad will go through legal channels now.

Mike leaned against the kitchen counter, reading the message twice. 

That’s the right move.

The typing dots appeared, disappeared, appeared again:

I hate how last night happened. I didn’t want you to see me like that. I’m sorry.

He typed back:

You’re only human. Please take it easy for a while. Recharge.

She replied:

Thank you for not taking advantage of me. That matters more than you know.

His jaw tightened slightly at that.

I care about you. I’m not interested in hurting you.

She replied without delay:

I know. That’s why I came to you.

Then:

Catherine’s helping me organize everything. I just wanted you to know I’m okay.

Mike felt some of the tension in his body finally loosen. He put the phone down and stood there for a moment, letting the quiet settle.

Then he grabbed his keys, slung his jacket over his shoulder, and headed for the door to start his shift.

Mike was halfway through his route when the address popped up on his scanner.

It was a delivery for Elaine’s house.

He breathed out deeply as he parked close by. The house looked the same as always, with its perfect lawn, clean lines, and quiet wealth radiating.

To his surprise, Sophie answered the door. Her smile came instantly, like she’d been expecting him. “Mike,” she said, “Didn’t know you were delivering today.”

“Yeah,” he said, returning the smile. “Just the route I got.”

She signed for the package, then hesitated. “You want a drink?” she asked casually. “Water, soda, something cold?”

Somehow, he knew he should say no. But seeing her again felt like a gift somehow, and he didn’t. “Sure,” he said. “I have time for a minute.”

She stepped aside to let him in. The house smelled clean, cool, and quiet. Sophie walked toward the kitchen.

“Have a seat,” she said over her shoulder. “I’ll grab it.”

He took a seat at the edge of the couch, posture straight, alert in a way he couldn’t quite control.

“Make yourself at home,” she said lightly. “Be right back.” Her footsteps faded down the hall.

The house went quiet. Mike’s senses tuned, body tense without knowing why.

Then he noticed a shift in the air behind him. He felt it before he heard it. He looked over and saw Elaine standing in the doorway. 

She moved closer, coming up behind him, silently and smoothly, her voice low right by his ear. “Don’t turn around,” she whispered.

His spine went rigid.

“Be quiet,” she murmured. Her hand brushed his arm, reaching for his crotch as she walked around, spreading his legs, and positioning herself between them.

Mike swallowed. “What are you doing?” he whispered back.

Elaine’s voice carried amusement and something dangerously playful. “Relax,” she said softly. “I just wanted to say hello.” She slowly pulled down his zipper. “You always look so tense,” she added. “Like you’re waiting for something to happen.”

He chuckled. “This isn’t a good idea,” he said quietly.

Elaine leaned closer. “It’s already happening,” she replied calmly and pulled out his erection. She looked at it and smiled. “And you are ready to go. I knew you wanted me.”

She opened her blouse, exposing her full breasts. She pressed the soft, heavy tits around Mike’s shaft, enveloping him in warm, pillowy flesh. Elaine’s hands squeezed her breasts together, creating a tight channel as she began to slide them up and down his cock. 

The sensation was exquisite, with her skin silky, her nipples hardening against his length with each stroke. 

Mike gripped the armrest as Elaine’s rhythm quickened, her eyes locked on his with a wicked gleam that said, Don’t make a sound.

Suddenly, from the kitchen, Sophie’s laughter rang out. “Anyway, what do you think we should do for our next date?”

He heard her opening the fridge.

His mind racing, he answered: “Uh, something fun,” Mike managed, his breath hitching as Elaine leaned in closer, her tongue darting out to flick the tip of his cock peeking from between her cleavage. She moved faster, her tits bouncing slightly with the motion.

Elaine’s lips curled into a mischievous smile as she released her breasts, letting them sway freely for a moment before she lowered her head. 

Her mouth engulfed him in one swift motion, taking him deep into her throat without hesitation. Mike’s eyes widened, a low moan escaping before he disguised it as a cough. 

She bobbed her head, her throat constricting around his shaft as she deep-throated him effortlessly.

Sophie poked her head around the corner briefly, but from the angle she was at, she wouldn’t be able to see Elaine. “You okay in there? Sounded like you choked on air.”

“Fine—just… dust,” Mike stammered, his hand instinctively reaching down to tangle in Elaine’s hair. She didn’t resist; instead, she grabbed his hips, pulling herself forward to force herself on his cock. Her movements were aggressive, her nose pressing against his abdomen with each thrust, gagging sounds barely audible as she worked him relentlessly. Her eyes watered, but the fire in them only intensified, urging him closer to the edge.

The risk heightened everything—the possibility of Sophie walking in, the need for silence. 

Elaine’s tongue swirled around him on the upstroke, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder, her throat working him with rhythmic swallows. Mike’s body tensed, his muscles coiling like a spring.

“I’m coming back in a sec—sorry to keep you waiting for your drink,” Sophie called.

That was all it took. Mike’s release hit like a tidal wave, his cock pulsing as he came hard down Elaine’s throat. 

She didn’t pull back, and swallowed every thick spurt greedily, her throat working to take it all without spilling a drop. A soft, satisfied hum vibrated around him, sending aftershocks through his body.

Elaine finally released him with a quiet pop, licking her lips clean as she tucked him back into his pants. She rose smoothly, adjusting her blouse just as Sophie entered the room, none the wiser. Or at least, that’s what Mike assumed. 

The air still hummed with the remnants of their secret encounter, his pulse thundering in his ears as he tried to compose himself on the sofa.

“Everything good?” Sophie asked, glancing between them with a casual smile, holding out a glass of iced tea she’d fetched from the kitchen.

“Perfect,” Elaine said with a serene smile, her voice husky but composed, settling back beside Mike as if nothing had happened.

Mike could only nod, his heart still racing, accepting the drink with a shaky hand. He took a sip, hoping it would steady him, but then Sophie tilted her head toward her mother, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “How was his cock? Pretty tasty, right?”

Elaine giggled, a light, playful sound that sent a jolt through Mike. “Very meaty indeed.”

Mike stayed quiet, his jaw threatening to drop to the floor as he stared between them, the drink forgotten in his grip. The surreal shift hit him like a freight train. Sophie had known all along.

Sophie laughed as she nodded, plopping down into the armchair across from them. “I also thought that.” Elaine joined in the laughter, the two women sharing a conspiratorial glance that made the situation even more bizarre, like some twisted family inside joke.

Sophie’s gaze drifted down to Mike’s crotch, where his erection hadn’t fully subsided, the fabric of his pants still tented noticeably. “He’s still hard. Why don’t you treat yourself, Mom? Ride him a bit.”

Elaine let out an “oh!” of delighted surprise, her eyes lighting up as she turned to Mike. “Can I?”

Mike’s head whipped toward Sophie, his voice barely above a whisper. “Can she?” he felt compelled to ask.

Sophie laughed again, waving a hand dismissively. “You don’t need my permission. This is her house.” She gestured at her mom with a grin, leaning back in her chair.

His cock strained against his pants, throbbing at the sheer audacity of it all; the awkward thrill mixed with raw desire. “Okay,” he said, giving in, his voice hoarse as the words tumbled out.

Elaine let out an excited shriek, her voluptuous form shifting eagerly as she climbed on top of him right there on the sofa. Her hands worked quickly, unzipping him again and freeing his cock, which sprang up eagerly. 

She hiked up her skirt, and he saw how she had no panties on. She positioned herself over him with a hungry gleam in her eyes, sinking slowly onto his cock with a satisfied moan that echoed softly in the room.

Sophie pulled out her phone and scrolled idly, glancing up with that same unbothered smile, as if watching her mom ride Mike was just another evening activity. 

Elaine’s hips began to roll, her curves pressing against him, the heat and tightness overwhelming Mike in waves of pleasure that made the awkwardness fade into intoxicating bliss.

These two had him in their grip, and he couldn’t help but love it. 

Elaine settled fully onto Mike, her warm depths enveloping him inch by inch until she was seated flush against his hips. 

A soft gasp escaped her lips, her voluptuous body arching slightly as she adjusted, her full breasts heaving with the motion. She placed her hands on his shoulders for balance and began to rock slowly, teasing and building the rhythm like a wave gathering strength.

Mike’s hands instinctively found her waist, gripping the soft curves as he tried to process the whirlwind: Elaine’s hips grinding in circles that made his cock throb deep inside her. 

Across from them, Sophie lounged in the armchair, her phone in hand, thumb scrolling lazily as if she were browsing. Every few seconds, she’d glance up, her expression one of mild amusement, like she was checking the progress of a TV show. “Looking good, Mom,” she said offhandedly, not even pausing her scroll. “Take your time.”

Elaine laughed breathlessly, her pace quickening into steady bounces. “Thanks, sweetie.” She leaned down, her lips brushing Mike’s ear as she whispered, “Feel that? How wet you make me?”

Mike moaned low in his throat, his head falling back against the cushion. The awkwardness still lingered—a hot flush of embarrassment at being so exposed, with Sophie right there, witnessing every roll of Elaine’s hips. 

But it fueled the fire, turning the surreal into something intensely arousing. His thrusts met hers tentatively at first, but now his was moving with her, his hands sliding up to cup her ass, guiding her deeper. 

Elaine moaned louder now, unapologetic, her movements turning fluid and demanding. She ground down hard, circling her hips to hit that spot that made stars burst behind Mike’s eyes, her breath coming in hot pants against his neck. 

Sweat beaded on her skin, making her glow in the lamplight, her mature curves undulating with grace. 

Mike’s control frayed; he slammed up into her, pushing him closer to his climax. Having already orgasmed once only minutes earlier, it made it harder to reach the edge again. But it also allowed him to go on longer than he otherwise would have.

“God, yes,” Elaine purred, her voice husky as she rode him faster, her hands roaming over his chest. “Just like that, Mike. Give it to me.”

Sophie’s phone buzzed with a notification, but she ignored it, her eyes flicking up more frequently now, a faint flush on her cheeks. 

Mike’s release suddenly built like a storm, crashing through him as he thrust deep one final time, climaxing hot and hard inside Elaine with a muffled cry.

She pressed herself against his chest, breathing ragged, a satisfied smile on her face. Her breasts were glistering with sweat, slipping against his shirt. She looked stunning.

Mike felt dizzy. His gaze met Sophie’s, who was all smiles, then winked at him.

Mike couldn’t react, as Elaine pressed her lips onto his, kissing him deeply and warm.

“Mmmm,” she purred, then pulled back. “Oh, Mike, we like you so much.”

They stay liked that for a while, then Elaine got off and freshened herself up. She handed him some tissues to wipe himself.

Only a few moments later, they were back at the door. Elaine leaned in and kissed his cheek. “Back to your shift you go. Be good,” she murmured.

Afterward, Sophie stepped closer to him, lowering her voice. “You know,” she said, eyes bright, “if you keep being this interesting…”

He raised an eyebrow.

She smiled wider. “…I might even let you do me next time.” The tone was light, but the words weren’t.

Mike froze for half a second, caught between disbelief and excitement.

Sophie laughed softly at his expression. “Relax,” she said. “I’m teasing.” She leaned in and kissed him softly on the lips. She then opened the door for him. “Drive safe, Mike.”

He stepped outside, the cool air hitting his skin, the door closing behind him with a quiet click. As he walked back to his truck, his mind was still spinning. His tip felt raw in his pants.

“These women will be the end of me,” he said, butterflies still fluttering in his stomach.


Chapter 10


The terrace café overlooked a quiet side street, and was bathed in late-afternoon light. Small round tables were scattered beneath wide umbrellas, the air warm with sun and the faint smell of coffee and fresh pastry. The city sounds were in the background, distant and muted, like white noise.

Mike arrived first and took a seat near the railing, resting his arms on the table and letting the warmth sink into him. A breeze moved lazily through the space.

A few minutes later, he saw them coming.

Catherine walked ahead with her sunglasses perched on her head, shopping bag over one shoulder. Abigail followed beside her.

Abigail looked calmer than the night he last saw her. There was still something tender and fragile about her, but she seemed steadier.

Mike stood as they approached. “Hey,” he said.

Abigail smiled and hugged him, her arms wrapping around his waist for a moment longer than casual. “Hi.”

Now that she was set on her divorce, she felt less pressured when meeting him in public. She didn’t care who saw them together, which was liberating.

Catherine leaned in and kissed his cheek. “Good to see you, Mikey.”

They sat, ordered drinks, and for a few minutes the conversation stayed light. They talked about the weather and the café, with small talk that eased the tension and let everyone settle.

Then Abigail wrapped both hands around her cup and exhaled slowly. “So I’ve started the divorce process,” she said quietly.

“How are you holding up?” Mike asked.

She gave a soft, honest smile. “Some moments are fine. Some aren’t. But I’m okay.” She glanced at Catherine. “Staying with Cathy is a great help.”

Catherine nodded calmly. “It’s very cozy.”

Abigail laughed lightly. “See why I need her?”

Mike smiled. “I’m glad you’re not alone in it.”

The breeze moved through the terrace again, lifting the edge of a napkin, and brushing the hair across the women’s shoulders. The moment felt calm.

Then Catherine leaned back in her chair and studied Mike. “Alright,” she said, voice smooth. “Now your turn.”

He raised an eyebrow. “For what?”

She tilted her head slightly. “You look different.”

“Different how?”

A faint smile curving her lips. “Like a man who’s been busy.”

Abigail glanced at him, curious now.

Catherine added casually, “Let me guess. Janice?”

Mike let out a short laugh. “You’re assuming things.”

“Am I?” she asked calmly.

He lifted his glass and took a slow sip. “Let’s just say life’s been active, alright.”

Catherine’s eyes lingered on him for a moment. “Sounds interesting. The three of us should get together again sometime soon.” She pulled up her eyebrows as she drank her tea, looking over at Abigail, then at Mike. “It’s been a while.”

Abigail reached under the table and squeezed his hand. “Yes, let’s do so.”

“I’d love that,” Mike said, butterflies soaring in his stomach.

They stayed on the terrace for a joyful two hours. The drinks turned into laughter, the laughter into stories, and the tension that had hung over everything slowly thinned away. 

When they finally stood to leave, Mike felt good and positively charged.

They walked together down the sidewalk.

Abigail slipped her arm through Mike’s on one side, her body close, comfortable. Catherine walked on his other side, hand brushing his back occasionally as they moved.

Mike felt invincible. Like, for once, his life wasn’t something happening to him; it was something he was actively standing inside of. And it felt damn good.

A car slowed beside them. Mike turned his head when he heard the window lowering.

It was Janice. Sunglasses on, her hair loose, and an amused smile spreading across her face as her eyes moved from Catherine to Abigail, and finally to him. “Well, well,” she said, “this is quite the beautiful picture.”

Abigail stiffened slightly, confused. Catherine met her gaze and let out a laugh.

Janice leaned an elbow on the doorframe, eyes sparkling. “Mike,” she added, dragging his name just a little, “you really don’t waste time, do you?”

Mike laughed. “Hi, Janice. It’s not what it looks like,” he said jokingly.

Janice raised an eyebrow. “Oh, I think it’s exactly what it looks like.”Her gaze moved back to the women, then to him again. She seemed impressed. “You’ve definitely got a very specific taste,” she said lightly. “And a very impressive appetite.”

Catherine smirked.

Abigail looked between them, processing, then laughed awkwardly. 

Janice smiled at her. “You know,” she said casually, “at some point… you’re going to run out of excuses for keeping me away for all this.”

Mike felt a slow heat roll through his limbs.

Janice straightened, fingers tapping the steering wheel. “See you later, Mike.” The car rolled forward and disappeared into traffic.

Abigail looked at Mike. “Okay,” she said slowly, “who was that? Janice was her name?”

Mike exhaled. “Yup,” he said.

Catherine laughed softly. “That won’t be the last we see of her.”

They started walking again, and Mike couldn’t shake the feeling that everything was starting to overlap. 

The women of Bloomingdale somehow attracted each other, leaving him stuck in the middle.

He grinned. Guess he’d better learn to live with it.

To be continued in Book 5.

The women of Bloomingdale are only just getting started!


From Damon Everest


Hi, I hope you enjoyed part 4 in 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 in Book 5.

Thanks for reading all the way to book 4! You’re truly awesome and keep the fire lit within me to keep on going.
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