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Brooklyn’s mind was all over the place as her body moved with a desperate, urgent rhythm. “What the hell is wrong with me? Just cum already...” she thought, trying to lose herself in the morning tryst with Chris—her astonishingly handsome, well-connected, and mostly kind fiancé—but a gnawing impatience clawed at her insides. 

With every determined thrust, Brooklyn’s nails dug into Chris’s back, leaving faint, crescent-shaped impressions that screamed of both yearning and inner turmoil. The crumpling sound of her plastic shower cap in her ear only added to the sensory overload, magnifying her frustration as she silently urged herself, “Focus, damn it...”

The wet tiles of the shower pressed unyieldingly against her bare skin as she clung to him. His steady hand clutched her waist to keep her from sliding on the slick surface. Brooklyn opened her eyes and saw Chris’s flushed face contorting in pleasure. The droplets of water rolling down his skin as he whimpered a tentative “Fuck...” 

The persistent cascade of water and symphony of moans create an intoxicating ambiance. Brooklyn closed her eyes again, trying to anchor herself in the present with the man she loved.

“Fucking amazing,” Chris murmured breathlessly before another deep moan escaped him as he increased the rhythm of his thrusts. His sharp and minty breath brushed against Brooklyn’s skin as he moved faster and deeper, sending the familiar tingle racing between her legs. 

In a moment of abandon, Brooklyn gasped his name and arched her back, teetering on the edge of ecstasy.

“You like that, don’t you?” Chris murmured as he maintained the relentless pace. 

Brooklyn’s eyes tightened shut as she nodded, her fingers trembling with the combined rush of sensation and frustration. Her breathing grew erratic, her moans filling the small space as he pushed her further, deeper into the precipice of pleasure.

“F-ck...” she whispered, her lips parting in anticipation as if to taste the nearly inevitable climax. Her body seemed to hover on the brink of bliss, each short, gasping breath and flush of heat marking another step closer to the moment of release. “Shit, it’s gonna happen, it’s really happening...” She silently panted to herself...” But just as the overwhelming tide of climax threatened to engulf her, Chris abruptly leaned in, his lips colliding with hers in a sloppy kiss. His tongue darted and wriggled inside her mouth like a fish flapping on a rocky shore, an unexpected intrusion that shattered the delicate build-up of Brooklyn’s arousal.

Inside, Brooklyn’s panic surged silently with every unwanted movement. “No, no, no, no...” she pleaded in her mind, her fingers grasping weakly at his face in a futile attempt to steer the kiss back to the intimacy she craved. His relentless tongue overwhelmed her protests, and she could feel the zeal of her desire fading behind a veil of frustration.

Behind them, the showerhead rattled in protest, tiny streams of water running over Chris’s broad shoulders. She felt his body shift, muscles tightening around her, and then the muffled sigh of his release pulsed against her thigh. Warmth pooled between them, sticky and insistent. Defeated, she let her arms drop limply to her sides. She pressed her head against the shower wall and let out a silent sigh. Once again, the disruptive, sloppy-ass, nut-blocking fish-kiss had hijacked what looked to be a promising orgasm.

Chris straightened, droplets of water tracing clean paths down the planes of his chest. He peeled his lips from her shoulder and grinned, his usual easy, boyish grin. “Woo—helluva way to start the day, huh?” He planted a quick kiss on her temple, then turned to scrub soap into the nape of his neck.

Brooklyn’s gaze flicked over his shoulders as he lathered each lean muscle in frothy suds. Heat bloomed again in her belly—equal parts frustration and raw desire—but she gulped and forced herself to calm down. “Helluva way indeed,” she murmured.

Chris rinsed off, arms arching as water washed over sculpted ridges. He ran fingers through his dark hair and turned, water dripping from the tips. “All yours, babe.”

A smile tugged at Brooklyn’s lips as he stepped out and drew the curtain closed.

Steam billowed around Brooklyn in a warm haze. She reached for her facial cleanser, squeezing a cloud of thick white cream onto her palm, then rubbed it into her cheeks in gentle, circular strokes. “Your dad’s not gonna be pissed if you’re late, is he?”

Chris laughed. “Nah... and if he does, so what? I’m a bad boy, baby—I break rules every day of my life.”

Brooklyn giggled, yanking the curtain aside, and saw Chris standing at the sink with his cheeks thick in shaving foam, a razor gleaming in his hand. “You break into a cold sweat when you roll through a yellow light, baby,” she teased, then ducked back behind the curtain.

Chris’s chuckle floated through the small bathroom as he dragged the blade down his cheek in one smooth stroke, leaving a precise stripe of bare skin through the foam. “So—what’s on your docket today, hot stuff?”

Brooklyn rinsed the last of the cleanser from her face, water beading off her lashes. “Uh, well... pitch meetings, then lunch with my mom.”

Chris paused to scrape away the final soapy patch from his chin. “You called the movers?”

Brooklyn yanked back the curtain again, water streaming down her shoulders. “Shit—I knew I was forgetting something yesterday,” she admitted, cheeks flushing.

Chris snagged a fluffy white towel and patted his jaw dry, the towel brushing his collarbone. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll get one of the staff to take care of it.”

Brooklyn stepped out of the shower, wrapping the towel around her torso and briskly rubbing her skin dry. “No—I’ll do it,” she insisted, her voice firm.

Chris crossed the bathroom in two easy strides and slid his arms around Brooklyn’s waist, his thumbs tracing loops on her hipbones. “Sweetheart, we’re getting married in three months. Don’t you think it’s time to start using the family’s resources?”

Brooklyn placed her hand on Chris’s chest. “I’m not giving up my independence just because I’m marrying into local political royalty...”

Chris playfully scoffed. “Local? Ouch...”

Brooklyn giggled. “I’m pretty sure the definition of a mayor is synonymous with local politics...”

Chris only playfully shrugged.

“Anyway...” Brooklyn continued. “As I was saying, I’m not changing who I am, no matter how excited I am to marry the mayor’s chief of staff/son. I didn’t allow my family’s influences and money to do it, and I’m certainly not going to start now.”

Chris let out a dramatic sigh and rolled his eyes. “Here we go again.”

“Well.... It’s important to me,” Brooklyn said.

“What are you gonna do when you move into the house? Not let the staff do their jobs?” Chris challenged, his voice gentle but teasing.

Brooklyn pouted, running her fingertips over the broad expanse of his chest. “I don’t know... haven’t figured that part out yet.”

“Well, your time is slowly dwindling, sweetie. In the meantime, why not just let me take care of the movers for you?”

“No...” Brooklyn responded as she tossed her towel over the shower rod“But—” Chris stopped talking when he saw Brooklyn’s determined expression. “Okay, fine. I won’t stand in the way of you maintaining your self-sufficiency, but if you agreed to stay at my/soon-to-be our place more often, we wouldn’t have to share your one bathroom in the mornings...”

Brooklyn’s lips twitched into a genuine smile. “Alright, maybe you’ve got a point about the space.”

“Ooh, point conceded? I’ll take it.” He captured her mouth in a swift, warm kiss. As he pulled back, his fingertips traced her cheekbone, his gaze diving into her chocolate-brown eyes. “You’re so damn beautiful.” He nodded at the clear plastic shower cap perched on her head. “Even with that thing on...”

“Are you ever gonna get tired of giving me shit about my shower cap?” Brooklyn asked.

Chris chuckled. “No—you know I don’t get it....”

“We’ve been together for almost three years. How many times do I have to explain black hair to you, honey?” Brooklyn asked half-jokingly.

Chris smirked as he checked his appearance in the mirror. “I’m sorry. I know I’m having a white boy moment. I guess it’s just confusing because technically you’re biracial, so one would think that you would have hair more like your mom or whatever...”

Brooklyn rolled her eyes. “You mean the white woman who slept with the black man? You do know how genetics works, right?”

He spun her in his arms and flashed that boy-next-door smile. “I’m sorry, baby.... I love everything about you...you know that. You’re fuckin’ perfect...”

She laughed as he lowered his head to nibble her neck. “You better be glad you’re so damn cute...”

Chris smiled and then looked at the clock on the wall. “Shit, I’m so late,” he muttered, kissing Brooklyn’s lips one more time before hurrying out of the bathroom.

Brooklyn watched him walk away and then crossed to the mirror. She peeled off the shower cap and let her curls tumble past her shoulders. A soft sigh escaped her body that was abuzz with memories of his kisses—the ache between her thighs thumping a consistent rhythm...

***
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Brooklyn sat at her mahogany desk, the rich wood gleaming under the soft overhead lights, in her mid-sized office at Creative Spaces Advertising Agency. Large windows offered a sweeping view of the bustling San Francisco streets below, while sunlight streamed in, casting a warm glow over the room. The walls were decorated with framed quotes, each carefully chosen for their words of inspiration: “Creativity is intelligence having fun” and “The best way to predict the future is to create it.” Her desk was meticulously organized, with a sleek silver laptop open among neatly stacked files and a small potted plant adding a touch of greenery. 

With steadfast determination, Brooklyn scribbled down ideas in the margin of a script, her pen moving with fluidity and precision as she brainstormed.

Suddenly, a sharp knock on her door shattered her concentration, causing her brows to crinkle with annoyance and curiosity. “Yeah?” she called out, keeping her eyes on her notes.

The door swung open with a soft creak, revealing an older woman in a pink skirt suit and matching pumps. She carried a medium-sized COACH bag on her forearm, expertly balancing it as she confidently strolled in. “I once prided myself on the fact that I haven’t been stood up since high school....my streak has now been broken... by my own daughter, no less.”

Brooklyn cringed when she heard the familiar, commanding tone of Judge Brenda Miller – aka, her mother. “Crap.... I’m sorry, Ma, I didn’t realize it was so late. My secretary was supposed to give me a heads-up.”

A disheveled elderly woman burst in. A stained napkin was tucked into her shirt collar, and crumbs from her lunch were scattered across the front of her blouse. “I’m so sorry, lunch with my husband ran longer than expected.”

Brooklyn gave the older woman a polite smile. “It’s okay, Martha.... thank you.”

Martha’s lips curved into a warm, genuine smile as she turned and gave a small wave before stepping backward out of the office.

“You really need to think about getting a new clerical worker, dear,” Brenda stated as she sat in one of the chairs across from Brooklyn.

“Martha’s been here pretty much since the Agency opened. I can’t just fire her, Mother.”

“You know, if you just quit this ghastly job, you wouldn’t have to worry about standing your mother up,” Brenda said, her voice dripping with disapproval as she adjusted her pearl necklace.

Brooklyn sighed, leaning against the kitchen counter. “Why would I quit my job? What would I even do?” Brooklyn asked.

Brenda laughed at Brooklyn’s ridiculous question. “Be the wife of the mayor’s chief of staff? Enjoy being the mayor’s daughter-in-law? Decorate that gigantic house of yours.... You finally find a man worthy of being attached to the Miller name, and you are still going on about your independence,” she said, her eyes glinting with incredulity. “You’re the biracial daughter of two well-renowned judges and are about to marry into one of the richest families in the world. You have no business knowing such a word.”

Brooklyn frowned, her brows knitting together in confusion. “Why is that such a popular topic today?”

“What do you mean?”

Brooklyn didn’t have the time or energy to rehash the conversation she had with Chris that morning with her mother. “Nothing...but what does my being biracial have to do with anything?” she asked, crossing her arms.

Brenda reached into her purse and pulled out a delicate, floral-patterned French fan. With a flick of her wrist, she opened it with practiced ease and began fanning herself with gentle, graceful movements. “Best of both worlds, honey. You were embraced by everyone...” she said, an easygoing smile on her face.

Brooklyn leaned back in her chair. “So, in other words, you didn’t listen to a single word I said growing up,” she replied, her voice tinged with frustration. “I constantly ranted about not fitting in at school, Mom. Have you completely blocked that from your memory?”

Brenda waved off Brooklyn’s comment. “Oh, please, you were fine....” she dismissively said. She then pointed at her daughter. “Don’t try to change the subject, young lady. You should be out right now making a home for your soon-to-be husband, not sitting behind this desk....”

Brooklyn shook her head. “I will never understand why you insist on me becoming a housewife who occasionally doubles as arm candy for her husband, Mom. You didn’t do that. Why should I?”

“I worked my butt off so my daughter wouldn’t have to, yet...” Brenda looked around Brooklyn’s office in disdain. “Here we are.”

Brooklyn chuckled and looked back down at her computer. “This is an advertising agency, Mom, not a crack house. Most parents would be proud of that.”

“You’re about to become San Francisco royalty, my dear. Embrace it, for goodness’ sake.”

Brooklyn looked on as her mother dusted off invisible lint from her blouse. “You’re embracing it enough for both of us.”

“Well, somebody certainly has to. Now come. Your mother’s starving.”

“You didn’t eat at the restaurant?”

Brenda stood up and grabbed her purse. “And be seen eating alone? I think not. Let’s go. I have a few ideas about color schemes for the house.”

With a sarcastic tone, Brooklyn muttered, “Right behind you, your honor,” as she reached for her purse from the bottom desk drawer. As hard as she tried, she couldn’t suppress a smile at the sight of her mother’s beaming face as they made their way out of the office...

***
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As the sun set, golden light spilled across the patio as dusk settled, turning the checkered tablecloth into a palette of melted amber and ivory. Brooklyn and Chris sank into wicker chairs at their favorite bistro, the soft clink of wine glasses punctuating the low hum of nearby diners. A single candle in a frosted lantern was sitting in the center of the table. 

Across the table, Meghan tucked a curl of red hair behind her ear while Josh rapped a finger against his frosty beer bottle, his grin as bright as the candles dancing between them.

“So, time’s winding down, guys. Ready?” Josh asked, eyes twinkling.

Chris tilted his glass, so the last dribble of ruby wine lapped the rim. He leaned forward, letting his arm slide over the back of Brooklyn’s chair until his fingertips brushed her shoulder. “Absolutely, it can’t get here fast enough. Now, if I could just convince my fiancée to actually move her things into our house, I’d be a happy man.”

Meghan shook her head at Brooklyn. “You still haven’t called the movers?”

“She has not,” Chris responded on behalf of Brooklyn.

Brooklyn exhaled through her nose, loosening her shoulders. “I’ve been swamped...between wedding planning and deadlines,” she said, smoothing the napkin on her lap.

Chris swirled his wine, watched the ruby liquid slosh against the glass, then set it down with a decisive thud. He cocked an eyebrow and grinned. “Well... you could eliminate one of those things at any time, sweetheart.”

A flicker of irritation made Brooklyn’s jaw tighten, brushing off Chris’s persistent attempts to convince her to quit her job.

Meghan smiled. “If only my man would insist that I quit my job.”

Josh chugged his beer and then wiped his mouth on the back of his hand. “You’re free to quit your job, baby. We’ll just have to cut back on a few luxuries, like food, lights, and water.”

Meghan elbowed Josh and turned to Brooklyn. “Anyway... You need to clear your evening next Friday, chick.”

Brooklyn paused mid-cut, fork hovering over her steak. “Why?”

“Girls’ night,” Meghan said, raking a hand through her fiery curls so they tumbled in glossy waves over her shoulder.

Brooklyn’s eyes narrowed suspiciously as she cut her steak. “I told you no bachelorette party.”

Meghan’s grin went wide. “Did I mention anything about a party? Who throws a bachelorette party three months before the wedding anyway?”

Brooklyn pointed her fork at Meghan. “You would; you’re sneaky like that.”

“Well... you’re just gonna have to trust that I’m telling the truth when I say it’s a girls’ night. Kelly broke up with Brian.”

Brooklyn’s fork clattered as she set it down. “Again? You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, but I am... She needs our support, so you’re coming,” Meghan said.

Brooklyn shook her head. “But Chris and I—”

“Oh no, you’re on your own next weekend. Remember I have that conference in D.C.?” Chris cut in without looking up from his phone, thumbs flicking across the screen.

Brooklyn’s jaw snapped shut, her shoulders tensing as she glared at him. “Right. Thanks for the reminder, honey.”

Chris leaned over and brushed a quick kiss on her temple. “No problem.”

She exhaled, turning back to Meghan. “I’m all yours.”

Meghan lifted her glass in a mock toast. “Here’s to another night of Kelly’s tears over Brian’s lying ass.” They clinked glasses, laughter rippling around the table.

Josh leaned toward Chris, eyebrows lifted. “You feel the same way about a send-off party?”

Chris chuckled, setting his phone down with a soft thud. “Hell no. My brother’s sending e-vites soon—just keep an eye on your inbox, dude.”

“Sweet,” Josh said.

The two men slapped hands in a celebratory high-five. Brooklyn and Meghan exchanged amused glances at Chris and Josh’s boyish antics.

Brooklyn lifted her glass of red wine to her lips but froze mid-sip. Across the room, a waitress darted between tables, her hair twisted into a neat bun. Brooklyn’s eyes drifted to the woman’s hands: each nail painted a different shade—red, bright green, periwinkle—polished to a glossy shine. The waitress’s tight black blouse revealed a hint of lacy bra at the top button, and faint laugh lines framed her bright smile.

A sudden gulp escaped Brooklyn, and she snapped her gaze away, heat climbing her cheeks. The cackle of laughter from Chris and their friends yanked her back. She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, mustering a sheepish grin before taking another sip and rejoining the banter....

***
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After dinner, Brooklyn pushed open the condo door and felt the familiar click of the lock behind her. A soft wave of warm air, scented faintly with vanilla from the diffuser on the hallway table, greeted her. She let out a slow, lingering sigh as she walked down the hallway. Each echoing footstep reminded her that this haven—these pale walls and that window overlooking the city lights—would soon belong to someone else. 

In the bedroom, she swept her clothes off one by one. The silk of her camisole whispered against her skin; her jeans slid down with a gentle rustle. She slipped into her favorite nightshirt—a soft, long cotton tee printed with tiny gold stars, which fell to mid-thigh. 

Brooklyn crawled onto the bed and felt the mattress give under her weight, the cool satin sheets brushing against her calves. Arms and legs splayed, she stared at the ceiling, letting her chest rise and fall in a slow, contented rhythm.

After a moment, she reached for the nightstand. Fingers fumbled among scattered receipts, a stray hairpin, and a half-emptied notebook until she brushed against something smooth and cool. She pulled out a long vibrator, its plastic casing swirled with white and turquoise. Holding it in her palm, she admired the gentle curve of its shaft, the satin sheen of its surface. A small smile curved her lips.

Brooklyn settled back against her pillows, sliding the nightshirt up over her hips. Her fingertips traced the soft swell of her breasts, circling her nipples until they tightened. A shiver ran down her spine as warmth pooled low in her belly. She closed her eyes, recalling the morning’s heat with Chris: the press of his body against hers, the soft hum of their breathing. Her breath hitched.

Hesitantly, she pressed the tiny button at the vibrator’s base. A gentle thrum began, low and insistent. She guided the tip to her clit, eyes fluttering shut as pressure met her most sensitive spot. Soft moans spilled from her lips. She pictured Chris’s hands on her waist, his breath hot at her neck—but then, unexpectedly, the image of the waitress from earlier flitted into her mind: the woman’s bright smile, the soft sway of her hips as she moved between tables. Her arousal intensified, fueled by the unexpected fantasy of the woman’s beaming face.

With her eyes squeezed shut, Brooklyn pressed the vibrator deeper inside herself, her hips moving with a rhythm that matched the imagined dance with the waitress. Images of the woman’s body on top of her, her fingers plunging deep inside of her wetness, caused Brooklyn to moan loudly. The bed groaned beneath her as she abandoned all inhibitions and surrendered to the vivid fantasy of the waitress fucking her.

She braced one hand on the mattress, tilted her hips, and slid the vibrator a little deeper. Her nightshirt rode up higher as she rocked against the pulsing toy, back arching. The bed creaked, a gentle soundtrack to her rising need.

Each vibration thudded against her clit until she couldn’t hold back the crescendo. Her entire body clenched—arms, legs, core—then released in a breathtaking wave of pleasure. She bit her lip, pressing her cheek into the pillow as her moans softened into contented whispers.

When the last tremor faded, she reached down and switched off the vibrator. With one slow motion, she withdrew it, feeling its warmth linger inside her.

Brooklyn lay very still, chest heaving, staring at the pale glow of the ceiling. In the lingering afterglow, she whispered to the empty room. “What was that?”—a question meant for herself as much as for the condo she’d soon leave behind...

***
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Days later, as she pulled into Meghan’s driveway, Brooklyn took a moment to check her appearance in the rearview mirror—smoothing down her black dress and fixing her loose curls. She grabbed the bottle of red wine from the passenger seat and stepped out of the car, walking quickly up the path to Meghan’s front door. She rang the doorbell and heard muffled sobs on the other side. When Kelly opened the door, her eyes were red and puffy, and she held a tissue to her face.

Brooklyn immediately wrapped her arms around her friend, pulling her into a tight hug. “Aww, sweetheart. It’s okay. What did that lying sack of shit do this time?”

“Where do I even begin?”

Brooklyn smiled sympathetically as she held up the bottle of wine. “Well, let’s get started. Where’s Meg?”

Kelly stepped aside and allowed Brooklyn to walk past her. “She’s on snack duty.”

Brooklyn shrugged out of her jacket and eased into the darkness. “Got it. So, what’s up with the l—”

Suddenly, the overhead lights blinked on. A burst of laughter and cheers filled the room as Meghan sprang forward, followed by a half-dozen girlfriends clutching polka-dot balloons and confetti poppers. “Surprise!” they shouted, their voices ricocheting off the walls.

Brooklyn’s hands flew to her cheeks, then she peeked through her fingers. 

Meghan stood in the center of the room, a triumphant grin spreading across her face. “I fucking knew it,” Brooklyn accused, wagging her finger.

“Oh, shut up,” Meghan shot back, rolling her eyes. “You knew nothing, bitch.”

Brooklyn pivoted to Kelly, raising an eyebrow. “And you should win an Oscar for that performance.”

Kelly’s lips quivered into a genuine grin. “Thanks, but I really did dump him. Again. For good this time.”

A chorus of skeptical hums rippled through the guests.

“Hey!” Kelly pouted.

Meghan held up a hand, silencing the room. “Alright, ladies, enough drama. We’ll dissect that hot mess later. Right now, it’s time for tonight’s festivities. Ubers should be pulling up any minute. Let’s get this scavenger hunt started!”

Brooklyn’s brow shot up. “Wait—what?”

The women cheered and spilled toward the front door. Brooklyn turned back to Meghan. “I was looking forward to a nice, quiet evening with my girls while consuming a whole bunch of alcohol...”

Meghan slung an arm around Brooklyn’s shoulders. “Well, you’re definitely gonna get one of your wishes. Now stop your pouting, and let’s go, Madam First Lady.”

Brooklyn laughed, the tension draining from her shoulders as she followed Meghan into the foyer. “You realize I’m marrying the mayor’s son and not the Mayor...”

“Please. By the time I’m done with you, you won’t know who the fuck you’re marrying...” Meghan said as they walked out the front door....

***
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It was almost ten o’clock when Brooklyn stumbled through the arched glass doors of La Fisher Bay Country Club, her bridal-themed sash slung diagonally across her chest and shot-glass “bouquets” clinking against her waist. Her bachelorette crew—hair teased into perfect chaos, makeup smudged—trailed behind, waving cocktail napkins and giggling until their voices ricocheted off the marble pillars and beneath the glittering chandelier.

They all giggled, and then Meghan shushed everyone as she motioned for them to stop. “Okay, let me handle this.”

“What the hell are we doing here anyway?” Brooklyn asked.

“Hey, I told you we were gonna go wherever the wind took us. This is the closest place that has the next item on our list. Now, do you wanna win this scavenger hunt or not?”

Brooklyn puffed out her chest beneath her sash. “I’m the bride. Aren’t I supposed to win anyway?”

A ripple of laughter ran through the group.

Meghan put her index finger over her lips. “Shh.... Okay. Act normal.”

Meghan raised an eyebrow and led them to the host’s stand, where a tall man in a navy tailcoat surveyed them coolly.

“Good evening, ladies.... How may I help you?” His voice was polite, clipped like the hedges on the golf course outside.

Meghan straightened her back, trying not to wobble on her heels. She cleared her throat and smiled. “Yes—um—we’d like to enter the dining room, please.” She pointed past him, where long linen-draped tables glowed under crystal candelabras.

The host turned and looked toward the dining area. “Okay? And who are you with?”

“Meaning?” Meghan asked.

“Meaning you must be accompanied by a guest of the club, madam.”

“Oh...” Meghan smiled at her girls, then turned and looked at the host again. “They’re with me.”

The host waited a few seconds before responding. “And you’re with whom?”

Meghan pointed to herself. “Myself.”

“Yes.... So, I thought. I’m afraid I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”

Just then, a graceful woman in silk gloves swept past the group, her diamond brooch catching the chandelier’s reflection. The host bowed almost imperceptibly. “Madam....”

Kelly huffed, folding her arms. “Rude. How come she just gets to waltz in?”

He smoothed the lapel of his coat. “That is one of our most distinguished members.”

Meghan squared her shoulders on tiptoe, pressing her hands to the counter. “Listen—” She cleared her throat again. “I’m sorry... What’s your name?”

“Alfred.”

“Alfred, right.” Meghan’s smile tightened. “You want to know who I’m with?”

“That would be very much appreciated.”

Meghan reached behind her and blindly grabbed the arm of a nearby person. She then turned to the host with a triumphant smile and pointed at the person she had pulled over. “This....” Meghan then looked over and narrowed her eyes at the person she had pulled over to her. “Ruby.... What are you doing? You’re not Brooklyn.”

“I know that,” Ruby said.

Meghan gave her a gentle shove. “Go away.” 

Ruby pouted, retreated into the crowd, and Meghan hooked her arm under Brooklyn’s elbow, pulling her forward. “This is the Mayor of San Francisco’s future daughter-in-law. We’re celebrating her impending nuptials tonight. See the bride-to-be’s sash?”

Brooklyn swept a hand over the glittering ribbon draped across her chest and offered Alfred a bright, nervous smile.

He studied the sash, then arched a brow. “She could be marrying anybody. How am I to know you’re marrying the mayor’s son?”

Kelly stepped up beside them, phone raised. “Their engagement announcement in the Gazette...” She tapped the screen.

Alfred took the phone, his gaze flicking between the photo of the smiling couple and the real-life bride-to-be. After a long moment, he handed the device back. “Very well... I suppose I will allow you to surprise your fiancé. You may follow me.” He gestured down a candlelit corridor.

“What?” Brooklyn asked, Alfred’s words sobering her up a bit.

The host paused, then tilted a finger toward the dining salon’s open double doors. “You are here to surprise your fiancé, are you not?”

“What are you—” Brooklyn’s voice trailed off when she looked in the dining area and spotted Chris sitting across from a beautiful woman she’d never seen before. “What the hell?”

Meghan’s whisper drifted to her ear. “I thought he was supposed to be in D.C. on business?”

Brooklyn’s eyes stayed locked on Chris. “So, did I. He’s not due back until tomorrow. This is weird. I’m gonna just go over and ask him what the hell he’s doing.”

Kelly leaned in, lips tight. “He’s not gonna tell you. If he went through the trouble of lying about being out of town, no way he’ll spill now. You need to do some detective work.”

Brooklyn glared at her. “Thanks for the advice, Kel, but Chris isn’t Brian...”

Kelly snorted. “Well, he’s apparently Brian-adjacent...seems like they both lie about their whereabouts... asshole.”

Meghan folded her arms. “They did pledge the same fraternity...”

Brooklyn slowly turned and glared at Meghan. 

Meghan shrugged, unbothered. “What? I’m just saying they’re kinda cut from the same cloth.”

Brooklyn turned back, her eyes locked on Chris, who appeared to be thoroughly enjoying himself with the mysterious woman. The three women quickly ducked behind the wall as Chris glanced toward the lobby.

Alfred sighed and rolled his eyes, a hint of impatience in his voice. “Excuse me, is there anything else I can help you with tonight? Call a cab, maybe?”

Brooklyn peered into the dining area one last time, her resolve hardening. “No, thank you.... We’re leaving....”

***
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Outside, the night air hit Brooklyn like a wave. She descended the stone steps one by one, each footstep echoing in the courtyard. Her thoughts were spinning a mile a minute. 

Meghan’s hand closed around the iron railing; her breath came in quick bursts. “Well?” she panted. “What now?”

Brooklyn paused halfway down. “I-I don’t know. What can I do?”

Meghan aimed a finger at the country club’s grand façade. “We can go back inside and bust his ass. That’s what we can do.”

Brooklyn shrugged. “For what? I mean, technically, the only thing he’s doing is having a meal. That’s not a crime.”

“You’re right. The crime is gonna come after the big fancy dinner at the stuffy country club,” Meghan said as they began to descend the stairs again.

They reached the curb where a row of Uber sedans idled, headlights painting stripes across the pavement. One by one, their friends piled into their assigned cars.

As Brooklyn and Meghan stepped toward the lead car, they spotted Chris and the mystery woman making their way out of the country club.

Meghan gasped. “Ooh... there’s the lying bastard now...”

Brooklyn’s eyes narrowed as she watched her fiancé smile and joke with the woman by his side. Her heart raced with anger and uncertainty as they walked together toward the members-only parking lot.

“What do you wanna do?” Meghan asked again, this time with more urgency.

Brooklyn watched as Chris and the woman got into his SUV.

Kelly barreled down the stairs, waving the gold-plated fork and knife overhead like trophies. “I got it! Guys—I got it! We won...”

Brooklyn didn’t move. The SUV idled, engine rumbling low as Chris glanced over both shoulders before easing into the street.

Meghan nudged her. “Well?”

Brooklyn blinked at the taillights fading into the night. “Get in. We’re following them....”

Meghan pumped her fist. “Yes!” She glanced at Kelly, who lingered at the curb. “Squeeze into another Uber.”

Kelly pouted, arms folded. “But I want to go too...”

Without missing a beat, Meghan snatched the gold flatware from Kelly’s grasp and slid it into her clutch. “I’ll call you later,” she said, voice firm. Then she and Brooklyn slid into the backseat of the nearest car.

Meghan smoothed her dress and leaned forward. Under the dim dome light, her eyes gleamed. She pointed down the street toward Chris’s SUV, its taillights a thin red slash. “Lose that car, you lose your hundred-dollar tip. Understood?”

The driver, cap tilted back, adjusted his rearview mirror and nodded so vigorously his cap almost fell off. “Yes, ma’am.”

Rubber screeched as the Uber lunged forward. Brooklyn and Meghan pressed themselves against the leather headrests, knuckles gripping the metal rail above as they shot into the chase....
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The Confrontation
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The tension in the air felt thick enough to cut as Brooklyn and Meghan sat quietly in the backseat of their Uber. The car crept forward at a painfully slow pace, navigating the congested San Francisco streets. Outside, the city’s signature fog clung low, turning the surrounding buildings into shadowy silhouettes. Both women exhaled a collective sigh of relief when their destination materialized from the mist—a sleek, glass-fronted apartment building that loomed over the trendy Outer Sunset neighborhood. Their eyes immediately drew to Chris and the striking brunette by his side. The pair walked with a confident, almost regal air toward the entrance, their designer outfits gleaming in the patches of sunlight that broke through the fog.

Brooklyn flashed a warm, appreciative smile at their driver as she gracefully stepped out of the vehicle. Her heels clicked rhythmically against the pavement, and the lively chaos of the bustling street instantly enveloped her. Around them, the scene was a whirlwind of activity: pedestrians hurried past, some with surfboards balanced on their shoulders, others weaving through the crowd on bicycles. Animated conversations rose and fell in the air, punctuated by the sharp blare of a car horn. It was a vivid, energetic backdrop that felt worlds apart from the serene luxury of Chris’s Cow Hollow mansion, where everything seemed to move in slow, deliberate harmony.

As Brooklyn took in the vibrant tapestry of life around her, her mind buzzed with thoughts. Suddenly, she jolted back to the present when a young man, lost in his own world with music blasting through his earbuds, zipped by on a two-wheel scooter. She jumped aside just in time to avoid a collision.

Meghan quickly caught up, urgency etched across her face as she grabbed Brooklyn’s arm. “Come on... we’re gonna lose them,” she urged, her voice tinged with anxiety.

Almost stumbling, Brooklyn was dragged toward the apartment building, her mind racing as fast as her feet....

***
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​

They slipped into the sleek lobby with polished floors reflecting the soft glow of recessed lights. With quick, furtive glances, they ducked behind a wall, trying to stay out of Chris’s and the mystery woman’s line of sight as they waited for the elevator. The air was tense with the hum of conversation and the distant clatter of heels against the hard surface.

Brooklyn pouted, her expression a mixture of annoyance and disbelief as she meticulously picked tiny, sharp blades of grass from her shirt. The remnants of their earlier misadventure clung stubbornly to the fabric. “I can’t believe you pushed me into that prickly bush,” she muttered under her breath, her voice barely a whisper above the lobby’s ambient noise.

Meghan, her eyes sharp and vigilant, peeked from behind the wall. She watched Chris and the other woman step onto the elevator, their laughter echoing faintly. “I said I was sorry, but they almost spotted us...” she replied, her tone a blend of apology and urgency.

They cautiously approached the elevator, their footsteps muted by carpet. Anxiety etched across their faces as they watched the floor numbers light up in succession, the digital display climbing slowly until it finally reached its stop on the fourth floor.

“Fourth floor... let’s go...” Meghan whispered urgently, her voice a quiet command as she frantically jabbed at the elevator button with her finger, her impatience palpable.

After what felt like an eternity, Brooklyn let out an exasperated sigh, her breath escaping in a huff. “Seriously, this has got to be the slowest elevator ever...” she complained, crossing her arms with dramatic flair.

Meghan’s eyes darted around the lobby, scanning for alternatives. “Over there....” she suddenly exclaimed, her voice a sharp note of discovery. She grabbed Brooklyn’s arm with determination and pulled her toward a nearby staircase, the metal door slightly ajar, hinting at a quicker escape route.

“You’re gonna have to stop that, Meg...” Brooklyn grumbled as they burst through the doors leading to the stairs...

***
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Brooklyn pressed her face against the door’s narrow window, peering out into the fourth-floor hallway. A long line of identical apartments stretched out, each one mirroring the next. She watched with bated breath as Chris and the woman walked away from the elevator.

Brooklyn’s heart raced as she cautiously opened the door, and she motioned for Meghan to follow. They both hurried over to hide behind a nearby wall, their chests heaving from the exertion of climbing four flights of stairs. They watched as Chris and the homewrecker strolled to the opposite end of the hall, their voices low and hushed in conversation.

Pressing their backs against the wall, Brooklyn and Meghan leaned forward and peeped around the corner again. Chris was deeply engaged in conversation with the poised and elegant woman who wore tailored black slacks that accentuated her curves, a pale pink button-down shirt that brought out the rosy hues of her cheeks, and sleek black pumps. Her glossy black hair cascaded down her back, exuding confidence and sophistication.

“I cannot believe this is happening,” Brooklyn whispered as Chris followed the woman into the apartment.

“How you’re so calm and cool? I woulda marched up to Josh and kicked him right in the balls...” Meghan whispered.

“I don’t know what the hell to do...” Brooklyn quietly admitted, her eyes fixed on the empty hallway ahead.

“Uh, hello? I just told you how... Foot? Meet balls. He’ll get the point, I assure you.” She gasped when the apartment door opened, and she saw Chris enter the hallway. “There’s the lying sack of shit now,” she hissed.

Brooklyn’s hands balled into tight fists at her sides, her knuckles turning white as she fought to contain her seething anger. “You son of a bitch,” she hissed through gritted teeth, her words barely escaping her clenched jaw.

Chris turned and waved casually at the woman before sauntering away from the door.

Meghan’s panicked whisper broke the tense silence between them. “Shit, he’s coming...” Her words were tinged with fear and urgency.

Brooklyn parted her lips, ready to speak, but before a sound could escape, Meghan’s fingers tightened around her arm and dragged her toward a nearby laundry room. They stumbled through the doorway, and with a sudden shove, Brooklyn was pushed into the corner of the small space. A startled yelp escaped her as she felt the tickle of cobwebs on her face, their delicate threads clinging to her skin. She swiped at her face with frantic movements, trying to rid herself of the sticky webs.

Meghan carefully shut the door, her hand lingering on the knob as if trying to keep any noise from escaping.

Brooklyn narrowed her eyes and placed her hands defiantly on her hips. “Look what you did,” she scowled, pointing at the dusty cobwebs now clinging to her hair and clothes.
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