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The steel trundle door groaned as it slid open, revealing the sprawling warehouse apartment. The space was raw, industrial—a mix of exposed brick and beams, with a high ceiling that amplified every sound. Shadows clung to the corners, barely kept at bay by the glow of a mismatched lamp and the flicker of streetlights outside the oversized windows.

Mitch and Wendy stumbled inside, their laughter echoing against the hard surfaces. Her wedding dress, a vision of satin and lace, swished against the polished concrete floor as she pulled him forward by the lapels of his tuxedo.

“I thought we’d never make it,” Wendy said, her breath coming in short, excited bursts.

Her fingers worked frantically at the buttons of his shirt, the scent of his cologne mingling with the faint metallic tang of the warehouse air.

“Good God, we did it.” Mitch grinned, his hands gripping her waist as if anchoring himself in the moment. He leaned closer, their foreheads touching briefly before he whispered, “Mrs. Wilson.”

“Mr. Wilson,” she replied, her voice light but trembling with the weight of their new reality.

They’d eloped. An act of rebellion as much as devotion, their decision had been made in the heat of love and frustration. Her parents hadn’t approved of Mitch—too unpredictable, too unpolished. But here they were, defiant and unstoppable.

“I feel like we’re getting away with something,” Mitch said, his tone half-playful, half-serious.

“Away from my parents,” Wendy replied, her lips curving into a mischievous smile.

“That’s it.”

They crossed the room in a fevered tangle of limbs, bumping against a stack of books precariously balanced on an old wooden crate. Wendy gasped as the books toppled over, but Mitch only laughed, sweeping her into his arms. They collapsed onto the beat-up sofa, its cushions sagging beneath their combined weight.

The sofa was a relic of Mitch’s bachelor days, worn and patched but somehow endearing. It sat facing a massive television mounted on the opposite wall—a centerpiece of the space and a testament to Mitch’s priorities.

“Wait. Wait. Wait,” Mitch said suddenly, his voice strained.

“No, no, no wait. Now,” Wendy countered, her hands pressing against his chest, urging him back into the sofa’s embrace.

He surrendered for a moment, his hands sliding down the smooth fabric of her dress. But then he winced, his expression contorting in pain.

“Ow, ow, ow,” Mitch said, sitting up abruptly.

Wendy raised an eyebrow, watching as he fumbled beneath him and produced a video game joystick.

“I wondered about that,” she said, her tone teasing as she leaned forward.

Mitch shot her a mock glare, holding the joystick aloft as if to chastise it before tossing it onto the cluttered coffee table. Wendy laughed, a sound that filled the cavernous space and made it feel less like a warehouse and more like a home.

She nudged him back down, her hands cradling his face as she kissed him deeply. This time, there were no interruptions, no protests. Just the two of them, lost in the moment.

For a while, the world outside ceased to exist. The tension of the day—sneaking away from her parents, the hurried ceremony, the rushed drive to the city—melted into the background. All that remained was the heat between them and the quiet hum of the apartment around them.

But as they lay entwined on the sofa, Wendy’s thoughts began to drift. Her fingers traced lazy patterns on Mitch’s chest, and she found herself staring at the ceiling, its beams crisscrossing like the framework of their new life together.

“You think they’ll forgive us?” she asked quietly.

Mitch hesitated. “Your parents?”

She nodded, her cheek pressed against his shoulder.

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “But does it matter? We did this for us, not them.”

Wendy sighed. He was right, of course. She’d known from the start that this wouldn’t be easy. Her parents had always been overprotective, their expectations as rigid as the family name they cherished. Mitch had never fit into their vision for her future, but he fit perfectly into hers.

“They’ll come around,” Mitch said, his voice softer now. “Once they see how happy you are. How happy we are.”

Wendy smiled faintly, her fingers stilling on his chest. “I hope so.”

For a moment, silence settled over them. The faint sounds of the city drifted through the windows—distant sirens, the occasional honk of a car horn. It was a stark contrast to the quiet suburbs she’d grown up in, but she found it oddly comforting.

Mitch shifted beneath her, his arm tightening around her waist. “Hey,” he said, tilting her chin up so she met his gaze. “No second thoughts, right?”

“None,” she said firmly.

“Good. Because I’m not letting you go.”

He kissed her again, his lips warm and reassuring. Wendy closed her eyes, letting herself sink into the moment. For better or worse, this was their beginning.

As the night wore on, they talked about the future—dreams of travel, a house of their own, maybe even a dog. Mitch teased her about her love for small towns, while she promised to introduce him to the joys of gardening.

But beneath the laughter and the lightness, there was an undercurrent of uncertainty. They were diving headfirst into uncharted waters, their love both a lifeline and an anchor.

And as they lay together on the worn sofa, the flickering light of the city casting shadows on the walls, Wendy couldn’t shake the feeling that this moment would be one they’d look back on for years to come. A moment of reckless abandon, of unyielding love.

Of beginnings.
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The elevator doors slid open with a metallic sigh, revealing Joe and Florence Miner. Florence stepped out first, her heels clicking sharply against the worn linoleum of the hallway. She clutched her handbag tightly, her eyes darting to the dim corners of the space. Nervous energy radiated off her, though she would never admit it. Joe followed, his broad frame relaxed and unhurried. He looked like the kind of man who had seen too much to let anything ruffle him, a calm foil to Florence’s perpetual edge.

“It’s too soon,” Joe said, his voice low but firm.

Florence spun to face him, her eyes narrowing. “It’s been a week.”

Joe shrugged. “It’s their honeymoon.”

“Locked in an apartment in this—place—is not a honeymoon,” she snapped. Without waiting for a reply, she marched across the hall to a large steel door, raising her knuckles to knock.

“Are you nervous?” Joe asked, his tone teasing.

“I am not nervous,” Florence shot back, spinning to face him. “Why? Do I look nervous?”

Joe’s grin was slow and easy. He leaned forward and pressed the doorbell. The ding-dong echoed faintly, followed by the scrape of metal as the door trundled open.

Wendy stood in the doorway, a fitted bedsheet draped over her shoulders like a toga. Her cheeks flushed at the sight of her parents. “Mom? Dad?” she managed, clutching the sheet tighter.

Behind her, Mitch was mid-scuttle, retreating into the bedroom with an oversized pillow pressed to his backside.

Florence pushed past Wendy with a huff. “How long were you going to make us wait?”

“I don’t know—fifteen minutes?” Wendy replied weakly, stepping aside.

“Morning, sweetheart,” Joe said, stepping inside with an affable grin. He surveyed the chaos of the living room: takeout cartons stacked on the coffee table, blankets strewn across the floor, and cushions in disarray. Picking his way through the mess, he retrieved a cushion, gave it a fluff, and plopped down on the sofa, grabbing the remote as though he were home.

Florence prowled the room like a detective at a crime scene. She lifted a takeout carton with two fingers, wrinkled her nose, and set it back down.

“How can you live like this?” she asked, her voice sharp.

Wendy crossed her arms. “It’s not easy,” she quipped.

Florence’s eyes landed on an empty champagne bottle poking out from under a blanket. She tilted it, inspecting the remnants, then set it down with a sigh. “I can imagine.”

Wendy backed toward the bedroom, her expression shifting between irritation and amusement. “Just give me a minute,” she said, raising a hand to forestall her mother’s protests. “Mom—don’t clean anything.”

Florence pursed her lips but stayed put. Wendy disappeared into the bedroom, the door clicking shut behind her.

“How can you just sit there?” Florence asked, turning to Joe, who was already engrossed in the television.

“My feet hurt,” he replied without looking up.

“You know what they were doing on that couch,” Florence said, her voice dropping to a scandalized whisper.

“What?” Joe asked absently, his eyes glued to the screen.

“Are you listening to me?”

“Of course. You want to do something to the couch. I like the fabric.”

Florence rolled her eyes and began rifling through the blankets and pillows around Joe, who didn’t budge. “What are you watching?” she asked, her tone dripping with disdain.

“The French Open.”

“Where is it?”

“France,” Joe said, deadpan.

Florence froze, her hands on her hips, glaring at him. “I know that—aha!” She lunged suddenly, snatching the remote from his hand.

Joe yelped in protest. “Florence, no!”

She pointed the remote at the television like a weapon.

Wendy reemerged from the bedroom, buttoning her blouse with quick, precise movements.

“You missed one,” Florence said, stepping toward her daughter and reaching for a rogue button. Wendy batted her mother’s hands away.

“What are you doing here?” Wendy demanded.

“A mother can’t come to see her daughter?” Florence replied, feigning innocence.

“It’s my honeymoon.”

Joe chuckled from the sofa. “Would you stop calling it that?” Florence said sharply. “This is not a honeymoon. It’s not even a—whatever you want to call it. How can you live like this?”

Joe chimed in, “I saw gang bangers on the corner.”

Wendy sighed. “Those weren’t gang bangers, Dad.”

“They were wearing colors,” Joe insisted.

“They’re a barbershop quartet. Listen.”

Wendy walked to the window, pulling it open to reveal the soft harmonies of voices carrying up from the street below. Joe frowned, unimpressed.

“Well, I don’t like it. They’re a dangerous element.”

He turned back to the television, tuning out the rest of the room.

“This is what you’re doing with the place?” Florence asked, gesturing at the mess.

Wendy grabbed the empty champagne bottle and placed it atop a pile of pizza boxes on the makeshift bar. “I haven’t had a chance to make it home yet,” she said.

Mitch appeared from the bedroom, his shirt half-tucked and his expression sheepish.

“Your shirt’s half tucked,” Florence said, her tone clipped.

Joe leaned back, smirking. “Always an optimist, your mom. What did we do, catch you having sex?”

“Dad!” Wendy exclaimed, her face flushing.

Florence shot Joe a withering look. “Joseph.”

“What?” Joe said with a shrug. “They’re newlyweds. What do you think they’d be doing? Your mother and I had plenty of sex when we first got married.”

“Dad, please!” Wendy groaned, burying her face in her hands.

Florence looked ready to throttle her husband. Joe seemed oblivious, his attention drifting back to the television.

“Why are you here?” Wendy asked, exasperation creeping into her voice.

Florence straightened, smoothing the front of her blouse. “Joe, tell them.”

Joe hesitated. “Well, we—”

“We want you to take a proper honeymoon,” Florence interrupted. “Give them the check.”

Joe sighed and pulled a check from his wallet



























