
THE BETTER MAN

By Susie Brinn

~~~~~~~~



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE BETTER MAN

    

    
      First edition. February 11, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Susie Brinn.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233509490

    

    
    
      Written by Susie Brinn.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


A note from the author (generally speaking):


I live in southeast Texas and as such, my writing reflects it.  Most of my characters live in Texas or were born here, so their lingo reflects our southern dialect.

The stories I write are short, insta lust, insta love, fast burn and hot as hell.  If this is your jam, please, have a seat and sit a spell.

Also, if you are a family member, be warned, this is not for you.  Run... far, far away.

Creating the characters is a joy for me, whether I actually like them or not.  Some are not very savory, and some I’ve grown quite fond of.  They’re all created in my head where they’ve come to life on their own.  I get to know them as I write the stories, just as you get to know them as you read the chapters.

Some of the locations in these books are based in real places, and some locations are completely made up.  If the locations are real, I usually alter the logistics to fit my story instead of depicting the true to life real estate.

A little warning, however.  These stories may depict violence, and they certainly contain foul language and descriptive sex, sometimes all at the same time.  If you are the least bit offended by foul language, steamy sex, or descriptive violence, I’ll ask you to move along.

However, if you don’t mind a little make-believe in your life, read on.  I hope it brings you a bit of entertainment.

Enjoy,

Susie Brinn
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TRIGGERS:



Steamy Sexual Content (18+)

Substance Abuse (within the family)

Infidelity and Betrayal (discussed)

Workplace sexual relationships/affairs (discussed)

Family/Relationship Issues

Death and Grief (discussed)

Identity theft/fraud (major plot element)

Physical altercation between family members

Financial manipulation (discussed)

Power imbalances in relationships (discussed)
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Chapter 1 - OLIVER
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The espresso machine hisses behind me, steam curling into the already thick afternoon air of Urban Grind Café. I'm wiping down the counter when the door chimes, and I glance up out of habit - then freeze.

It's like someone punched the air out of my lungs.

The guy walking toward the counter could be me. Is me. Same height, or close enough. I clock it instantly. With someone a solid 6.2’ height, like me, you tend to recognize that eye-level match, instead of having to look down at them. Same dark hair, though his is shorter, and styled with some kind of product that probably costs more than my hourly wage.

Brown eyes, a little darker but the same shape. Same jawline, same everything, except he's clean-shaven where I've got scruff, and his body has that softer look of someone who sits at a desk all day instead of hauling fifty-pound bags of coffee beans and squeezing in gym sessions at 5 AM.

He's wearing a suit. Charcoal gray, perfectly tailored, the kind that moves with him like it's part of his body. A burgundy tie, loosened slightly at the collar like he's had a long day. His shoes - leather, and definitely expensive, click authoritatively on tile, carrying him to the counter with easy confidence.

My hand is still frozen mid-wipe.

He doesn't notice me yet. He's looking at the menu board, eyes scanning the options with mild interest, and I realize my mouth is literally hanging open.

I snap it shut and instantly explore my chin area to make sure drool didn’t leak.

"What can I get you?" Carrie chirps from the register, bless her oblivious soul.

"Large Americano, two shots." His voice is deeper than mine. Smoother. Like he's used to boardrooms and conference calls. "And whatever sandwich looks good. Dealer's choice."

"You got it." Carrie punches it in, and he pulls out a black leather wallet that probably cost more than my rent.

That's when he looks up and sees me.

His eyes widen. The wallet slips slightly in his hand before he catches it, and for a solid three seconds, we just stare at each other across the café. The espresso machine hisses again. Someone's phone buzzes. The world keeps spinning, but time feels suspended in this bizarre moment of mutual recognition.

"Holy shit," he says.

"Yeah," I manage. My throat is dry. "That's... yeah."

A laugh bursts out of him, surprised and genuinely delighted. "This is insane. You—" He gestures at my face, then his own, then back at me. "We could be twins."

"We could be clones." I toss the rag onto the counter and move closer, drawn by the sheer impossibility of it. Up close, I can see the small differences; a tiny scar above his left eyebrow that I don't have, the way his nose is maybe half a degree more crooked. But the overall effect is uncanny. "This is the weirdest fucking thing I've ever seen."

"Grayson Merrick." He extends his hand across the counter, and his grip is firm, professional. "Everyone calls me Mick."

"Oliver Davidson. Oli." His palm is smooth, no calluses. Mine are rough from work, from the barbell, from life. "How is this possible?"

"I have no idea, man. But I need a picture of this. No one's going to believe it." He's already pulling out his phone, and something about his easy enthusiasm makes me relax. He seems genuinely excited, like this is the best thing that's happened to him all week.

Carrie brings his Americano and a turkey club to table seven, the one by the window where the afternoon light slants in golden and warm. Austin sprawls beyond the glass - traffic on Hwy 290, heat shimmering off the pavement, palm trees wilting in the oppressive September humidity.

"Sit with me," Mick says, gesturing to the chair across from him. "Unless you can’t take a break."

I glance around. The lunch rush is long over, and we're in that dead zone before the evening crowd. Just a couple of regulars nursing cold brews and pretending to work on their laptops. "Give me five minutes."

I bus the tables quickly - clearing plates, wiping surfaces, the routine so automatic my hands know the movements without thought. But my mind is racing. The odds of this are astronomical. What are the chances that your genetic twin just walks into your workplace on a random Tuesday?

I grab myself a cold brew and slide into the seat across from him. Up close, I can smell his cologne - something woody and expensive, cedar maybe, with notes of bergamot. It mingles with the café smells: roasted coffee, vanilla syrup, the faint yeasty scent of the pastries in the display case.

Mick takes a bite of his sandwich, chews thoughtfully. "So. Oliver Davidson. What's your story?"

"Not much to tell." I shrug, suddenly aware of my stained apron, the coffee grounds probably still under my fingernails despite washing my hands three times today. "I work here. I'm twenty-six. Live in East Riverside in a shitty apartment. That's about it."

"Twenty-six?" His eyebrows rise. "I'm twenty eight. Close enough to be actual twins." He sips his Americano, eyes me over the rim. "You always lived in Austin?"

"Born and raised. You?"

"Born and raised here. I’m in Estate law." He says it casually, but I can read between the lines. Estate attorney in Austin means money. Real money. Wealthy clients, hefty retainers, the kind of practice where billable hours stack up like bricks, building a very comfortable life. "Married, two kids. Eight and four."

The way he says it sounds almost perfunctory, like he's checking boxes on a list. But there's pride there too, or maybe obligation. It's hard to tell.

"No wife or kids for me," I say. "Just the gym and work."

His eyes flick over me, taking in the way the t-shirt stretches across my shoulders and chest. I know what I look like - hours of deliberate work, strict meal prep, discipline and gym time when I can. "I can tell. You look like you could bench press a car."

"Not quite." I grin. "But I try."

Outside, a Metro bus rumbles past, exhaust mixing with the August heat. Through the window, I watch a woman with grocery bags struggle against the humidity, her hair frizzing despite obvious efforts to control it. Austin in summer is relentless.

"This is so weird," Mick says again, shaking his head. "I keep looking at you and it's like looking in a mirror from an alternate timeline. Like, what if I'd made different choices? Gone to the gym instead of law school. Become a barista instead of an attorney."

There's something in his tone I can't quite read. Was that a dig? At my profession? My lack of education? Or maybe just freak fascination with the novelty of meeting me. It’s hard to tell.

"You think it's choices?" I lean back, the vinyl chair creaking. "Or just luck?"

"Probably both." He polishes off half the sandwich in efficient bites. "You ever wonder about that? The sliding doors of life. How one decision changes everything."

"Sometimes." I watch him eat, notice the way he checks his phone twice in two minutes. There's a restlessness to him, an energy that doesn't quite fit with the easy smile. "You seem like you're in a hurry."

"Always." He laughs, but it doesn’t reach his eyes. "That's the life, right? Work, home, work, home. Everything on a schedule." He pauses, then looks at me with sudden intensity. "Sometimes it would be nice to just... disappear for a weekend, you know? Just step away and be my own man."

The statement hangs between us, strange and loaded.

"Sure, I guess" I say slowly. "Doesn't everyone want a vacation at some point or another?"

His smile sharpens. "Yeah. Yeah, I guess they do."
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Chapter 2 - MICK
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I walk into Urban Grind the next day at noon sharp, loosening my tie as I push through the door. The air conditioning hits me like a blessing after the suffocating heat outside. Today is the kind of wet heat that makes your shirt stick to your back the moment you step outside.

Oli's behind the counter, pulling shots for some woman in yoga pants who's babbling about oat milk versus almond. He glances up when the door chimes, and I catch the flicker of surprise in his eyes before he schools his expression into something neutral.

I order the same thing, a large Americano and a turkey club, and settle into my usual spot by the window. Table seven. It's become mine in just one day, which amuses me.

What really amuses me, though, is him. My genetic twin, slinging coffee for tips. Living in some shithole apartment in East Riverside, for Christ's sake. At twenty-nine. It's almost funny how different our lives turned out, despite looking like we were stamped from the same mold.

He brings my order over himself this time instead of having the perky blonde do it.

"Back again?" He sets the plate down, that easy smile on his face.

"Good sandwich." I shrug. "And the company's interesting."

He laughs and glances at his watch. "I've got fifteen before the lunch rush really hits. Mind?"

"Sit."

Over the next week, it becomes routine. I show up, order, and Oli takes his break to sit with me. We talk. Mostly I talk - about work, about life. He listens like people do when they're fascinated by something completely foreign to them.

"So you work for your father-in-law?" he asks one day, wiping condensation off his iced coffee.

"Brady and Associates. I made partner last year." I bite into my sandwich. Outside, construction workers are tearing up the street again, jackhammers pounding like a migraine. "Lillian's dad, Adam Brady. Founding partner. Well, was. He passed away a month or so ago."

"That's - I'm sorry."

I shrug. "It's fine. The firm's doing well. I married Lillian ten years ago, before I graduated law school. She was cute, from the right family, and her dad wanted someone he could groom to take over eventually. I decided that person should be me. So, I married his daughter. Win-win."

"Romantic." Oli's expression is carefully neutral, but I can see judgment flickering behind his eyes.

"Love's overrated." I shrug. "She's let herself go anyway. You know how it is - two kids, stopped caring, spends her days in yoga pants doing mom stuff. But that's what women do, isn't it? They lock you in and then stop trying."

Oli says nothing, just takes a long drink of his coffee. The silence stretches uncomfortably.

"I make a damn good salary, though," I continue. "The perks are excellent. Country club membership, the house in West Austin, annual bonuses that could cover your rent for a year. I've done what I was supposed to do - married well, had the kids, climbed the ladder. Two point five kids, white picket fence, the whole American dream." I lean back, the chair creaking under me. "Well, two kids. Brecken's eight, Georgia's four."

"What are they like?" Oli asks, and there's something softer in his voice now.

I wave a hand dismissively. "Brecken's sullen. Silent type. Always has his nose in a book, barely talks. I think Lillian worries about him, but honestly, he's just weird. And Georgia—" I pause, searching for the right word. "Annoying as hell. Never stops talking. Constant chatter about nonsense. Tea parties and dolls and whatever the hell four-year-olds obsess over."

Oli's jaw tightens almost imperceptibly. "Damn, dude. They're just kids."

"Yeah, well, I did my duty. Gave Adam his grandkids; gave Lillian her nuclear family. That's what you do." I check my phone - three emails from the office already. "It's all transactional when you get down to it. I provide the lifestyle; she provides the home life. Fair trade."

"Sounds—" Oli stops himself, then shakes his head. "Never mind."

"What?"

"Nothing. Just different from how I'd want things, if I ever get there."

I laugh. "You're a romantic, Oli. That's your problem. You wait tables and dream about some perfect life that doesn't exist. Me? I'm a realist. I saw an opportunity and I took it. That's how you get ahead."

Through the window, I watch a young couple walking hand-in-hand, laughing at something. They look broke and happy. Idiots.

"Must be nice," Oli says quietly. "Having it all figured out."

"It is." I finish my Americano and stand, brushing crumbs off my slacks. "Same time tomorrow?"

"Sure."

But there's something in his expression I don't like. Something that looks like pity.

I ignore it and head back to the office, back to depositions and estate planning and the comfortable rhythm of my carefully constructed life.
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Chapter 3 - MICK
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I lean back in my chair at Urban Grind, watching Oli wipe down the espresso machine for the third time. It's Friday afternoon, end of the second week of our little lunch dates, and I've been thinking about this all week. The reunion. Labor Day weekend means our high school reunion is coming up. One that I really should avoid but can’t shake the tedious obligation of it all. And suddenly, looking at my genetic mirror image, the solution presents itself like a gift.

"You ever think about what it would be like?" I ask. "To actually trade places?"

Oli glances over his shoulder. "What?"

"Trade places. You be me, I be you. Just for a weekend."

He laughs, but it dies when he sees I'm serious. "You're joking."

"I'm not." I lean forward, elbows on the table. The afternoon sun slants through the window, making the Austin heat visible in shimmering waves off the pavement. A homeless guy shuffles past outside, and I'm suddenly very aware of the contrast between my life and Oli's. "Look, I've got this high school reunion coming up. Mine and Lillian's."

"So?"

"So, I have to go. Appearances matter. I'm a successful estate attorney at Brady and Associates - people expect to see me there, see how well I've done. But—" I pause, choosing my words. "I don't want to deal with my wife the whole weekend. She gets weird about these things. Jealous. There's this woman, my old high school girlfriend, and Lillian can tell I still have a thing for her. It's drama I don't need."

Oli sets down his rag. "So don't go."

"Can't. Like I said, appearances. But you could go for me." I watch his face. "I'll pay you five hundred bucks."

His eyes widen. "Five hundred—"

"Cash. One weekend. You pretend to be me, take my wife to the reunion Saturday night, and I get a break from the domestic prison." I smile. "Easy money, Oli. And let's be honest, you look like you could use it."

He bristles slightly at that, and I know I've hit a nerve. Good.

"What about your wife?" he asks. "Your kids?"

I wave it off. "Lillian keeps to herself. Deals with the kids. That's her job, not mine. You just spend most of your time in my home office, pretend you're working on case files. Take her to the reunion Saturday night, make small talk, look successful. Sunday morning, tell her you're going golfing. When I land, I'll uber to your place, get my car, and head home like nothing happened. Smooth as a baby's bottom."

"This is insane." But I can see him calculating. The way his eyes flick away, the slight tension in his jaw. He needs the money.

"Five hundred bucks, Oli. For one weekend of sitting in a nice house in West Austin, eating good food, and pretending to be a lawyer."

He's quiet for a long moment. Outside, a Tesla glides past silently, followed by a jacked-up truck belching diesel. Austin in a nutshell.

"I need to make rent," he finally says, so quietly I almost don't hear him.

"Then we have a deal."

~~~~~~~~~
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Wednesday afternoon, I pick him up in my BMW X5. The leather interior still smells new, and I watch Oli run his hand over the seat like he's never been inside a decent car before. Probably hasn't.

"Where are we going?" he asks as I pull onto Mira Drive.

"Salon. You need to look like me, not like you."

The place is in South Congress, trendy and overpriced. Perfect. The stylist, a woman named Jade with purple streaks in her hair and enough piercings to set off a metal detector, does a double-take when we walk in.

"Holy shit, are you guys twins?"

"Yep," I lie smoothly. "He's been growing out his hair and beard like a hippie. I need you to make him look civilized again. Like me."

She laughs, delighted by the novelty. "This is going to be fun."

I sit in the waiting area, scrolling through emails while she works. Trim the hair shorter, cleaner. Shave the face smooth. When she spins the chair around forty minutes later, it's like looking in a mirror.

"Perfect," I say.

Oli touches his bare jaw uncertainly. "It's weird."

"You'll get used to it." I pay Jade, tip her well enough that she won't remember us, and we head back to the car.

At one of my man-stash places - a storage







[image: ]
















[image: ]























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Susie Brinn

The Better Man

AN EROTICA SHORT STORY





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





