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Of all the bars she’d been to in her life, of all the clubs she’d danced in, of all the dumps where she’d had a deep talk with the toilet bowl, Arrière-traiN was 100% the worst Sylvia had ever been. It tried to be too many things at once, tried to cater to too many disparate crowds; there were girls’ nights, boys’ nights, VIP champagne soirees, art openings, and the occasional children’s birthday party. No one in town liked the place but, unless you were willing to drive 100 miles minimum, it was the only spot where local Tinder aficionados could meet for a drink in relative safety, except on skinhead nights. 

That was why Sylvia Granville, twenty-five, now found herself sitting at one of Arrière-traiN’s ridiculous peach-shaped tables. Her long, fiery hair was gathered in a loose braid snaking its way down her back, her generous curves barely covered by her date-night fit- a black crop-jacket and a little green cocktail dress, which left just enough to the imagination. Her legs, long, smooth, and juicy, were complemented by a nice set of four-inch platform heels, bringing her total height to a respectable six feet. And, despite looking hot to trot and being rearing to go, she was sitting alone; her date, an allegedly thirty-six years-old accountant with a penchant for limericks, had yet to show. 

Sipping from a twenty dollar cocktail served in a mason jar and ornamented with a slice of raw potato, Sylvia had gone past excuses, annoyance, and was now at the third stage of online dating grief: petty jealousy. Scanning the room with a morose eye, she judged each couple she saw, a childish and pugnacious voice in her brain commenting: “your hair makes you look like a whore/you didn’t get ghosted, you tall prick?” and so on and so forth. That’s when she noticed her: tall, clad all in white, platinum hair in a sumptuous beehive, a woman was flitting from table to table, drink in hand. Occasionally sipping from it, she appeared to be flirting with anyone and everyone. However, this was not mere flirt; the woman was a professional. To watch her amidst the throngs of app-formed couples was like seeing an MLB pro pitching a little league game. Snaking her way along, she left in her wake a series of heartbreaks and jealous stares; for her part, she smiled like the world belonged to her. As Sylvia watched, their eyes met, and she thought “uh-oh” before her higher brain functions collapsed. 

As the woman approached, Sylvia could see she was dressed in a designer tracksuit, all white; straight as an arrow, one could describe her body as “pinched” or “flat,” but none of these words expressed the stern beauty she exuded. She laid a quartet of perfectly-manicured, silver-nailed fingers on the table, and asked:

-Good evening, darling- is this seat taken?

Sylvia stammered something that was almost an answer; still, the woman seemed to decipher some meaning:

-Thank you, my dear, thank you.

She sat down, then offered her hand:

-Diane Selwyn, pleased to meet you.

-Eh, Sylvia..?

Sipping from her drink, Diane arched an eyebrow; hearing no more, she said:

-Is that a question, or merely rhetorical? 

-Oh, eh, my name’s Sylvia, is what I meant, stammered Sylvia. I’m Sylvia.

Diane reached out and put a hand on Sylvia’s; a shock of electricity ran up her arm, along her back, and fried every sentient circuit in her brain. What followed were the most gruelling two hours of the young woman’s life, as Diane sat with her, chatted her up, sporadically running a finger along her arm or jaw. As moments ebbed away into the night, she sidled closer and closer, until they almost occupied the same chair. Meanwhile, Sylvia was busy maintaining a body temperature of approximately thirty-seven degrees celsius. Some ungodly amount of time later, the woman asked her point-blank:

-My dear, would you join me at my place? I would very much enjoy extending our time together.

-Oh, uh, I’m waiting for someone?

With an airy, crystal-clear laugh, the woman answered:

-Sylvia- it is well past 10, we’ve been chatting for hours; I’m fairly certain your date has “ghosted” you. Follow me.

Mildly annoyed at the ghosting, and Diane’s accurate diagnosis, Sylvia followed her outside; there, she was floored at being guided not to a cab or an Uber, but directly into the back of a white limousine. 
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Furnished all in red, the interior of the limousine was more luxurious than Sylvia’s apartment. Sitting in the back seat, Diane gestured for her to sit at the other end of the car; meanwhile, she poured herself a drink from an integrated mini-bar, then began:

-My dear, I abhor beating around the bushes; at my age, I like things crystal-clear, direct, and unambiguous. Which is why I will immediately admit that you are, pardon my language, hot as hell. I love your hair, the way it moves like fire, your legs deserve an entire genre of poetry, and that dress’s beauty is rivaled only by the body it conceals, I wager. 

She took a sip from her drink, staring into Sylvia’s eyes: 

-Which is why, out of all the assembled masses at that ghastly place, I went for you; once I saw you, I would bear no other. This brings me to a final, critical point. My freedom to pursue does not overwrite your freedom to choose; Sylvia, should I tell my driver to head home, or should we drop you off at your place?

Astonished, Sylvia watched as the woman smiled patiently, sipping from her drink; finally, she answered:

-I’ll... I’ll come to your place. 

-Excellent. (into a nearby intercom) Harvey? We’re going home. 

Settling in with an air of satisfaction, Diane casually asked:

-By the way, what’s your safe word?

-My what?

-Safe word, Sylvia- safe word. Surely you don’t need me to explain what that is?

Swallowing, Sylvia replied:

-Uh, no ma’am. My, my safeword is uh... “Bananarama.”

-”Bananarama,” yes, Venus and all, excellent, excellent. Now, we have quite a drive ahead of us; I suggest you get comfortable. Starting with taking off that jacket.

She gestured to the seat left of Sylvia; automatically, she removed the short jacket, baring her shoulders. Pale and freckled, they shivered despite the ambient warmth; as she lay the jacket down, Sylvia could see Diane’s eyes running over the contours of her body as she drank. Gesturing with her drink, she said:

-Thirsty?

-Eh, yeah, I guess? Stammered Sylvia.

With a chuckle, Diane poured her a drink; Sylvia had to crouch-walk her way to grab it from the woman’s outstretched hand. Sipping silently, she wondered what she had gotten herself into:

-Now that you’re refreshed, you might want to keep going, so to speak.

-What do you mean?

-I mean, said Diane authoritatively, now would be a good time to remove that dress. 

The steel-backed words echoed in Sylvia’s ears; despite their harsh, demanding tone, she felt reassured. One-handed, she unzipped the dress, then wiggled it down to her feet; in her panties and bra, she looked at Diane:

-Magnificent, absolutely magnificent.

The older woman’s eyes were shining as she ran them all over Sylvia’s body; over the pale skin of her stomach, the mounds of her breasts, the curves of her hips. Legs crossed, Diane raised her glass: 

-A toast, then! To our meeting, to our good health, and, if I may be so bold, to your luscious curves and fiery curls!
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