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​Chapter 1.
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Olivia.

––––––––
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Blinking to bring my eyes into focus, I searched for what woke me up and heard the door across the hallway click shut. Frowning, I turned on my phone and was promptly blinded. It was five-thirty in the morning. Oh Marie.

My best friend had always been a night owl, but lately, she stayed up even later than usual. She worked from home and always tried to be quiet when I slept. Being an artist, her work didn’t exactly cause much in the way of noise, so I didn’t mind her staying up late. But going to bed at five-thirty in the morning was getting ridiculous. Was she getting enough sleep?

For a week now, she’d been going to bed shortly before I woke. Was it timed to try and hide that she’d been up so late to keep me from worrying about her? Except for running errands for her mother, she rarely left the house anymore. I didn’t even remember the last time I managed to haul her out for a day of fun. She’d grown too obsessed with work.

Resolving to talk to her soon and see if anything was wrong, I rolled onto my other side to try and get another half hour of sleep before work. Eyes falling onto the set of pillows that lay next to my own, I felt a pang of loss. Half a year had passed, yet I still slept on the same side of the bed instead of moving to the middle now that I had the whole bed to myself.

Staring at the empty side of the bed, my eyes burned with unshed tears. I couldn't help but reach out to touch the pillows. I miss you. Flopping onto my back to stop looking at the pillows, I sighed.

It’s for the best, I reminded myself.

Jerry and I had spent a few wonderful years together. We started talking about getting married. Then the subject of children came up for the first time since we met. It was as though Jerry’s thirty-fifth birthday had come with a driving need to become a father. And me? I’d never wanted children. It broke our hearts, but after weeks of discussion, we understood our futures were no longer lining up.

Instead of announcing our engagement, we broke up. We were still friends, of course. Wanting to become a father hadn’t turned Jerry into a bad person. He was still the charming kind man he’d always been. We agreed to wait half a year before looking for new partners. The half-year mark had passed a few days ago. Was Jerry looking for someone who wanted to be a mother right this moment? He’d be a great dad.

That’s what made it worse. He really would be an amazing parent. I could picture it clearly. Could see him making the kids’ lunches before driving them to school and activities. Reading them bedtime stories and kissing boo boo’s. He’d be great at it.

But I didn’t want children, and he did. And while I was poly, he wasn’t. If Jerry had been poly too, would I have been okay with him having children with another partner? I wasn’t sure. But it didn’t matter. I had always respected that he was monogamous. I would never have tried to talk him into becoming poly just so I could stay with him. So we became friends.

We still talked. Nowhere near as much as we used to, but we spoke a few times a month and still sent each other funny pictures we knew would make the other laugh. Jerry was an amazing man who’d always gone out of his way to make me feel special. By far the best person I’d ever dated. Once he started looking for a partner, it wouldn’t take him long to find someone. How long would it be before I saw the dreaded ‘in a new relationship’ notification on social media?

I’d be happy for him, of course. But damn if I didn’t miss him like hell. A tear ran down my face, and another threatened to spill. I spent a full minute resisting, but then I gave in and let myself cry for a little while.

Even Marie had adored Jerry. Marie who’d once thrown one of my ex-boyfriends out on his ass when he said something slightly rude to me. Marie had almost no friends. Xantina had moved out of the city a few years ago. With Jerry no longer living here, she had one less person to talk to.

Smiling, I could almost hear Jerry cajoling Marie to take a break from work and eat with us. He worried about her as much as I did. Not that she always worked a billion hours, but she did it far more often than was healthy.

Giving up on getting back to sleep, I read a silly webcomic to try and distract myself. Yes, the past half year had been lonely. Now, it was time for both Jerry and me to move on with our lives. We both deserved happiness and fulfilling lives. His involved a family was all. What would mine involve? Determined to feel excited about finding out, I smiled at my phone.

***
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Stepping off the bus, I saw my boss, Anna, pulling into the parking lot at work, right on time. It was still dark out. Bleck. I hated working the morning shift. Anna and Reggie tried to keep things fair for people by rotating everyone to work days one week and nights the next.

At least I got one guaranteed weekend off a month here. My old job used to schedule me every single weekend simply because I had no children. They didn’t seem to understand that people had other reasons for needing time off on weekends.

Waving to me, Anna waited until I caught up to her before unlocking the door. Walking in, she started listing off today’s tasks, though soon her chatter turned to regular everyday stuff while we got things ready for the day. I loved working here. It was nice to be friends with my boss. I’d been here for how many years now? Picturing how little Anna’s daughter had been when I started here and thinking about how old she was now, I winced. How the heck did kids grow up so fast?

Tugging my shirt into place when it twisted while lugging boxes, I hit the switch to turn the open sign on and grabbed my keys to unlock the door. Today might just be a regular boring old work day, but I could make the best of it. Maybe it would surprise me and turn out to be an amazing day.

Eager to see the sunrise, I stepped into the main room only to find out it had started to rain. The sky had somehow clouded over and turned an ucky gray since I got to work. I tried not to let my spirits fall. Maybe there would be a rainbow later after the rain?
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Chapter 2.
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Liam.

––––––––
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She loves brunch. Liam smiled at his wife when she took another bite of her meal. The bright sunlight pouring through the restaurant window lit her blond hair beautifully. It was so eye-catching that he couldn’t look away.

Noticing his attention, Sana covered her mouth with a hand. Bright red nail polish flashed before she swallowed and lowered her hand. The lines around her eyes crinkled in amusement as she regarded him. “What are you smiling at?”

“Your beauty.” The faint blush on her cheeks drew his gaze to her plush red lips. Lips he’d be kissing right now if they’d stayed home and he’d cooked. She grows more beautiful with each year. His heart beat so loudly that he was sure everyone in the restaurant must be able to hear it. Relaxing against his chair, he hooked his arm casually over the top and flashed his hand at her.

Sana’s eyes widened in anticipation, though she tried to pretend nothing was up. “Oh, you,” she said, blushing harder now.

I love you so much. “Feeling good?” Liam asked, his tone playful as he turned up the intensity on the remote-controlled vibe that was currently lodged deep in his wife’s pussy. He hoped for an audible gasp, and she rewarded him with a cock-hardening one. Sana’s moan ended in a squeak when they realized the waitress was almost right next to them.

Shit, Liam thought, freezing. He hadn’t realized she was nearby. Quickly, he palmed the remote. Did she see it? Crap.

“Would you like more coffee?” the waitress asked, closing the last of the distance between them. The woman glanced at Sana, a smile tugging at her lips.

Sana looked anywhere but at the waitress and shook her head no. Their waitress was a lovely young woman, cheerful and friendly. Not to mention hot. Large curves, like his wife, with a middle that let you know desserts were delicious, and people should eat them. The top half of her long hair was pinned back, and the lower half flowed over her shoulders in wide waves. Her sage green blouse paired well with the warm brown shade of her hair.

The waitress totally knows what’s going on, Liam thought, relaxing. Not only does she not seem bothered by it, but it looks like she’s interested in seeing how it will play out. Normally, he would stop playing after being caught, but he felt very mischievous today.

Heart racing, he pushed his cup forward. “Please.” The soft gasp from his wife when she noticed he used his right hand, which still held the remote, sent a thrill up his spine.

Giving him a sly look, the waitress bent over the table to pour him some coffee, leaning far more than necessary. The edges of her black bra popped into view, giving Liam and his wife a tantalizing look at the server’s ample cleavage.

Sana’s eyes darted away from the luscious view to avoid being too obvious in her ogling, and Liam delighted in the look on his wife’s face as her cheeks turned a darker shade of red when she realized the remote for the toy, which was merrily buzzing away in her pussy, was still in full view. Both of them saw the waitress look directly at the remote when she finished pouring.

The waitress bit her bottom lip, trying hard to hide another smile.

“Thank you,” Liam said to the attentive woman, knowing his wife’s pussy grew wetter from having their play discovered. He pulled his cup toward him using the hand holding the remote, fully aware of two sets of eyes on his hand. Cock growing harder, he overtly turned the dial up to maximum.

Sana managed not to make any noise but jerked up straighter in her seat, eyes popping open from the stronger stimulation in her pussy.

“Enjoy,” the waitress said suggestively, eyes trailing from Liam’s hand to Sana’s breasts. She turned around when she lost the war on her lips and began to smile.

Liam chuckled when the woman got three steps away and turned red as she realized how forward she’d been. He nudged his wife, who turned in time to see the waitress flee into the kitchen. Before the door closed, they both glimpsed the wide smile on the woman’s red face.

“Adorable.” Sighing in relief when Liam turned the dial down, Sana rested her head in her hand. He’d been teasing her since last night, keeping her wet and not letting her come.

“I’m going to murder you when we get home,” she whispered. Squirming in her seat, her entire body telegraphed its desperate need for an orgasm.

Liam’s cock throbbed when he heard two clicks. He knew it meant Sana had toed off her high heels and dropped them to the floor. An instant later, Sana’s pantyhose-clad foot sought out his crotch. She arched an eyebrow at him, and he scooted his chair closer to the table, sliding a hand into his pocket to adjust his cock. Sana’s other foot rose, and together, they started teasing him.

“I don’t think murder is the word you want,” Liam whispered, enjoying the thrill of his wife touching him in public, though he made sure the other couple in the restaurant couldn’t see them. They had come between meals, hoping the place would be empty. They’d been lucky that the waitress hadn’t been pissed to catch them playing in public. He wasn’t going to risk anyone else noticing.

“If you don’t spend the rest of the day sexing me like mad, I. Will. Murder. You.” Sana’s feet punctuated each of the last four words.

The pressure on his cock felt wonderful. Liam grasped his wife’s hand and brought it to his lips to kiss her knuckles. “You’re mesmerizing when you’re this wound up.”

His breath raced out of his mouth when Sana smiled sweetly at him and her toes traveled up the length of his shaft. The desire coursing through him made his balls clench. Laying their hands on the table, he rubbed his thumb over the back of her hand.

A rush of emotion went through him when he looked at his beautiful wife, and he thought of their twentieth anniversary they’d celebrated weeks ago. Hell, they were still celebrating it. Twenty amazing years with the incredible woman sitting before him. “I love you.”

“I love you.” Her voice lowered to a whisper. “And I will murder you if you don’t fuck me soon.”

Liam’s breath came out in a heated rush from the feel of Sana’s foot pressing harder against his cock. Taking the foot in his hands, he massaged the top of it while her heel ground back and forth against his crotch.

“I’ll make you feel very good later,” he promised, looking into her eyes as his thumb slid between her toes, stretching her pantyhose. Her foot twitched in his grip. He must have accidentally tickled her, which made her heel grind harder against his cock. He was so turned on that a moan slid from his mouth.

They were so caught up in each other that they almost didn’t notice the waitress coming back. Glancing up, he saw the waitress’s knowing smile.

Fuck, she heard me. He fought hard not to turn red. She doesn’t seem upset, at least. Still, I should’ve been paying more attention. I don’t want to freak her out.

Hearing the waitress take a deep breath, Liam steeled himself in case she was about to ask them to leave. He wouldn’t blame her if she did. He’d apologize and go.

“Dessert?” she asked. Her eyes flashed down to his hands, which he’d thrown up onto the table in a panic when he saw she was there, not wanting her to realize Sana’s feet were on his crotch.

The woman’s head tilted a little to the side as though she were searching for something. Liam realized she was trying to see if he was still holding the remote, which he was, though his hand covered it. Her eyes traveled further down, flaring wider when she caught sight of Sana’s foot still stubbornly resting on his lap despite his attempt to push it down. The waitress’s attention piqued his interest. Catching his wife’s eye, he saw interest there as well.

Sana tilted her head up to give the waitress her attention, and Liam bit his lip to keep from chuckling. It was Sana’s eyes that caused his amusement. Her eyes had drifted down to the other woman’s breasts, and her mouth parted slightly as though her tongue longed to flick out over a nipple.

Someone’s horny, he thought when the waitress bit her bottom lip, eyes lowering to Sana’s cleavage after noticing where his wife’s gaze lay. His cock pulsed as he watched her gaze linger over his wife’s figure. The sight of this lovely-looking young woman appreciating his wife’s body made him wish he could readjust himself in his pants, but he had no way of doing it without her seeing. An image of the two of them kissing, brown hair mixing with his wife’s blond hair across the pillows as they caressed each other, flooded his mind.

“We have some amazing chocolate cake. I’ll fully admit the cheesecake is completely generic, but the toppings are homemade and make it good,” the waitress said, sounding breathy. “We have gluten-free cookies too.”

Jesus, Sana. Her foot continued to rub his cock, and she only gave him a fierce grin when he cast her a pleading look to stop before he ended up coming in his pants. The waitress is standing right here.

“Cake for both of us,” he blurted out. He needed the waitress to leave his side before the thrill of being played with in front of a stranger really did make him jizz in his pants.

Her lips curled into a smile, and the one she’d been biting looked a touch more plump now than earlier. Liam wondered just how plump the woman’s lips would become after being kissed for hours.

“Coming right up.”

“Thank you . . . what was your name again?” Sana asked, though the waitress hadn’t given them her name when they arrived.

She’d been busy dealing with a large group, who had all wanted to pay separately, making things difficult when she tried to figure out who was paying for which shared appetizer and dessert. Liam had almost had to step in because they were being jerks, but the server had gotten things settled on her own.

How brave of you. He’d reward Sana later for asking their server’s name.

The waitress had already started leaving to fetch their desserts but turned back to flash them a smile. Her lips shone in the bright sunlight, and Liam wondered what flavor lipgloss she wore. “Olivia.”

“Thank you, Olivia.”

“Down, girl,” Liam whispered to Sana when she stared hungrily at Olivia’s retreating ass.

“No,” she said and gave him a wicked grin.

Trying to get her attention off of stimulating his cock, Liam jacked up the dial, and Sana gasped audibly. Olivia only faltered a moment in her walk to the kitchen, and Sana dissolved into giggles.

“Oh geez, she heard me, didn’t she? I really am going to kill you.”

Chuckling, Liam glanced at the only other occupied table and found them deep in conversation. They hadn’t noticed anything. Sana’s feet were still caressing his crotch, and he couldn’t wait to get her home.

Seeing the waitress come out of the kitchen with their cake, Liam again tried to shoo Sana’s feet off of him. She was determined to keep them where they were, though, and there was no way to forcibly put them down without being obvious. So, he put up with it, trying hard to appear casual. Leaning forward, he tried to hide what was happening, though his blush had to give him away.

Flashing them another knowing smile, the waitress set down their plates and a pair of spoons. Sadly, she didn’t stick around for small talk. After briefly checking on the other patrons, who said they were good, she headed to a door on their left.

Is she? Liam wouldn’t have thought anything much of it except for the spring in her step. Sana’s head cocked as she watched the bathroom door swing shut, and Liam knew her thoughts ran similar to his. He touched her hand to get her attention.
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