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Alexia.

“So call her. She’s probably being too shy and doesn’t want to disturb you when she knows you’ve been working a lot,” Sana told me.

“Counterpoint,” I said. “What if I’m bothering her?”

“Then she’ll say so, and you’ll know. Alexia, don’t spend the night lonely while Paul’s working. You’ve received both our blessings, plus we all cleared our tests, so you know you’re clean. Call Rebecca and ask her out on a date. The worst you’ll hear is that she’s busy. Probably though, she’ll be happy you called, and you’ll spend a wonderful evening together. Don’t make me fly out there to kick your butt!”

A clear mental image of Sana shaking her fist at her phone made me smile. “Okay, okay, I’ll call her. You were here less than three weeks ago, hun. I miss you, but I’m sure Olivia wants to spend time with you since she’s been so busy the past few weeks. Hopefully things settle down at her work soon, one way or the other. Tell her I’m thinking about her.”

“I will. I’m sorry, I have to get back to work or I’ll never get home. Love you.”

“I love you too. Try not to work too much overtime this weekend. Tell Liam and Olivia I said hi.”

Argh, why do we have to live so far apart? I wanted nothing more than to hop into my car and head over to Sana’s right now to visit her, but it was a ten-hour drive each way. By the time I got there, I’d have to turn around and drive home to get to work. Devoid of any distractions at home now that Sana had to get back to work, I sent a quick text to Paul.

Alexia: Hey, babe. You’re probably still sleeping. Sana’s bugging me to call Rebecca because I’m bored, so I might see if she wants to go out. Wanted to wish you a pleasant evening and a good shift in case I’m out all night. Love you <3

Puttering around the house for a while, I debated whether or not to call Rebecca. I felt bad that over a month had already passed since our date. Work had been rather busy, and then Sana had popped in for a weekend, which kept me busy on the few days off I had. House is too damn empty without Paul home.

In the bathroom, I almost stepped onto the scale. At the last second, I turned around and left the room. Weighing myself was only going to lead to feelings of not being enough. Any weight gain, and I would feel like I wasn’t working out enough. Any weight loss, and I would feel the same way. Why was it so damn hard to keep the number steady?

Like a coward, I delayed calling Rebecca by having a quick workout, though I’d already exercised earlier today. A fitness expert I followed online had been touting the benefits of working out at different times of the day though. Working twelve-hour shifts didn’t often let me try to test her theory, but I figured it wouldn’t hurt to try it today since I had the day off. Beside me, my phone buzzed a few times during my workout. Hearing it buzz again, I checked it.

Sana: Did you call her?

Sana: DID YOU???

Sana: You better be ignoring my texts because you’re having wild sex.

Smiling at Sana’s silly texts, I gave in and opened my contact list.

Rebecca answered my call right away. “Hi, Alexia.” She sounded happy, which was a good sign.

“Hi Rebecca. I’m sorry I’ve been out of touch, work’s been bonkers.”

“That’s perfectly alright. I’m sorry work’s been busy for you. How are you?”

“Well, Paul’s working overnight, and I’m home alone and bored out of my skull. I’m off tomorrow, and I wanted to know if you were interested in meeting up tonight for drinks.”

“I’d love to. What time?”

Her enthusiasm made me happy. “Whatever works best for you. Same place? Or do you want to try somewhere different?”

“The same place is fine. Is an hour and a half from now too early?”

“Sounds good. I’ll see you there.” Hanging up, I wondered why I’d been so nervous about calling her.

Rebecca had been through a lot in her life and was finally exploring her sexuality now that she’d divorced her shit husband. I aimed to give her one hell of a night if she was up for it. Having already given over fifty years of her life to her family, she deserved to live her own life and enjoy it instead of always following their expectations.

I’d work on building up her confidence and give her the time of her life for a while. In time, she’d make some good friends who would ensure she got into all the right kinds of mischief, and eventually, she’d meet a wonderful partner to grow old with. In the meantime, we’d both be less lonely. My husband and I kept getting stuck working opposite shifts, so we didn’t get to see each other much, and my girlfriend lived in another city six hundred miles away.

Our new big client, Keith, was sticking with Maddog’s nephew for as long as he managed to remain afloat, which probably wasn’t going to be too much longer. We’d already secured a future contract with Keith, thanks to my creative actions to protect a kid who’d been targeted by some rich brat.

Once the contract started, my boss Jack had promised that Paul and I would be able to work for Keith together on the same shift, so we could have a life together again. Much as I didn’t want to wish for another person’s business to fail, it was clear it was going to, so it was okay to hope it happened quickly, right? Like ripping off a bandage.

Sliding the door to the other end of the ornate wooden wardrobe that my parents had gifted us as a housewarming present, I hunted through my nicer clothes. The sight of the wardrobe brought a smile to my lips. I remembered how proud my dad had been to find this antique for a good price and in perfect shape. It was quite large, with a section for both Paul and me.

Chuckling, I remembered how my father had not enjoyed the ten-hour drive in the moving van he had to rent to get it here when it didn’t fit in his cousin’s truck. He’d been retired a while by then and had forgotten how much he hated driving large vehicles.

He’d mellowed out considerably after a while of being retired from the army, and it had been hilarious seeing him coming up the street, driving the large vehicle so carefully. He’d been a bear growing up with–the rare time he’d been around anyway–and it had taken us all some time to get used to him being mellow when he got older.

Biting my bottom lip, I remembered that one night a few years ago where he hadn’t driven carefully at all when my mother had been in the car with him, and he got into a major car accident with lasting ramifications. We’d been getting along so well for years by then, and I’d started to forgive him for the lack of his presence in my brothers and I’s lives in our childhood, and then . . .

Taking a deep breath, I pushed away the memory and anger I still felt toward him for getting behind the wheel that night and what happened after. Choosing an outfit for the night, I messaged Sana to thank her for pushing me to contact Rebecca and jumped into the shower.

Shaving, I left a small tuft of hair above my goods. The scent of vanilla wafted through the air pleasantly as I rubbed lotion on. Debating with myself, I decided what the hell and added a garter belt to my outfit.

Though very bi-curious, Rebecca had been too shy to come home with me on our first date. Well, if she chose not to come home with me tonight, she’d never know I decided to wear lingerie to feel sexy.

I slid my panties over the straps of the garter. Thigh-high stockings came next. The smooth fabric rolled up my legs, and I clipped the straps from the garter to them. A satin bra pushed my breasts up high to be on display. Leaving the top button of my blouse undone, I shimmied into a pencil skirt.

For a few moments, I got a sinking feeling in my stomach when I thought it wasn’t going to zip shut, cursing myself for having cut my earlier workout short to answer the phone, but the zipper ended up just being caught on fabric. Giving my head a shake for thinking I’d managed to gain weight in a day when I’d weighed myself just yesterday, I moved on to the last stages of getting ready.

Going easy on the makeup, I fluffed out my hair and left it down. Slipping flats on to drive with, I put a pair of heels in the passenger seat and headed to the bar. I wanted to get there first, so I could greet Rebecca when she arrived.

I only had one shoe on when I saw her car pull in a few spots over. Rolling down my window, I waved and managed to get the other shoe on before she got out of her car.

“Hi,” she said softly, looking adorably shy. She wore a beautiful dress. Gold detailing flashed against the black fabric. The dress had a gorgeous golden tree with flowering apple blossoms wrapping around one side of it.

“Hey,” I said, laying a chaste kiss on her cheek. “How are you? You look lovely.”

“Thank you, you look really good yourself.” Blushing a little, she followed me through the parking lot. “I’ve been good. Grandkids are growing like weeds and ate me out of house and home when they were over the other day. How have you been?”

“Sadly, too busy with work to get up to too much except for a single weekend of fun this past month.” Pulling open the wooden door, I gestured for her to go ahead. It was early enough in the evening that there was only a sprinkling of people. “Are you hungry?”

“I could share an appetizer,” she said, stumbling when her shoe caught on the carpet.

Catching her, I steadied her and steered her toward an empty table on the quieter side of the place.

“Thank you.” She sat down quite primly, but what caught my attention was the fact that she was trying very hard not to smile.

“Rebecca, did you stumble on purpose in order to feel my hands on you?” I asked, amused. The breath rushed out of her, and when her grin widened and her eyes darted away, I knew I was right. “Because you only need to ask, and I’ll touch you anywhere you want.”

Her eyes returned to me, and she bit her lip to hide another smile.

Ohh yes. She’s definitely coming home with me tonight.
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Looking over the small menu, we chose an appetizer. Thankfully, her eyes skimmed right over the million calorie ones that Paul would have definitely wanted. He could still eat that much grease and burn it off the next day; I could not. The pictures of greasy food on the menu did look fucking good though.

Chatting about our respective jobs while waiting for the food, we nursed our drinks. When the server set down the charcuterie board between us, I couldn’t help but notice Rebecca’s gaze rested on my breasts, not the food.

“Thank you,” I said to the server. Once he headed back to the bar, I casually reached up and popped another button open on my blouse, keeping eye contact with Rebecca. “Are you enjoying my cleavage?”

“Mmhmm,” she said, eyes still on my tits. Absent-mindedly playing with her necklace, she took a hasty sip of her drink and pulled her gaze away. A touch of pink colored her cheeks.

Seducing her was going to be lovely. I picked up a piece of cheese, and Rebecca’s eyes widened when I brought it to her mouth. Her lips parted, and I fed her the cheese, watching as her breasts rose and fell with her quickened breath. Unable to resist the beautiful cleavage before me any longer, I traced the chain of her necklace.

“This is a gorgeous piece of jewelry.” I nodded to the dainty silver chain. It had a delicate flower pendant with a few stones set in it, glinting in the light. “Where's your pearls though?”

A blush stole over her cheeks. “On the bathroom counter.”

I gave her a sly look. “Why is your pearl necklace on the bathroom counter, Rebecca?”

Looking very pleased with herself, she leaned forward in her seat. “Because I masturbated with them before showering. Like you instructed me to last time.”

Her words sent a rush through me. “Did they feel good when you pulled them back and forth along your pussy?”

Rebecca cast a quick look around to make sure no one was listening to us and nodded. The pink in her cheeks deepened in color, and she drew her fingers through her hair, giving it a little toss. Her soft lips curled into a coy smile.

“Did you cum on your necklace?” My words caused her pupils to dilate and widen. Giving me a scandalized look, she bit her lip again, and I very much wanted to bite it for her.

Her answer came out in a hushed whisper. “No.”

“Oh? Why not?”

“I–” Her eyes darted around the room.

“No one’s listening,” I assured her. “And if they were, they’d want to know the answer as much as I do. Why didn't you make yourself cum?”

“I was hoping . . .” Her voice trailed off. Licking her lips, she tipped the last of her drink into her mouth, looking at my tits over her glass.

Slowly undoing a third button in a smooth move worthy of Liam, who was skilled at undressing in an incredibly sexy way, I tugged on the fabric to part my shirt collar enough to show a hint of my bra. Cradling my face in my hand, I trailed my pinky slowly across my bottom lip.

Rebecca swallowed audibly, eyes tracking my every move. “I sort of hoped you and I could cum together tonight.” Her voice came out softer than the sound of her excited breaths.

“So very thoughtful of you.” Crossing my legs, I made it look like a sexy move, but really, I just needed to put some pressure on the ache growing between them. Finishing my drink, I signaled the server to send over another round. Starting a new conversation, soon I had Rebecca laughing herself to tears.

“I’m sure a guy that built looked adorable doing a sexy little victory dance for his wife,” she said. “It was nice of him to check up on all of you though I’m sorry you didn’t win your last arm wrestle of the night though. My god, I don’t know how you and the other women resisted tossing some of those asses out on their heads.”

“Ohhh, it was close,” I said. “Lynn has a wicked temper. At first I thought she’d been a bit too rough on that guy, but after finding out what he tried to do, if she’d pitched the guy through a window, I would literally have paid her a bonus out of my own pocket.”

“Yeah, he would have deserved it. Can I ask you a question?” Her chin rested in the palm of her hand. “What did you ladies do with the money you won from the arm-wrestling tournament?”

“Ah, it was one heck of a night, wasn’t it?” I asked. “None of us expected the night to turn out that way. We treated ourselves to a group mani-pedi shortly after and donated the rest of the money to a local charity group for kids at risk in the city. They do good work.”

“That was kind of you and the others.”

I shrugged. “We were being paid well to be there as it was, we didn't need the extra.” Little tingles raced through my chest from the sight of Rebecca’s hand lifting and reaching out to me. Her hand shook a little when she laid it on mine. Smiling at her, I lifted my pinky up and curled it around the edge of her hand.

Holding hands, we chatted some more. She didn’t move it when the server came with our new drinks, which was brave of her. She was over a decade older than me, and I knew that as much as queer people still had problems being accepted by the general public today, she came from a time where it was even harder to be out of the closet. If she’d pulled her hand away so the server hadn’t seen us holding hands, I wouldn’t have been offended.

Feeling her tremble a little as the server checked on us, I ran my thumb along the side of her hand in a gesture of support and waited until we were alone before mentioning it. “You’re so nervous.”

“I’ve never done this before. I was pressured into getting married young.” She sighed. “To make my dad look good. It never made sense to me how my marital status had anything to do with his career, but like a fool, I went along with my parents’ wishes. I never got to date casually.”

“They were asses to do that to you.”

She shrugged. “He’s out of my life now. I only wish I’d done it sooner. He wasn’t awful, but he wasn’t great either. We never had much in common other than our children. I’m just thankful that he was an okay dad.”

“Have you been with anyone since leaving him?” When she shook her head, I asked another question. “When was the last time he made you cum? Like a real actual mind-blowing orgasm?”

Her face scrunched up in thought, and I gave her hand a squeeze. “If you have to think that hard, then it’s been far too long.” Sliding my foot forward, I brushed it against hers under the table.

Lips rising up in a smile, she shyly lowered her gaze to the table.

My phone pinged, interrupting the moment. It was the personalized sound I had for Paul’s number. Phone etiquette didn’t apply when your spouse worked a potentially deadly job, so I quickly checked the notification. Thankfully, Paul was simply responding to my earlier message, having just woken up in preparation for his night shift.

Paul: Have fun honey. Don’t wear her out too much <3 I love you.

Alexia: I’m sure we’ll have fun. I don’t promise I won’t wear her out. I love you.

Laughing at Paul’s ensuing reply, I sent back a short message and put my phone down. “My husband wanted to make sure we’re having a nice time and to assure himself there weren’t any assholes harassing the two most beautiful women in the bar.”

Rebecca made a happy noise and swirled her straw in her drink. “And he’s sure he’s okay with this?”

“Yes. He’s working two cities over this week, and he doesn’t like me being lonely while he’s away.” I’d told her about him when we met last time, explaining that we were both poly and in an open relationship.

“He sounds very sweet.”

“He is,” I confirmed. “If it will make you feel more at ease, you can message him.”

“Oh no, it’s okay. I believe you.”

I pressed my phone into her hands. “Really, it’s fine. He’s a sweetheart, and you’ll feel better being sure he knows I’m with you and is okay with it. He’s got some time before he heads to work.”

Looking down at my phone, she giggled. “Well, his message right there kind of shows me he knows.”

“Go on, let’s entertain him a little before his shift starts. He’s tired of working nights so often lately.”

She stared at the phone for a few moments, thinking of what to say, then started typing. It didn’t take long for a response to arrive and she laughed when it came. Surprising me, she called over our server and asked for the check.

Rebecca’s gaze fell to my breasts again, and she pulled a credit card out of her purse. “My treat. I’ll follow you to your place. I’m hopeless with GPS.”
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