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The hotel bar was busy, loud mostly with talk of technological specifications and sales projections. But there were whispers of flirtation around the edges. Fiona was trying to ignore the increasingly unsubtle conversation between HR managers from competing brands that she caught glances of over Carla's shoulder. If the man's hand went any further up the woman's leg, the bar would find out what colour her underwear was.

Fiona was fascinated by the middle aged horniness, to the extent that she kept losing the thread of the conversation she was supposed to be having.

"....so I offered them a two for one deal." Carla said. Fiona's gaze flicked back to her co-worker. Hadn't they been talking about their employer's new, and very expensive, product? Carla's smirk told Fiona she had been caught out. Carla looked around. She was trying hard not to laugh by the time she turned back. "Okay, you're forgiven for being distracted." she whispered. "Shall we go somewhere else before it gets messy?" She checked her phone. "And I gotta meet someone."

Fiona took a last look at the couple as she gathered up her jacket and bag. The woman's underwear was red.

There was less of a crowd in the lobby, the conversation huddles quieter and more involved. Carla's heels stopped clipping across the tiles, and she looked around. A hand raised across the way, the man waving it half rising to make himself more obvious. Fiona followed Carla toward him.

"Fi, this is Richard. Richard, Fiona." Carla did the introductions.

Richard stood fully, and held out a hand to Fiona. He was about average height- taller than Fiona, but the same as Carla- broad shouldered and wide with a rugby player's build. As they shook hands, Fiona's gaze flicked back and forth between Richard and Carla, and made an instant connection. "Are you the reason Carla's always grinning on Monday mornings?" Perhaps she had drunk too much wine.

Carla and Richard stared at her for a moment, open mouthed. Then Carla laughed. "I guess you're not the only one who's easy to read."

"Well, we weren't going to keep it a secret, were we?" Richard asked.

Carla looked around the lobby, before kissing Richard on the cheek. "We were going to keep it secret from some people. But not Fi. She's cool."

"Ooh, I've never been cool before. So I promise to tell no-one. But I do want the full gossip. Tell me all about it."

They moved chairs to form a huddle around the low table. "We actually met at this thing last year." Carla started.

"Oh, of course. Why else would you be here. Hey. You don't work for the competition do you?" Fiona addressed Richard.

"That would be awkward. Nope. I've been through your catalogue, and we don't make anything that would go up against you."

"And if we did, it wouldn't change anything." Carla announced. "In fact, it would make it even more fun, like some sort of espionage thing."

"Carla, we make food canning equipment. What sort of espionage could we possibly get involved in."

"Don't spoil it, Fi. I was having a fantasy moment."

"Maybe you can role-play it that way. He can try to charm the secrets of our lid making process from you."

"Well...." Richard was obviously amused, but not sure how he should respond.

"I hope you're taking notes. Got any other naughty ideas for us, Fi?"

Fiona covered her face to hide her blushes. "Please ignore me. I'm just going to sink into the seat here."

"We'll talk about something less embarrassing, shall we? Actually, you two talk about it. I'm going to get some wine for us." Carla stood and whirled off before Richard or Fiona could say anything.

"How far apart do you two live? You're not at opposite ends of the country are you?" Fiona asked Richard, after casting about for anything less embarrassing than their sex life to talk about.

"Oh no, not so far. I mean, it's still a couple of hours each way. We've thought about moving in together, but one of us would be stuck with a hellish commute."

"That sucks."

"Yeah. It'd be...." Richard shrugged. What could he do?

"But your weekends are fun, I bet. Crap, I did it again."

"We keep each other busy." Richard grinned.

"Don't.... Don't leave me openings to say even more dumb stuff. Tell me about your job. What do you do, and who do you work for?"

When Carla returned with a bottle of wine and three glasses, Richard was talking about different grades of plastic feed stock. Fiona kept nodding understanding. She was following along, but wouldn't be confident she could answer questions afterwards. Carla looked from one to the other, then set the glasses down and started filling them. When Richard had finished his explanation, she held out two of the glasses. "This is why we'd have to role-play you seducing the information out of me. You just spilled all those trade secrets and Fi didn't have to take off a single piece of clothing."

"We were talking about work so I'd stop accidentally making innuendos about your sex life. And then you go and say that." Fiona chided.

"My trade secrets are so boring I was worried I'd send Fiona to sleep." Richard confessed. "But you know how I nerd out about it and can't stop myself."

"Stop playing down how sexy our femme fatale Fi is. You were bowled over by her beauty." Before Fiona could ask if she was being made fun of, Carla barrelled on. "Gulp that down, because we have to head upstairs sharpish."

"You do?" Fiona was confused.

"We do. Chloe has spotted your stalker and told me to warn you if I saw you. He's at a table at the back of the bar, she says, but we need to get you away to a safe room in case he comes out here." Carla waved in the direction of the bar.

Fiona didn't look around, but sank further into her seat. "Fuck. It was a possibility he'd be here, I guess." She took a drink from her glass. "You two don't have to come. I'll sneak back to my room."

"Oh no, don't worry about it. It's no problem to help you out." Richard assured her. "This would have been easier with empty glasses, though."

Carla shrugged. "I got flustered." She took a drink, then stood and looked around. "Have you drunk enough? I think it's time to go."

Richard and Carla huddled either side of Fiona as they crossed the lobby to the lifts. She kept her head low, only daring to look around when Carla pressed the call button. There was an almost immediate ping, and the doors opened. They had to let a couple out before they could go in. "Let's go to my room. I got a double all to myself." Richard suggested. Fiona was sharing a room with Chloe. She didn't know who Carla shared hers with. This sounded like a good offer.

There was a moment when they stepped out of the lift as Richard looked left and right, trying to remember where his room was. "That way. I think."

He was right. He fed the key-card into the lock and led them in. There was an armchair by the window. Fiona went straight for it. As soon as she sat, she found herself shaking with delayed shock.

Richard took her glass before she spilt anything, and Carla was kneeling before her. She took the offered hug and grasped her friend tight.

Carla was soft and warm, her full breasts a soothing squash against Fiona's chest. The stress drained away as quickly as it had hit her. "Better?" Carla asked.

"Lots. Your boobs really are magical." Fiona and Carla had joked back and forth about how wonderful Carla's breasts were for months. Now that she had experienced them, Fiona was convinced. She would love to feel them some more.

"I approve of this message." Richard chipped in from across the room, sat on the bed. Fiona had temporarily forgotten he was there. She gave him a mildly embarrassed smile.

"Come and sit on the bed. His hugs are almost as good." Carla suggested. Fiona didn't argue as she was led across the room. Carla ushered her onto the bed, then shuffled on to it herself. Squashed between her, and Richard's broad shoulders, Fiona felt different emotions rising in her. Why was she suddenly turned on?
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