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I knocked on Elise's door.

"Hi," Elise said as she opened the door.

"I want to talk about what happened last weekend," I said.

Elise sighed. "Sure," she said as she stepped aside.

It had been on my mind the whole week. I had tried to talk to her about it, but we were like passing ships, and I never got the time.

"Nothing happened," Elise said as she stood at the kitchen island. "You fell asleep on the couch, and I dragged you to bed."

"Forgetting something," I stared at her.

"So, what," Elise shrugged, "I got your clothes off."

"Why? It wasn't like I was drenched or something like that," I told her.

"You had been sweating and your clothes looked uncomfortable," Elise smiled. "Plus, doesn't everybody sleep naked?"

"No," I shook my head. "I don't!"

"I do," Elise grinned again.

I saw her phone vibrating on the counter. I smiled. "You better get it," I laughed as she gave me an evil stare.

"Just because I like social media doesn't make me a bad person," Elise quickly grabbed her phone and silenced it.

"How many selfies did you post today?" I asked.

Elise rolled her eyes.

"See that's why I am not interested in women my age," I said as I looked at her. "Most of them are too engrossed in their looks and social status. Take you for example, I bet you wouldn't work out so hard to keep your body image if guys didn't like every photo you posted."

"It's not just about the photos or the looks," Elise put her phone down. "Granted I will give you that there is a high percentage of the time I don't want to go, but I.." she paused. "Okay, a lot." Elise admitted. "I like the comments and the feeling it's an adrenaline rush and all the other feelings that go with it."

"I don't get any of that," I smiled. "I don't care about any of it, the messages, the comments the constant need to post something to receive likes, none of it."

"And these women you date, they don't care either?" Elise asked.

"Correct," I sighed.

"I guess we are in two different worlds," Elise nodded. "I am sorry I badgered you to find out," she offered her hand. "Friends?"

"Friends," I smiled as we shook hands.

"I know some attractive older women down at the gym," Elise smiled. "I can hook you up!"

"I know some security guards at my work that post pictures all damn day, and they work out twice a day," I smiled.

"See!" Elise grinned. "Now we are talking!"

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I was glad I had patched things up with Elise. She was my neighbor, after all, and it would be beneficial to have a good, friendly relationship with a woman.

Especially since Lindsey's husband had lost his fight with cancer, she wanted to be left alone to grieve, which meant the others were sad for her. We had postponed the anniversary date with Teresa so that they could be there for Lindsey.

Even though the relationship with Lindsey had started purely sexual, since she left the group and went down to Florida to spend time with her dying husband we had become good friends.

"They didn't have to postpone," Lindsey said as we talked on the phone. "We all knew this was coming."
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