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⸎

⸎ JIMMY ⸎

⸎

THIRTY-FOUR-YEAR-OLD Brad Corday woke up in the middle of the night and reached for his wife, only to find himself in bed alone. He lay there for a moment while staring into the night because, sadly, he knew where she'd be. Brad sat up but remained sitting on the edge of the bed. After combing a hand over his unruly brown hair, he rubbed his chocolate brown eyes. Sighing, he pulled his lean six-foot frame out of bed, then walked down the hallway to their son's bedroom. 

Lindsay sat in the rocking chair while cradling the floppy-eared rabbit they gave to their son at Easter shortly after his third birthday. From that day forward, their son could not go to bed without it. Four years later, Jimmy succumbed to Leukemia while hugging his best friend, Floppsy. Even though it happened thirteen months earlier, they still mourned their loss, but in different ways. Lindsay spent most of her melancholy time in the rocking chair while humming to Floppsy, 'You Are My Sunshine.' 

However, Brad dealt with his grief by pouring himself into Corday & Sullivan Architecture Inc. He and his best friend, Ron Sullivan, 

built it together.

As when their son was alive, they kept a carousel night light in the room. Now, the dim lighting from it cast a glow into the hallway. When Brad saw her, he leaned a shoulder into the doorjamb with crossed arms over his chest. He knew that even if she realized he was there—the odds of her looking up or saying anything was scant at best. 

Brad remembered a time when they were everything to each other. Although the love and devotion remained, the closeness of their shared intimacy had taken a hell of a wallop. While he needed her for his desires, the one thing Brad had never done was stray because tomorrow may be the day that she would turn to him. He pulled away from the door frame and went over to kneel beside the rocking chair. "A bad night, huh?"

Lindsay's long brown hair just touched the shoulders of her petite body. Long lashes complemented her brown eyes that were now misty while looking up at him. "I was reliving the time we took Jimmy to Disneyland before he got too sick to go anywhere. Remember how he walked right up and tugged on Mickey Mouse's leg, then asked to shake his hand?"

Brad grinned. "Yeah. I got a kick out of his saying, 'Middy Moose, me need shake hand... kay?' Mickey was a great sport when he picked Jimmy up, then leaned in so Minnie Mouse could kiss him on the cheek."

She stood, then walked over and laid Floppsy down on Jimmy's bed as if to tuck him in for the night. 

Brad came up behind and put his hands on her shoulders, then nuzzled her neck where her hair had separated. "Someday, Lindsay, we will give Jimmy a brother or sister. We just have to keep moving ahead with our life."

She wrapped her arms around his waist while turning to face her husband. Before losing Jimmy, a natural thing to do was slip her fingertips inside his briefs' waistband, which would lead to other delights. "I know I haven't been a good wife to you since... well... since then."

He hugged her to him. "Lindsay, honey, no matter how long it takes, we'll get through this. Jimmy will always be with us but in a different way." Much as he didn't want to crowd her, his desire began to spiral from her touch. Brad cradled her face for a kiss. When she didn't push him away but seemed to enjoy it, he pulled the strap of her teddy off the shoulder and kissed the swell of her breasts, then lower to suckle. 

She suddenly pulled away. "We better get some sleep. I have a prospective new client tomorrow. It has the potential of paying big bucks. I would be designing a suite of offices for a law firm."

With his desires cast to the wind, his cock and gut hurting like hell, Brad sucked in a deep breath and stepped back while clearing his throat. "Yeah, I guess so. What's the name of the firm?"

"It's the Dieselton, Glandville & Procter Law Firm. They heard about me via another client. And since they're new to town, and their project is in the early stages, I mentioned you and Ron. You should be receiving a call soon. Right now, they are in temp offices downtown, so they want to get on the job ASAP."

Brad attempted a smile. "Sure... sure, that would be great. I'm confident you'll get the job. It was great of you to mention our company. Thanks, baby. Well, you're right. We better get some shuteye." He left her standing in the room but knew she wouldn't follow, so as soon as he turned the corner in the hallway, he leaned over and braced his arms on his legs. Then hoped like hell his growing hard-on would mellow out. Not to mention his gut churned like hell's fury.

Meanwhile, Lindsay stood frozen to the spot with tears in her eyes for a few minutes before covering Floppsy with a blanket. Then she reluctantly walked toward the bedroom.

With each one hugging their side of the bed, a restless few hours passed. Brad couldn't turn off his desire each time his wife moved in bed. He hoped like hell that maybe it meant she'd turn to him. Nevertheless, giving up false hope as dawn broke, Brad got up and showered, then left for the office before Lindsay stirred. 

⸎-⸎-⸎

At seven-thirty a.m., freshly showered and clean-shaven, thirty-four-year-old Ron Sullivan walked into his office. Many would describe him as a male model on Esquire Magazine with his athletic physique and slicked-back blonde hair. 

A contented Ron sat in his office that his wife furnished with a mix of antiques and a touch of contemporary furnishings since she owned Hidden Treasures Antiques. It pleased Ron that many times whenever Kendra knew he would get tied up at a job site, something new would greet him upon his return.

Ron didn't think the depth of his love for her could grow deeper when it came to his firecracker of a wife. Nonetheless, there had been a time in their marriage when they separated for a few months that was the darkest time in his life. She had turned him away, thinking of herself as a failure since they had not conceived a child after five years of marriage. Outside of their wedding day, the best day of his life was reconciling. 

When hearing a noise at the office's front door, he looked up from his roll-top desk to see his partner and best friend, Brad Corday, storm through the door and into his office. Oh, this is not a good sign. Ron got up, and since he had made a pot of coffee when he first arrived, poured some into a mug. He took it into his friend's office. "Off-hand, I'd say it was a rough night, huh?" he asked while sliding the hot mug across the desk. 

Brad sat back in his ultra-contemporary chair in the specially designed office by his wife's company, Just Right Design. Its sleek white with smoky gray accents bespoke class. With a weary sigh, he reached for the coffee. "Thanks. If this is your mud, it's sure to curl my toes. And yeah, it wasn't a real picnic again last night. I tell you, I'm doing my best to keep it together, but I'm running out of patience with Lindsay. Although I love her to pieces, I just don't know what to do or say anymore. The minute we get close, she bolts. I'm climbing the fucking walls."

Ron sat in the modern streamline chair in front of Brad's desk, then bent his leg to prop an ankle on the opposite knee. "Hell, I know what it's like to be in your shoes since Kendra and I went through hell for the few months we separated. Of course, I don't need to spell it out for you how bad it got for the come."

"I sure as hell can identify with you there. Yet, I can't imagine being with another woman. I did enough shooting cum willy-nilly before I met Lindsay. I'll take what we share over fucking for fuck's sake any day." He looked intently at his best friend. "I also remember you telling me, even though Kendra said you were kaput, the time you did break down and—"

"Huh. Do you mean when I thought a piece of ass would cure my backed-up cum? As you know, full-well, all it did was cause hell on earth. Even though Kendra said she wanted a divorce, I kick my ass daily for that one time. I was sure that drowning my sorrows until I was shitfaced, then fuck the free-spirited Monica Whatsherhame would be the cure-all." 

"Believe me; you're coming in loud and clear, buddy. And I'm determined to learn from the hell you've endured. Still, last night was hands down, the worst yet." As was Brad's habit when uptight, he combed his hand through his hair. "Fuck it all."

Ron shook his head. "I'll tell you now, just as I did back then, pal. Monica was a wild and creative fuck that provided excitement. I won't deny it for a damned second. But afterward, I felt so low you could have scraped me off the sidewalk with a putty knife. So, yeah, like you said, shooting cum for the sake of it carries with it a hefty payday. I'll never in a million years risk losing Kendra for a piece of ass ever again."

"Lindsay and I talk about wanting more kids, but that's as far as we get. We're like two friends passing each other in the hallway. Dammit, we haven't had sex since Jimmy died. Let me tell you, sleeping in the same bed and not being able to touch is damn painful. If I try anything, she either has something she needs to do or comes down with a migraine. Last night was no different, but the new dodge tactic was a potential new client for her and us, too, so she needed her rest."

"Why don't I give Kendra a call and have her visit Lindsay? She has a way of talking to her. There comes a time when grief can overtake a person. Maybe woman to woman will help Lindsay look at things from a different point of view."

Brad took a deep breath. "Thanks. I think that's a great idea. Huh, after I attempted coming on to her last night, I hurt so fucking bad I was sick to my stomach. Walking it off just isn't working anymore. As much as I love her, I'm afraid if something doesn't break soon, it may break us beyond repair." He rubbed his hand over his face. "If she'd just let me in, so we can share our grief, and not alone. I'm just lost."

"I'd like to say it'll get better soon, pal, but that's a boatload of crap. It takes as long as it takes, I'm afraid."

When Brad's desk phone rang, he noticed the caller ID. Ahhh, fuck, it's Ben. "He picked up the receiver. "Hey, my friend. It isn't that I don't like talking to you, but you can't have good news when calling this early in the morning. Did we get hit again?" 

He looked across his desk. "Holy crap. Ron's here with me, so we'll meet you at The Sandusky in a few minutes. Yeah, we'll see you in the lobby. 
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⸎

⸎ VANDALIZED ⸎

⸎

WHEN BRAD AND RON MET with their friend, Officer Ben Danpeck, they chatted while walking around The Sandusky Inn as they took notice of the vandalized lobby. 

Ron kicked a broken tile among many other ones with the toe of his shoe. "Dammit, this is the fourth property in the last month. But now it's gone from a house to bigger projects."

"I know at any given time that one or both of you come into the office early, so I figured I'd call you and not disturb your wives at home. It's strictly a fluke that I stopped by here. Since it was the end of my shift, I decided to have a look-see at the progress you've made. That's when I discovered all this damage. I called it in and told the lieutenant I'd get hold of you. Do you have any idea who would want to keep destroying your properties? I mean, this is going beyond happenstance. Have you ticked off someone so much they'd want retribution for something?"

Brad puckered his lips in contemplation. "Damn, it isn't uncommon to have a few feathers ruffled on a job like this huge hotel since the budget is almost always the culprit. I admit this whole thing is an undeniable mystery. Until now, we've never experienced any significant occurrences—save some petty theft. Huh. I guess we can count ourselves lucky that the damage has been superficial and not structural."

"Brad is right," Ron added. "This whole thing just boggles the mind. So far, at least, the damage looks no worse than the other episodes. Well, let's dig in a little deeper, fellas, and see if we can come up with something new."

⸎-⸎-⸎

With her blonde, pixie-cut, and blue eyes, a tall and slender Kendra sat sipping coffee and nibbling on a bagel with cream cheese in her cozy country-style breakfast nook. She had taken great pride in furnishing Ron's and her first and only home since they married with a down-home country kitchen. From the oak clawfoot table and chairs to the authentic dry sink with a pie case on it and a china cabinet full of a hodgepodge of old dishes, it was her. Although in the Arizona desert and rarely needed, a potbellied stove added a welcoming ambiance to the room. 

As Kendra poured a second cup of coffee, her best friend walked by the window, so she met her at the door. "Hey, what's cooking this time of the morning, L? I'll pour you a cup. Want a bagel?" 

"No, K. Just coffee," she said in a sad voice, which reflected in her eyes and demeanor. "And my best friend in the world to tell my woes to, I'm afraid. If you have the time."

"I always have time for my bestie." After pouring more coffee, Kendra sat across from Lindsay, who hadn't said another word. "You look as if you're about to cry, so give it up if you need to do just that. Then tell me. It doesn't help to hold it inside because it only makes it worse." She reached inside the dry sink cabinet, grabbed a box of tissue, and then put it on the table. 

"Thanks." Lindsay grabbed some tissues while snuffling, then wiped away her tears. "Oh, K. I did it to Brad again last night. What is wrong with me?"

Kendra patted her friend's hand. "I have a feeling I know what you mean. So, tell me how bad, L?" 

"Brad woke up and found me in Jimmy's room again last night. I thought I could make love to him. But when he tried to touch me past kissing, I bolted." Misty-eyed, she continued, "What's wrong with me? I love Brad to pieces, but I just freeze-up. Sex has always been so right between us—perfection, truth be told. I—" 

Kendra reached over and clasped her hand. "I think you have to open up to Brad and tell him what's going on with you, kiddo. The man loves you to distraction, but you can't keep holding him at arms-length. You need loving just as much as he does, and the longer this goes on, the worse it will get until you can't find your way back to each other. Oh, L, don't make the same mistake I did with Sully by pushing him away during the rough patch we went through back then."

Lindsay nodded. "You both went through hell."

"You've told me that you'd like to try having another baby, but honey, you have to deal with losing Jimmy first. And the only way to do it is for you and Brad to open up to each other so the healing can begin. I know it will be damn hard. Sully and I are proof of it. Even when we reunited, there were tense moments of insecurity and jealousy on my part. But when we came out on the other side, it was like a dam had burst." She chuckled. "And let me tell you something from woman to woman, I bless that dam daily because sex for us was, and still is, off the charts incredible. You can find your way back to a loving place, but you can't do it by grieving separately, let alone not talking about it. And knowing you as I do, I'm sure you'll feel the earth move when you and Brad reunite."

"I understand what you mean, K, but it's like I said, I just stop short of following through with anything."

"The simple solution is always the best, really."

"What do you mean?"

"Just remember your happiness when you were first together. Then, take Brad on a date."

Lindsay looked puzzled. "What do you mean?"

"Make reservations at your favorite restaurant, say, The White Orchid. You two love that place. Not only does it have a romantic ambiance, but it is quiet with secluded booths. And you would be on neutral ground, yet able to talk one-on-one without looking around your home and seeing Jimmy." 

Lindsay sipped her coffee. "You're right. I understand what you're saying, and I agree. There is no bringing back our little boy. I know it in my head, but my heart just won't let go of the last little bit I have left of him."

"You see, I believe that's your problem. It isn't letting go of Jimmy because you'll always keep him tucked in your heart. Look at his pictures and cherish what was. Don't throw all the good memories away through your grief by looking back. You need to move forward—enjoy the present and what the future holds."

Smiling, Lindsay looked at her friend. "I've never considered what you described. All I've thought about is my loss. Not how it affected Brad or us as a couple." She shook her head with a frown. "I've been so unfair to him. And all he has and still does for me is be there to comfort and love me. Yet, I put up walls and avoid him at every turn." She stood, then leaned over and hugged her friend. "I know what I have to do as soon as I meet with a prospective new client this afternoon. Thanks for being here, K."

Kendra grinned mischievously. "Never doubt it, L. You've known what needed doing all along. I just helped you see it. Now, after taking care of business, sexy yourself up, then enjoy that romantic dinner. Heck, fool around with each other beneath the table. After all, they do have tablecloths in that ritzy place for a reason. It's a perk for the high prices they charge. Then, go home and have dirty sex until it rocks your world."

Lindsay laughed through happy tears while getting up to hug her friend. "I love you, K."

"Well, of course, you do, dawling. Now, skedaddle."

⸎-⸎-⸎

Near closing time at Hidden Treasures, Kendra left the store with no worries with her employee, Kenny Knox, in charge. He had also become a dear friend over the years. 

Filled with excitement to see her husband, Kendra soon entered his office with a coy expression. After closing and clicking the lock, she leaned against the door while unbuttoning her summer culotte dress. 

Ron had been reviewing a client's blueprints before their meeting in the morning. But when he looked up to see his wife, he shoved them aside. While moving back from his desk with legs spread, he wore an expectant grin as he clasped his hands behind his head. "Honey, I do like the way you enter a room and make a statement."

"Mmmm, that is nice to hear, my dear husband," she said in an aroused tone. After pushing away from the door, Kendra slowly stripped while dancing seductively. 

She walked over to stand between his legs and enticed by slowly thrusting her hips while lowering her thong panties. "Imagine how my excitement grew when I arrived to see Myrna locking up and no one else here. Well, what's a hungry woman who's craving sex with her man supposed to do?"

Her sexy grin grew. "Of course, I'm not one to assume. But I'd say the already rising bulge I see in your pants and the excitement in your eyes are telling me that you see something appealing. That being the case, is it safe to say you'd like to help with my undoing? Unless I'm off-track in my thinking. If you've no time, I could take my leave." 

"Honey, you're not going anywhere. I'll take your appealing assumption anytime," he murmured, pulling her panties down. Then he pulled her hips to him and placed a kiss on her tummy. "Nice, damn nice. Your skin always has the taste of raspberry and honey. It never fails to turn me inside out."

"I do love to place my potion in strategic places to reap the full effect. Then, a smiling Kendra turned her bare backside to him. While she rolled up the blueprints, he held her hips to kiss her bum while she put them back in the tube for safekeeping. After leaning against his desk, Kendra arched her back. With a satisfied moan, she kicked her panties out of the way. So, it appears as if my cheering you up has had the desired response from your touch and kisses. I do like it when a plan comes together."

"You always know what I need," he whispered, cupping a breast while teasing her wetness with his free hand. Then he looked up until their gazes met. "Damn, but you turn me on until I hurt. I love you, Kendra Sullivan, more than I can ever put into words."

She lifted a knee to place on her husband's thigh while watching the ardor grow in his eyes and expression. "You know, Sully, when you touch me like this, it tells me what you can't put into words."

"And this?" he asked while flicking the tip of his tongue on a nipple before gently suckling. 

"Oh, damn, you know how to play with your wife's growing desire for her man until she's needy... so needy."

Ron looked at her with a grin. "I do put forward my best loving when it comes to my wife. Ahhh, yes, I feel your love-button throbbing. So, sing for me, Mrs. Sullivan," he whispered while probing and loving her with his fingers. "Sex with you is like being reborn every time. And when I see in your eyes how much you savor my touch in return, it makes me yearn to love on you over and over until you crave more and you say, 'Uncle.'"

She grasped Ron's shoulders and bit her bottom lip while gazing at him as he caressed and made her body sing. "Oh, Sully... baby, this erotic wave... so sweet," she said in a raspy voice. 

"Give it to me," he said before they kissed.

When she gasped for air, Kendra reached down and unzipped his pants. "Damn, 'Uncle—uncle—uncle. You have me so turned on. Give it to me, Sully."

"Nice. Uncle is here," Ron said while rising to help her onto his desk, then dropped his pants. "Okay, baby, let's fly." 

She licked her lips while leaning back on her arms and wrapping her legs around him. "Oh, Sully, I need you—deep—hard." 

"Deep and hard it is. Can you come with me?"

With glazed eyes, she answered in a husky voice, "Oh, hell, yes. Give me all of you, Sully."

After they climaxed in a heated rush while sounds of pleasure filled the room, he cradled her face. "You've no idea how blessed I feel when you follow-up on your whims. Besides, which, you always seem to know when I need—no, how I crave you so damn bad that I hurt." 

"As I do you." She stood. "Shall we take our party home and continue what we've started? After all, I plan on 'Uncle coming for dinner and staying for dessert because I'm still famished."

Ron smiled. "You will get no argument from me since it appears as if we share in the same hunger." 

As they dressed, Kendra said, "I hope Brad and L get back their sense of closeness they've always shared. Especially after our talk this morning when she came over."

"You mentioned when we talked on the phone earlier that she had stopped by to see you. It was good timing because I told Brad I would check with you about talking to her."

"Well, I have my fingers crossed, she answered while walking up and wrapping her arms around his waist while he did the same to her as they continued to talk. We had a heart-to-heart, and she admitted she wants to fix what's happened between them, so let's keep a good thought." 

He kissed her forehead. "Good. I've never seen Brad so down." He grinned. "However, enough talk about anything but me taking my wife out for a quiet dinner, ply her with wine, then go home where I expect to serve up a dessert she won't deny. And I'm planning a most decadent dessert, as well."

She chuckled. "I'll race you to the car, then come with you to work in the morning to get mine." She stopped in the doorway after he unlocked and opened the door. "Did I happen to mention that I have a specialty dessert of my own planned just for you, too?" She licked her lips. "Decadent dawling—simply decadent." 

They both laughed while walking to the car with his arm over his wife's shoulders.

⸎-⸎-⸎

A tall, muscular man with dark hair and handsome but with a chip on his shoulder sat on a stool at the Cactus Bar. He drank straight tequila and was smoking a cigarette, all the while with a sarcastic grin on his face. The place had become his nightly go-to of late. People left him alone, and he liked it that way. Socializing he didn't need these days, save a good romp between the sheets.

He became lost in his cogitation. Do I strike again tonight and keep the bastards on edge? Or do I lay off for a month—let them believe everything is okay? Yeah, dragging it out makes the end-result all the tastier. By the time I finish with those bastards, they'll know not to mess with Lex Ferguson and get away with it. 

"Mmmm, you do look like a tasty morsel," said a bold redhead with more of her assets showing than was covered. She cupped his crotch. "You do have the Gotta have what you're packing factor."

Lex looked at her while just as boldly reaching beneath her T-shirt and cupped a bared breast. "If you give freely, I'll be sure to give you all the gotta have you want, my little bit of fluff. But if you want some coin for your twat and tits, move on down the line to another pussy-sucker."

"Oh, believe me, with the hard factor you're packing, I'll happily take some downtime and ride you for free all night long."
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⸎

⸎ AKA ⸎

WHO YOU GONNA BE?

⸎

TRISHA LOOKED IN THE mirror and was pleased to see her scars fading. With the few tweaks on my new face, therapy about my miserable, insecure, and the loner existence I lived, I now have a new lease on life. Admittedly, my new blunt-cut that is now auburn, with extensions, instead of my usual thin and stringy, mousy no-color hair, is a definite plus. Add a new sexy wardrobe after trading in my dowdy look is a much-needed improvement with new curves and implants. No doubt about it. Gone is Rebecca Gibson, and hello Trisha Noel. Today is the first day of the rest of my new life. 

For her first venture out as Trisha, she had walked into The Dive Diner, a popular place for good greasy spoon food. She had been a regular there during college, so it would be a good test to see if anyone recognized her. Much as she wanted to rush her plan, she knew it would be a foolish idea.

She opted to try three p.m. for the first time, so there wouldn't be a lunch or dinner rush. While her new self-confidence was, for the most part, intact, she still had moments of insecurity. Dr. Duncan's words came back to her. 'Too much too soon could unravel all our hard work, Trisha. It's all about baby steps.'

⸎-⸎-⸎

"Good evening, Sebastian. I'm meeting my wife here for a seven o'clock reservation. Has she arrived yet?"

The maître d' smiled with a nod. "Hello, Mr. Corday. Yes, she arrived less than five minutes ago. Please, follow me."

As Brad walked up to their usual secluded booth at The White Orchid's back corner, he almost lost his footing. While he'd always thought his wife a beautiful and sexy woman, tonight, she looked as if she just walked off the runway of New York Fashion Week. Nonetheless, he had to force himself into no expectation. It will soften the inevitable blow of disappointment that's sure to come. The last thing he wanted to do was walk off a boner in front of all the other people dining. He inhaled while smiling through his grief. Suck it up and think football when she gets to cut and run.

Once seated and given his menu, the maître d' bowed, "I hope your dinner is up to expectation, folks. I'll be nearby if you need anything."

Brad smiled. "Thank you, Sebastian."

Their server appeared on the heels of the maître d's leaving, then poured their wine. "You've only to give me a nod, and I'll be back for your order—just as you requested, Mrs. Corday. And may I say, you look stunning."

"Randolph, I couldn't agree with you more on both counts," said Brad. "We'll enjoy our wine for a while before ordering." When he turned to his wife, she, at the same time, caressed his thigh. He thought his cock would spring out of his pants, but as much as he wanted to clasp her hand more than ever, he didn't. "Lindsay Corday, not only are you as stunning as Randolph said but also sexy as hell. Are we celebrating a special occasion?"

Misty-eyed, she leaned over just enough for an ample amount of cleavage to show from her black boat neck dress, yet in good taste. "I want this night to be all about the two of us, Brad," she said in a low voice while scooting closer to feather a kiss over his lips.

He remained leery of her words while licking his lips to taste her before sipping his wine out of nervousness. "I'd like nothing more, baby. But what are you trying to say? I mean, don't get me wrong, there isn't anything I want more than you back in my arms and our bed, but we keep getting close, then come up painfully short. Are you sure you're ready to take things all the way?"

"I'm saying, for now, let's enjoy this wine with a nice dinner, then I want you to take me home where we can talk and cry about Jimmy, then make love with me, Brad. I've missed you as much as you have me. I just haven't been able to show it."

Like a damn breaking, he cradled her head and kissed her with passion until a sob escaped from them both. He held his whole world in his arms. "I think you have an excellent idea."

They settled back into the booth, and then Brad motioned for Randolph to come over and take their order. When once again alone, he raised his wine glass, as did she to clink their glasses. "To us, Mrs. Corday and all of our tomorrows."

⸎-⸎-⸎

Trisha's afternoon excursion into The Dive Diner had proven successful. So, she decided to go out for a drink in the evening. She deliberately chose The Eclipse Bar because of the complimentary reviews from new acquaintances during her therapy and recouping time from plastic surgery. The dilemma came when entering the bar. Do I sit at a table? Or take another baby step and sit at the bar, maybe near a man? 

"What can I get you, pretty lady?" asked the bartender when she opted for the bar. His address was one of respect without sexual or off-color innuendo. 

She smiled. "I'd like a frozen margarita with lime. And please, hold the salt."

"You got it." 

Trisha looked around and noticed a man at the bar not too far down from her. She couldn't tell if he was the friendly type or even if he was at all handsome. Nonetheless, one more baby step taken while smiling and nodding at him.

"Here you go," said the bartender. "This is for the sexy lady from the man a few seats from here."

Trisha nodded while holding her margarita in the air. "Tell the gentleman this sexy lady sends her thanks." While nervous butterflies danced in her tummy, she persevered when the man got up and walked toward her. "Huh! Lex!" she whispered before he could hear. It was too late to cut and run, which was her first thought. But her moment of truth had suddenly arrived, so it was one giant step forward. She took a deep breath.

"Good evening, I'm Lex. Who do I have the pleasure of having a drink with this evening?"

"Trisha Noel. Thank you again for the drink." Her mind reeled while focusing on her plan. Yet, she noticed that he had not acted as if he knew her at all. Of course, the last time they came face to face, his sharp words still stung as much now as then. Lex received the promotion at Spencer Ad Agency over her. While she had a better record on the books and could do the job in her sleep, he got the promotion in the end. No matter her hard work, it always boils down to the good ole boys' club that always wins out.

He had stopped her just outside the ladies' room at work, which was around the corner from eighteen other employees. "You know, if you fixed yourself up, showed a man a little of what you're hiding under those baggy clothes, my homely little mouse, hell a man might give you a look-see. Huh, because the way you look now sure as hell will make a man with a stiff one go limp." From that day forward, after he walked away, he ignored her. 

Trisha wasn't sure where her backbone came from while taking to task what her roommate in the hospital taught her about seduction. Crossing her legs while sipping on the margarita assured her skirt showed ample thigh. As well, the scoop-neck blouse hinted at her voluptuous breasts, which instantly caught his attention. "Tell me, what kind of ideas do you have to get us through this smoldering Phoenix heat?" She asked in a seductive voice while squeezing his thigh. Then she picked up his hand to trace his fingertips over the swell of her breasts. "I'm sure you'll agree that I feel a bit hot and sweaty."

Lex moved closer to her in the dimly-lit room. Since no one around could see anything, he cupped a breast in one hand while caressing her bare thigh. "I'd say working up a lot more sweat would give us both satisfaction from the smoldering heat tonight." 

She sipped her drink while looking at him, then licked her bottom lip. "It does sound lovely. But what would you think of me in the morning should I be so easy? How about dinner tomorrow night at the Dive Diner? Then you can tell me if what you see in a lighted room meets with your approval." 

He grinned. "I'd say dinner tomorrow night—six o'clock, at the Dive Diner it is. I'll be the one with the biggest smile on his face."

"And I'll be thinking about the smolder we'll create." Then, with a quick rub on his crotch, and a fleeting kiss on his lips, Trisha left her unfinished margarita sitting on the bar. Without looking back, she walked to the door and into the night. However, her fast-beating heart fueled the walk home to her loft. Tonight was a good start to showing that bastard that the homely mouse is gone. Before I finish with him, he'll choke on those hurtful and insulting words.

⸎-⸎-⸎

Upon returning home after a heartwarming evening full of excellent food, and honest talk about their son, Lindsay thought about putting on a sexy negligee. Instead, while Brad showered, she lit the candles placed earlier throughout the room, so the ambiance was pure magic. While admittedly nervous, for the first time since their son died, she was also excited and full of expectation about loving her man. 
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