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Lila stretched lazily under the soft cotton sheets, the morning sunlight filtering through the half-drawn curtains of their cozy bedroom. The room was a sanctuary of warmth and familiarity: the king-sized bed with its rumpled comforter in shades of deep blue, the wooden nightstands cluttered with books and a half-empty glass of water, and the new additions—those antique mirrors she'd picked up at the flea market over the weekend. They'd cost her next to nothing, but they added a touch of vintage elegance to the space. One stood tall on her side of the room, its ornate wooden frame catching the light, while the other mirrored it—pun intended—on Max's side, creating that mesmerizing infinite reflection when you stood just right between them. She loved how it made the room feel bigger, more alive somehow.

It was her day off, a rare Monday where she could sleep in without the blare of an alarm. Max, on the other hand, was already up and bustling. She watched him through half-lidded eyes as he stood in front of his mirror, adjusting his tie with practiced precision. He looked sharp in his button-down shirt and slacks, his dark hair still slightly tousled from sleep, a faint shadow of stubble on his jaw that she found irresistibly sexy. "You know, you could just stay home and play hooky with me," she murmured teasingly, her voice husky from sleep.

Max chuckled, turning to flash her that crooked smile that always made her stomach flutter. "Tempting, babe. Very tempting. But I've got that big meeting today—can't bail." He smoothed his shirt one last time in the mirror, his reflection multiplying endlessly into the distance, like an army of Maxes all getting ready in unison. It was oddly hypnotic, but Lila shook off the thought, rolling onto her side to admire the real thing.

He crossed the room in a few strides, the floorboards creaking softly under his weight, and leaned down over the bed. His cologne—fresh and woodsy—wafted over her as he pressed a lingering kiss to her lips. She reached up, threading her fingers through his hair, deepening the kiss for a moment, tasting the mint of his toothpaste. "Mmm, come back soon," she whispered against his mouth, her heart giving a little pang at the thought of the empty house.

"Promise," he replied, his thumb brushing her cheek. With one last peck, he straightened up and headed for the door, grabbing his keys from the dresser. The front door clicked shut a minute later, leaving the house in peaceful silence.

Lila sighed contentedly, burrowing deeper into the pillows. The bed was still warm from his body, and she let her mind drift, replaying that kiss. She felt lazy, indulgent—maybe she'd lounge here a bit longer, then whip up some coffee and read that novel she'd been meaning to start. No rush, no plans. Bliss.

A few minutes ticked by, the distant hum of traffic outside the only sound. Then, the bed dipped unexpectedly beside her. Lila's eyes fluttered open in surprise as a familiar weight settled in. There was Max, sliding under the covers with a mischievous grin, his shirt already half-unbuttoned. "What—? I thought you were going to work," she said, blinking up at him, a mix of confusion and delight bubbling up. Had he forgotten something? Or maybe... decided to skip after all?

"You just looked so cute in bed," he replied, his voice that same warm timbre she loved, laced with a playful edge. "I couldn't leave you like this." He shifted closer, his body heat enveloping her as he pulled her into his arms.
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