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A LIE CAN BE HALFWAY across the world while the truth is still putting its shoes on...

Could life get any better? 

I had a billionaire boyfriend, a job that I loved, and a new apartment. Everything was coming up roses, except for that nasty lawsuit that my former friend brought against me. She claimed I was responsible for a breaking and entering job that we’d concocted together. One that I never should have been a part of and only wanted to forget.

The closer we got to the court date, the more I panicked. I just wanted to move on with my life, to focus on my new relationship and get to know every inch of Brad Miller’s body. But he and I didn’t see things the same way. 

With the court case looming over us, it didn’t seem like our love was going to survive. And that was the real tragedy. 

How could I let something as stupid as one drunken mistake come between me and true love?

I don’t care about the job, and I don’t care about Nikki anymore. Brad is the only one I want, and knowing that I hurt him is breaking my heart. What I wouldn’t give for a chance to explain myself...and just one more night at his place.
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Brad

––––––––
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“RELAX,” MY LAWYER SAID, eyeing me from the head of the table.

I rolled my eyes. Only a lawyer could tell someone to relax the moment before they met their adversary. I didn’t want to antagonize him, but a little bit of leeway for my nerves had to be considered. I wouldn’t have come to him if everything was all right.

I was being sued. And it wasn’t just my neck on the chopping block. My girlfriend, Theodora, or Teddy as she liked to be called, had been named in a separate but related suit. The woman who was skewering us both was a former secretary of mine, and a former friend of Teddy’s.

It seemed like so long ago, but it was really only about eight months since I’d bought the tech company Retro and restyled it to focus on art. As part of my takeover, I’d let go of more than half the staff, promising them that I would give them significant severance checks that would allow them to survive until they landed another job.

Teddy was one of those unfortunate ones who found herself out on the streets. I didn’t know her then, and if I had, I never would have gone that route. But she reapplied for the position as my executive assistant a few months later. I found out only recently that the severance checks had never been cut. Teddy was forced to work as a barista and live in a makeshift apartment over her brother’s garage.

Despite all the forces working against us, we had fallen in love. I said those three simple words in the heat of the moment after a long and luxurious lovemaking session. She responded in kind and since then, we’d been inseparable.

It felt like only yesterday we’d received the summons, but it was more than a week in reality. I’d had enough time to hire a good lawyer, one who came highly recommended by my peer group.

We met at his office once before where I explained the situation. I paid him a retainer, and he was off and running, collecting all the data he could. He spoke with Teddy and with me extensively, delving into my company’s bank accounts. I pointed out the massive payment made to the former owner that was supposed to go to the former employees. Instead, I knew that Nick Pierce, ex-CEO of Retro Technologies, had pocketed the cash and shared some with his daughter.

“They’re late,” I observed.

“It’s a power play,” my lawyer said. “Just hang tight.”

I didn’t have the patience for these little mind games. It seemed like enough that Nikki was demanding more than a million dollars in damages—did she have to squat and piss in my yard as well?

Nikki and Teddy had been caught breaking into my office late one night in search of proof of culpability on my part. Teddy foolishly thought I had something to do with the missing severance checks and mentioned it to Nikki. Afterward, Nikki suggested breaking into the office to uncover the truth.

This was what I heard, but I had no reason to doubt my lover. She was the one who’d called the security desk to turn herself in. She was torn up about it, and we’d managed to put the whole incident behind us. But I made the fateful decision to let Nikki go while keeping Teddy on. That stirred the pot and prompted Nikki to fight back by suing both of us, me for wrongful termination and Teddy for instigating the crime.

I was crawling out of my skin waiting for her. I just wanted to get it over with, but I knew enough about legal maneuvering to realize that I had to play it cool. I wasn’t going to gain any advantage by showing my hand. The lawyer was right: This was a game of cat and mouse, and I would be damned if I was going to play the part of the mouse.

“She doesn’t have a case,” I muttered.

“I agree,” the lawyer said. “And it’s going to be my job to convince her of that.”

“That’s why I pay you the big bucks,” I replied, half teasing.

“Relax,” he said again, with more than a little caution. If I couldn’t find it in my heart to pretend I didn’t give a damn, then the whole thing was going to go sideways quickly. 

I diverted my thoughts from the impending meeting to other things on my plate. I had a meeting later on that day with a vendor. Retro had been redesigned to sell prints of famous paintings, and I was having some trouble with one of the companies I’d contracted with to create those prints.

Tapping my fingers on my knee, I pulled out my phone. There weren’t any new emails to attend to, and the stock ticker barely moved. It was a normal day, aside from the fact that my future was on the line. I didn’t care about the money; it was my reputation I was fighting for. I hadn’t wrongfully terminated her. I couldn’t trust her, and I knew that she was the brains behind the whole office break-in fiasco.

As I was staring at my phone, a text came through from Teddy. Good luck, it said. I had to smile. The mere thought of her was enough to warm my heart. That was the worst part about this whole charade. It hurt Teddy. It felt like an elaborate plot to twist the knife, making the woman I cared about twist in the breeze like a fish on a hook. I would do anything I could to make it go away, up to and including paying Nikki off. I didn’t want to, but at some point, it seemed like the most rational course of action.

Of course, I didn’t want to give her a cent. I didn’t want her to continue with her suit against Teddy either, and if I had to pick one over the other, I would choose to drop the charges against my girlfriend. The competition finally arrived in the form of four well-dressed attorneys and their client.

They strode through the door like an invading army, and I could have sworn I heard slow motion rock music playing to the beat of their steps. My lawyer and I stood up. I adjusted my suit jacket, pretending that the meeting was nothing more than a nuisance. It wasn’t, in fact, and I was a very busy man who didn’t have time for legal charades.

I didn’t bother acknowledging her. She was dressed to impress, but it didn’t impress me. I only had eyes for Teddy, and no matter how flattering Nikki’s dress and heels, it wasn’t going to win me over.

My lawyer leaned close to whisper nothing in my ear. Literally nothing. He said, “Act like I’m telling you something.”

I nodded, diverting my attention from their staged entrance. The ploy had its effect, drawing the locus of control back to our side of the table. The plaintiff and her team settled opposite us, each one choosing a seat and settling down. It was game time.

I returned to my own chair, letting the lawyer do the talking for me. I didn’t even acknowledge Nikki, much less smile at her. She had chosen to meet this way, and I just wanted to get it over with.

She didn’t have a leg to stand on as far as I was concerned. No, I hadn’t fired Teddy, but my girlfriend had moved on to another job, leaving me with no secretary or assistant. The end result was the same. They had both broken into my office, and now they were both working elsewhere. Or in Nikki’s case, scamming elsewhere.

It wasn’t even Teddy’s fault. She was the one who’d had an attack of conscience and pulled the plug on the clandestine endeavor. I couldn’t stay mad at her, and I didn’t think firing Nikki was out of line. Not only was she the ringleader, but she wasn’t the least bit sympathetic when she was caught. She’d acted like she was entitled to her job even though she’d used her key card to access my office afterhours.

I would have done it again in a heartbeat, even knowing that I would eventually get sued. The question was how quickly could I get out from under this ridiculous lawsuit and back to my regularly scheduled life.

Things with Teddy had been strained ever since we were served at dinner a week ago. I had a little bit of experience with litigation, but Teddy had none. I tried to assure her that it would all go away, but she was skeptical.

Well, now was the time. I just wanted the suit to go away, and I was prepared to deal. Not in the millions, mind you, but with what I thought was a generous offer. If it was money that Nikki was after, I was willing to part with a certain amount of it in the name of peace.

“My client is willing to pay your client six months’ wages if she will drop the wrongful termination suit,” my lawyer said, remaining standing.

He was the only one around the table who hadn’t taken a seat, and as such, commanded everyone’s attention. There was a flurry of activity on the other side of the room as Nikki’s lawyers considered the offer.

I wondered for a moment if they were lawyers or actors. If they were lawyers, she was paying a fortune in retainer fees. The point of the massive frontal assault seemed to be to intimidate me, though it wasn’t working.

But if she was actually paying for their time, six months of a secretary’s salary wasn’t going to go very far. I reconsidered my offer but decided I didn’t want to raid the coffers. It wasn’t my decision to hire every single private attorney on this side of the city. She was just continuing the tradition of making poor choices, and I wasn’t going to enable that behavior.

“No,” Nikki said. “I want the full amount.”

The lawyers began their feeding frenzy, and I just sat back to watch it happen. My choice of counsel was evenly matched to Nikki’s four. He came highly recommended, and he was worth every penny. Respectful and professional, he nonetheless sent some very wicked threats their way in the form of counter suits and blacklisting. To hear my lawyer talk, I had access to the central hiring database for the entire country and the ability to shut Nikki down from any and all future employment. It was ridiculous, but I could see Nikki squirm. I hoped she would take the bait and accept my offer, but as the meeting progressed, I could see that she wasn’t going to budge.

All in all, it was a wasted two hours. Neither of us were interested in meeting the other halfway. I certainly wasn’t going to pay her millions for what was essentially a criminal act on her part. And I didn’t want to strike any deal that didn’t include dropping the lawsuit against Teddy.

For her part, Nikki felt like she had a valid argument, and she was willing to take her chances in court. One of her lawyers said it would come down to a “he said/she said” argument and that the woman nearly always won in those cases. My lawyer shot back by reminding their client that we had testimony from the security guards and video footage of the lobby on the night in question. It wasn’t “he said/she said” at all.

I tried to focus, but after a while, it didn’t seem like we were getting anywhere. The businessman in me took over, and I started wanting to protect my time. I had other meetings and more work waiting for me at the office. If this meeting wasn’t going to be productive, there was no reason to prolong it.

“Thank you for coming,” I said abruptly, cutting off one of Nikki’s lawyers. “Unless I’m mistaken, it doesn’t look like we have anything further to discuss.”

The opposing counsel conferred with each other before packing up their papers.

Nikki fumed, frustrated at my ability to command the attention of the room. She clearly wanted to be the center of attention, but her attempts to railroad me were unsuccessful. She narrowed her eyes, slamming her palms down on the table.

“I’ll see you in court,” she promised.

I smiled at her, unwilling to be intimidated. There wasn’t anything left to say, and I didn’t want to give her any more fuel to burn. So I just stood up and walked out the door, leaving my lawyer to deal with the mess.
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Theodora

––––––––
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GOOD LUCK, I texted Brad. He didn’t text back, and I wasn’t sure what to make of that. Either he was already in the meeting, or he hadn’t had time to read the message. I was sure I’d see him later that day and we could talk about how things went. He was taking the whole lawsuit thing in stride, but I was struggling.

In my world, people didn’t drag each other to court over tiny little things. If Nikki was upset with me, I expected her to come to me and try to talk things out. And I felt bad enough about her situation to go out and get another job.

She was right. I shouldn’t have been hired back just because I was Brad’s girlfriend. Our relationship aside, it shouldn’t have affected my professional life. I didn’t want people thinking I got special treatment just because Brad and I were involved sexually. It sort of felt that way, and it made me uncomfortable.

So I’d gone out and gotten a new job at a cozy little art gallery downtown. They were nothing like Retro, except in the fact that they dealt with art. The owner was impressed that I had been on a purchasing trip in Paris and had been given access to private collections. She picked my brain even before she hired me, making sure our tastes aligned.

I appreciated abstracts, but I tended toward big, bold colors while she favored smaller, more experimental pieces. I also liked landscapes and portraits. Her collection of that kind of subject matter was much smaller. While I was drawn to oil paintings and acrylics in my own work, she painted in watercolors. That meant a lot of her gallery was devoted to dreamy, light filled visions instead of intense, bold choices.

It didn’t matter at the end of the day. I was thrilled to be working for a gallery of any size. I even floated the idea that we could have a showing with all of our work, since I was an artist as was she. There were two other women who worked alongside us, one in sales and the other in PR. They were constantly holding wine tasting events and open houses whenever they had a new exhibit. It served to keep the customers coming back and to keep the gallery in the public eye.

I had only been working there for a week, but already I felt like I was getting the hang of things. A typical day started around nine in the morning. I swung by a coffee shop and picked up a few cups for the staff. It wasn’t part of my job description, but I wanted coffee for myself, and it only seemed friendly to pitch in for everyone else. After doing that three days in a row, one of the other women took the initiative to surprise us all with morning coffee. I felt like I’d started a ritual that everyone appreciated.

After arriving at work, I would walk through the gallery to make sure everything was clean and there were no problems. Having to toss a paper napkin or empty a trash can, I would then settle behind the counter and handle the customer service for the rest of the day.

It was always a pleasure to sell a piece. I knew that the customer would be happy with their selection, the gallery would be happy, and the artist would get a commission. While there were a few more expensive pieces from established painters, there was an entire room devoted to rising stars.

These were artists like me who hadn’t had a chance to launch their careers yet. Annie, the gallery owner, made it part of her mission to help young people get established. A showing at her place could be the beginning of something life-changing, and anytime a customer connected with one of the lesser-known works, I always felt a surge of pride.

Not only were we supporting up and coming artists, but we were introducing our clientele to new and amazing works of art. That was something that made the gallery stand out from the rest, our ability to recognize talent before it arrived on the world stage.

“No coffee today?” Annie asked on Monday morning as I arrived a little bit early.

I was distracted, thinking about Brad and his meeting, and hadn’t remembered to swing by the coffee shop. “No,” I admitted, feeling like I had let her down.

“It’s fine,” she responded easily. “There’s a pot in the office. We just haven’t had to use it since you came.”

“I can go out now if you’d like,” I offered.

“No need,” she said. “We’ve got a lot of work to do. I want to change the exhibit in the green room.”

Annie had three rooms in her gallery, and they were all organized by color. The green room featured a large window in the back and a few strategically placed plants. The white room was completely empty, and with the exception of the artwork, there was nothing to draw the eye. The blue room had a few water features that created a kind of mountain stream effect. Annie used the backdrop of each of the rooms to better highlight whichever collection she was focused on at the moment. The cash register was in the back, in an alcove between the green room and the blue room. The staff area lay just beyond that and was full of painting supplies and artwork waiting to be hung.

“Can I show you something?” I asked timidly.

“Of course,” she said.

I walked into the back, leaving the cash register untended. It was early enough in the day that there wouldn’t be a lot of customers. And if someone walked in the door, the chime would alert us.

I sat down at the computer and called up Retro’s website. There was something new that Brad had been working on before I left. It was still in beta but available for anyone to use. A search engine that could help interested collectors and gallery owners locate one-of-a-kind pieces all over the world, it contained an ever-growing database of artists and artwork.

I knew that if a purchase was made over Retro’s platform, that Brad would get a commission. But that’s not why I wanted to show Annie. The fact was that it was the easiest way I had found to connect with unknown artists.

Functioning somewhat like a social media site, it allowed artists to upload thumbnails of their latest work for people to bid on. There was a huge amount of information, and people could spend hours just sifting through the offerings. I thought I could get Annie started, and if she liked it, it would be another way to expand her collection.

For galleries, there was a showing option, where you could interface with the artist and agree to display their work. Of course there were fees, but Annie could potentially expand her exhibits without paying full price. When something sold, there would be a reimbursement to the artist, and Retro would recoup a percentage for facilitation.

I explained this all and left Annie to glance through some of the offerings. She was intrigued, having never seen such an eclectic collection of artwork. I was pleased to have been able to provide her with another tool she could use to promote her gallery.

“This is great!” she said enthusiastically.

“Thanks,” I replied, blushing. “I had a hand in designing it.”

“Really?” she said, paging through a few sheets of thumbnails. “It’s a great idea.”

“It’s a work in progress,” I admitted. “But if we can get some more customers—” I stopped myself. There was no ‘we’ anymore. I wasn’t a part of Retro. I needed to reacclimate myself to working for someone else and divert my focus from Brad to Annie. As much as I wanted to help my previous employer with my new connections, it wasn’t my primary goal anymore. “I’ll be up front,” I said, leaving her to it.

I spent two hours behind the cash register, working my way through the hardcopy book of client emails she kept. It was an old-school, low-tech way of organizing the communications. There were handwritten notes on a lot of the entries that had to do with the customer’s likes and dislikes. The idea was to let someone know if a particular piece arrived that they might be interested in.

I found a few leads and made a few phone calls. One person was home, and I let her know about a new piece from her favorite artist. She agreed to come in later that week and take a look at it.

There was one gentleman who came in looking for a housewarming gift for his daughter. I walked through the gallery with him, chatting about his daughter’s aesthetics before we decided on a lovely watercolor of a park bench.

“This will look beautiful in her bathroom,” he decided.

I kept my mouth shut. It seemed a shame to relegate an original piece of artwork to the bathroom, but everyone had their own preferences. The artist would be happy to have sold a painting, and the money would go a long way toward paying the gallery’s expenses. Where the client ultimately decided to hang it wasn’t any of my business.

“Great choice,” I approved, removing it from the wall.

We went up to the cash register, where I wrapped the painting in brown paper and handed it over. It was a smaller work and didn’t need any kind of professional packaging. The customer just took it with him, and I went back to leafing through the notebook.

“Teddy?” Annie said, coming out of the back.

“Yes?” I asked.

“I arranged for some new acquisitions to arrive on Thursday. Can you come in early to help with the staging?”

“How early is early?” I asked, hesitating because Thursday I had a nine a.m. appointment with my lawyer. Brad wasn’t the only one being sued, and I had a responsibility to my own pocketbook.

“Seven?” she asked.

“I can come in at seven, but I’ll have to leave at eight thirty,” I said. “I have to take my cat to the vet.” It was the best excuse I could come up with on such short notice that would explain the urgency of a nine a.m. appointment. The only problem was, from now on, I would have to pretend to have a cat.

“Oh,” Annie said, accepting the falsehood quickly. “Well, that’s okay. I don’t want you to make the drive all the way down here just for an hour.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, pretending that I had a choice.

“I’m sure,” she responded. “I’ll see you when you get in.”

.

I hated lying, almost as much as I hated stealing. If only I had stuck to my guns when Nikki suggested breaking into Brad’s office, we wouldn’t be in this situation. My thoughts drifted back to that fateful night.

I had been dressed up in one of Nikki’s miniscule clubbing outfits: a tight miniskirt and a halter top designed to show off my curves. We were dancing and drinking, having a great time, when I stupidly mentioned that I thought Brad might know something about the missing severance checks.

Nikki immediately suggested breaking into the office to investigate, and her friends were only too eager to comply. I mumbled something about not wanting to break the law, but I was too quick to allow her to take control.

In the days since being served, I replayed the incident over and over in my mind. Why hadn’t I tried harder? Why hadn’t I gotten out of the car and walked the other way? I would kick myself for the rest of my life, for all the good it would do me. If I had just kept my mouth shut, Brad and I would be perfectly fine.

But that’s not the way it went down. And I had to live with that. I had contracted with an attorney that my brother knew, someone different than the person representing Brad. It didn’t seem fair to rely on him for everything, especially since the entire debacle was my fault.

Thursday I would get some answers. I just hoped that they were the answers I wanted, instead of the beginning of an even bigger mess. It was interfering with my ability to do my job. No matter where I went, the lawsuit was at the forefront of my mind. I did my best to shove it aside and focus on the gallery for the next six hours.

By the time I clocked out, I was exhausted. It was difficult to pretend that everything was fine. At least with Brad I could be myself and worry about the thing that was looming over both our lives.

I realized that I had forgotten all about his meeting with Nikki. Since texting him early that morning, I hadn’t even bothered to wonder how things had gone. As soon as I walked out the door, I was intensely curious.

How did it go? I texted him on the way to my car.

Not good, he responded. Are you coming over tonight?

I sighed. That wasn’t the answer I’d hoped for. It seemed stupid in retrospect, but I had been holding my breath that the whole thing would go away. If Brad couldn’t come out ahead, what advantage did I have? He was the one with all the money and influence. I was nobody. Worse, I was a co-conspirator.

I drove home, knowing that Brad would be at the office for at least a few more hours. I kept my curiosity at bay by telling myself that things couldn’t be as bad as they seemed. Maybe by ‘not good,’ he meant that Nikki asked for more money, and he didn’t want to up the offer. It didn’t have to mean that she was pursing her lawsuit against me, or that we were going to court. I held on to the hope that things weren’t as dire as they seemed, until I reconnected with Brad at his place later that evening.

He met me at the door, and we kissed like a married couple. There was no passion, only a tired affection that reminded me where I belonged. I loved Brad, and I wanted to spend as much time as possible with him. This whole crisis was interfering with our romance in ways that I didn’t even want to contemplate. I felt responsible and with good reason.

“How did it go?” I asked, peeling my coat off and hanging it by the door.

I had clothes and toiletries already in his home, so I didn’t need to bring a bag with me. I’d assumed I would be spending the night since that was our habit recently. He didn’t offer, nor did he ask me to leave. Instead, he walked me into the kitchen, where he had set out two glasses of wine. I could tell from the way he was dressed that he had just come home. His tie hung open, and the top button of his shirt was undone, revealing a hint of his collarbone.

I felt the light of passion ignite inside me. He was so sexy, even without trying. He didn’t even realize how attractive he was, especially in the late hours of the evening when the workday was done and the night had yet to begin.

“We couldn’t reach an agreement,” he said. “She’s taking me to court.”

I put my hand on the fluted glass without picking it up. “What does that mean for me?”

“I don’t know,” he answered. “When is your meeting?”

“Thursday,” I said.

“I guess you’ll just have to see.”

“What did she ask for?” I wondered, picking up the glass and walking to the kitchen table.

“More money than I wanted to give her,” he responded, following me.

Before either of us sat down, he wrapped his arms around my shoulders, tugging me close. I put a hand on his arms, feeling the comfort of his presence. I needed him that night, maybe more than I’d ever needed him before.

It was selfish. I wasn’t worried about his lawsuit or how Nikki’s drama had affected his day. I just wanted to crawl into his arms and let him tell me that everything was going to be okay. But he couldn’t do that because he didn’t know. Instead, I did the only thing I could think of. I turned around and kissed him.
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Brad

––––––––
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SHE FELT SO GOOD IN my arms, so warm and alive. I realized that I had been putting off my feelings about the morning’s meeting all day. It wasn’t just that Nikki wasn’t playing by my rules; it was more what her refusal to deal with me meant for Teddy. I could weather whatever storm came my way. I could tie up her case in litigation for years, throwing money at it until Nikki exhausted her resources. But Teddy was another story. If Nikki managed to get her claws into Teddy by way of a civil lawsuit, then she could ruin my girlfriend.

Teddy had just started a new job. She didn’t need a legal decision weighing on her future. I knew she felt responsible, but in a way, I was equally to blame. My brother Alec had pointed out that if I had been upfront with Teddy from the beginning, explaining what I had uncovered about Retro’s previous owner, she wouldn’t have felt the need to snoop. I could have avoided the whole incident altogether by just being honest.

We had already had that conversation, so I didn’t feel the need to bring it up. I just hoped she wasn’t accepting more of the blame than she should have. Despite the fact that we were both partially culpable, the reality of the situation was that Nikki bore 90 percent of the responsibility. She was the one who’d encouraged Teddy to break into my office. She was the one who’d spouted such vitriol when I confronted her that the only logical recourse was to fire her. And she was the one who refused to accept my offer of six months’ salary. So I wasn’t going to absolve her of any guilt, and I definitely didn’t blame Teddy.

When she kissed me, I could feel the tension transfer from her body into mine. She was like a little ball of energy, wound up so tightly she couldn’t contain it. She needed intimate contact to sleep that night, and I was more than happy to oblige.

Without words, I understood all this. We were past the point of having to communicate every little thing verbally. In the few short months we had known each other, we’d progressed swiftly to friends and then lovers. I cared about her more deeply than I had ever cared about anyone before. She was more than a girlfriend. Eventually I wanted to propose to her, though I hadn’t mentioned that yet. There was plenty of time, and I didn’t want her to think I was jumping the gun.

But a ring wasn’t what she needed right now. What she needed was a deep tissue massage, and a rough, sweaty roll in the sheets. That would eliminate all thoughts of Nikki and allow both of us to concentrate on what was really important.

I didn’t want to rush it. “Drink your wine,” I instructed her, finishing off my glass in one swallow.

“I want to go upstairs,” she whispered, licking her lips.

“I know,” I said. “But I have something much better planned.”

“Better than sex?” she asked, obediently drinking from her glass.

“Almost,” I said, taking her by the hand.

She finished the wine and followed me without a word. I led her upstairs to the bedroom, but instead of pausing at the bed, I drew us both into the bathroom. We had a massive spa-like ensuite with a shower enclosure and a soaking tub. I knelt before the bathtub and turned the water on, testing the stream until the temperature was right.

Adding some bath crystals, I lit a few candles. She watched me do it with a kind of stunned amazement. I realized it probably was the first time she’d seen a man draw a bath. Though I had all the necessary implements, it wasn’t something I often did. Most of the time if I was using the bathtub it was for a muscle soak after a workout. In that case, the water was cold, and there was no ambient lighting.

My mother was the one who’d outfitted the bath with candles and bath salts. I didn’t even know how old they were, probably from the open house I’d thrown when I first purchased the property. Teddy didn’t need to know all that. If she thought I’d bought the luxury items with her in mind, that was fine by me.

I turned the overhead light off, and we were transported back in time. She sighed happily. I could see my bid was working. She was already letting go of some of the stress in her shoulders and upper back. I walked around behind her to help her remove her clothing.

Steam from the tap escaped toward the ceiling, filling the room with a thin fog. I couldn’t wait to get her naked and in the tub. There was plenty of space to stretch out and roll over each other. Unlike the hot tub that was outside, this vessel promised an abundance of privacy.
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