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VINCE'S OFFICE WAS a whirlwind of activity, as usual. The clock on the wall ticked away the seconds, each one bringing him closer to another deadline. He glanced at his watch, noting the time with a sigh. Another late night, another mountain of paperwork to climb. But tonight, there was something different in the air. Tonight, Maren would be coming over to walk his dog and water the plants.

He leaned back in his chair, rubbing his temples. The stress of the day was palpable, but the thought of seeing Maren brought a smile to his face. She was a breath of fresh air in his otherwise hectic life. At 20, she was young, vibrant, and full of potential. Vince had taken her under his wing, not just because she needed the work, but because he saw something special in her. She had dreams of becoming a lawyer, just like him, and he wanted to help her get there.

But there was more to it than that. Vince couldn't deny the attraction he felt for her. Her curves were impossible to ignore, and her bright eyes always seemed to light up when she talked about her future. He had kept his feelings in check, knowing that blurring the lines between employer and employee could lead to complications. But tonight, something felt different.

The doorbell rang, pulling Vince from his thoughts. He checked his reflection in the mirror before heading to the door. There she was, standing on his doorstep with a shy smile. "Hi, Mr. Thompson," she said, her voice soft and sweet.

"Maren," he replied, stepping aside to let her in. "Come on in."

She walked past him, her scent filling his senses. It was subtle, yet intoxicating. Vince closed the door behind her, his eyes lingering on her figure. She wore a simple sundress that hugged her curves in all the right places. He cleared his throat, trying to focus. "How have you been?" he asked, leading her into the living room.

"Busy," she replied with a laugh. "Between classes and work, I barely have time to breathe."

Vince nodded, understanding completely. "I remember those days. It gets easier, trust me."

They chatted for a few minutes, catching up on her studies and his latest case. Vince found himself drawn to her, his mind wandering to thoughts he knew he shouldn't entertain.

Maren's laughter was like music to his ears, a stark contrast to the monotonous hum of his office. She leaned forward slightly, her dress shifting just enough to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage. Vince's breath hitched, and he quickly looked away, focusing on the plants she had come to water.

"You know," Maren began, her voice taking on a playful tone, "I think your dog misses you when you're gone so long."

Vince chuckled, trying to keep his composure. "He's probably just hungry. I should have fed him before I left."

Maren stood up, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. "Or maybe he just needs some company. Sometimes we all do, don't we?"

Her eyes met his, and for a moment, the air between them seemed to crackle with unspoken tension. Vince swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest. He knew he should say something, anything, to break the spell, but the words refused to come.

Maren took a step closer, her gaze never wavering. "Mr. Thompson," she said softly, "can I ask you something?"

"Of course," he replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

She hesitated, then continued, "Do you ever feel... lonely? Even though you're surrounded by people all the time?"

Vince's mind raced. He wanted to tell her that he felt more alone now than ever, that the weight of his responsibilities often left him feeling hollow. But instead, he nodded, unable to form the words.

"I'm sorry...it's just something I've been struggling with, you know, all the stress and hustle and bustle of school, and LSATs...." her voice trailed off.

"No need for apologies. I know what it's like to go through that—god, I don't envy you. It's rough right now, but eventually you'll be at a firm you love and all of this will feel worth it." The corners of his mouth curled into a smile.

"Yeah, that's what I'm hoping. I really want to be a lawyer, but sometimes I catch myself second-guessing my choices because, well, it can suck at times. But you're right. I need to keep my goal in sight and stay focused. Nothing easy in life gets handed to you, right? Or at least that's what I tell myself."

Vince chuckled. "I think you just about nailed it. Well, I can't hand you an easy life, but I can treat you to a massage, if you want. Not to be weird—just as an "I-know-how-much-this-helps-me-de-stress" kind-of-thing." His stomach dropped, wondering if he'd crossed a line.

"Oh my god really? Yes please! That sounds AMAZING. I could use some solid self-care, and a professional working out the knot in my neck. Thank you so much, Vince, wow! I can't tell you how much I appreciate you."

"You're welcome. You deserve a little you time, after all this hard work." He looked at his watch. "But it's getting late and I've got a case I need to get back to. Here—," handing her a stack of $20s, "my favorite place to go is called Bonne Chance. Ask for Louise, she's the best!"

"Thanks again!" Maren called, over her shoulder. "I'll see you on Tuesday!"
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Maren stepped into the cozy, dimly lit spa called Bonne Chance, feeling a sense of relief wash over her as she inhaled the soothing aroma of essential oils. The soft chime of a bell announced her arrival, and a friendly receptionist greeted her with a warm smile. "Hello, welcome to Bonne Chance. Do you have an appointment?"

"Yes, I do," Maren replied, feeling a bit more at ease. "I have a massage scheduled with Louise."

"Perfect, she's ready for you. Please follow me," the receptionist said, leading Maren down a narrow hallway lined with soft, ambient lighting. They reached a door marked with a small plaque that read "Louise." The receptionist knocked lightly before opening the door and ushering Maren inside.

The room was a sanctuary of tranquility, with soft music playing in the background and a plush massage table draped in clean linens. Louise, a middle-aged woman with kind eyes and a gentle demeanor, greeted Maren with a smile. "Hi there, I'm Louise. You must be Maren. Let's get you relaxed."

Maren nodded, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. She had never been to a professional massage before, and the thought of someone working out the knots in her neck and shoulders was both thrilling and slightly intimidating. Louise instructed her to undress to her comfort level and lie face down on the table under the sheet.

As Maren slipped off her clothes and climbed onto the table, she couldn't help but think about Vince. His unexpected kindness had left her feeling both grateful and confused. Why would he go out of his way to treat her like this? Was it just because he cared about her well-being, or was there something more?

Louise began the massage with gentle strokes, gradually increasing the pressure as Maren's muscles relaxed. The warmth of Louise's hands and the rhythmic motion of the massage lulled Maren into a state of deep relaxation. She let out a contented sigh, feeling the tension melt away.

For the next hour, Maren drifted in and out of a peaceful slumber, her mind wandering between thoughts of Vince and the sensations of the massage. By the time Louise finished, Maren felt like a new person. She dressed slowly, savoring the lingering warmth and calm that enveloped her.

The next day, Maren met up with her friend, Emily, at their favorite coffee shop. As they sipped their lattes, Maren recounted her experience at Bonne Chance. "Vince paid for my massage yesterday," she said, watching Emily's reaction closely.

Emily raised an eyebrow, a knowing smile playing on her lips. "That's really sweet of him. But... doesn't it seem a little too nice? Like, maybe he likes you?"

Maren shook her head, dismissing the idea. "No way. He's just being a good mentor. Besides, he's older and has his own life. There's no way he'd be interested in me like that."

Emily shrugged, taking another sip of her coffee. "Maybe. But don't you think it's weird that he went out of his way to do something so personal? I mean, a massage is pretty intimate."

Maren frowned, the seed of doubt planted by Emily's words beginning to take root. "You might be right. I just don't know what to think anymore."

The conversation lingered in Maren's mind as she went about her day. By the time she returned to Vince's house later that week, she was a bundle of nerves. She rang the doorbell, her heart pounding in her chest. When Vince opened the door, she could barely meet his gaze.

"Hi, Maren," he said, his voice warm and inviting. "Come on in."

She stepped inside, her mind racing. Should she say something? Confront him? The thought of bringing up the subject made her stomach twist in knots. But as they settled into the living room, Vince's presence seemed to fill the space, making it impossible to ignore the elephant in the room.

"Mr. Thompson," she began, her voice trembling slightly, "can I ask you something?"

Vince looked at her, concern etched on his face. "Of course, Maren. What's on your mind?"

She took a deep breath, gathering her courage. "Why did you pay for my massage? I mean, it was really nice, but... why?"

Vince hesitated, his expression softening. "Maren, I did it because I care about you. You work so hard, and you deserve some pampering. I didn't want you to feel guilty about accepting it."

Maren nodded, but the doubt remained. "But Emily thinks... she thinks you
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