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“I'm terribly sorry,” the woman told them.  “It was an emergency, you understand—a dental emergency.  It couldn't be helped.”

“Of course,” Henry replied, holding Theresa's hand a little tighter.  “These things happen, and dental emergencies can be incredibly painful.”

“The Justice of the Peace will be coming in when his dental surgery is over,” the woman went on.  “But your wedding ceremony will be delayed by a matter of hours.”

Theresa's heart slumped.

“Or we could reschedule the ceremony for another day, if you'd rather,” the woman added.

“No!” Theresa shouted.  “We're getting married today.”  Turning to Henry, she said, “That's what you promised.  You can't go back on your word.”

She sounded like one of the boys—like Derek or Evan, depending on the day.  The whining left her feeling instantly embarrassed, especially because she'd done it in front of their witness, Kaz, who was one of Henry's co-workers.

“I have no intention of going back on my promise,” Henry assured her, pulling her into a consoling hug.  “We'll get married when the Justice of the Peace arrives, even if we have to wait all day.”

Theresa felt a lot better, hearing her boss say those words.  She believed what he said, even when it seemed unlikely.  Like the two of them, boss and nanny, getting hitched.  A few short months ago, Theresa truly didn't believe this would happen.  

They'd agreed to get married.  

They both wanted to.  

But Henry was still married to Mira, and it wasn't until all the divorce stuff started that they realized how complicated it was.  

Divorce proceedings took way longer than Theresa expected.  

Initially, she thought they'd have a winter wedding.  But winter had come and gone.  The boys would soon be finished school, and here Henry and Theresa were, at city hall, finally able to legally marry.

Henry wasn't yet ready to tell the boys what was going on.  Neither was Theresa, for that matter.  She hadn't told anyone—not even her parents.  Especially not her parents.  

That was the main reason she worried about revealing their relationship to Derek and Evan: the boys would tell their mother.  First Mira would chew her out, and then Mira would tell her mom.  Even if Mira and Theresa's mom weren't close friends anymore, Mira would no doubt do it to get Theresa in trouble at home.

Although, her parents' home was no longer her home, now, was it?  From this day forward, her home would be her husband's house, the place she'd been living for almost a year.

Was that all?  Just a year?  Felt like eternity.

All the cloak and dagger was a little wearing, of course.  She didn't like lying and she didn't like hiding, but the truth was pretty scary.  Or, the results of telling the truth could be scary.  That was more the problem.

It was also super hard to live in the same house as someone you deeply love, not to mention lust after, and not be able to jump his bones at every turn.

They'd had their fair share of occasions, once Mira started taking the boys more often, but never while Evan and Derek were home.  That was the line they didn't allow themselves to cross.

Things would be different once they were married.

Well, things would be different once they told the boys they were married.

She wasn't sure exactly when that would be. 

Henry's friend from work interrupted Theresa's thoughts by saying, “I should probably put in a few hours at the office, if the ceremony is delayed.”

“Yeah,” Henry agreed.  “Me too.”

“No!” Theresa cried, and she was relieved to hear her employer's work friend say the same thing at the same time.

“No,” Henry's colleague repeated.  “This is your wedding day, man.  You shouldn't be working today.  Live it up!”  With a closed fist, he tapped Henry lightly on the arm.  “Text me an update and I'll come right back.  In the meantime, think of something fun to do.”

Theresa saw the guy wink at Henry before walking away.  She felt embarrassed by that.  Everyone could see what type of girl she was.  The nanny.  A sex object.  

Not proper marriage material. 

Well, she would show them!  She would show them all!  She'd be the best stepmother the boys could imagine, and the best wife, the best cook, the best housekeeper, the best everything.  

And best in the bedroom, too, but that was nobody's business but hers and Henry's.  That stuff was private, just between the two of them.

Henry looked around the atrium.  There were plenty of people milling about.  

City Hall had lots of other offices and things, apart from the place where couples got married.  There were all sorts of people going about their business, wearing far less dressy clothes than what Henry and Theresa had on.

Theresa glanced down at her dress, which was form-fitting and royal blue.  

She'd considered getting a real wedding gown.  It's not that she didn't deserve one.  Well, it was up in the air whether a girl who was not a virgin was entitled to wear white.  Although, these days most brides probably had an active sex life before getting hitched, and most of them wore white, so it couldn't be all that frowned upon.

It just didn't seem worth the expense to buy a wedding gown for what barely qualified as a wedding.  

Sure they were getting hitched, but they weren't celebrating their love with a giant ceremony, inviting all their friends and relatives, and then having a huge reception afterwards with a fancy meal and an open bar and a live band and dancing.

They weren't doing any of that traditional stuff.

But that was okay.  Maybe they'd have the big party after a few years' time, when the dust had settled.  Like, maybe for their tenth anniversary or something.

Wild to think the boys would be teenagers by then.  Ten years could go by in a snap.

And they'd all be happy.  They'd be very, very happy together, Theresa and Henry.  She was almost one hundred percent sure of it.

“I stick out like a sore thumb,” Theresa said, watching all the people in office garb go by.  “You don't.  You're just wearing a suit.  But no one else is dressed like me.”

She noticed a glint in her boss's eye when he said, “I know somewhere we can go.  It's close by, and I don't think it'll be crowded on a weekday morning.”

Theresa was intrigued, of course, and asked where he was taking her, but he wanted to keep it a secret until they arrived.  They could walk there, and it truly wasn't far—which was a good thing, because Theresa's shoes were already starting to pinch.

She recognized the building, when they arrived.  It was a skyscraper, and many skyscrapers looked similar, but she remembered the atrium because she'd been there before.  

Everything was marble—the floors, the walls—until you looked up and there were huge sheets of glass towering over you.  When she looked up, she saw other buildings, and eventually the sky.

“This is where you work,” Theresa said to her boss.  “I thought you said you weren't going back to the office.”

“I'm not,” he assured her, escorting her to the bank of elevators.  “I've got something else in mind.”

A bunch of people packed into the elevator, all hitting different floor buttons.  Theresa jammed herself into the corner and pretended she wasn't packed into a sardine can alongside a dozen strangers.  

Henry needed to tap his keycard on the reader before hitting which floor he wanted to get off at.  It was right at the top of the building, from the looks of it.

The elevator went up forever.  It emptied out little by little.  By the time Theresa's ears had popped twice, only she and Henry were left in the car.

She wished he would take her in his arms and kiss her now that the other people were gone, but he stood all the way on the other side of the elevator, as if they weren't even there together.

Just when she was about to speak his name, the elevator stopped and made a dinging noise.  This was it.  They'd reached the very top of the building.

What could he possibly want to show her up here?

When the elevator doors opened, Henry pressed his hand into the small of Theresa's back and led her into another world.
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Theresa would never in a million years have expected to find a garden atop the roof of a skyscraper, but that's exactly what they walked into. 

Out of the elevator, into an oasis on top of the world.

“What is this?” Theresa asked, though the answer was plain to see.  “A garden, obviously, but why is it up here?”

“Part of an effort to make skyscrapers more environmentally sound,” Henry replied.  “Doing some good by cleaning the air instead of just polluting.”

As Theresa stepped forth, she felt a sense of wonderment in her chest.  It reminded her of being a child, and she liked it. 

“There are trees!” she said.  “I can't believe it.  We're on top of a giant building and there are trees up here!  And shrubs and...”  She slipped off her pinching shoes and walked through the clover.  “Oh, this feels so nice underfoot.”

Henry didn't follow suit.  He left his shoes on while he cut across the clover, toward a line of cedars to one side of the clearing.  

There were planter boxes over there, many of them, and they were bursting with lavender, larkspur, and peonies—her favourite.  She loved that they were big and showy, but without the frilly sentimentality of roses.  

Peonies were underrated flowers.  They had a lot going for them. 

Theresa picked up her shoes and followed her boss—her soon-to-be husband—toward the planter boxes.  The clover felt so lovely and cool underfoot that she didn't want to step
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